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To the Right Henourable

0 S T A

Lord Vifcount Sprnce R,

My Logrp;

I Humbly beg leave . to offer you

thefe two Volumes, they are
the beft my talents, with fuch bad
health as I have, could produce :—
had providence granted me a larger
frock of either, they had been 2

much more proper prefent to your
Lordfhip,_
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DEDICATION.

I beg your Lordfhip will forgive
me, if, at the fame time I dedi-
cate this work to you, I join Lady’
SPENCER, in the liberty I take of
inferibing the fory of Le Fever in
the fixth volume to her name; for
which T have no other motive, which

my heart has informed me of, but

that the ftory is ahumane one.

i
3
H
-
¥
H

Iam,
My Lord,
Your Lordfbip’s
Moft devoted,
And moft bumble Servant,

L AUR. STERNE.
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TRISTRAM SHANDY, Gent.

CHUA Byl

F it had not been for thofe two
mettlefome tits,”and that madcap of
a poftilion, who drove them from Stil-
ton to Stamford; the thought had never
entered my head. He flew like light-

ning——there was a flope of three miles
and 2 half——we fecarce touched the
ground——the motion was moft rapid
—moft impetuous—’twas communicat-

Yor, V. B ed
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(2]
ed to my brain—my heart partook of it
By the great God of day, faidd,

looking towards the fun, and thrufting
o o

my arm out of the fore-window of the

chaife, as I made my vow, T will
lock up my ftudy door the moment I
get home, and throw the key of it nine-
ty feet below the furface of the earth,
into the draw-well .at the back of my
houfe.”

The London waggon confirmed me in
my refolution : - it hung tottering upon
the hill, fcarce. progreflive, drag’d—
drag’d up by eight Leavy beafts <« by
main ftrength !—quath I, nodding—
but your betters draw the fame way—
and fomething of every bodies l—
O rare!”

Tell
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i1 Tell me, ye Tearned, fhall we for ever
ibe adding' fo much to the bulk—{o little
‘to the fock 2

Shall we for ever make new books, as

apothecaries make new mixtures, by

pouring only out of one veffel into
another ?

Are we for ever to be twifting, and
untwifting the  fame rope? for ever in
the fame track—for ever at the fame
pace?

Shall we be deftined to the days of
eternity, on holy-days, as well as work-
ing-days, to be fhewing the relicks of
learning, as monks do the relicks of their
faints—without working one—one fingle
miracle with them?

B 2 Who
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[41
‘Who made Man, with powers which
dart him from earth to heaven in a mo-
ment—that great, that moft excellent,.
and moft noble creature of the world—
the miracle of nature, as Zoroafter in his
book wep} pusews. called him—the SuEe-

i N
xinan of the divine prefence, as Chry-

foftom—the 7mage of God, as Mofes—
the 7ay. of divinity, as Plato—the marvel
of marvels, as Ariftotle to go fneak-
ing on at this pitiful —pimping—petti~
fogging rate ?

I fcorn to be as abufive as Horace’
upon the occafion but if there is.no
catachrefis in the wifth, and no fin init;
T with from my foul, that every imitator
in Great Britain; France, and* Ireland,
Had the farcy for his pains; and that
there ‘was a good farcical houfe, large
enough to: hold—aye—and fublimate;

them,
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ithem, foag-rag and bob-tail, male and

female, all together: and this leads me
to the affair of #bijkers—but, by what
chain of ideas—I ledve as a legacy in

mort_main to Prudes and Tartufs, to
cenjoy and make the moft of.

Upon Whifkers.

T'm forry I made it ’twas as incon-
fiderate a promife as ever entered a man’s
head A chapter upon whifkers! alas!
the world will not bear it——"tis a deli-
cate world—but I knew not of what
mettle it was made—nor had I ever
Teen the underwritten fragment ; other=
wife, as furely as nofes are nofes, and
whifkets are whifkers fill; (let the world 4
fay what it will to the contrary) fo furely
would I have fteered clear .of this dan-
gerous chapter.

The
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The Fragment.
%R E EL KETRTRT R

ot i You are half afleep, my good

lady, faid the old gentleman,  taking
hold of the old lady’s hand and giving
it a gentle fqueeze, as he pronounced
the word #hifkers——ihall we change
the fubjet? By no means, replied the

old lady—I like your account of thefe
matters : o throwing a thin gauze
handkerchief over her head, and leaning
it back upon the chair with her face
turned towards him, and advancing her
two feet as the reclined herfelf—I defire,
continued fhe, you will go on.

The old gentleman went on as follows.
Whifkers! cried the queen of
Ngwarre, dropping her knotting-ball, as
Lz Foffenfe uttered the word——Whif-
kers;
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_kers; madam, faid La Foffeafe, pinning
the ball to the queen’s apron, and mak-
ing a courtefy as the repeated it.

La Foffenfe’s voice was naturally foft

and low, yet >twas an articulate voice :
and every letter of the word whifkers fell
dittinctly upon the queen of Navarre’s
ear—Whifkers ! cried the queen, laying
a greater ftrefs upon the word, and as if
the had ftill diftrufted her ears— Whif-
kers ; replied Lz Foffeufe, repeating the
word a third time—There is not a cava-
lier, madam, of his age in Navarre, con-
tinued the maid of honour, prefling the
page’s intereft upon the queen, that has
fo gallant a pair—Of what ? cried Mar-
garet, {miling Of whifkers, faid Lz
Foffeufe, with infinite modefty.

B 4 The
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[8]

The word whifkers ftill -ftood its
ground, and continued to be made ufe
of in moft of the beft companies through-
out the little kingdom of Navarre; not-
withftanding the indifcreet ufe which Lz
Foffenfe had made of it: the truth was;
La Foffeufe had pronounced the word,
not only before the queen, but upon fun-
dry other occafions at court, with an ac-
cent which always implied fomething of

a myftery——And as the court of Mar-

garet, as all the world knows, was at
that time a mixture of gallantry and de-
votion and whifkers being as appli-
cable to, the one, as the other, the word
naturally ftood its ground—it gain’d full
as much as it loft; that is, the clergy
were for it — the laity were againft it—
and for ‘the women,——7hey were di-"’
vided,———

The
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s Tl e exeellency of the figuié and ien
‘of the'young Sieut de Croix, was at thiag
time beginning to draw the attention of’
the:maids:of  honour towards' the terras
before:the palace. gate, where the guard
was'mounted. The Lady de Boufficre
fell deeply in love with him,— La Batta-

relle did the fame—it was the fineft wea.

ther for it, that ever was remembered in
Navarre—La Guyol,' La Maronette, La
Sabatiere, fell in love with the Sieur de
Croix alfo—La Rebours and La Foffeufe
knew better—De Croix had failed in an
attempt to recommend himfelf to La
Reboursy and La Rebours and La Foffeufe
were infeparable.

The queen of Navarre was fiiting with
her ladies in the painted bow-window,
facing the gate of the fecond court, as
Re€roix paffed through it—He is hand-

fome,
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forne, faid the Lady Banfliere.—He hasa
good mien, faid La Bastarelle.—He is
finely fhaped, faid L& Guyol.—I never
faw an officer of the horfe-guards inimy
life, faid La Muronette; with two fuch
legs—Or who ftood fo well upon them,
{aid La Sabatiere But he has no whif-
kess, cried La Foffenfe—Not a pile, faid
La Rebours.

RO T T

The queen went directly to her ora-

tory, mufing all the way, as fhe walked
through the gallery, upon the fubject ;
turning it this way and that way in her
fancy Ave Maria +—what can La
Foffenfe mean ? faid fhe, kneeling down
upon the cuthion,

La Guyol, La Batterelle, La Maronette,
La Sabatiere, reiired inftantly to their

chambers— Whifkers ! faid . all four of

them
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[ 1]
them-to themfelves, as they bolted their
doors on the infide.

*The Liady Carnavallette was counting
her beads with both hands, unfufpected
under ‘her farthingal—from St. 4ntony
down to St. Urfuls inclufive, not a faint
pafled through her fingers without whif-
kers; St. Francis, St. Dominiék, St. Ben-
net, St. Bafil, St. Bridget, bad all whif-
kers.

The Lady Baufiere had got into a
wildernefs of conceits, with moralizing
too intricately upon. La Foffeu[e’s text—
She mounted her palfry, her page fol-
lowed her—the hoft paffed by—the Jady
Bayffiere rode on.

One denier, cried the order of mercy
=-one fingle denier, in behalf of a thou-
fand
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[iz]
{and patient Ccaptives, whofe ‘eyes look
towards heaven and you for their re-
demption.

—The Lady Bauffiere rode on.

Pity the unhappy, faid a devout, ve-
nerable, hoary-headed man, meekly hold-
ing up a box, begirt with iron, in his
withered hands——I beg for the unfor-
tunate—good, my lady, ’tis for a prifon
—for an hofpital—’tis for an old man—
a poor man undone by fhipwreck, by
furetythip, by fire——1I call God and all
his angels to witnefs—’tis to cloath the
naked—to feed the hungry—"tis to com-
fort the fick and the broken hearted.

—The Lady Bauffiere rode on.
A decayed kinfmanbowed himfelf to’

the ground.
115 i :The
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~~The Lady Bauffiere rode on.

- He ran begging bare-headed on one
fide of her palfry, conjuring her by the
former bonds of friendfhip, alliance, con-
fanguinity,&c.—Coufin, aunt, fifter, mo-
ther—for virtue’s fake, for your own, fot
mine, for Chrift’s fake remember me—
pity me,

~The Lady Banffiere rode on.

Take hold of my whifkers, faid the
Yady Bauffiere The page took hold
of ‘her palfry. She difmounted at the
end of the terrace.

There are'fome trains of certain ideas
which leave prints of themfelves about
our eyes and eye-brows; * and there is a
confcioufnefs of it, fomewhere about the

heart,
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heart, which ferves but to make thefe
etchings the ftronger—we fee, fpell, and
put them together without a dictionary.

Ha, ha! hee, hee! cried Lz Guyol and
La Sabatiere, looking clofe at each others
prints Ho, ho! cried La Batterelle
and Maronette, doing the fame : —Whift!
cried one—ft, ft,—faid a fecond,—hufh,
quoth a third——poo, poo, replied a

fourth—gramercy ! cried the Lady Car-
navallette ;—twas fhe who bewhifker’d
St. Bridget.

La Foffeufe drew her bodkin from the

knot of her hair, and having traced the

outline of a fmall whifker, with the blunt
end of it, upon one fide of her upper lip,
put it into Lz Rebours’s hand—La Re-
bours fthook her head.

The
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{ 351
"The Lady-Bauffiere.cough’d thrice into
the infide of her muff—La Guyol {miled
—~Fy,faidithe Lady Bauficre. The queen
of Navarre touched her eye with the tip
of her fore finger—as much as to fay, 1
underftand you alls

*Twas phain to the whole court the
word was ruined : La Foffeafe had given
it a wound, and it was not the better, for
paffing through all thefe defiles—- It
made a faint ftand, however, fora few
months ; by the expiration of which,

the Sieur de Croix, finding it high time

to leave Navarre for want of whitkers—
the word in courfe became indecent, and
(after a few efforts) abfolutely unfic for
ufe.

The beft word, in the beft language

of the beft world, muft have fuffered un-
der
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[16]
der fuch combinations.—The euraté of
&’ Eftella wrote a book againft them, fets
ting forth the dangers of acceflory ideas;
and warning the Navarois againft them.

Does not all the world know, faid the
curate d’Eftella at the conclufion of his

work, that Nofes ran the fame fate fome
centuries ago in moft parts of Ewurope,
which Whifkers have now done in thé
kingdom of Natarre—The evil indeed
fpread no further then—, but have not

beds and bolfters, and night-caps and '
chamber-potsftood upon the brink of de=
ftru@ion ever fince ? Are not troufe, and

placket-holes, - and  pump-handles<and
fpigots and faucets, in danger fill, from
the fame affociation —Chaftity, by nature
the gentleft of all affeGtions—give it but
its head—"tis like a ramiping and a roar-

ing lion.

3 The
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The drift of the curate 2 Effells’s argu-
nent: was not underftood.—They ran

the {cent the wrong way.—The ‘world
bridled  his ‘afs at ‘the tail.—And when
the extreams of DELicAcy, and the de-
gimnings of concupiscEncEe, hold their
next provincial chapter together, the

may decree that bawdy alfo.

J

CoHnA P, oL

W HEN my father received the

letter which brought him the
melancholy account of my brother Bobby’s
death, he was bufy calculating the ex-
pence of his riding poft from Calais to
Paris, and {o on to Lyons.

*Twas a- moft inaufpicious Jjourney ;
my father having had every foot 'of it to
travel over again, “and his calculation to
begin afrefh, when he had almoft got

VoL. V., to
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[18]
to the end of it, by Obadiab’s opening
the door to acquaint him the family was
out of yeaft—and to aflk whether he

might not take the great coach-horfe
early in the morning, and ride in fearch
of fome.—With all my heart, Obadiah,
faid my father, (purfuing his journey)—

take the coach-horfe, and welcome.—
But he wants a fhoe, poor creature! faid
Obadiah.—Poor creature ! faid my uncle

= SErRRRRe T

Toby, vibrating the note back again, like
aftring in unifon. Then ride the Scozch
horfe, quoth my father haftily.—He can-
not bear a faddle upon his back, quoth
Qbadiah, for the whole world.
The devil’s in that horfe; then take
Parrior, cried my father, and fhu
the door. Partrior is fold, faid
Obadiah.—Here’s for you! cried my fa-
ther, making a paufe, and looking in
my uncle Toby’s face, as if the thing had
not been a matter of faft.—Your wor-
I thip

. . Copyright © Cambridge University Library
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[ 19]

fhip-ordered me to fell him laft April,
faid Obadish.—Then go on foot for your
“pains, cried my father.—T had much ra-
ther walk than ride, faid Obadiah, thut-
ting the door.

What plagues! cried my father, go-
ing on with his cal leulation.—But the
waters are out, faid Oz/zz;zzfa/a,~opcning

the door again,

Till that moment, my father, who
had a map of § on’s, and a book of the
polt roads before him, had | kept his hand
upon the head of his compaffes, with one
foot of them fixed upon Newers, the laft
ftage he had paid f (,.——wum\)lmo to go
on from that point with his journey and

calculati on, as foon as Uu"/”,/z/a qmttvu
the room ; but this feconc 1 attack of Oa-
diab’s, in opening the door and laying

the whole country under water, was too
much,—H —Or ra-

ther

Copyright © Cambridge Unive:
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[ 20]
ther with a mixed motion betwixt acci-
dent and anger, he threw them upon the
table; and then there was nothing for
him to do, but toreturn back to Calais(like
many others) as wife as he had fet out.

When the letter was brought into the
parlour, which contained the news of
my brother’s death, my father had got
forwards again upon his journey to with-
in a ftride of the compafies of the very
fame ftage of Nevers.—By your leave,
Monf. Sanfon, cried my father, ftriking
the point of his compaffes through Ne-
vers into the table,—and nodding to my
uncle Zv2y, to fee what was in the letter,
—twice of one night is too much for an
Englifp gentleman and his fon, Monf.
Sanfon, to be turned back from fo loufy
a town as Nevers,—what think’t thou,
Toby, added my father in a fprightly tone.
—Unlefs it be a garrifon town, faid my
uncle Toky,~for then—I fhall be a fool,

faid
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faid ' my father, fmiling to himfelf, as
long as I live.—So giving a fecond nod
=—and keeping his compafies ftill upon
Nevers with oné hand, and hol ding his
book of the poft-roads in the other—
half calculating and half liftening, he
leaned forwzuda upon the table wuh both
elbows, as my uncle 704y hummed over
the letter.

— he’s gone!
faid my uncle Zoby.—Where—Who ?
cried my facher.ml‘vfy nephew, faid my
incle 7oby.——W hat—without leave—
without money——without governor ?
cried my father in amazement. No:—
heis dead, my dear brother, quoth my
uncle Toby.—Without being ill? cried
my father again.—I dare f,xy not, faid
my uncle 704y, in a low voice, and fetch-
ing a deep figh from the bottom of his

C 3 heart,
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[ 22 ]
heart, he has been ill enough, poor lad !
T’ll anfwer for him—for he is dead.

When Agrippina was tol

death, Tacitus informs us, that not
1

able to moderate the wviolence o
paffions, fhe abrupt Zy 7%’06(.2 off |
—My father ftuck

Nevers, but fo much tf

contrarieties | his,
calculation— Agrippi

S e

quite a different affair ; who elfe
pretend to reafon from hiftory ?

How my father went on, in my opi-
nion, deferves a chapter to itfelf.—

CrE AP T

— And a chapter it
fhall have, and a devil of a one too—fo
look to yourfelves.

*Tis either Plato, or Plutarch, or
cay or Xenophon, or Epifleius, or Theo-
3 phraflus,
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[ 23]
phraftus, ot Lucian—or fome one per-
haps of later date—either Cardan, or Bu-
dens, or Petrarch, or Stella—or poflibly
it:may be fome divine or father of the
church, ' St. Auftin, or St. Cyprian, or
Barnard, who affirms that it is an irrefif-
table and natural paffion to weep for the
lofs of our friends or children—and Seneca
(PPm pofitive) tells us fomewhere, that
fuch griefs evacuate themfelves beft by
that particular channel.—And accord-
ingly we find, that David wept for his
fon Abfolom—Adrian for his Antinous—

Niobe for her children, and that Apollo-
doras and. Crito both fhed tears for Socra-
s before his death.

My father managed his affliction other-
wife; and indeed diﬁ%rently from moft
men either ancient or modern ; for he
neither wept it away, as the Hedrews and
the Romans—or flept it off, as the Lap-
landers—or hang’d it, as the Englifh, or
drowned'it; as the Germans—nor did he

€y curfe
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[ 24]
cutfe it, or.damn it, or excommunicate
it, or rhyme it, or lillabullero it.=—=

——He got rid of it, however.

Nill your worfhips give me leave to
fqueezeinaftory between thefe twopages?

When Tully was bereft of his dear
daughter Zullia, at firft he laid it to his
heart,—he liftened to the voice of nature,
and modulated his own unto it.—O my
Tullia! my daughter! my child | —ftill;
ftill; ftill,—"twas O my Tu/lia! my

Methinks I fee my Tullia, I
hear my Tullia, 1 talk with my Tullia.—
But as foon as he began to look into the
fores of philofophy, and confider how
many excellent things might be faid upon
the occafion—no body upon earth can
conceive, fays the great orator, how hap-
py> how joyful it made me.

ErRILR

My father was as proud of his elo-
quence as Marcus Turrius: CicEro
could
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[ 25 ]
could be for his life, and for aught I am
convinced of  to the contrary at prefent,
with as much reafon : it was indeed his
ﬂuﬂ"[‘l——“nd his weaknefs too.——His
ftrength—for he was by nature eloquent,
-—~and his weaknefs—for he was hourly

a dupe to it; and provided an occafion
in life would but permit him to thew his
talents, or fay either a wife thing, a witty,
ora fhrewd one—(bating the cafe of a
fyftematick misfortune)—he had all he
wanted.—A blefling which tied up my
father’s tongue, and a misfortune which
fetitloofe with a good grace, were pretty
equal : fometimes, indeed, the misfor-
tune was the better of the two s for in-
flance, where the pleafure of the harangue
was as fen, and the pain of the misfor-
tune but as five—my father gained half
in half, and confequently was as well

again off, as it never had befallen him.
This clue will unravel, what otherwife
would  feem very inconfiftent in my fa-
ther’s
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¢her’s domeftick character; anditis
that in the provom tions arifin
neglects and blunders of fervants, or o-
ther mifhaps unavoidable in a family, his
anger, or rather the duration of it, eter-
sally ran counter to all conje

My father had a favourite liccle mare,
which he had configned over to a moft
beautiful Arabian horfe, in order to have
his own ridir

i
his p

I T

a pad ovt of her fo
was i all
ed about his p.".u Cm,y day with as abfo-

e

lute a fec s if it had been reared,
ke,— ';ci bridled .vd .} at his
door re
le&k or
that my
n'a mule,
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[ 27]
diah—and. that there never would be an
end of the difafter. See here! you
rafcal, cried my father, pointing to the

mule, what you have done!—It was not
me, faid Obadich.—How ‘do I know

that ? replied my

ter into them—and {o O/
more about it.

into my father’s head, t!

together, {o as to ma
any thing of a confiftent thow out
them.—He took them as they came

“*Tis an inevitable chance—the firft
¢ fratute in Megaid Chartd—it is an ever-
< lafting
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[ 28]
¢ lafting act of parliament, mydear bro-
¢ ther,—All muff die.
< If my fon could not have died, it
had been matter of wonder,—not that
he is dead.”

¢ Monarchs and princes dance in the

3 (s
ame ring with us.
f I‘I..D v R E

eat debt and tri-

¢ —Tvo die, is the

¢ bute due unto nature : tombs and m

o
o'

numents,
i an ‘.the
proudeflt pyramid of them ah, which
wealth and fcience have ereGted, has
ft its apex, and ftands obtruncated in
the traveller’s horizon.” (My father
found he got great eafe, and went on)—=
<« Kingdoms and provinces, and towns
¢¢ and cities, have they not their periods?
«¢ and when thofe principles and powers,
< which at firft cemented and put them
<« together, have performed their feveral

(3PN
¢ evo-
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< evolutions, they fall back.”’—~Brather
Shandy, faid my uncle Tody, laying down
his pipe at the word evolutions—Revolu-
tions, T meant, quoth my fatt er,—by
heaven I I meant revolutions, brother
Zoby—evolutions is nonfenfe.—Tis not
nonfenfe—faid my uncle Zoby.——But is
it not nonfenfe to brea‘\ the thread of fuch
a difcourfe, upon fuch an occafion? cried
my father—do not—dear ‘To&y, conti-
nued he, taking him by the hand, do not
—do not, I befeech thee, interrupt me at
this crifis.—My uncle Zoby put his pipe
into his mouth.

¢¢ Where is 77 nd Mjycene, and
< Thebes and ]I,,J, and Perfepolis, and
© Agrigentum”—continued my father,
ta l\m'* up his book of poft-roads, which

he had laid down.—¢ What is become,
“ brother 7oby, of N b and Babylon,
‘“ of Cizicum and Mitylene 2 'The faireft

‘towns that ever the fun rofe upon, are
‘f.now no more : the names only are left,

sSand
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many of them are wrong

“¢ and thofe (forr
alling themfelves by piece-

‘¢ {pelt) are fz
¢ meals.to d:*cay, and in length of time

otten, and involved with

111

Returning out of .
¢ from /

country round

behind me, Me-

s on the right

\’\'Aat flou-

¢ upon the

to myfelf,

f» ould (:iﬁu;b his foul for
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w.my. uncle Z¢by knew not that this

h was an extrat of Servius

s Confu'iztury letter to Tl
had as little {kill, honeft man, in the
, as he had in the whole pieces
And as my father, whilft
ky trade, had

een three or four c’Jm\ it times in the

in one of which he had ftaid 2
year and a half at , my uncle
y naturaliy concluded, that in fome
one of thefe periods he had taken a
trip acrofs the Archipelago into Afiay and
that all this failing affair with #gina be-
hind, and ara before, and Pyreus on
the r !m.nd, &e. (;;L was not’,m(;

more

£s
age ar Llo.)—fnasurt Iy‘

1 1

in his manner, and many an undert
critick would have built two ftories h gh-
er upon worfe foundations.—And pray,
r, quoth 1 my up ncle Toby, laying

! ther’s hand

in
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in a kindly way of interruption—but
waiting till he finithed the account—
what year of our Lord was this?—T'was
no year of our Lord, replied my father.
—That’s impofiible, cried my uncle Zoy.

—Simpleton! faid my father, —’twas for-
3 y >
ty years before Chrilt was born.

My uncle Toby had but two things for

it either to fuppofe his brother to be
the wandering Few, or that his misfor-
tunes had difordered his brain.—¢¢ May
¢ the Lord God of heaven and earth
¢ protect him and reftore him,” faid my
uncle 702y, praying filently for my father,
and with tears in his eyes.

eI

—My father placed the tears to a pro-
per account, and went on with his ha-
rangue with great fpirit.

ng

¢ There is not fuch great odds, bro-

¢¢ ther Zoby, betwixt good and evil, as
¢¢ the world imagines’’ (this way of
fet-

Copyright © Cambridge University Library
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial Unported License (CC BY-NC




331
fetting off, by the bye, was not likely to
cure my uncle Zoly’s fufpicions.—¢¢ La-
«¢ bour, forrow, grief, ficknefs, want, and
¢ woe, are the fauces of life.”—~Much
good may do them—faid my uncle 742y
to himfelf.——

¢« My fon is dead I—fo much the bet-
¢ ter;—tis a thame in fuch a tempeft to
¢¢ have but one anchor.’?

“ But he is gone for ever from usl——
“beitfo. He is got from under the
< hands of his barber before he was bald.
¢ —he is but rifen from a feaft before
¢ he was furfeited—from a banquet be-
#¢ fore he had got drunken.”

¢ The Thracians wept when a child

€ was born”—(and we were Very near
ity quoth my uncle 704y)—¢ and feafted
‘“and made merry when a man went
¢ out of the world; and with reafon.—

Vor.V, D ¢ Death
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¢ Death opens the gate of fame, and
< fhuts the gate of envy after it, —it
<¢ unloofes the chain of the captive, and
¢¢ puts the bondfman’s tafk into another
¢ man’s hands.”

¢¢ Shew me the man, who knows what
¢¢ life is, who dreads it, and I’ll fhew thee
‘¢ a prifoner who dreads his liberty.”

Is it not better, my dear brother Zo2y,
(for mark—our appetites are but difeafes)

—1s it not better not to hunger at all,
than to eat ?—not to thirft, than to take

TR RIS

phyfick to cure it?

Is it not better to be freed from cares
and agues, from love and melancholy,
and the other hot and cold fits of life,
than like a galled traveller, who comes
weary to his inn, to be bound to begin
his journey afrefh ?

There is no terror, brother 702y, inits
looks, but what it borrows from groans
and
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and‘convullions—and the hlowing of
nofes, and the wiping away of tears with
the bottoms of curtains in a dying man’s
room.—Strip it of thefe, what is it—
*Tis better in battle than in bed, faid my
_uncle Toby.—Take away its herfes, its
mutes, and its mourning,—its plumes,
fcutcheons, and other mechanic aids—
What is it ?—Bezter in battle ! continued
my father, fmiling, for he had abfolutely
forgot my brother Bobby—’tis terrible no
way—for confider, brother To4y,—when
we are—death is #0z ;—and when death
is—we are not. My uncle Zody laid
down his pipe to confider the propofi-
tion ; my father’s eloquence was tco ra-
pid to ftay for-any man—away it went,
—and hurried my uncle Z0fy’s ideas

along with it.—

For this reafon, continued my father,
’tis worthy to recolle&t, how little alte-
ration in great men, the approaches of

D2 death
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death have made. —7e/pafian died in 2
jeft upon his clofe: ftool—Galba with a
fentence—=Septimins Severus ina difpatch
—Tiberius in diffimulation, and Cefar
Auguftus in acompliment,—1I hope, ’twas
a fincere one—quoth my uncle 70by.

—’Twas to his wife,—faid my father.

LD i R W S

IR T T

~—— And laftly—for of all the choice
anecdotes which hiftory can produce of
this matter, continued my father,—this,
like the gilded dome which covers in the
fabrick—crowns all.—

*Tis of Cornclius Gallus, the prator—
which I dare fay, brother 7oy, you have
read.—I dare fay I have not, replied

my uncle.—He died, faid my father, .as

—And if it was with his wife, faid my
uncle Zoby—there could be no hurt ia it.
~—That’s ¢
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—That’s more than I know—replied my
father.

C ol A Bo 00,

Y mother was going very ginger-

ly in the dark along the paffage

which led to the parlour, as my uncle
Toby pronounced the word wife.—"Tis a
thrill, penetrating found of itfelf, and O-
badiab had helped it by leaving the door
a little a-jar, fo that my mother heard
enough of it, to imagine herfelf the fub-
ject of the converfation: fo laying the
edge of her finger acrofs her two lips—
holding in her breath, and bending her
head a little downwards, with a twift of
her neck—(not towards the door, but
from it, by which means her ear was
brought to the chink)—the liftened with
all her powers: the liftening flave,
with the Goddefs of Silence at his back,
could not have given a finer thought for
an intaglio.

D3 : In
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Ih this attitude T am determined'to Iet
her ftand for five minutes: till 1 bring
up the affairs of the kitchen (as Rapin
does thofe' of the church) to the fame
period.

Gy i e e

FYHOUGH in one fenfe, our family
-g- was certainly a fimple machine, as
it confifted of a few wheels ; yet there
was thus much to be faid for it, that
thefe wheels were fet in motion by fo
many different fprings, and afted one
upon the other from fuch a variety of
firange principles and impulfes, that
though it was a fimple machine, it had
all the honour and advantages of a com-
“plex one, and a number of as odd
~movements within 'it, as ever were bé-
held in the infide of a Dusch filk-mill,

TRCE A EEa:

Amangft thefe there was one, I am
going to {peak of, in which, perhaps, it
was
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was not altogether fo fingular, as in many
others 3 and it was this, that whatever
motion, debate, harangue, dialogue, pro-
1e&, or differtation, was going forwards
in the parlour, there was generally ano-
ther at the fame time, and upon the fame
- fubjeét, running parallel along with it in
the kitchen.

Now to bring this about, whenever an
extraordinary meflage, or letter, was de-
livered in the parlour,—or a difcourfe
fufpended till a fervant went out—or the
lines of difcontent were obferved to hang

upon the brows of my father or mother
—or, in fthort, when any thing was {up-
pofed to be upon the tapis worth know-
ing or liftening to, *twas the rule to leave
the door, not abfolutely fhut, but fome-
what a-jar—as it ftands jult now,—which,
under covert of the bad hinge, {and thac
poffibly might be one of the many rea-
fons why it was never mended) it was
notdifficult to manage ; by which means,

D4 in
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in all thefe cales, a paffage was generally
left, not indeed as wide as the Dardanells,
but wide enough, for all that, to carry
on as much of this windward trade, as
was fufficient to fave my father the trou-
ble of governing his houfe ;—my mother
at this moment ftands profiting by it,—
Obadiah did the fame thing, as foon as
he had left the letter upon the table which
brought the news of my brother’s death;
fo that before my father had well got
over his furprize, and entered upon his
harangue,—had Trim got upon his legs,
t0'fpeak his fentiments upon the fubjec,

Rt

A ‘curious obferver of natute, had he
been worth the inventory of all ¥s4’s
ftock—though, by the bye, your carious
dbfervers are feldom worth agroai—would
have given the half of it, to have heard
€orporal Trim and my father, two ora-
tors"fo contrafted by nature and educa-
tion, haranguing over the fame biér.

My
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My father 2. man of deep reading—-
prompt memory—with Cato, and Sex
and Epiffetus, at his fingers ends.—

‘The corporal—with nothing—to re-
member—of no deeper reading thin hi
mufter-roll—or greater names at his fin-
ger’s end, than the contents of it.

The one proceeding from period to
period, by metaphor and allufion, and
{triking the fancy as he went along, (as
men of wit and fancy do) with the enter-

tainment and pleafantry of his pictures
and images.

The other, without wit or antithefis,
or point, or turn, this way or that; but
leaving the images on one fide, and the
pictures on the other, going ftrait for-
wards as nature could lead him, to the
heart. O Trim! would to heaven thou
had’ft a betrer hiftorian |—would !—thy
hiftorian had a better pair of brecches !

{ —Q

Copyright © Cambridge Unive: rary .
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommerc Unported License (CC BY-NC




~—0 ye criticks
ou?
you?

[ 42

will nothing-mele

(Bn 8 s N MR GV

————My young mafter in London is
dead ! faid Obadiah.—

—A green fattin night-gown of my
mother’s, which had been twice fcoured,
was the firlt idea which Obadiab’s excla-
mation brought into Sufannah’s head.—
Well might Locke write achapter uponthe
imperfetions of words.—Then, quoth
Sufannab, we muft all go into mourning,
—But note a fecond time: the word
mourning, notwithftanding Su/annab made
ufe of it herfelf—failed alfo of doing its
office; it excited not one fingle idea;
tinged either with grey or black,—all
was green, The green fattin nights
gown hung there ftill.

e

TR

e

—O! ’twill be the death of my poor
miftrefs, cried Sufannab.—My mother’s
whole
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whole watdrobe followed.—What a’pro-
ceflion! her red damafk,—her orange-
tawny,—her white and yellow luteftrings,
—her brown taffata,—her bone-laced

caps, her bed-gowns, and comfortable

under-petticoats. —Not a rag was left be-
hind.—<¢ No, —/be will never Jook up
again,” faid Sufannah.

We had a fat foolith feullion—my fa-
ther, Tthink, kept her for her fimplicity 3
—ithe had been all autumn ftruggling
with a dropfy.—He is dead! faid Oza-
diab,—he is certainly dead ! —So #m not
I, faid the foolifh fcullion.

——Here is fad news, Trim! cried
Sufannab, wiping her eyes as T7im ftepd

T

into the kitchen,—mafter Boldy is dead
and uried,—the funeral was an interpo-
lation of Sufunnab’s,—we fhall have all
£o go into mourning, faid Sufannab.

6 I hope
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Thope not, faid T7im.—)
cried Sz:/mma/a carneftly.—
ran not in Trim’s head, whatever it did in
Sufannal’s.~1 hope—faid Trim, explain-
ng himfelf, T hope in God the news
is not true. I heard the letter read with
my own ears, anfwered Obadiah; and we
fhall have a terrible piece of work of it
in ftubbing the ox-moor.—Oh! he’s
dead, faid Safannah.—~As fure, faid the

ou hopenot}
he niourning

¥i
T
i

fcullion, as I am alive.

I lament f 1y heart and
my foul, faid T7im, 1 a figh.—
Poor creature l-—poor boy ! poor gen-
tleman

s alive laft 777bit

! man.— W hitfont o1 alas! cried
Trim, exiending his right arm, and fall-
ing inftantly into the fame attitude in
which he réad the fermon,—what is
Whitfoutide, Fonathan, (for that was the
coachman’s name) or Sbrovetide, or any

tide
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tide or time paft, to this? Arew
here now, continued the corpora}, il
ing the end of his ftick
upon the floor, fo as to gwc an idea
health and ftability)—and are
(dropping his *hat upon the g:‘oumf}
gone ! in a moment!—"Twas infinitely
ftriking ! Sufznnab burft into a flood of
tears.— We are not ftocks and ftones.—

Obadiak, the COOk-""n;‘;d, all
melted.—The foolith fat fcullion herfelf,
who was fcouring a fifh-kettle upon her
knees, was rous’d with it.—The w

kitchen crouded about the corporal.

Now as I perceive plainly, that th
prefervation of our conftitution inchurc L’
and ftate,—and poffibly the prefervation
of the whole world—or what is the {ame
thing, the diftribution and balance of its
property and power, may in time to
come depend greatly upon the right un-
cerftanding of this ftroke of the corpo-

ral’s
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ral’s eloquence—I do demand-your at-
tention,—your worthips and reverences;
for any ten pages together, take them
where you will in any other part' of the
work, fhall fleep for it at your eafe.

I faid, < we were not flocks and ftones”
—tis very well. I fhould have added,
nor are we angels, I with we were,—but
men cloathed with bodies, and governed
by our imaginations ;—and what a jun-

<etting piece of work of it there is, be-
twixt thefe and our feven fenfes, efpe-
cially fome of them, for my own parr, I
own it, I am afhamed to confefs. Let
it fuffice to affirm, that of all the fenfes,
the eye, (for I abfolutely deny the touch,
though moft of your Barbati, 1 know,
are for it) has the quickeft commerce
with the foul,—gives a {marter ftroke,
and leaves fomething more inexpreflible
upon the fancy, than words can either
convey—or fometimes get rid of.

k
-
%
H
13
B

—]ve
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==I’ve gone a little about—no matter,
*tis- for health—let us only carry it back
in our mind to the mortality of T7im’s
hat.—¢¢ Are we not here now,—and gone
in a moment ?”’—There was nothing in
<he fentence—'twas one of your felf-evi-
dent truths we have the advantage of
hearing every day ; and if 77/m had not
trufted more to his hat than his head—
he had made nothing at all of i.

¢« Are we not here now ;”’—
continued the corporal, ¢“and are we not”
—(dropping his' hat plumb upon the
ground—and paufing, before he pro-
nounced the word)—<¢ gone! in a mo-
ment 2>* The defcent of the hat was as if
a heavy lump of clay had been kneaded
into_the crown of it, Nothing could
have exprefled the fentiment of morta-
lity, of which it was the type and fore-
runner, like it,—his hand feemed to va-
nith from under it,—it fell dead,~—the
corporal’s eye fix’d upon it, as upon a

corps,
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corps,—and Sufannahb burll into- a flood
of tears.

Now—Ten thoufand, and ten thou-
fand times ten thoufand (for matter and
motion are infinite) are the ways by
which a hat may be dropped upon the
ground, without any effe&.——Had he
flung it, or thrown it, or caft it, or
fkimmed it, or fquirted, or let it flip or
fall in any poffible direction under hea-
ven,—or in the beft dire&ion that could
be given to it,—had he dropped it like a

goofe—like a puppy —like an als—or in
doing it, or even after he had done, had
he looked like a fool,—like a ninny—
like a nicompcop—it had fail’d, and the
effect upon the heart had been loft.

Yewho govern this mighty world and
its mighty concerns with the engines of
eloquence,—who heat it, and cool it, and
melt it, and mollify it, and then har-
den it again to your purpofe——e i

e
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Ye who wind and turn the paflons
with this great windlafs,—and, hav
done it, lead the owners of them, wi
ther ye think meet—

Ye, laftly, who drive — = and why
not, Ye alfo who are driven, like tur-
keys to market, with a ftick and a red
clout—meditate—meditate, I befeech
you, upon Z7im’s hat.

A B VI

NTAY I have a fmall account to

fettle with the reader, before T7im

can go on with his harangue.~It fhall
be done in two minutes.

Amongft many other book-debts, all
of which I fhall diftharge in due time,—
T own myfelf a debtor to the world for
two items,—a chapter upon chamber-
wmaids and button holes, which, in the for-
mer part of my work, 1 promifed and

VoL, V. E fully
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d to pay off  th
your worfhips and reverences

lling me, that the two fubjects, efpeci-
11

t

ally fo connected together, might endan-
r

oe

h¢ morals of the world,—I pray
the chapter upon chamber-maids and

button-holes may be forgiven me,—and

that they will accept of the laft chapter

in lieu of it; which is nothing, an’c pleafe
your reverences, but a chapter of charm-
ber-maids, green-gowns, and old bats.

Poa

Trim took his off the ground,—put it
upon his head,—and then went on with
his oration upon death, 1
form following,.

Gy (NS X.

To us, Fonathsn, who know not
what want or eare is—who live here in
the fervice of two of the beft of mafters

my own cale his majelty
the Third, whom I had
the
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the honout to ferve both in
Flanders)—1 own it, that from 7
tide towithin three weeks of Chriftmas,—
’tis not long—"tis like nothm(r ;—Dbut to
thofe, Fonathan, who know what de
is, and what havock and deftruion e
can make, before a man can well wheel
about—’tis like a whole age.—O Yona-
than! ’twould make a <*ood natured

s heart o:LCu, to confider, continued
corporal, (ftanding perpend licularly)
ve and upright fel-

fince that time |-—And

c\zrparal, turn-

s were fwim-

at time comes

right eye will be

2 ed it to the right

the pa 4‘{,-——-“1& wept—but fhe
court’fied too.—Are we nor, continued

ng il at Sufannah—are we

—a tear of
two tears of

id Y ibrary
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humiliation—elfe' no tongue could have
defcribed Sufannak’s afflition—is not all
fleth grafs?—’Tisclay,—’tisdirt.—They
all looked direétly at the fcullion;—the
fcullion had juft been {couring a fifh-
kettle.—It was not fair.——

—What is the fineft face that ever
man looked at !—1I could hear 77im talk
{o for ever, cried Sufannab,—what isit!
(Sufannab laid her hand upon Trim’s
fhoulder)—but corruption ? Sufanunah
took: it off.

—Now I love you for this—and ’tis
this delicious mixture within you which
makes you dear creatures what you are—
and he who hates you for it———all I
can fay of the matter, is—That he has
either a pumkin for his head—or a pip-
pin for his heart,—and whenever he is
diffiected twill be found fo.

CHAPF.
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HETHER Sufannab, by t
ing her hand too fuddenly from
off the corporal’s thoulder, (by the whifk-
ing about of her paffions)——broke a
little the chain of his refle@tions

Or whether the corporal began to be
fufpicious, he had got into the doftor’s
quarters, and was talking more like the
chaplain than himfelf——1-

Qawhetheress o sl L el
Or whether for in all fuch cafes a
man of invention and parts may with
pleafure fill a couple of pages with fup-
pofitions~——which of all thefe was the
caufe, let the curious phyfiologift, or
the curious any body determine —’tis
certain, at leaft, the corporal went on
thus with his harangue.

E 3 For
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For myown part, I declare it, that ‘out
of doors, Ivalue not death at all:—not
this .. added the corporal, fnapping his
rs,—but with an air which no one
the corporal could have given to the
fentiment.—In battle, I value death not

. and let him not take me cc

» like poor Foe Gibbins, in fcouring
yun;—What ishe? A pullof at
—a pufh of a bayonet an inch this

way or that—makes the

Look along the line—to the ri
%’s down ! well,—i
t of ‘horfe to him.—No—"tis D
Then Fack’s no worfe.—Never mind
ich,—we pafs on,—in hot purfuit the
d itfelf which brings him is not felt,
beft way is to ftand up to him,—
he man who flies, is in ten times more
er than the man who marches up
into his jaws.—I’ve look’d him, added
corporal, an hun 1 ti

and know
and Know
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thing, Obadiah, at all in the

he’s very frightful in a houfe,

diah.——1 never mind it

Fonatkan, upon a Coach~box ;‘t mufit,
in my opinion, be moft natural in bed,
eplied Sufannab. — And could 1 efcape
him by creeping into the worft calf’s
1kin that ever was made into a knapfack,
I would do it there — faid 977zm—but that

1S nature.

———Nature is nature, faic
And that is the reafon, cried S b
ich pity my miftre(s.—She will ne-
the better of it.—Now I pity the

i

ptain the moft of any one in the fami-

anfwered Zrim.——Madam w

in tulk

will k

fhall hear him ﬁgh in his bed for a whole
onth together, as he did for licutena

Le¢ Fever.  An’ pleafe your ho

ot figh fo piteoufly, I would |
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as7l Jaid befides him. I cannot help ity
Trim, my maller would fay, ’tis {o
melancholy an accident—I cannot. - get
it off my heart.—Your honour fears not
death yourfelf, —1I hope, Trim, I fear no-
thing, he would fay, but the doing a
wrong thing.—— Well, he would add;
whatever betides, I will take care of Le
Fever’s boy.—And with that, like a
quieting draught, his honour would fall
afleep.

&
Y
3
H
13
¥
:
i

I like to hear T7im’s ftories about the
eaptain, faid Sufannabh.—He is a kindly-

PR e

hearted gentleman, faid Obadiah, as ever
lived.—Aye,—and as brave a one too,
faid the corporal, as ever ftept before a
platoon.—There never was a better offi-
cer in the king’s army,—or a better man
in God’s world ; for he would march up
to the mouth of a cannon, though he faw
the lighted match at the very touch-hole,
—and yet, for all that, he has a heart as

{oft
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foft as-a child for other people. He
would not hurt a ehicken. I would
fooner,  'quoth Yonathan, drive fuch a
gentleman for feven pounds a year—than
fome for eight.—Thank thee, Jonaban !
for thy twem'y thillings,—as much, Fo-
nathan, faid the corporal, fhaking him by
the hand, as if thou hadft put the money
into my own pock

him to the day of my de
He is a friend and a brother
and could I be fure my poor brother Tom

was dead,—-continued the corporal, rak-

hief,—was I worth
ten thoufand pounds, I would leave every
thilling of it to the captair Trim
could n
mentary proof he gave ot his affection ta
his ‘mafter.~ The whole kirchen was
affetted.——Do tell us this ftory of the
poor lieutenant, faid Sufannab.—— With

all my heart, anfwered the corporal.

Copyright © Cambridge Unive: ibrary .
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not as much for-

my mother, as if Nature had

me down

ny back,
it piece fallen off here

t I do with-th

reacn Lz
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For my own part I never wonder at
any. thing ;—and fo often has my judg-

ment deceived me in my life, thac I al-

rence truth as much

dy ; and when it has {lipped

will but take me by the

quictly and fearch for it,
we have both loft, and
us do well withour,—T’il

world’s end with him :——Bt

us points, or fuch
I would almoft f{u be to any thing
which does not choak me in the firft

P rather thar drawn into one
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ginning; That if ever the army of mar
tyrs was to be augmented,—or a new
-one raifed,—I would have no hand in it;

one way or t'other.

& 0 G A 1 5

BUT to return to my mother.

My uncle Zoby’s opinion, Madam,
<¢ that there could be no harm in Corse-
<¢ liys Gallys, the Roman prator’s lying
< with his wifes” or rather the laft
word of that opinion,—(for it was all
my mother heard of it) caught hold of
her by the weak part of the whole fex :
~——7You fhal] not miftake me,—I mean
her curiofity,—fhe inftantly .concluded
herfelf the {ubjet of the converfation,
and with that prepoffeflion upon her
fancy, you will readily conceive every

word
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word my ‘father faid, was ‘accominoz
dated either to herfelf, or her family
concerns,

Pray, Madam, in what ftreet

doesthe lady live, who would not have

done the fame ?

From the ftrange mode of Cor
death, my father had made a tranfition

to that of Secrates, and was giving my

5

uncle Tozy an abftract of his pleading

befare his judges ; *twas irrefiftable :
——not the oration of Socrates,—but
my father’s temptation to it.——He had
wrote the * Life of Socrates himfelf che
vear before he left off trade, which, I

* This book my father would never confent to
publith ; ’tis in manufcript, with fome other tra&s
of his, in the family, all, or moft of which will bg
printed in due time.

3 car,
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fear, was the means of haftening him

out of ‘it ;——fo that no one was able

to fet out with fo full a fail, and in fo
.

fwelling a tide of heroic loftinefs upon

the occafion, as my fathcr was. WNota

period in Socrates’s ora which clofed
rter word than /}':(’/'.”/m rations
—or a worfe thought in

it than z0 be—or not to be,

upon a new and untried

-—Or, upon a

TR e

seaceful ﬂcep

5

51
{

1
i

difturban

ther of wus born to be flaves.—-~ No—
there I miftake ; that was part of Elea-
Zer’s oration, as recorded by Fofephus
(de Bell. ic.) ——LEleazer owns he
had it fi
nood Alexander the Great, in
his irruption into India, after he had
over-
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By water the fentiment mig

have come down the Ganges

Sinus Gangeticus, or Bay of
into the Iudian Sea; and followi
tl ¢ way from

by the Cape of Good

known) might be carried with other

1ope being then un-

fs

drugs and fpices up the Red Sea to

dab,
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[ 64]

1ob, the port of Mekka, or elfe to To#

ues, towns at the bottom of the gulf;

‘rom thence by karrawans to Captos,.
but three days journey diftant, fo down
the Nile dire&tly t0 Alexandria, where
the senTiMeNT would be landed at the
very foot of the great fair-cafe of the
Alexandrian library, —and from that
ftore-houfe it would be fetched, ———s
Blefs me! what g vas' driven by

the learned in t

Gritin

TOW my father had a way,
— ‘\\\% J J
- a little that of Fol’s

(in cafe there ever fuch a man

if not, there’s an end of the matter.

Though, by the bye, becaufe

ok

learned men
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ing the precife wra in which fo great a
man lived ;—whether, for inftance, be-
fore or after the patriarchs, &c. to
vote, therefore, that he never lived a¢
all, is a little cruel,—’tis not doing as

they would be done by—happen that as
it may) My father, I fay, had a
way, when things went extremely wrong
with him, efpecially upon the firft fally
of his impatience,—of wondering why

he was begot,—withing him{tIf dead ;-
fometimes worfe : And when the
provocation ran high, and grief touched
his lips with more than ordinary powers,
—Sir, you fcarce could have . diftin-
guithed him from Socrates himfelf.
Every word would breathe the fenti-
ments of a foul difdaining life, and
carelefs about all its iffues; for which
reafon, though my mother was a wo-
man of no deep reading, yet the abftract
Yor. V. F of
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of Socrates’s oration, which my father was
giving my uncle Toby, was not altogether
new to her.—She liftened to it with com-
pofed intelligence, and would have done
fo to the end of the chapter, had not my
father plunged (which he had no occa-
fion to have done) into that part of the
pleading where the great philofopher rec-
kons up his connections, his alliances;
and children ; but renounces a fecurity
to be fo won by working upon the paf-
fions of his judges.—¢ I have friends—
¢ I bave relations,—I have three defo~
< late children,””—fays Socrates.—

Then, cried my mother, opening
the door, you have one more, Mr.
Shandy, than I know of.

By heaven! I have one lefs,—faid .my
father, getting up and walking out of
the room.

C.H AP
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CoH A Pa XTIV,

——They are Socrates’s children, faid
, My uncle 702y. He has been dead a
hundred years ago, replied my mother.

My uncle 702y was no chronologer—
fo not caring to advance a ftep but upon
fafe ground, he laid down his pipe deli-
berately upon the table, and rifing up,
and taking my mother moft kindly by
the hand, without faying another word,
either good or bad, to her, he led her
out after my father, that he might finifh
the ecclaircifiment himfelf.

CHER A POORY,

A D this volume been a farce,
which, unlefs every one’s life and
opinions are to be looked upon as a farce
as well as mine, I fee no reafon to fup-
pofe—the laft chapter, Sir, had finithed
I Nty the
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the firft act of it, and then this chapter
muft have fet off thus.

Ptr..r..f..ing —twing — twang —prut
—trut——"tis 2 curfed bad fiddle.—Do
you know whether my fiddle’s in tune
or no ?—trut..prut..—They fhould be
Jifths.——'Tis wickedly ftrung—tr...
a.e.i.o.u.-twang.—The bridge is a mile
too high, and the found-poft abfolutely
down, —elfe—trut . . prut—hark ! ’tis
not fo bad a tone.—Diddle diddle, diddle
diddle, diddle diddle, dum. There. is
nothing in playing before good judges,—
but there’s a man there—no—not him
with the bundle under his arm—the
grave man in black.—S’death ! not the
gentleman with the fword on.—Sir, I
had rather play a Caprichio to Calliepe
herfelf, than draw my bow acrofs my
fiddle before that very man; and yet,
T'll ftake my Cremons to a Few’s trump,
which is the greateft mufical odds that

ever

SRR T

Y
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ever were laid, that I will this moment
ftop three hundred and fifty leagues out
_of tune upon my fiddle, without punifh-
ing one fingle nerve that belongs to him.
~—Twaddle diddle, tweddle diddle,—
twiddle diddle,——twoddle diddle,—
twuddle diddle, prut-trut—Kkrith —
krath—kruth.—I’ve undone you, Sir,
~—but you fee he is no worfe,—and was
Apollo to take his fiddle after me, he can
make him no better.

Diddle diddle, diddle diddle, diddle
diddle—hum—dum——drum.

—Your worfhips and your reverences
love mufick—and God has made you all
with good ears—and fome of you play
delightfully yourfelves trut-prog,~-
prut-trut.

O! there is=~whom I could fit and heat
whole days,—whofe talents lie in making
what he fiddles to be felt,~~who infpires

Ees me
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me with his joys and hopes; and puts the
moft hidden {prings of my heartinto
motion. If you would borrow fivé
guineas of me, Sir,—which is generally
ten guineas more than [ have to fpare-=
or you, Mefits. Apothecary and Taylor,
want your bills paying,— that’s your
time,

C H AR SA XV

THE firft thing which entered my

father’s head, after affairs were a
little fettled in the family, and Sufannab
had got poffeflion of my mother’s green
fattin night-gown,—was to fic “down
coolly, after the example of Xenophon,
and write a TrisTRA-pedia, or fyftem
of education for me ; colle@ing firft for
that purpofe his own fcattered thoughts,
counfels, and notions; and binding them
together, {0 as to form an iNsTITUTE, for
the government of my childhood and ado-

le fcence.

Copyright © Cambridge University Library .
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial Unported License (CC BY-NC 4.0)



71
fefcence. T was my father’s laft ftake—
he had loft my brother Bodsy entirely,—
he had loft, by his own computation,
fall-three fourths of me—that is, he had
been unfortunate in his three firft great
cafts for me—my geniture, nofe, and
name,—there was but this one left ; and
accordingly my father gave himfelf up
w0 it with as much devotion as ever my
uncle Zoby had done to his docrine of
projectils.—The difference between them
was, that my uncle Zvby drew his whole
knowledge of projectils from Nicholas
Tartaglia—My father fpun his, every
thread of it, out of his own brain,—or
reeled and crofs-twifted what all other
Ipinners and fpinfters had fpun before
him, that ’twas pretty near the fame tor-
ture to him.

In about three years, or fomething
more, my father had got advanced al-
moft into the middle of his work.—Like
all other writers, he met with difappoint-

F 4 ments.
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nents.—Ie -imagined . he /fhould ..be
able. to bring whatever he had -to-fay,
into fo {mall a compafs, that when-it
was finithed and bound, it might “be
rolled up in my mother’s huffive.~~Mat-
ter grows under our hands.—Let no man
fay,—< Come—T"1l write a duodecimo.”

My father gave himfelf up to it, how-
ever, with the moft painful diligence,
proceeding ftep by ftep in every line,
with the fame kind of caution and cir-
cumfipection (though I cannot fay upen

quite fo religious a principle) as was ufed
by Fobn de la Caffe, the lord archbifhop
of Benevento, in compafling his Galatea;
in. which his Grace of Benevento {pent
near forty years of his life; and when
the thing came out, it was not of above
half the fize or the thicknefs of a Riger’s
‘Almanack.—How the holy man mana-
ged the affair, unlefs he {pent the great-
eft part of his time in combing his whif-

kers,
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Kets, or playing at primero with his chap=
lainj—=would pofe any mortal not let into
the true fecret ;—and therefore tis worth
explaining to the world, was it only for
the' encouragement. of thofe. few in it,
who write not fo much to be fed—as to
be famous.

Lown had Fobn de la Caffe, the arch-
bifho'p of Benevento, for whofe memory
{notwithftanding his Galstea) 1 retain
the thigheft veneration,—had he been,
Sir, a flender clerk—of dull wit—flow

parts—coflive head, and fo forth,—he
and his Galatea might have jogged on
together to the age of Methufalah for
me,—the ph®nemenon had not been
worth a parenthefis.—

But the reverfe of this was the truth :
Fobn de la Caffe was a genius of fine parts
and:fertile fancy ; and yet with all thefe
great advantages of nature, which fhould

have
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have pricked him forwards with his G-
latea, he lay under an impuiffarice at'the
fame time of advancing above'a line and
an half in the compafs of a whole fum-
mer’s day : ‘this difability in his Grace
arofe from an opinion he was afflicted

with,—which opinionwas this,—viz. that
whenever a Chriftian was writing a book
(not for his private amufement, but)
where his intent and purpofe was dond
Jide, to print and publith it to the world,
his firft thoughts were always the temp-
tations of the evil one.—This was the
flate of ordinary writers: but when a

perfonage of  venerable charader and
bigh ftation, either in church or {tate,
once: turned  author, — he maintained,

that from the very moment he took pen
in band—all the devils in hell broke out
of their holes to cajole himi—Twas
Term-time with them,—every thought,
firk and laft, was captious ;—how {pe=

Clous
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cious and: good foever,—’twas all ones
==in whatever form or colour it prefent-
ed itfelf to the imagination,—’twas fill
a_ftroke of one or other of ’em levelled
at him, and was to be fenced off.—So
that the life of a writer, whatever he
might fancy to the contrary, was not fo
much a ftate of compofition, as a ftate of
warfaye; and his probation in it, precifely
that of any other man militant upon
earth,—both depending alike, not half
fo much upon the degrees of his wiT—
as his REs1STANCE.

My father was hugely pleafed with
this theory of Fobn de la Caffe, archbi-
thop of Benevento; and (had it not
cramped him a little in his creed) I be-
lieve would have given ten ‘of the beft
acres in the Shandy eftate, to have been
the broacher of it.—Fow far my father
adtually believed in the devil, will be
feen; when I come to fpeak of my fa-

ther’s
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ther’s religious notions, in the progrefs
of this work : ’tis enough to fay here,
as he could not have the honour of it,
in the literal fenfe of the do&rine—he
took up with the allegory of it;—and
would often fay, efpetially when his pen
was a little retrograde, there was as much
good meaning, truth, and knowledge,
couched under the veil of Yobn de Ia
Caffe’s parabolical reprefentation, — as
was to be found in any one poetic fiction,
or myftick record of antiquity.—Preju-
dice of education, he would fay, is the
devil,—and the multitudes of them which
we fuck in with our mother’s milk—are
2he devil and all.——We are haunted
with them, brother 704y, in all our licu-
brations and refearches ; and was a man
fool enough to fubmit tamely to what
they obtruded upon him,—what would
his book be? Nothing,—he wou!d add,
throwing his pen away with a vengeance,
—nothing but a farrago of the clack of

nurfes,
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nugfes, and of the nonfenfe of the old
women (of both fexes) throughout the
kingdom.

This is the beft account I am deter-
mined to give of the flow progrefs my
father made in his 7iffra-pedia; at which
(as I faid) he was three years and fome-
thing more, indefatigably at work, and
at la{f, had fcarce compleated, by his
own reckoning, one half of his under-
taking : the misfortune was, that I was
all that time totally negle&ed and aban-
doned to my mother ; and what was al-
moft as bad, by the very delay, the firft
part of the work, upon which my father-
had fpent the moft of his pains, was ren-

dered entirely ufelefs,~——every day a
>

page or two became of no confe-

quence.

~-Certainly it was ordained as 2

icourge upon oride of human wif-
dom,
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dom, That the wifeft of us all, thould
thus outwit ourfelves, and eternally fore-
go our purpofes in the intemperate act
of purfuing them.

In thort, my father was fo long in all
his aéts of refiftance,—or in other words;
~—he advanced fo very flow with his
work, and I began to live and get for-
wards at fuch a rate, that if an event
had not happened, which, when we
get to it, if it can be told with decency,
fhall not be concealed a moment from

the ‘reader——I verily believe, I had
put by my father, and left him drawing
a fun-dial, for no better purpofe than to
be buried under ground.
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CoH bAs PoviXiVIETE

J W AS nothing,—I did not
i lofe two drops of blood by
it——"twas not worth calling in a fur-
geon, had he lived next door to us
thoufands fuffer by choice, what I did
by. accident.——Doctor Slop made ten
times miore of it, than there was occa-
fion: fome men rife, by the art of
hanging great weights upon fmall wires,
—and I am this day (Augsft the 10th,
1761) paying part of the price of this
man’s reputation. O ’twould pro-
voke a ftone, to fee how things are car-
ried on in this world ! The chamber-
maid had left no *F**% 2% *xx ynder
the bed :——Cannot you contrive, ma-
fter, quoth Sufznnab, lifting up the fath
with one hand, as fhe {poke, and help-
ing me up into the window feat with the
other,—cannot you manage, my dear,
for
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for a fingle time to *°
&R KK D

I was five years old. Sufannab did
not confider that nothing was well hung
in our family,——{o flap came the fath
down like lightening upon us;—Nothing
is left,—cried Sufannab,—nothing is lefi
~—for me, but to run my country.—-

My uncle 702y’s houfe was a much
kinder fanétuary ; and fo Sufannab fled
to it

G HoA P, s X VIH;

‘N ] HEN Sufannab told the corpo-
ral the mifadventure of the fafh,
with all the circamftances which attend-
ed the murder of me,—(as fhe called it)
—the blood forfook his cheeks ;—all ac-
cefaries in murder, being principals,—
Trim’s confcience told him he was as
much to blame as Sufannab,—and if the
doc-
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do€trine had been true, my uncle Zoéy
had as much of the blood-fhed to an-
fwer for to heaven, as either of ’em ;—
fo that neither reafon or inftin&, feparate
or together, could poflibiy have guided
Sufannab’s feps to fo proper an afylam.
It'is in vain to leave this -to the Rea-
der’s imagination : to form any kind
of hypothefis that will render thefe pro-
pofitions . feafible, he muft cudgel his
brains fore,—and to do it without,—

he muft have fuch brains as no reader
ever had before him. Why fhould T
put them cither to tryal or to torture?
S it SpLrie

fis my own affair : T'll explain it
felf.

8 ETARD R SXAXe

:’FE IS a pity, Trim, faid my uncle
Toby, refting with his hand up-
on the corporal’s thoulder, as they both

ftood furveying their . works,—that we
oL, Vi G have
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haye nota.couple of field pieces to-mount
inthe gorge of that new redoubts—s—
*twould fecure the lines all-along there,
and make the attack on that fide quite
complete :——get me 2 couple ca{’t
Trim.

Your honour fhall have them, re-
plied Trim, befere to-morsow morning.

It was the joy of Trim’s heart,—nor
was his fertile head ever at a lofs for ex-
pedients in doing it, to fupply my unele
Toby in his campaigns, with whatever his
fancy called for; had it been his laft
crown, he would have fate down and
hammered it into a paderero to have pre-
vented a fingle with in his Mafter. The
corporal had already,—what with cut-
ting off the ends of my uncle 70%y’s
fpouts—hacking and chifeling up the
fides of his leaden gutters,—melting
down_ his pewter fhaving bafon,—and

going

PRI T

TRTES
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goingat afty like Lewis the fourfeenth,
on-to ithe top of the church, for fpare
ends, &c. he had that very cam-
paign brought no-lefs - than eight new
battering cannons, befides three: demi-
culverins into the field; my uncle Toby’s
demand for two more pieces for the re-
doubt, had fet the corporal at work
again ; and no better refource offering,
he had taken the two leaden weights from
the nurfery window : and as the fath
pullies, when the lead was gone, were
of no kind of ufe, he had taken them
away alfo, to make a couple of wheels
for one of their carriages.

He had difmantled every fath window

in my uncle To4y’s houfe long before, in
the very fame way,—though not always
in the fame -order; for fometimes the
pullies had been wanted, and not the
lead,—fo then he began with the pullies,
~—and the pullies being picked out, then

G 2 the
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the lead became ufelefs,—and fo the lead
went to pot too.

A great MORAL might be picked
handfomly out of this, butI have not
time—’tis enough to fay, wherever the
demolition began, ’twas equally fatal to

the fath window.

COFL A P XX

Iﬁ" \HE corporal had not taken his

meafures fo badly in this ftroke of
artilleryfhip, but that he might have
keptthe matter entirely to himfelf, -and
left Sufannab to have fuftained the whole
weight of the attack, as fhe could;—
true courage is not content with coming
off fo. The corporal, whether as ge-
neral or comptroller of the train,—twas
RO matter, had done that, without
which, as he imagined, the misfortune
covld never have happened,—at leaft in
s Sufannah’s
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Sufannah’s bands; How would your
honours have behaved? He deter-
mined at once, not to take fhelter be-
bind Sufamnab,—but to give it; and with
this refolution upon his mind, he march-

ed upright into the parlour, to lay'the

whole mancznvre before my uncle Toly.

My uncle 704y had juft then been
giving 2erick an account of the Battle of
Steenkirk, and of the ftrange conduét of
count So/mes inordering the foot to halt,
and the horfe  to march where it could
not act; which was direétly contrary to

the kim’s commands, and proved the

lofs of the day.

There are incidents in
10 pn to th cpurpofn of what
invention of a dramatic writer ,-—I mean
of ancient days.
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Trim, by the help of his forefinger,
laid flat upon the table, -and the edge of
his hand ftriking a-crofs it at right an-
gles, made a fhift to tell his ftory fo,
that pricfts and virgins might have li-
ftened toits—and the ftory being told;
—the dialogue went on as follows.

CiHH: A Pi s XXE,

——1I would be picquetted to death,
cried the corporal, as he concluded Sx-
Jannab’s frory, before I would fuffer the
woman to come to any harm,~twas my
fault, an pleafe your honour,—not hers.

Corporal 774m, replied my uncle 7oy,
putting on his hat which lay upon the
table, if any thing can be faid to be
a fault; when the fervice abfolutely re-
quires it fhould be done,—’tis I certain-
ly “who deferve the blame,——jyou
obeyed your orders.

Haci
L ]
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Had ‘count Solmes, Trim, done the
fame at the battle of Steenkirk, faid %o-
vick, 'drolling a little upon the corporal;
who had been run over by a dragoonin
the retreat, he had faved thee;——
Saved! cried Tim, interrupting Yorick,
and finithing the fentence for himafter
his-own fafhion, he had faved five
battalions, an pleafe your " reverence,
every foul of them :———there was Cuzt’s
=—continued the corporal, clapping the
forefinger of his right hand upon the
thumb of his left, and counting round
his hand, there was Cuz#’s, -Mac-
kay’s, Angus’s, Grabam’s-—and
Leven’s, all cut to pieces; and fo
had the Engli/h life-guards too, had it
not been for fome regiments upon the
right, who marched up boldly to their
relief, and received the enemy’s fire in
their faces, before any one of their own
platoons difcharged a mufket,——they’ll
go to heaven for itye=added Z7im.—

G 4 Trim
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ght, faid my: uncle Tody,: nod-

istig
ding to 2orick; he’s: perfectly rights
What fignified his marching the horfe;
continued the corporal, where the ground
was fo ftrait, and the French had fuch a
nation of hedges, and copfes, and ditches,
and fell’d trees laid this way and that to
cover them; (as they always have.)

Count So/mes thould have fent us,——=
we would have fired muzzle to muzzle

with them for their lives. There was
nothing to be done for the horfe: he
had his foot fhot off however for his
pains, continued the corporal, the very

ext campaign at Landen.—Poor Triin

got his wound there, quoth my uncle

Toby.——'Twas owing, an pleafe your

honour, entirely to count 'Solmes,

had we drub’d them foundly at Szecn-

kirk, they would not have fought us at

Landen. Poflibly not Trim, faid
bl (

my uncle Zoby; though if theyhave

the advantage of a wood, or ‘you'give
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em a moment’s time to intrench them-
ches, they are a nation which will pop
and pop for ever at you. There is
noway but to march cooly up to them,
receive their fire, and fall in upon

them,  pell-mell Ding dong, added
Trim. Horfe and foot, faid my uncle
oby ——Helter {kelter, faid Trim.—
ht and left, cried my uncle To2y.
Bicod an’ ounds, fhouted the corporals
the battle raged, Yorick drew
his chair 2 little to one fide for fafety,
and after a moment’s paufe, my uncle
Toby finking his voice a note,—refum-
ed the difcourfe as follows.

CiH- APl XX

’Tg Villiam, faid my uncle oy,
addrefling him{clf to Yorick, was
forterribly provoked at count So/mes for
difobeying  his orders, that he would
him to come inte his prefence

for
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for miany months after. I fear, an-
fwered 2orick, the fquire will be as
much provoked at the corporal; as the
King at the count.——But ’twould be
fingularly hard in this cafe, continued
he, if corporal T7im, who has behaved
fo diametrically oppofite to count So/nes,
fhould have the fate to be rewarded with
the fame difgrace ; too oit in this

world, do things take that train,

I would fpring a mine, cried my uncle
Toly, rifing up, and blow up my
fortifications, and my houfe with them,
and we would perifh under their ruins,
ere 1 would ftand by and fee it.

Trim direCted a flight, but a grate-

ful bow towards his mafter, and fo
the chapter ends.

CH A P:
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© APy XXHL

———Then, Yorjck, replied my uncle
Toby, you and I will lead the way abreaft,
~———and do you, corporal, follow a few
paces behind us. And Sufannab, an
pleafe your honour, faid 77/, fhall be
put-in the rear. *Twas an excellent
difpofition,—and in this order, without
either drums beating, or colours flying,
they marched flowly from my uncle 702y’
houfe to Shandy-hall.

1 wifh, faid Z7im, as they entered
the door,—inftead of the fath-weights,.
I had cut off the church-fpout, as I once
thought to have done.—You have cut
off fpouts enow, replied ¥orick.——

CHAP. XXIV:

S many pictures as have been given

of my father, how like him foever

in different airs and attitudes,~—not one,
: OF
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or all of them, can ever help the read
to any kind of preconception of how my
father would think, fpeak, or aét, t
‘any untried occafion or occurrence of
~—There was that infinitude “of oddities
in him, and of chances along with it; ‘'by

which handle he would take a thing,—it
bafled, Sir, all calculations.——The
truth was, his road lay fo very far‘on
one fide, fram that wherein moft men
travelled,—that every objet before him
prefent d a face and fection of itlelf to
his eye, altogether m[’irmt from the plan

and elevation of it feen by the reft of

mankind.—In other woxds, twas a dif-
ferent obje&,—and in courfe was differ-
ently confidered :

he true reafon, that my dear

I, as well as-all the world

s us, have fuch eternal fquabbles
1g.—She looks at her out-
rin—. How is it poffible

agree about her yalue?
CHAP,
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2 VS a point fettled,—and I mention

it fo; the comrort of ¥ Confucius,
who 1s apt to get entangled in telling a
plain ftory—that provided he keeps along
the line of his ftory,—he may go back
wards and forwards as he will,—’tis ftill
held to be no digreflion.

This being premifed, I take the bene-
fit of the a2 of going backwards myfelf.

C-HUA Pl 3V

g V1R thoufand pannier loads of
A devils—(not of the Archbifhop of
7

; 7

t0’s,—1 mean of Rabelais’s de-
with their tails chopped off by their
umps, could not have made fo diabo-

>
beneven!

Vi
Ly

ils)
1§)

fuppofed to mean **¥*%* *x=

and not'the

lical
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lieal a fcream of ity as I'did==whed the
accident befell me : it fummoned ‘up my.
mother inftantly into the nurfery,~fo
shat Sufannab had but juft time to make
ber efcape down the ‘back ftairs; -as my
mother came up the fore:

Now, though I was old enough to
have rold the ftory myfelf,—and young
enough, I hope, to have done it without
malignity 3 yet Sufannab, in pafling by
the kitchen, for fear of accidents, had
left it in fhort-hand with the cook—
the cook had told it with a commen-
tary to Fonathan, and Fonathan to Oba-
diab s fo that by the time my father had
rung the bell half a dozen times, to
know what was the matter above,—was
Obadiab enabled to give him a particular
account of it, juft as it had happened.—
1 thought as much, faid my father, tuck-
ing up his night-gown ;—and fo walked

zp ftairs,

One
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One would | imagine from' thig=——
.{though  for my own part I fomewhat
queftion it)—that my father before that
time, had ‘atually wrote that remark-
able chapter in the Trifrapedia, which
to me is the moft original and entertain-
ing one in the whole book ;—and that is
the chapier upon fa/b-windows, with a
bitter Philippick at the end of it, upon
the forgetfulnefs of chamber-maids.—
I have but two reafons for thinking
otherwife.

Firft, Had the matter been taken inte
confideration, before the event happened,
my father certainly would have nailed up
the fath-window fer good an’ all ;—

which, confidering with what difEculty
he ‘compofed books,—he 'might have
done with ten times lefs trouble, than he
could ‘have wrote the chapter : * this ar-
gument I forefee holds good ‘againtt his
writing the-chapter, even after the event;

bug
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but ’tis obyiated under the fecond reafon,
which I have the honour to offer, to the
world in fupport of my opinion, that my
father did not write the chapter upon
fath-windows and chamber-pots, at the

time fuppofed,—and it is this.

That, in order to tender the T7if-
trapedia complete,—I wrote the chap-
ter myfelf.

C LA Pt XXVIT:

) Y father put on his fpectacles—
looked, — toock them off,—put

them into the cafe—all in lefs than a
ftatutable minute ; and without opening
hislips, turned about, and walked precipi-
tately down ftairs : my mother imagined
he had ftepped down for lint and bafili-
con; but feeing him return with a couple
of folios under his arm, and Obadiab fol-
lowing him with a large reading defk,

{he
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fhe took it for granted ’twas an herbal,
and fo drew him a chair to the bed fide}
that he might confulc upon the cafe at
his eafe.

——1If it be but right done,—faid my

father, turning to the Seition—de fede vel
Jubjeilo circumcifionis, for he had

brought up Spencer de Legibus Hebreo-

der to confront and examine us alto-

gether,.—

——If it be but right done, quoth he :
—Only tell us, cried my mother, inter=
rupting him, what herbs. For that,
repleid my father, you muft fend for
Dr. Slop.

My mother went down, and my fa-
ther went on, reading the fé&ion as
follows.

¥ % %

VorL. V.
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b T Very well,—faid my father,
*
#

* * w—nay, if it has that convenience
and fo without ftopping a moment
to fettle it firft in his mind, whether the
Fews had it from the Egyptians, or the
;ptians from the Fews,—he rofe up,
and rubbing his forehead two or three
times acrofs with the palm of his hand,
in the manner:we: rub out the footfteps
of care, when evil has trod lighter upon
us than we foreboded,—he fhut the book,
and walked down ftairs.—Nay, faid he,
mentioning the name of a different great
nation upon every ftep as he fet his foor
upon it—if the Ecyprians,—the Sv-
r1aNs,—the PHoENICIANS,—the ARA-
B1ans,—the Capapocrans,——if the
CoLcHy; and TrocLopYTES did it~
if SoLox and Pyrmacoras fubmitted,
—~what is TrIsSTRAM ? ‘Who am I,
that 1 thould fret or fume one moatent
about ‘the matter ?

e

oy

GHAP,
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C H*A P.* XXVIIL

EAR Yorick, faid my father {mil-

ing, (for Zvrick had broke his rank

with my uncle o4y in coming through
the narrow entry, and fo had ftept firt
into the parlour)—this Z7iftram of ours,
I find, comes very hardly by all his re-
ligious rites.—Never was the fon of - Jew,
Chriftian, Turk, or Infidel initiated into
them in {o oblique and flovenly a man-
ner.—But he is no worfe, I truft, faid
2orick.—There has been certainly, con-
tinued my father, the duce and all to do
in' fome part or other of the ecliptic,
when this offspring of mine was formed.
~~That, you are a better judge of than
1, replied 2orick.— Aftrologers, quoth
my father, know better than us both :—
the trine and fextil afpetts have jumped
awry,—or the oppofite of their afcen-
dents have not hit it, as they thould,—
or the lords of the genitures (as they call
Hze them)
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them) have been at bo-peep,—or fome-

thing has been wrong above, or below
with us.

’Tis poffible, anfwered Yorick.—But
is_the child, cried my uncle Tody, the
worfe ?—The Troglodytes fay not, replied
my father.—And your theologifts, 27-
rick, tell us—Theologically ? faid 2vrick,
—or fpeaking after the manner of * apo=
thecaries ?—+ ftatefmen ?—or § wather-
women ?

I’m not fure, replied my father,

—but they tell us, brother T4y, he’s
the better for it.——Provided, faid 2o-
rick, you travel him into Egypt. Of
that, anfwered my father, he will have

S NAC et i H R
* Xanewn; vice, xal dvoiars amaihayn, w ebeaxs

HANSUTIS Paivo.
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the advantage, ‘when' he fees the Pyra-
mids:

Now every word of this, quoth my
uncle Toby, is Arabick to me. I with,
faid Yorick, *twas fo, to half the world.

—*Irus, continued my father, cir-

curicifed his whole army one morning.
—Not without a court martial ? cried
myuncle Zoby. Though the learned,
continued he, taking no notice of my
uncle Tofy’s remark, but turning to 2v-

rick,—are greatly divided lill who Z/us
was;—Tfome fay Saturn;—fome the fu-
pream Being ;—others, no more than a
brigadier general under Pharoah-neco.

Let him be who he will, faid my
uncle Toby, 1 know not by whar article
of war he could juftify it.

. A 2w ; \ Y
*°0 Tnogy Ta widuin wEpTEuETAS.  TAUTO Tolvod
- . ;
avr) ovpupa xps xavevalrdoas

SANCHUNIATHO.
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The controvertifts, anfwered 'myfa
ther, affign two and twenty diffecent rea-
fons for it:—others indeed, who have
drawn their pens on the oppofite fide of
the queftion, have fhewn the world the
futility of the greateft part of them.—
But then again, our beft polemic di:
vines—I with there was not a polemie
divine, faid 2orick, in the kingdom ;=
one ounce of practical divinity—is worth
a painted thip load of all their reverences
have imported thefe fifty years.—Pray,
Mr. Zorick, quoth my uncle 70by,—do
tell me what a polemic divine is.——
The beft defcription, captain Shandy, 1
have ever read, is of a couple of ’em,
replied 2rick in the account of the
battle fought fingle hands betwixt Gym-
#aff and captain Triper; which I have
in my pocket.——1I beg I may hear ic,
quoth my. uncle Toby earneftly.—You
thall, faid 2arick.—And as the corporal
is waiting for me at the door,—and I

know
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“kiow. the-defcription of a battle, will
do the poor fellow: more good than his
fupper,—I beg, brother, youw’ll give him
leave to come in.—With all my foul,
faid ‘my father. Trim came in, erect
and happy as an emperour ; and having
fhut the door, 2urick took a book from
his right-hand coat pocket, andread, ot
pretended to read, as follows.

@€ HU AL PO XXEX

¢ which words being heard by
¢« all the foldiers which were there, di-
<< yers of them being inwardly terrified,
«did fhrink back and make room for
¢ the affailant : all this did Gymnaft very
<t well remark and confider; and there-
<¢fore, making as if he would have
< alighted from off his horfe, as he was
¢¢ poifing himfelf on the mounting fide,
«¢he ‘moft nimbly (with his thort fword
“0by his thigh) fhifting his feet'in the

H 4 < ftirryp
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¢ firrup and performing the fticrups:jea-
< ther. feat, whereby, after the inclining
¢¢ of his body downwards, he forthwith
€< launched himfelf aloft into the air, -and
*“ placed both his feet together uponthe
¢ faddle, ftanding upright, with - his
¢ back turned towards his horfe’s head,
¢ —=Now ({aid he) my caft goes forward.
““ Then fuddenly in the fame pofture
‘¢ wherein he was, he fetched a gambol
¢ upen one foot, and turning to the lefe-

¢ hand, failed not to carry his body per-
¢ fectly round, juft into his former po-

¢“fidon, without mifling one jot.
“hEd ! faidi T [ will not do that
*¢ at this time,—and not without caufe;
« Well, faid Gymnaft, 1 have failed,—
1 will undo this leap; then with a
““ marvellous flrength and agiliry, turn-
““ing towards the right-hand, he fetched
““ another frifking gambol as before;
“which done, ‘he fer his right-Hand
¢ thumb upon the bow of the faddle,
¢ raifcd
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<= paifed himfelf up, and fprung into the
“eqiry | poifing and upholding his whole
ttlweight upon the mufcle and nerve ‘of
s the faid thumb, and fo turned and
<. whirled himfelf about three times: at
< the fourth, “reverfing his body and o-
< yerturning it upfide-down, and fore-

< ifide back, without touching any thing,
< he brought himf{clf betwixt the horfe’s
<¢.two ears, and then giving himfelf’ a
< jerking fwing, he feated himfelf upon
¢ the cropper o

(This can’t be fighting, faid my uncle
Toby: The corporal thook his’ head

i~

atit. Have paticnce, faid Xerick.)

¢ Then (Tripet) pafs’d his right

< croup.—But, faid he, twere better for
‘¢ me to get into the faddle ; then put-
¢ ting the thumbs of both hands upon
¢ the cruppet before him, and thereup-

¢ on
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it 'on-leaning himfelf, as lupon' the orily
¢¢ {upporters of his body, he incontinent=
¢¢ly turned heels over head in the air,
¢t and ftraight found himfelf betwixt thé
¢ bow of the faddle in a tolerable feat;
¢ then {pringing into the air with a fum-
¢ merfet, he turned him about like a
% wind-mill, and made above a hundred
<< frifks, turns and demi-pommadas,”<—
(Good God ! cried Trim, lofing all pa-
tience,—oné home thruft of a bayonet
is worth it all, I think {o too, replied
Yorick.

—I am of a contrary opinion, quoth
my father.

CiH AP, XXX

No,>I think I have advanced
imothing, replied my father, making
-anfwer -to a queftion which %orick had

itaken the liberty to put to him,~I have
ad-
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advanced- nothing 'in  the Triffrapedia,
but what is as clear as any one propofi-
tion in Euclid.—Reach me, Trim, that
book from off the fcrutoir: it has
oft times been in my mind, continued my
father, to have read it over both to you,
Yorick, and to my brother Toby, and I
think.it a little unfriendly in wyfelf, in
not having done it long ago :——fhall
we have a fhort chapter or two now,—
and a chapter or two hereafter, as occa-
fions ferve ; and fo on, till we get through
the whole 2 My uncle Toby and Zorick
made the obeifance which was proper;
and the corporal, though he was not in-
cluded in the compliment, laid his hand
upon his breaft, and made his bow at
the fame time.——-"The company {miled.
Trim, quoth my father, has paid the
full price for ftaying out the enfertain-
ment. He did not feem to relith the
play; replied Yorick. ’Twas a Tom-
fool-battle; an” pleafe your reverence,-of

3 captain

. . Copyright © Cambridge Unive: rary
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommerc Unported License (CC BY-NC



[ 108 ]

captain Triper’s and thati other officer,
making fo many fummerfets; as they ad-
vanced ; the French come on caper-
ing now and then in that way;—but not
quite fo much,

My uncle Toly never felt the confci-
oufnefs of his exiftence with maore com-
placency than what the corporal’s; and
his own refle¢tions, made him do at that
moment he lighted bis pipe,——
Yorick dxew his chair clofer to the table;
—7rim fnuff’d the candle,—my father
ftir'd up the fire,—took up the book,—
cough’d twice, and begun,

R

(ot & s o Sl 00

THE firft thirty pages, faid my

father, turning over the leaves,—
are a little dry ; and as they are not clofe-
ly connected with the fubjeét, for the
prefent we’ll pafs them by: ’tis a prefa-
tory

Copyright © Cambridge Umver. Library
Licensed under Creative Cnmmony Allrlbullon—NonC 'ommercial Unported License (CC BY-NC 4.0)




[ 109 ]
tory introduion, continued my father;
oban-introductory preface (for I am not
determined which name to give it) upon

political or civil government 5 the foun-
dation of which being laid in the firft
conjuntion betwixt male and female,
for' procreation of the fpecies——I was
infenfibly led into it. >Twas natura',
faid Yorick.

‘The original of fociety, continued my
father, DI'm fatisfied is, what Politian
tells us, 7. e. merely conjugal ; and no-
thing more than the getting together of
one man and one woman;—to which,
(according to Hefied) the philofopher
adds a fervant :——but fuppofing in the
firft beginning there were no men fervants
born——nhe lays the foundation of iir,
in a man,—a woman—and a bull.

I believe ’tis an ox, quoth 2orick, quot-
ing the pafige (ohor ks welice, yiviions
@ Py 7 dgormga.)——A bull muft have

given
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given more trouble than his head was
worth.——But there is a_better, reafon
ftill, faid my father, (dipping his pen
into his ink) for, the ox being the moft
Ppatient of animals, and the moft ufeful
withal in tlling the ground for their
nourithment,—was the propereft inftru-
ment, and emblem too, for the new join-
ed couple, that the creation could have
affociated with them.—And there is a
ftronger reafon, added my uncle 702

than them all for the ox.— My father had
not power to take his pen out of his ink-
horn, till he had heard my uncle Zody’s
reafon.—For when the ground was til-
led, faid my uncle Zoby, and made worth
inclofing, then they began to fecure it
by walls and ditches, which was the ori-
gin of fortification.. True, true; dear
Toby, cried my father, ftriking out the
bull, and putting the ox in his place,

My father gave Zvim a nod; tofhuff

the candle, and refi d his difcounfe;

—1
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EV___ET eniter ipon this fpeculation, faid
iy “father carele(sly, and half fhutting
the book, as he went on,—merely to
flyéw the foundation of the nataral rela-
tion between a father and his child; the
right and jurifdi&ion over whom he ac-
quires thefe feveral ways—

1ft, by marriage.
2d, by adoption.

3d, by legitimation,

And 4th, by procreation ; all which I

confider in their order.

T lay a flight ftrefs upon one of them;
replied 2orick——the ac, efpecially
where it ends there, in my opinion lays:
as little obligation upon the child, as ic
conveys power to the father.—You are
wrong,—faid my father argutely, and
for this plain reafon * * ¥ * % * x *

*ww
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added my father, that the offspring,

8>

up-
on this account, is not fo under the
power and jurifdiCtion of the mothe

But the reafon, replied 2oricR, ecually

holds good for her.——She is under au-
thority herfelf, faid my father :—and
befides, continued my facher, nodding
his head and Taying bis pon the
fide of his n as he nﬂmmd his rea-
fon,—/be is ot the principal agent, Yo-
rick.—In what ? quoth my uncle Tody,
ftopping  his pipe.—Though by all
means, added my father (not attending
oby) * The fon ought to pay

as you may'read, 2orik,

at large in the firft book of the Inftitutes
of Juftinian, at the eleventh ticle and the
tenth fection.—I can read it as well, re-

ick, in the Catechifm,

A e
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R I'M can repeat every word of i
heart, quoth my uncle Toby.—P
faid ‘my father, not i
w's fay
He can upon my h

queftion you pleafe
king mildly, and witha

tle nod, as to a modeft Catechumens
The corporal ftood filent.—You don’t

¢ him right, faid my uncle Tody, raif-
ing his voice, and giving it rapidly lik
the word of command ; The fifth
= —— cried my uncle Toy.—I muft

begin with the firft, an’ pleafe your ho-

nour, faid the corporal,——

ick could not forbear fmiling
—Your reverence does not confider, faid
Vou. 'V, I the
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the corporal, fhouldering his flick like
a mufket, and marching into the mid-
dle of the room, to illuftrate his pofition,
—that ’tis exaltly the fame thing, as
doing one’s exercife in the field.—

< oin your right band to your J;
lock,”” cried the corporal, giving
word of command, and performing
motion.—

e

¢ Poife your firelock,” cried the cor-
poral, doing the duty ftill of both adjutant
and private man.—

I
t
i

¢ Reft your jirelock;”—one motion,
an® pleafe your reverence, you fee leads
into another.—If his honour will begin
but with the firff—

T FirsT—cried my uncle 7oby, fet-
ting bis hand upon his fide—* * *

rary
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EcOND—cried m incle Zobys
1 my y

would

yave done lﬁ:, {

aid my
in

‘tion 100,-

St
3U1LDING behind it.—
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Oh! there is a hufk and thell, 227ict,
which grows up wich learning, which
their unfkilfulnefs knows not how to fling
away !

—SCIENCES MAY BE LEARNED BY
ROTE, BuT WIsDOA

Yorick thought my father infpired.—
I will enter into ot h:u.mm this moment,
faid my father, to lay out all my aunt
Dinak’s legacy, in charitable ufes (of
which, by the bye, my father had no

high opinion) if Mu corporal has any
onedeterminate idea annexed to any one
word he has repeated.—Prythee, Trim,
quoth my father, turning round to him,
—What do’ft thou mean, by * kononr-
‘¢ ing thy father and mother 2°°

Allowing them, an’ pleafe your ho-
nour, three halfpence a day out of my
pay, when they grew old.—And didft
thou do that, Z7im 2 {aid Zerick.—He
3 did
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replied my uncle Zoby.
im, faid Yorick, {pringing out
of'his chair, and taking the corporal by
the hand, thou art the beft commenta-
tor upon that part of the Decalogue 5 and
1 honour thee more for it, corporal Trium,
than if thou hadft had a hand in the
Talmud itfelf.

C H A P. XXXIH

Onleﬁ%d health! cried my father,

making an exclamation, as he
turned over the leaves to the next chap-
ter,—thou art above all gold and trea-
fure ; ’tis thou who enlargeft the foul,—
and openeft all it’s powers to receive in-
ftru&tion and to relifh virtue.—He that
has thee, has little more to with for ;—
and he that is fo wretched as to want
thee,—wants every thing with thee.

have concentrated all’that can be
faid upon this important head, faid my
¢ father,

Copyrigh Library
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3
father, into a very little
we’ll read the ch

pter qui

aue

cont

i [L\. y betwixt the ra

book,==not as

re of i
mMOore o1 1ty

the chapte

fhut thet

w h/)n Ei
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I have demonttrated the truth of that
pomt, quoth my father, nodding to 2o-
;, moft fufficiently in the preceding
chapter.

Now could the man in the moon be
told, that a man in the earth had wrotea
chapter, fufficiently demonftrating, That
the fecret of all health depended upon

the due contention for maftery betwixt
the radical beat and the radical moifture;—
hnri that he had managed the point fo
1, that there was not one fingle word
wet or dry upon radical heat or radical
moifture, throughout the whole chap-
ter,—or a fingle fyllable in it, pro or
con, directly or mdueuly, upon the con-
tention betwixt thefe two powers in any
part of the animal ceconomy

<< O thou cternal maker of all beings!”

—he would cry, ftriking his breaft with
his right hand, (in cafe he had one)—
I'g <« Thou

I i Copyrigh Library
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¢ Thou whofe power’ and goodnefs ¢an
¢ enlarge the faculties of thy creaturés'to
¢ this infinite degree of excellence and
¢ perfection,—What have we: Moox-
¢ 1rEs done £

CIE A B XXXV

Q TITH two ftrokes, the one at
Y Hippocrates, the other at Lor
Vernlam, did my father atchieve it.

R S

3

The ftroke at the prince of phyficians,
with which he beoan was no more than

55
!

a fhort infult upon his forrowful com-
plaint of the Ars longa,~and Vita brevis,
——Life fthort, cried my father,—and
I healing tedious! And who are

to thank for both, the one and the
er, but the ignorance of quacks them-
lves,—and the ftage-loads of chymical
oftrums, and peripatetic lumber,  with
which

Copyright © Cambridge University Library
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’
rave firft fatter’d

——O my lord Verulam! cried my
father, turning from Hippocrates, and

making his fecend ftroke at him, as the

principal of noftrum-mongers, and the

hmﬂ to be made an example of to the

refl, What thall I fay to thee, my

great lord Verulom? What fhall-T fay

to my internal fpirit,—thy opium,—thy
petre,

never at .a lofs
y any man, upon any fub-
for the
exordium
he dealt
you fh
30 wen
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ey i"‘HEE two great caufes, which

<¢ fhorten life, {
< Arft—m

<¢ The internal {pirit, whic

g us on both fides
es together, at ]e;:gih de-

and render

ite of the cafe § the
was plain; not
fays his lordfhip
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waite ¢
making t

:
nd de

every morning before you g

afl
was fenced off again

rreafy unétions, which

fo fully faturated the pores of the fkin,

that no fpicula could enter ;«—nor

g the caufe
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lans’s opiates, his falt-petre,

and greafy unctions and glifters, you
fhall read,—but not to day—or to mor-
row : time prefles upon me,—my reader
is impatient—I muft get forwards.—
You fhal read the chapter at your lei-
fure, (if you chufe it) as foon as ever
the Trifirapzdia is publithed, ——

Sufficeth it at prefent, to fay, my fa-
ther levelled the hypothefis with the
ground, and in doing that, the learned
know, he built up and eftablithed his

oWn. ———
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of hea'th, f:
nning the fentence
1g evidently upon the due
<t the radical heat and
within us;—the
been {ufficien
maintained it, had not the {
men confounded the tafk, merely
Van Helmont, the famous ch/muk
proved) by all along miftaking
dical moifture for the tallow ar

animal bo

Now the radic
£

tallow or fat of animals, butan oily
ymous fubftance; for the fat

tallow, as alfo the phlegm or s
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parts are cold; whereas the oily and
famous parts are of a lively heat and {pi-
rit, which accounts for the obfervation
of  Arifftetie, < Quod omme animal poft
¢ coitum eff trifte.”’

J

Now it iscertain, that the radical heat

the other decays alfo;

, cither an unnatu-

caufes an unnatural dry-
natural moifture, which.
~———So that if a child, as
t be taught to avoid

ire or water, as either of

"twill
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T oby more
chapter 3—his
I
111vnn mv Father. thtou
ed upon my father, throu
: I y
but my uncle Toby
too pi ut is mouth, and
00

foon as the

e

was at the

pleafe your ho-

yral, making a

nour, >
bow.

The
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The poor 1": and I, quoth my un-
cle Zoby, addr cf“m;r himfelf to' my fa-
{carce able to crawl out of our

tents, le time the fiege of Limerick
was raifed, upon the very account you
mention~—~—Now what can have got
into that precious noddle of thine, my

dear brother Toby? cried my fatl

£
mentally.—-By Heaven ! continued

he, communing fll with himflf, it

would puzzle an Edipus to ‘bring it in

bel honour,
quoth the corporal,

been for the quanti

fire to :z‘cry i

mon

1 us more goo
continued

the
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been befor

Yorick,

more 1n-

n it,—and.{o

7 father at onces
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TR AP RK VT

T was undoubtedly, faid my uncle
Toby, a great happinefs for myfelf
and the corporal, that we had all along
a burning fever, attended with a moft
raging thirft, during the whole five and
twenty days the flux was upon us in the
camp ; otherwife what my brother calls
the radical moifture, muft, as I con-
ceive it, inevitably have got the better,
My father drew in his lungs top-
full of air, and looking up, blew it
forth again, as flowly as he pofiibly
could.——

It was heaven’s mercy to us,
continued my uncle Toby, which put it
into the corporal’s head to maintain that

due
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due contention betwixt the radical heat
and the radical moifture, by reinforce-
ing the fever, as he did all along, with
hot wine and fpices; whereby the cor-
poral kept up (as it were) a continual

firing, fo that the radical heat ftood its

ground from the beginning to the end,

and was a fair match for the moifture,
terrible as it was.——Upon my honour,
added my uncle Toby, you might have
heard the contention within our bodies,
brother Shandy, twenty toifes.—If there
was no firing, faid Yorick.

Well—faid my father, with a full af-
piration, and paufing a while after the
word Was I a judge, and the laws
of the country which made me one
permitted it, I would condemn fome of
the worflt malefators, provided they

K 2 had
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——2Yorick forefeeing the fentence wa
likely to end with no fort of mercy, laid
his hand upon my father’s breaft, and
begged he would refpite it for a few
minutes, till he afked the corporal a
queftion. Prithee, T7im, faid Yorick,
without ftaying for my father’s leave,—
tell us honeftly—what is thy opinion
concerning this {elf-fame radical heat

and radical moifture ?

With humble fubmiflion to his* ho-
nour’s better judgment, quoth the cor

poral, making a bow to my uncle Zoby

—Speak thy opinion freely, corporal,

faid my uncle 7v4y—The poor fellow
is my fervant,—not my flave,—added
my uncle Zoby, turning to my fa-
ther.—

L
4 11C
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corporal put his hat under his
left' arm, and with his ftick hanging

The

upon the wrift of it, by a black thong
fplit into a taffel about the knot,
he marched up to the ground where h
had ' performed his catechifm ; then
touching his under jaw with the thumb
and fingers of his right hand before he
opened his mouth,——he delivered his

notion thus.
C:H ATE. XX

as the corporal was humming,

to begin—in waddled Dr. Slop.—
>Tis not two-pence matter—the corpo-
ral fhall go on in the next chapter, let

who will come in,——

Well, my good doctor, cried my fa-
ortively, for the tranfitions of his
K 3 paflions
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palfions were unaccountably fudden,—

and what has this whelp of mine to fay

to the matter ?

Had my father been afking after the
amputation of the tail of a puppy-dog
~he could not have done it in a more
carelefs air : the fyftem which Dr. Slsp
had laid down, to treat the accident by,
no way allowed of fuch a mode of en-
quiry.~—He fat down.

Pray, Sir, quoth my uncle 704y, in a
manner which could not go unanfwered,
~~in what condition is the boy ?—"T'will
end in'a phimofis, replied Dr. Slop.

Iam no wifer than I was, quoth my
uncle Zoby,—returning his pipe into his
mouth,——Then let the corporal go on,

faid
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[ 351
faid my father, with his medical le&ure.
~The corporal made a bow to his old
friend, Dr. Slop, and then delivered his
opinion concerning radical heat and ra-
dical moifture, in the following words.

C.H A P XEg

THE city of Limerick, the fiege of
which was begun under his maje-
fty king William himfelf, the year after i
went into the army—lies, an’ pleafe
your honours, in the middle of a devilith
wet, fwampy country.—Tis quite fur-
rounded, faid my uncle Toby, with the
Shannon, and is, by its fituation, one of

the ftrongeft fortified places in Ire-
land.

K 4 1 think

U

. . Copyright © Cambridge Univer:
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> your reve

with diatae
willl drains a

D

thing," after the
7 ;
(P PR Ll o s I
days,  continued the corporal, for a fol-

7 in his tent
in his tent,

round

1]
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to‘a pewter difh full

took off the damp of the air

- conclufion ¢
Corporal Trim, cried my father, from

all thefe premifes ?

I infer, an’pleafe your wo

7m, that thc radical moifture is
nothing in the world but ditch-water—
and that the radical hc;.c, of thofe who
50 to the expence of it, is burnt
radical heat and m

of a private man, an’ pleafe your ho-
nouts, " is nothing but ditch-water—and
a dram of geneva and give us but
encugh of it, with a pipe of tobacco,

to give us fpirits, and drive away the va.
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pours—we know. not what it is to fear

death.

I am.at a lofs, Captain Shandy, quoth
Doétor Slop, to determine in which branch
of learning your fervant fhines moft,
whether in phyfiology, or divinity.—
Slop had not forgot T7im’s comment
upon the fermon,—

It is but an hour ago, replied 2vrick,

* fince the corporal was examined in the

latter, and pafs’d mufter with great
honour.

The radical heat and moifture, quoth
Doctor Siop, turning to my father, you
muft know, is the bafis and foundation
of our being,—as the root of a tree is
the fource and principle of its vegeta-

tion,—
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tion.—It is inherent in the fceds of ail
animals, and may be preferved fundry
ways, but principally in my opinion by

confubftantials, impriments, and occludents

——Now this poor tellow, continued

Dr. Slop, pointing to the corporal, has
had the misfortune to have heard {fome
fuperficial emperic difcourfe upon this
nice point.——That he “has,—fuaid my
father.—— Very likely, faid my uncle,

—D’m fure of it—quoth Yorick.——

C LA P, XL

OCTOR Slp being called out to
look at a cataplafm he had order-

ed, it gave my father an opportunity of
going on with another chapter in the
Triftra-pedia.—Come ! chear up, my
lads
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lads; I’ll thew you Jand-
we have tugged through that chapter,
the book thall not be opened agam this
twelvemonth,—Huzz:

CobL AR XL

P )
—-—-—-—}: N VE years with a bib under

4

i his chin;
Four years in travelling from Ch
crofs-row to Mal

Seven long years and more rvrle-ing

and Latin ;

Four
fgm;
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tools fharpened to

delay ! —

iliger with-

ng his tools

‘orty-four years

ve his

nus, lord bi-

as all the world knows,
read, when he

‘nd Baldus him-

as he turned out after,
n the law fo late in life, that
ined he intended to be
the other world: no

, ‘the fon of
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—ohat time will be bave to make ufe of
b 4

7}
s

Zorick liftened to my father with great
attention ; there was a feafoning of wif=
dom unaccountably mixed up with his
ftrangeft whims, and he had fometimes
fuch illuminations in the darkeft of his
eclipfes, as almoft attoned for them :—
be 'wary, Sir, when you imitate him.

1 am convinced, 2urick, continued
my father, half reading and half dif-
courfing, that there is a North weft paf-
fage to the intelleGtual world; and that
the foul of man has fhorter ways of go-
ing to work, in furnithing itfelf with
knowledge and inftruétion, than we ge-
nerally take with it But alack ! all
fields have not a river or a fpring running

be-
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befides them s—every child, Zvrick | has
y
not a parent to point it out.

~—The whole entirely d
ed my father, in a low \(jc“,
auxiliary verbsy, Mr. Yorick.

Had 2orick trod upon Virgil’s fnake,

could not have looked more furprifed.
—I am furprifed too, cried my father,
obferving it,—and I reckon it as one of
the greateft calamities which ever befell
the republick of letters, That thofe who
have been entrufted with the education
of our children, and whofe bufinels it
was to open their minds, and ftock them
early with ideas, in order to fet the ima-

gination loofe upon them, have made fo

little ufe of the auxiliary verbs in doing

it, as they have done—So ‘that, ex-

3 (‘(,’Pt

Library
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cept Roymond Lullius, and the elder Pe-

legrini, the laft of which arrived to fuch

perfection in the ufe of ’em, with his to-

pics, that in a few lefions, he could

tca:h a yourrr gentleman to difcourfe
upon any {i

without blotting a word, .:z\, admi-
ration of all who beheld him.—I thould
be glad, faid Zvrick, interrupting my.
- to comprehend this

, faid my father.
etch of improvement a
able of, is a high me-

DL
y the worfe, and not
be thatas it may,

—wiaen
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w==when the mind has done that with it
~there is an end,—the mind and the
idea are at reft,—until a fecond idca en-
ters ;———and {0 on,

Now the ufe of the Juxiliaries is, at
once to fet the foul a going by herfelf
upon the materials as they are brought
her ; and by the verfability of this great
engine, round which they are twifted,
to open new tracks of enquiry, and make
every idea engender millions.

You excite my curiofity greatly, faid
Forick,

For my own part, quoth my uncle
Toby, I havegivenit up. The Daznes,
an’ pleafe your honour,. quoth the cor-

You.V, L poral,
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poral,  who wete on the left at the fiege
of Limerick, were all auzxiliariés. And
very good ones, faid my uncle Toy.—
But the auxiliaries, Z77m, my brother
is talking about,—I conceive to be diffe-
yent things.

Yo do? faid ‘my father, rifing

up.

C.H A P. «XLIIT,

MY father took a fingle turn acrofs

the room, then fat down and fi-

nifhed the chapter.

The verbs auxiliary we are concerned
in here, continued my father, are, am;
was; have, bad; do 3 didy make; made; [ufr

fers
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Jers fball 5 foorlds will's would s cany coulds
owe s ought 5 ufed s or iswont.— And thefe
varied with tenfes, prefent, paft, future, and
conjuga&d with the verb fee,—or with
thefe queftions added to them y—»Is 722
Wasit? Willit be 2 Would it be? May
it be 2 Might it be? And thele again
put negatively, I i not 2 Was it not 2
Ought it yot 2~—Or affirmatively,—1It is3
It wasy It ought to be.  Or chronologi-
cally,—Has it been always2 Lately?
How long ago 2—Or hypothetically,—If
it was; If it was por? What would
follow ? If the French fhould beat
the Englifh? If the Sun go out of the
Zodiac 2

Now, by the right ufe and application

of thefe, continued my father, in which
150 a
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4 child’s memory fhould be exercifed,
there is no one idea can enter his brain
how barren foever, but a magazine of
conceptions and conclufions may be
drawn forth from it. Did’ft thou e-
ver fee 2 white bear? cried my father,
turning his head round to 77im, who
ftood at the back of his chair :—No,
an’ pleafe your honour, replied the cor-
poral. But thou could’t difcourfe
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about one, T7im, faid my father, in
cafe of need? How is it pofiible,
brother, quoth my uncle Zoby, if the
corporal never faw one ?——’Tis the
faé I want; replied my father,—and
the poffibility of it, is as follows.

A wnite sear! Very well. Have
Iever feea one? MightIever have feen
one?
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one? AmIeverto fee one? Ought
I ever to havefeen one? Or can ever
fee one?

Would I had feen a white bear? (for
how can I imagine it?)

If I thould fee a white bear, what
fhould I fay? IfI fhould never fee a
white bear, what then?

If I never have, can, muft or fhall
fee a white bear alive; have I ever feen
the ikin of one? Did I ever fee one
painted ?—deferibed 7 Have I never

dreamed of one?

id my father; mother, uncle, aunt,
rothers or fifters, ever fee a white bear?

4 What

Copyright © Cambridge Univer:
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial



[.150]

What would they give?. Flow would
they behave? How would. the white
have behaved? Is he wild,?

> ? Terrible 2 Rough ? Smooth 2

—Is the white bear worth fecing ?—

—Is there no fin in it f—

Ts it better than a BLACK ONE?

Exp of the Firra VorLuMe,
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