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About the Author

Drummond Moir grew up in Edinburgh and studied at St Anne’s College, Oxford and Daiichi Keizai University in Fukuoka, Japan. He has worked in publishing since 2006 and is currently Editorial Director at Sceptre. His favourite typo appears here of this book.
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To Be or To Be

Typos in Literature

[image: image Missing]

The title of this chapter, ‘To be or to be’, a bastardisation of one of the most famous sentences in the English language, comes from a new edition of Shakespeare’s Hamlet published some years ago. Six professional proofreaders failed to catch the mistake, which received national publicity.


‘I am certain of one thing. Whatever may come between us – and wherever he may be on earth – Arthur will always remember that I love ham.’

The Parting, Millicent Hemming

My love she’s handsome, my love she’s boney.

A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, James Joyce

‘Barney’, by Rudge – $1.50

New York publisher’s advertisement for Charles Dickens’
fifth novel, late nineteenth century



[image: Image Missing]After being moved to tears by the sheer scale of CERN’s particle accelerator, the Large Hadron Collider, Richard Dawkins attempted to express his awe in his new book. But in what he described as ‘an unfortunate misprint’, the object of his affection came out as ‘The Large Hardon Collider’.



MY FAVOURITE TYPO



Catriona McPherson, novelist

‘I once found the following typo while editing one of my Dandy Gilver mysteries. The context is that Dandy (a respectable, gently born sleuth from the 1920s) hears the door of an adjacent room slam. I meant to have “I opened my own a crack and put my eye to it” . . . only I’d missed out the word “a”. I’m ashamed to tell you how long I laughed for.’




He was disfigured. As long as I can remember, he has had a car on his face.

Short story

Ted could not raise the cash necessary to purchase a house, and eventually in desperation he had to burrow.

The Price of Love, Rosemary Jeans



[image: Image Missing]The poet Alfred Noyes (1880–1958) once wrote a lovely elegy for a soldier who lay dead in a distant war. The poem depicted a family dreaming of the homecoming of their soldier, while ‘All night he lies beneath the stars / And dreams no more out there.’ When the Irish Times printed the poem, it became ‘All night he lies beneath the stairs . . .’


He could see hills on the horizon. The hills were dark yellow and black. Past the hills, he guessed, was the dessert.

2666, Roberto Bolaño

He stiffened for a moment but then she felt his muscles loosen as he shitted on the ground.

Baby, I’m Yours, Susan Andersen

The doctor smiled reassuringly at the worried mother and patted her little bot on the cheek.

Prescription for Love, Josephine Lawrence






MY FAVOURITE TYPO



 

Erica Wagner, Literary Editor, The Times, London

‘When I first came to The Times, sixteen years ago (!), our reviewers would post in their copy, or, if they were really technologically advanced, fax it. I would then write a catchline on top of the piece, and put it in a tray to go down to the copytakers, who would swiftly and efficiently type it into our creaky Atex system. Peter Ackroyd reviewed a biography of George Bernard Shaw for me in those olden days, in which he referred
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In the course of compiling Just My Typo, my fiancée was promoted to wife, and endured many, many hours of not-always-that-interesting-or-amusing stories about typos, which she bore with Job-like patience. The experience clearly affected her (she managed to state that we were getting ‘marrieid’ on the wedding invitation she embroidered), but she has been characteristically wonderful about the entire thing. Thank you, Frances, for being perfect, even if Im not.


Readers’ Favourites

‘I wondered if we would ever shake him off, but eventually the sighs of her bottom began to bore him.’

Anonymous novel, from anonymous editor

Because Churchill pushed deadlines to the limit and beyond, typos abounded. In one notorious passage, he referred to the French Army as the ‘poop of the life of France,‘ rather than the ‘prop.’

Brendan Miller, Ilford

Due to a typing error, Saturday’s story on local artist Jon Henninger mistakenly reported that Henninger’s band mate Eric Lyday was on drugs. The story should have read that Lyday was on drums.

Illinois Morning Sentinel, from Frances M, Liverpool

POLICE FOUND SAFE UNDER BLANKET

Piers Burton-Page, Hampshire

WTTW, Channel 11, has a two-hour version of ‘Anna Karenina’, the Tolstoy novel, scheduled for Friday night at 9:30. You can see Sean Connery, who is tired of playing James Bond, portray a Russian cunt. Claire Bloom is Anna.

Chicago Daily News, from Suzie Dooré, Berkshire

In an introductory statistics course, one question in an assignment had a question about the length of human pregnancies. One student concluded, ‘58.99% of births last from 255 days to 280 days.’ Poor Mum!

Sally Butler, Australia

Tesco’s CEO, on BBC Breakfast recently, stood obscuring part of the company slogan which then read, Tesco – very little helps.

John Saddler, London

Madinat Jueirah is a harbourside hotel from which waterways and walkways extend to all parts of the resort including 9 restaurants and bars, the Talise Spa and a traditional-style souk featuring 75 boutique shops, bars and cafés.  Rooms are specious, decorated in Middle Eastern style, beautifully furnished with private balconies overlooking the sea.

Indian hotel advertisement, from Nick Sayers, Coventry

I once saw a very disconcerting shop sign that simply read: ‘WE ARE CLOSE.’

Francine Toon, St Andrews

‘. . . which Is Why I Have Loved You Since We Met – And I Still Love You, Toady.’

Valentine’s Day Card from Derek Wood, Cambridge

The editor’s new favourite typo appeared in a sales document in the run-up to publication of the hardback. It saw him listed as ‘Drummong Moir’.

Please send in your favourites to Justmytypo@hodder.co.uk
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