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LIFE and OPINIONS 

OF 

TRISTRAM SHANDY, Gent. 

  

CH AP. a. 

O I think, I faid, I would 

write two volumes every year, 

provided the vile cough which then tor- 
mented me, and which to this hour I 

dread worfe than the devil, would but 

give me leave and in another place— 
(but where, I can’t recollect now) fpeak- 

g of my book as a machine, and lay- 

ny pen and ruler down crofs-wife 

B upon 
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upon the table, in order to gain the 
greater credit to it—I fwore it fhould be 
kept a going at that rate thefe forty years 
if it pleafed but the fountain of life to 
blefs me fo long with health and good 
{pirits. 

Now as for my. fpirits, little have I 
to lay to their charge—nay fo very little 
(unlefs the mounting me upon a long 
ftick, and playing the fool with me 
nineteen hours out of the twenty-four, 
be accufations) that on the contrary, I 
have much—much to thank ’em for: 
cheerily have ye made me tread the path 
of life with all the burdens of it (except 
its cares) upon my back; in no one mo- 
ment of my exiftence, that I remember, 
have ye once deferted me, or tinged the ob- 

jects which came in my way, either with 

fable, 
9 
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aa 
fable, or with afickly green; in dangers 

ye gilded my horizon with hope, and when 

Deatu himfelf knocked at my door—ye 

bad him come again; and in fo gay a 

tone of carelefs indifference, did ye do it, 

that he doubted of his commiffion 

«¢ There muft certainly be fome 
“¢ miftake in this matter,’? quoth he. 
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Now there is nothing in this world I 

abominate worfe, than to be interrupted 
in a ftory and I was that rhoment 

} 

| 
i 

telling Eugenius a moft tawdry one in 

my way, of a nun who fancied herfelf a 

fhell-filh, and of a monk damn’d for 

eating a mufcle, and was fhewing him 

the grounds and juflice of the -proce- 

dure 
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* —Did ever fo grave a perfonage 

** get into fo vile a fcrape?” quoth 

Death. Thou haft had a narrow efcape, 

Triftram,. {aid Evgenius, taking hold of 
joa Ho Pe Jah tae my hand as I finifh’d my ftory : ) 

But there is no diving, Eugenius, re- 

—Youcallhim rightly, faid Eugenius, 
—for by fin, we are told, he enter’d 

the world- I care not which way he 

enter’d, quoth I, provided he be not in 

fach a hurry to take me out with him— 

for I have forty volumes to write, and 

forty thoufand things to fay and do, 
which no body in the world will fay-and 

do for me, except thyfelf; and as thou 
8 feelt 
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feeft he has got me by the throat (for 

Eugenius could fcarce hear me fpeak 

acrofs the table) and that I am no match 

for him in the open field, had I not better, 

whilft thefe few fcatter’d fpirits remain; 

and. thefe two fpider legs of mine holding 

one of them up to him)are able to fupport 

me—had I not better, Eugenius, fly for 

my life? ’tis my advice, my dear T'iftram, 

{aid Eugenius then by heaven ! I will 

lead him a dance he little thinks of 

for I will gallop, quoth I, without look- 

ing once behind me to the banks of the 

Garonne ; and if 1 hear him clattering 

at my heels——I’ll fcamper away to 

mount Vefuvius from thence to Jop- 

pa, and from Joppa to the world’s end, 

where, if he follows me, I pray God 

he may break his neck 

ey 
} 
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——He runs more rifk zhere, faid Fuge- 
nius, than thou. 

Eugenius’s wit and affection brought 
blood into the cheek from whence it had 
been fome months banith’d—’twas a 
vile moment to bid adieu in ; he led me 
to my chaife Allons ! faid I; the poft 
boy gave acrack with his whip off 
T went like a cannon, and in half a dozen 
bounds got into Dover. 
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CotiA pel 

. 7 OW hang it! quoth J, as I look’d 
towards the French coaft—a man 

fhould know fomething of his own 

country too, before he goes abroad 

and I never gave a peep into Rochefter 

church, or took notice of the dock of 

Chatham, or vifited St. Thomas at Can- 

terbury, though they all three laid in 

my way-—— 

—But mine, indeed, is a particular 

cafe 

So without arguing the matter further 

with Thomas o’Becket, or any one elfe— 

I fkip’d into the boat, and in five minutes 

we got under fail and fcudded away like 

the wind. 

B 4 Pray 
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[3] 
Pray captain, quoth'I, as J Was going: 

down into the cabin, isa man never over 
taken by Deash in this paflage ? 

Why, there is not time for a man to be fick in it, replied he-—What a curfed 
lyar! for I am fick as a horfe, quoth I, 
already———what a btain !—-upfide 
down ! hey dey! the cells are broke 
loofe one into another, and the blood, and 
the lymph, and the nervous juices, with 
the fix’d and volatile falts, are all jumbled 
into one mafs———good g—! every thing 
turns round in it.like.a thoufand whirk- 
pools——-I’d give a fhilling to know if 
I fhan’t write the clearer for it 

Sick! fick! fick! fick ! 
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— When fhall we get to land ? captain 

—they have hearts like ftones Of 

am deadly fick ! reach me that thing, 

boy-——tis the moft difcomfiting fick- 

nefs I wifh I was at the bottom— 

Madam! how is it with you? Undone! 

undone! un—— O! undone! fir— 

What the firft time ?>———No, ’tis the fe- 

cond, third, fixth, tenth time, fir,— 

hey-day what a trampling over head! 

—hollo! cabin boy! what’s the matter— 

The wind chopp’d about ! s’Death !— 

then I fhall meet him full in the face. 

What luck !—tis chopp’d about again, 

mafter O the devil chop it 

aptain, quoth fhe, for heaven’s fake, 

let us get afhore. 

CH AY. 
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CHAP. UL 

¥ 1 isa great inconvenience to a man 
Hl ina hafte, that there are three diftiné 
roads between Calais and Paris, in behalf 
of which there is fo much to be faid by 
the feveral deputies from the towns which 
lie along them, that half a day is eafil 
loft in fettling which you'll take. 

Firft, the road by Lifle and Arras, 
which is the moft about but moft in- 
terefting, and inftructing. 

The fecond that by Amiens, which 
you may go, if you would fee Chan- 
tilly ——. 

And that by Beauvais, ‘which you 
may go, if you will. 

For 
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For this reafon a great many chufe to 

go by Beauvais. 

Orbea Eon ty 

f OW before 1 quit Calais,” a tra- 
vel-writer would fay, ‘* it would 

‘* not be amifs to give fome account of 

«¢ it.?—-now I think it very much amifs 

—that a man cannot go quietly through 

a town, and let it alone, when it does not 

meddle with him, but that he mut be 

turning about and drawing his pen at 
every kennel he crofies over, merely 0” 

my confcience, for the fake of drawing 

it; becaufe, if we may judge from what 

has been wrote of thefe things, by all who 

have wrote and gallop’d—or who have 
gallop’d and wrote, which is a different 

way ftill; or who for more’ expedition 
than 
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fete] 
than the reft, have wrote-galloping, which 
is the way I do at prefent from the 
great Addifon who did it with his fatchel 
of fchool-books hanging at his a— and 
galling his beaft’s crupper at every ftroke 
there is not a galloper of us all who 
might not have gone on ambling quietly 
in his own ground (in cafe he had any) 
and have wrote all he had to write, dry 
fhod, as well as not. 

For my own part, as heaven is my 
judge, and to which I thall ever make 
my aft appeal—I know no more of 
Calais, (except the little my barber told 
me of it, as he was whetting his razor) 
than I do this moment of Grand Cairo 3 
for it was dufky in the evening when I 

and dark as pitch in the morning 
fet our, and yet by merely know- 

ing 
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2 - 5 
ing what is what, and by drawing this 

from that in one part of the town, and 

by fpelling and putting this and that to- 
gether in another—I would lay any tra- 
velling odds, that I this moment write 
a chapter upon Calais as long as my 
arm; and with fo diftin& and fatisfactory 
a detail of every item, which is worth a 
ftranger’s curiofity in the town—that you 
would take me for the town clerk of 
Calais itfelf—and where, fir, would be 

the wonder ? was not Democritus, who 

laughed ten times more than I— town- 

clerk of Abdera ? and was not (I forget 
his name) who had more difcretion than 

us both, town-clerk of Ephefus >—— 

it fhould be penn’d moreover, Sir, with fo 

much knowledge and good fenfe, and 

truth, and precifion—— 

— Nay 
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1 

ead the chapte 

C ALATS, Calatium, Calufiun 

Calefiuin. 

This town, if we may truft it’s ar- 

chives, the authority of which I fee no 
reafon to call in queftion in this place— 

was oxce no more than a fmall village be- 

longing to one of the firft Counts de 

Guines; and as it boafts at prefent of no 
Jefs than fourteen thoufand inhabitants, 

clufive of four hundred and twenty 

diftinct families in the effe ville, or fub- 

urbs——it mult have grown up by little 

ad little, I fuppofe, to it’s prefent fize. 
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Though there are four convents; there 

is but one parochial church in the whole 
town ; [had not an opportunity of taking 
its exact dimenfions, but it is pretty eafy 
to make a tolerable conjecture of *em— 
for as there are fourteen thoufand inhabi- 
tants in the town, if the church holds 
them all, it muft be confiderably large— 
and if it will not-—’tis a very great pity 
they have not another—it is built in form 
of a crofs, and dedicated to the Virgin 
Mary; the fteeple which has a fpire to 
it, is placed in the middle of the church, 

and ftands upon four pillars elegant and 
light enough, but fufficiently ftrong at 
the fame time—it is decorated with eleven 

altars, moft of which are rather fine than 

beautiful. The great altar is a mafter- 

piece in its kind; ’tis of white marble, 

and as I was told near fixty feet high— i 
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had it been much higher, it had been as 

high as mount Calvary itfelf{—therefore, 
I fuppofe it muft be high enough in all 
confcience. 

There was nothing ftruck me more 
than the great Square ; tho’ I cannot fay 
*tis either well paved or well built ; but’tis 
in the heart of the town, and mott of the 
ftreets, efpecially thofe in that quarter, 
all terminate in it; could there have been 
a fountain in all Calais, which it feems 
there cannot, as fuch an objeét would 
have been a great ornament, it is not to be 
doubted, but that the inhabitants would 
have had it in the very centre of this 
fquare,— not that it is properly a {quare, 
~—becaufe *tis forty feet longer from eaft 
to weft, than from north to fouth; fo 
that the French in general have more 

reafon 
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et? «| 
réafon on their fide in calling ther 

Places than Squares, which ftri€tly fpeak« 

ing, to be fare they are not. 

The town-houfe feems to be but a forry 

building, and not to be kept in the beft 
repair; otherwife it had been a fecond 
great ornament to this place ; it anfwers 
however its deftination, and ferves very 
well for the reception of the magiftrates, 

who affemble in it from time to time ; fo 

that ’tis prefumable, juftice is regularly 
diftributed. 

I had heard much of it, but there is 
nothing at all curious in. the -Courgam ; 
*tis a diftinét quarter of the town inhabi- 
ted folely by failors and fithermen; it 
confifts of a number of fimall ftreets, 

neatly built and moftly of brick; ’tis 

Vor. VII. Cc extremely 
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J 
extremely populous, but as that. may be 
accounted for, from the principles of 
their diet,—there is nothing curious in 

that neither. A traveller may fee it to 
fatisfy himfelf—he mult not omit how- 
ever. taking notice of La Tour de Guet, 
upon any: accounts; *tis fo called from its 
particular deftination, becaufe in war it 
ferves to difcover and give notice of the 
enemies which approach the place, either 
by fea or land; but ’tis monftrous 

high, and catches the eye fo continually, 
you cannot avoid taking notice of it, if 
you would, 

It was a fingular difappointment to me, 

that I could not have permiffion to take 
an exact furvey of the fortifications, 

which are the ftrongeéft in the world, and 

which, 
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P ~ | 
which, from firft to laft, that is, from the 
time they. were fet about’ by Philip of 
France Count of Bologne, to the prefent 
war, wherein many reparations were 
made, have coft (as I learned afterwards 
from an engineer in Gafcony )—~above 
a hundred millions of livres. It is 
very remarkable that at the Téte de Gra- 
velenes, and where the town is naturally 
the weakeft, they have expended the 
moft money ; fo that the outworks ftretch 
a great way into the campaign; and con- 
fequently occupy a large tract of ground. 
—However, after all that is /aid and done, 
it muft be acknowledged that Calais was 
never upon any account fo confiderable 
from itfelf, as from its fituation, and that 
eafy enterance which it gave our ancef- 
tors upon all occafions into France: 
it was not without its inconveniences 

C 2 alfo; 
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[ 20 | 
alfo; being no lefs troublefome to the 
Englifh in thofe times, than Dunkirk 
has been to. us, in ours; fo that it was 
defervedly looked upon as the key to 
both kingdoms, which no doubt is the 
reafon that there have arifen fo many 
contentions who fhould keep it : of thefe, 
the fiege of Calais, or rather the block- 

ade (for it was fhut up both by land and 
fea) was the moft memorable, as it with- 

ftood the efforts of Edward the third 
a whole year, and was not terminated 

at laft but by famine and extream mi- 

fery; the gallantry of Euftace de St. 

Pierre, who firft offered hingfelf a vic- 

tim for his fellow citizens, has rank’d 

his name with heroes. As it will not 

take up above fifty pages, it would be 

injuftice to the reader, not to give him 2 

g minute 
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[ 21 ] 
minute account of that romantic tranf- 
action, as well as of the fiege itfelf, in 

Rapin’s own words : 

CHAP) o¥E 

UT courage! gentle reader! 
I {corn it *tis enough 

to have thee in my power———but to 

make.ufe of the advantage which the for- 

tune of the pen has now gained over 

thee, would be too much No { 

by that all “powerful fire which warms 
the vifionary brain, and lights the fpi- 

rits through unworldly tracts! ere I 

would force a helplefs creature upon 

this hard fervice, and make thee pay, 

peor -fowl! .for fifty pages which I 

have no right to fell thee,—naked as 

C4 I am, 
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I am, I would browfe upon the 
mountains, and fmile that the north 
wind brought me neither my tent or 
my fupper. 

—So put on, my. brave boy! and 
make the belt of thy way to Bou- 
logne. 
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Cre Ae. Vile 

OULOGNE! hah ? 

—fo we are all got together 

debtors and finners before heaven ; 

a jolly fet of us—but I can’t flay and 

quaff it off with you—I’m purfued my- 

felf like a hundred devils, and fhall be 

overtaken before I can well change 

horfes:——-for heaven’s fake, make 

hafte ’Tis for high treafon, quoth a 
very little man, whifpering as low as 

he could to a very tall man that ftood 

next him Or elfe for murder; quoth 

the tall man Well thrown fize-ace ! 
quoth I. Nos; quoth a third, the gen- 

tleman has been committing ————. 
C 4 
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{ 24 ] 
Ah! machere fille! {iq I, as the 

tripp’d by, from her matins—you look 
as rofy as the morning (for the fun was 
rifing, -and it made the compliment the 
more gracious )}——No ; it can’t be that, 
quoth a fourth——(fhe made a curt’fy 
to me—I kifs’d my hand) ’tis debt ; 
continued he: ?Tis certainly for debt ; 
quoth a fifth; I would not pay that 
gentleman’s debts, quoth “ce, for a 
thoufand pounds; Nor would I, quoth , 
Size, for fix times the fum— Well thrown, 
Size-Ace, again ! quoth I;—but I have 
no debt but the debt of Narure,~and I 
want but patience of her, and I will 
pay her every. farthing I owe her. 
How can you be fo hard-hearted, Ma- 
DAM, to arreft a poor traveller going 
along without moleftation to any one, 

upon 
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[ 25 ] 
upon his lawful occafions ? do ftop that 

death-looking, long-ftriding {coundrel 

of a fcare-finner, who is pofting after 

me he never would have followed 

me but for you if it be but for a 

ftage, or two, juft to give me ftart of 

him, I befeech you, madam ———- ——= 

do, dear lady : 

——Now, introth, *tis agreat pity, 

quoth mine Irifh hoft, that all this good 

courtthip fhould be loft ; for the young 

gentlewoman has been after going out 

of hearing of it all along ‘ 

——Simpleton ! quoth I. 

——So you have nothing ¢//e in Bou- 

logne worth feeing ? 

3 —By 
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[ 26 ] 
~—By Jafus! there is the fineft 

Seminary for the Hymanitizs—., 

— There cannot be a finer ; quoth I. 

CHAP. VIL 

HEN the Precipitancy of a 
man’s wifhes ‘hurries on his 

ideas ninety times fafler than the vehicle 
he rides in—woe be to truth! and woe 
be to the vehicle and its tackling (let 
“em be made of what ftuff you will) 
upon which he breathes forth the difap- 
Pointment of his foul! 

AsI never give general charaQers either 
of men or things in choler, * ze wmoft 
Lafte, the worft peed; was all the re- 

fection 
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[ 27 ] 
flection I made upon the affair, the farft 

time it happen’d ;—the fecond, third, 

fourth, and fifth time, I confined it re= 

fpectively to thofe times, and accordingly 

blamed only the fecond, third, fourth, 

and fifth poft-boy for it, without car- 

tying my reflections further; but the 

event continuing to befall me from the 
fifth, to the fixth, feventh, eighth, 

ninth, and tenth time, and without one 

exception, I then could not avoid making 

a national reflection of it, which I do in 

thefe words ; 

That fomething is always wrong in 4 

French poft-chaife upon firft fetting out. 

Or the propofition may ftand thus, 

A French poftilion bas always to alight 
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[ 28 j 
before be has got three hundred Jards out 
of town. 

What’s wrong now? Diable 1 
a, rope’s broke! a knot has flipt! 

a‘ ftaple’s drawn! a bolt’s to 
whittle !—___a tag, a rag, a jag. eg 
ftrap, a buckle, ora buckle’s tongue, 
want altering, —__. 

Now true as all this is, I never think 
myfelf impower’d to excommunicate 
thereupon either the pott-chaife, or its 
driver—nor do ] take it into my head 
to {wear by the living G—, I would rather 
8° a foot ten thoufand times——or 
that I will be damn’d if ever I get into another——but I take the matter coolly 
before me, and confider, that fome tag, or 

rag, 
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L 29 J 
rag, or jag, orbolt, or buckle, or buckle’s 

tongue, will ever be a wanting, or want 

altering, travel where I will fo 

I never chaff, but take the good 

and the bad as they fall in my road, 

and get on: Do fo, my lad! faid 

I; he had loft five minutes already, 

in alighting in order to get at a lunch- 

eon of black bread which he had cramm’d 

into the chaife-pocket, and was re- 

mounted and going leifurely 6n, to 

relifh it the better: Get on, my lad, 

faid I, brifkly—but in the moft perfua- 

five tone“imaginable, for I jingled a 

four and twenty fous piece againft the 

glafs, taking care to hold the flat fide 
towards him, as he look’d back: the 

dog grinn’d intelligence from his right 

ear to his left, and behind his footy 
f muzzle 
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[ 30 ] 
muzzle difcover’d fach a pearly row 
of teeth, that Sovereignty would have 
pawn’d her jewels for them. 

What matticators! 

What bread !—__- 
Juft heaven ! } 

and fo, as he finifh’d the Jatt mouth- 
ful of it, we enter’d the town of Mon- 
treuil, 
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HERE is not a town in all France, 

which in my opinion, looks better 
in the map, than Montrevir; I 

own, it does not look fo well in the book 

of poft roads; but when you come to 
fee it—to be fure it looks moft pitifully. 

P
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ee

 

There is one thing however in it at 

prefent very handfome ; and that is the 

inn-keeper’s daughter: She has been 
eighteen months at Amiens, and fix at 
Paris, in going through her clafles; fo 

knits, and fews, and dances, and does 

the little coquetries very .well.—— 

me
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—A flut! in running them over with- 
in thefe five minutes that I have ftood 

tooking at her, the has let fall at leaft a 

dozen 
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[ 32 ] 
dozen loops in a white thread ftocking 

Yes, yes—I fee, you cunning gipfy! 

——tis long, and taper—you need not pin 
it to your knee—and that ’tis your own— 
and fits you exactly. 

—-That Nature fhould have told 

this creature a word about a flatue’s 
thumb ! 

—But as this fample is worth all 
their thumbs——-befides I have her 
thumbs and fingers in at the bargain if 
they can be any guide to me,—and as 

fanatone withal (for that is her-name) 

ftands fo well for a drawing may 

I never draw more, or rather may I 
draw like a: draught-horfe, by main 
ftrength all the days of my life,—if I do 
not draw her in all her proportions, and 

with 
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with as determin’d a pencil, as if I had 
her in the wetteft drapery. 

~—But your worfhips chufe rather that I 
give you the length, breadch, and per- 

pendicular height of the great parifh 
church, or a drawing of the fafcade of 
the abbey of Saint Auftreberte which has 

been tranfported from Artois hither— 

every thing is juft I fuppofe as the ma- 

fons and carpenters left them,—and if the 

belief in Chrift continues fo long, will be 

fo thefe fifty years to come—fo your. 

worfhips and reverences, may all meafure 

them at your leifures but he who 

meafures thee, Janatone, muft do it now 

—thou carrieft the principles of change 
within thy frame; and confidering the 

chances of a tranfitory life, I would not 

si
ap

au
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anfwer for thee a moment; and e’er 
Vou. VIIc D twice 

Copyright © Cambridge University Library : a 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (CC BY-NC 3.0)  



gone, & 

204 

> a hufly 

1 ‘ 
1oie th 

2 eh ba ff like 

h my drawi 

y Library 
NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (CC BY-NC 

ths are pafs’d and 

, and lof 

y. 

ont 

ge Universit 

J 

a ve 
VA 

ne 5D 

right © Cambr 

JaiLi De 
£ 

Copy’ 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attributi 

 



i
 

nn
 

ne
 

i
 

ca
 
t
e
 

LL which being confidered, and 
that Death moreover might be 

much nearer me than I imagined—— 

Pi g
i
a
n
n
a
 ES
 

I wifh Iwas at Abbeville, quoth IJ, were 

it only to fee how they card and fpin———— 
LS 2 
fo off we fet. 

ne treuil a Nampont - pofte et demi 

lampont a Bernay - - - potte y P 

26 Vid. Book of French poft=reads, page 36 ge g : 

nof 1762. 

de 
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de Bernay a Nouvion - - - pofte 

de Nouvion a ApBEVILLE pofte 

but the carders and fpinners were all 

gone to bed. 

CH ALP Sx, 

X HAT a vafl advantage is travel- 

ling! only it heats one; but 

there is a remedy for that, which you 

may pick out of the next chapter. 
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Gia) ATE 

W AS I ina condition to ftipulate 

1 

with death, as I am this moment 

with my apothecary, how and where I 
will take his glifter I thould certainly 

declare againft fubmitting to it before my 

friends; and therefore, I never ferioufly 

think upon the mode and manner of this A
a
r
e
 
S
U
 

e
e
 

a
,
 

U
e
 

a
i
e
 

great cataftrophe, which generally takes 

up and torments my thoughts as much 

as the cataftrophe itfelf, but I conftantly 

draw the curtain acrofs it with this wifh, 

that the Difpofer of all things may fo 

order it, that it happen not to me in my 

own houfe but rather in fome decent 
inn at home, I know it, the con- 

cern of my friends, and the laft fervices 

of wiping my brows and fmoothing my 
; D 3 pillow, 

| 
{ 
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Ds ] 
pe | pillow, which the quivering hand of pale 

affection fhall pay me, will fo crucify my 
foul, that J thall die of a diftemper which 
my phyfician is not aware of: but in an 

nn, the few cold offices I wanted, would 

a few ¢ guineas, and 

Pi Ties 
1 fturbed, Ouec pun 

Attention———. bur 

he inn at Abbeville 

-——if there was not oon er 
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is a bitter farcafm, 
x: 1 } 

learned know, againft the grana 

and that. reftlefs fpirit for making it, 

which David pro sete forefaw would 

haunt the children of men in the latter 
; tnicett | 

days; and therefore, as thinketh the 

great bifhop Hall, ’tis one of the fe- 
‘ tn A 

vereft imprecations which David ever 
Pee agp URI Ho ett 

utte suid againft the enemies of the Lord— i —O1G 

: 
was very corpuier 

SAtreto and ( 
unquieincis 3 Gils 

D4 
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[ 40 ] 
reft, by the fame analogy, is fo much 
of heaven, 

Now, I (being very thin) think dif- 
ferently ; and that fo much of motion, 
is fo much of life, and fo much of joy 

and that to ftand ftill, or geton but 
flowly, is death and the devil 

Hollo! Ho! the whole world’s 
afleep !——bring out the horfes 
greafe the wheels ——tie on the mail——__- 
and drive a nail into that moulding——— 
Vil not lofe a moment 

Now the wheel we are talking of, and 
ewbereinto (but not whereonto, for that 
would make an Ixion’s wheel of it) he 
curfeth his enemies, according to the 

bifhop’s 
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{41 ] 
bifhop’s habit of body, fhould certainly 

be a poft-chaife wheel, whether they 

were fet up in Paleftine at that time or 

not———and my wheel, for the contrary 

reafons, mutt as certainly be a cart-wheel 

groaning round its revolution once in an 

age; and of which fort, were I to turn 

commentator, I fhould make no fcru- 

ple to affirm, they had great ftore in that 

hilly country. 

T love the Pythagoreans (much more 

than ever I dare tell my dear Jenny) for 
e
i
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their *¢ Kwpro pov’ aso +8 Zw pailos, fis, 0 

“© Kaaas Didorogetv” [their] ‘* getting 

** out of the body, im order to think 
é¢ 23 well.” No man thinks right whilft 

he is in it; blinded as he muft be, with 

his congenial humours, and drawn dif- 

ferently 
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ferently afide, as th 

felf have been, with too lax or too 

tenfe a fibre -—-Reason, is half of it, 

Sense; and the meafure of heaven itlelf 

is but the meafure of our prefent appe- 

tites and concoctions-—— 

But. which of the two, in the 

prefent cafe, do you think to be moftly 

in the wrong ? 

wee: | You, certainly 
cel se BMG RS ets 
tUrD a Whole 1am 
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But fhe did not know I was un- 

der a vow not to fhave my beard till 

got to Paris; yet I hate to make 

myfteries of nothing ;——’tis the cold 

cautioufnefs of one of thofe little fouls 

from which Lefius (lid. 13. de moribi 

ivinis, cap. 24.) hath made hi 

mate, wherein he fettet 

one Dutch mile, cubically multiplied, 

will allow 

for eight 

Pores 
lamnd {0 
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From what he has made this fecond 

eftimate unlefs from the parental 

goodnefs of God—I don’t know I 

am much more at a lofs what could be in 

Francifcus Ribbera’s head, who pretends 

that no lefs a {pace than one of two hun- 

dred Italian miles multiplied into itfelf, 

will be fufficient to hold the like num- 

ber he certainly muft have gone up- 

on fome of the old Roman fouls, of 

which he had read, without reflecting 

how much, by a gradual and moft ta- 

bid decline, in a courfe of eighteen 

hundred years, they muft unavoidably 

have fhrunk, fo as to have come, when 
a 

he wrote, almoft to nothine. 
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In Leffius’s time, who feems the 

cooler man, they were as little as can be 

imagined 

ee 
O
E
R
 a 

CR
 

LO
E 

——— We find them lefs zcow——— 

And next winter we fhall Gnd them 

lefs ‘again; fo that if we goon from 

little to lefs, and from lefs to nothing, 1 

e
e
 

hefitate not one moment to affirm, that 

in half a century, at this rate, we ‘fhall 

have no fouls at all; which being the 

period beyond which I doubt likewife of 

the exiftence of the Chriftian faith, *twill 

be one advantage that both of ’em will 

be exactly worn out together 

} 

1 
! 

: 
| ri 

{ 
\ 

) 

\ 

Bleffed Jupiter! and bleffed every 

other heathen god and goddefs! for 

now 
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now ye will all come into play again, OV yo d 

and with Priapus 

am I.rufhing: 

fhort’ in the 

tafte. no: more. of. * 

t. I. borrow from my imagi- 

peace(to thee, generous fool! 

and let me go on. 
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<* So hating, I fay, to make 
I intrufted it 

with the poft as foon as ever I got 

ye a crack with 
compliment ; 

hill-horfe trotting, and 

"an up and a down of the other, 

we danced it along to 4illy au clochers, 

famed in days of yore for the fineft 
4 bd 7 3 

in the world; but we dancec 
Le: 

re iowithout moa he chime: rn it without muiic the chimes se
at
er
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being greatly out of order—(as in trutl 

And fo making all poffible fpeed, 

fi
e 

* W
a
w
a
.
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{ 48 J 
from Hixcourt, I got to Pequignay, and 
from Pequignay, I got to Amiens, 

concerning which town I have nothing to 
inform you, but what I have informed 
you once before and that was—that 

Janatone went there to fchool. 

Cum ahs Pog yi. 

'N the whole catalooue of thofe whiff 
a ling vexations which come puffing 

acrofs a man’s canvaf{s, there is not one 

of a more teafing and tormenting nature, 

than this particular one which J am going 

to defcribe——and for which, (unlefs 

you travel with an avance-courier, which 

numbers do in order to prevent it) 

there isno help: and it is this. 

That be you in never fo kindly a pro- 

penfity to fleep———tho’ you are pafling 

4 perhaps 
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fineft country— 
a 

upon the beft roads,—and in the eafieft 
RaAvnTape fA aie x carriage for doing it inthe aie -nay 
was you jure you. could fleep fifty miles 
{traight forwards, without once opening 
your eyes ———nay what is more, was you 
as demontftratively fatisfied as youcan be 
of any truth in Euclid, that you fhould 
upon all accounts be full as well afleep 
as awake nay perhaps Better. 2 
Yet the inceffant returns of paying for 

horfes at every ftage, with the 
effity thereupon of putting your hand 
your pocket, and counting out from 

me three livres fifteen fous (fous by 
fous) puts an end to fo much of the pro- 

that you cannot execute above fix 
of it (or fuppofing it is a poft and a 
hat is but nine)——were it to fave 
nul from deftruction. 

Vor. VIL E 
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[ 50 ] 
—l'll. be even with ’em, quoth I, 

for I’ll put the precife fum into a piece 

of paper, and hold it ready in my hand 

all the way: ‘‘ Now I fhall have no- 

«thing to do”’ faid I (compofing my- 

felf to reft) ** but to drop this gently 

‘¢ into the poft-boy’s hat, and not fay 

¢ a word.” Then there wants two 

fous more to drink———or there is a 

swelve fous piece of Louis XIV. which 

will not pafs—or a livre and fome odd 

liards to be brought over from the laft 

ftage, which Monfieur had forgot; which 

altercations (as aman cannot difpute very. 

well afleep) roufe him: ftill is fweet fleep 

retrievable; and ftill might the flefh 

weigh down the fpirit, and recover it- 

felf of thefe blows—but then, by heaven ! 

you J 
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you have paid but for a fingle poft 

—whereas ’tis a poft and a half; and this 

obliges you to pull out your book of 

poft-roads, the print of which is fo very 

{mall, it forces you to open your eyes, 

whether you will or no: then Monfieur 

le Curé offers you a pinch of fnuff 

or a poor foldier fhews you his leg 

or a fhaveling his box or the prieft- 
efle of the ciftern will water your wheels 
-——they do not want it——but fhe 
{wears by her priefbood (throwing it 
back) that they do:——then you have 
all thefe points to argue, or confider over 
in your mind; in doing of which, the 

p
p
 
e
S
 

rational powers get fo thoroughly awak- 
ened———you may get ’em to fleep again 
as you can. 

E 2 Te 
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Cc 
Tt was entirely owing to one of thefe 

misfortunes, or I had pafs’d clean by the 

ftables of Chantilly 

——But the poftillion firft affirming, 

and then perfifting in it to my face, that 

there was no mark upon the two fous 

piece, I open’d my eyes to be convinced 

—and feeing the mark ee it, as plain 

as my ee leap’d out of the chaife in 

a paffion, and fo .faw every thing at 

il y in fpite.—I tried it but for thr ree 

pofts and a half, but believe ‘tis the 

beft principle in the world to travel 

fpeedily upon; for as few objects look 

very inviting in that mood—you have 
little or nothing to ftop you; by which 

means it was that I pafs’d through St 

Dennis 
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Dennis, without 

fide towards the 

any one thing in 

orn nor for that 

ows dark, it 
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Om AYP. XVI. 

(¢NRACK, crack——crack, crack 

crack, crack———fo this is 

Paris! quoth I (continuing in the fame 

mood )-— and this is Paris) ——humph! 

———Paris! cried I, repeating the name 

he third time——. 

The firft, the fineft, the moft bril- 

hant——. 

reets however are nafty ; 

But it looks, I fuppofe, better than 

it {mells crack, craek-——crack, 

crack What a fufs thou makeft !— 

as if it concern’d the good people to be 

inform’d, That a man with pale face, 

and 
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and clad in black, had the honour to be 

driven into Paris at nine o’clock at night, 

by a pottilion in a tawny yellow jerkin 

turned up with red calamanco——crack, 

crack crack, crack——crack, crack 

——I with thy whip —— 

-—But “tis the fpirit of thy nation ; 

fo crack — crack on. 

Ha! and no-one gives the wall! 

but in the ScHoot of Ursanity¥ 

herfelf, if the walls are befh—t — how can 

you do otherwife? 

And prithee when do they light the 

lamps? What ?—never in the fummer 

months ! Ho! ’tis the time of fallads. 

O rare! fallad and foup—foup and 

fallad—fallad and foup, encore— 

- E 4 m—— Tis 
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[ 56 ] 
-——’Tis too much for finners. 

Now I cannot bear the barba arity of it ; 
héw can that unconfcionable coachman 
talk fo much bawdy to that lean horfe? 
don’t you fee, friend, the ftreets are fo 
villainoufly narrow, that there is not 

Paris to turn a wheel-barrow ? room in all f 

In the grandett city of the whole world, 
in would not have been amifs, if they had 
been left a thought wider; nay were it 
only fo much in every fingle ftreet, as 
that a man might know (was it only for 
fati faction) on which fide of it he was 

One—two— three— four— five— fix 
feven—eight— nine— ten.— Ten cook’s 
fhops! and twice the number of barber’s ! 
and all within three minutes idad 

Bie 
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one would think hata all 

world on fome great 

the barbers, by joint conf 

Come, let us all go pee at 

French love good eating: 

ourmands———we hall oe 

god .is their belly 

muft be gentlemen: and aati as 

the periwig maketh the man, and tl 

wig-maker maketh the periwig—ergo, 

would the barbers fay, we fhall rank 

higher ftill_we fhall be above you all— 

t Ca atta at leaft— pardi! 

— And fo, one would {wear, (that is by 

e-light,— ai there is no depending 
upon it) they continue to do, to this da 

ief Maciftrate i in Touloufe, &c. &c. &c. 

é CHAP, 

| 

1 

\ 

i 
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© HAP. XVIII. 

\HIE French are certainly mifunder- 
ftood:+———~ but whether the 

in not fufficiently explain- 

; or {peaking with that ex- 

tion and precifion which one 

would expect on a point of fuch impar- 

tance, and which moreover, is fo likely 

to be contefted by us——Sor whether the 

fault may not be altogether on our fide, 

in not underftanding their language al- 

ways fo critically as to know ‘ what they 

would be at” I fhall not decide; but 

isa evident to me, when they affirm, 

“* That they who bave feen Paris, have feen 

every thing,” they muft mean to fpeak -of 

thofe who have feen it by day-light, 
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As for candle-light—I give it up-— 

I have faid before, there was no depend- 
ing upon it— and I repeat it again; but 

not becaufe the lights and fhades are too 

fharp—or the tints confounded—or that 

there is neither beauty or keeping, &c. 

... for that’s not truth—but it is an un- 

certain light in this refpect, That in all 

the five hundred grand Hotels, which 

they number up to you in Paris—and the 

five hundred good things, at a modeft 

computation (for.’tis only allowing one 

good thing toa Hétel) which by candle- 

A 

: 
nT 

4 

iE 
light are beft to be /een, felts beard and 

underftood (which, by the bye is a quota- 

tion from Lilly)—-—the-devil a one of us 

out of fifty, can get our heads fairly chruft 

in-amongft them. 

This 

t
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e
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’ 
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Phis is no part of the French compu- 
: *tis fimply this. 

That by the laft furvey taken in the 
year one thoufand feven hundred and 

teen, fince which time there have been 

augmentations, Paris doth 

nine hited {treets ;. (viz.) 

- called the Cizy—there are 

the Shambles, fifty five 

» forty one ftreets, 

twenty nine ftreets 

Copyright © Cambridge University Librar   : : ents : y , , 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (CC BY-NC 3.0)



wenty feven f 

ee fifty five ftre 

. Martin, fifty four ftreets. 

St. Paul, or the 

feven ftreets. 
5) oe ee 
ihe Greve, 

nA 
LVLOT teller 

thirty ei 

skein nineteen 

Marais, or the Temple, fit Wpies AL ty two 

ews de Arcs, fifty one ftreets. 

the Luxembourg, fixty 

St. Germain, fifty fi 
; A 

whieh you may walk ; 

them with 
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[ 62 } 
all that belongs to them, fairly by day- 

light—their gates, their bridges, their 

{quares, their ftatues - - - - and have cru- 

faded it moreover through all their parith 
churches, by no means omitting St. Roche 

and Sulplice - - - and to crown all, have 
taken-a walk to the four palaces, which 

you may fee either with or without the 
flatues and pictures, juft as you chufe— 

——Then you will have feen 

——-but, ’tis what no one needeth to 

tell you, for you will read it yourfelf 
upon the portico of the Louvre, in thefe 

words, 

* EarTH NO SUCH FOLKS!—NO FOLKS 

E’ER SUCH A TOWN 

As Paris is!—SInG, DERRY, DERRY, 

DOWN. 

* Non Orbis gentem, non urbem gens habet ullam 

—— lla parem. 

The 

Copyright © Cambridge University Library ; 
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7 of treat- 

ing every thing that is Great ; and that is 

all can be faid upon it. 

Pa P: 

[* mentioning the word gay (as in 

the clofe of the Jaft chapter) it puts 

one (z. e. an author) in mind of the wor 

mn—~efpecially if -he has 

to fay upon it: not that 

fis—or that f 

genealogy, 

ground of alli 

betwixt lieh 
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+ them to 

point being now 

d, and that l may place mine ex- 

to my mind, I write it down here 

SPLEEN. 

4 
This, upon leaving Chantilly, I de- 

ciared to be the beft principle in the 

world to travel {peedily upon; -but I 

gave it only as matter of opinion, I 

fill continue in the fame fentiments— 

only I had not then experience enough 

of its working to add this, that though 

you do get on at a tearing rate, yet you 

eet on but uneafily to yourfelf at the 

fame time; for which reafon I here quit 

it entirely, and for ever, and ’tis heartily 

at one’s fervice—it has fpoiled me the di- 

geltion of a good fupper, and brought 
on 
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£65) 
1 a bilious diarrhza, which has brought 

to my firft principle on 

ut———and with which I 

e
e
 

a 
ee
 

ey
 

-I cannot {top 4 moment 

to give you the character of the people 

a
 

a 
n
i
e
t
 

—their genie their manners—their cuf- 

toms—t] laws—their _ religion—their 

government-stheir manufacturés—their 

commerce—their finances, with all:the re- 

fources and hidden. fprings which fuftain 

them: qualified as I may be, by fpend- 

three days and two nights amongft 

m, and during all that time, making 

the entire fubject of my en- 

reflections 
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[ 66] 
Still_ftill 1 muft away——the roads 

are paved—the pofts are fhort—the days 

are long—’tis no more than noon—I fhall 

be at Fontainbleau before the king 

~-Was he going there? not that I 

know—— 

Se er. ae 

OW Ihatetohearaperfon, efpecially 

if he be a traveller, complain that 

we do not get on fo faft in France as we 

do in England ; whereas we get on much 

fatter, confideratis, confiderandis there- 

by always meaning, that if you weigh 

their vehicles with the mountains of bag- 

gage which you lay both before and be- 

hind upon them—and then confider their 

puny horfes, with the very little they 

give   . . Copyright © Cambridge University Library ; 
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Une? 7) 
pive them—’tis a wonder they get on 

at all: their fuffering is moft unchriftian, 

and ’tis evident thereupon to me, that a 

French poft-horfe would not know what 

in the world to do, was it not for the 

two wotds. * ** *."* and: * =e * # 

in which there is as much fuftenance, as 

if you gave him a peck of corn: now 

as thefe words coft nothing, I long from 

my foul to tell the reader what they are; 

here is the queftion—they muft be 

told him plainly, and with the moft dif. 

tinct articulation, or it will anfwer* no 

end—and yet to do it in that plain way— 

though their reverences may laugh at it in 

the bed-chamber—full well I wot, they 

will abufe it in the parlour: for which 

caufe, I have been. volving and revolv- 

ing in my fancy fome time, but to no 

E2 purpofe, 

4 
: 

i 

# 
4 

ri 
ei 
Ba 

! 

we
sc

 
Sh
at
in
 

» 
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purpofe, by wl 

contrivance I High fo modula 

t I fatisfy that ear whick 

lend me—I might 

diffatisfy the other whic 

himfelf, 

~My ink burns my finger to try 

and when I’ have———’twill have a ] 
A 

worfe ‘confequence——it will burn (1 

fear) my paper. 

AT T 
No;-——I 
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ping it up in her veil when fhe went to bed 
then crofs-wife her rofary then 

bringing in to her aid the fecular arm, 

and anointing it with oils and hot fat of 

animals then treating it. with-emol- 
lient and refolving fomentations——- 

then with poultices of marfh-mallows, 

mallows, bonus Henricus, white lillies 

and fenugreek then taking the woods, 

I mean the fmoak of ’em, holding her 

{capulary acrofs her laa——then decoc- 

tions of wild chicory, water crefiés, 

chérvil,; fweet cecily and cochlearia 

and nothing all this whil an{weting, was 

prevailed on at laft to try the hot baths 

of Bourbon fo having firft obtain’d 

leave of the vifitor-general to take care 

of her exiftence—fhe ordered all to be 

got ready for her journey: a novice of 

the 
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{7 ] 
the convent of about feventeen, who had 

been troubled with a whitloe in her 

middle finger, by ftfiking it conftantly 

into the abbefs’s caft poultices, © €Fc.—had 

gained fuch an intereft, that overlook- 

ing a fciatical old nun, who might have 

been fet up for ever by the hot baths of 

Bourbon, Margarita, the little novice, 

was eleéted as the companion of the e
n
 

on
t 

G
t
 

c
e
a
 

Ng
ee
 

Wi
g 

AE
S 

WN
 

; 
pa
ti
na
 

journey. 

An old calefh, belonging to the abbefie, 

lined with green frize, was ordered to be 

drawn out into the fun—the gardener of 

the convent being chofen muleteer, led 

out the two old mules to.clip the hair 
b
e
g
 

from the rump-ends of their tails, whilft 

a couple of lay-fifters were bufied, the 

.one in darning the lining, and the other 

in fewing on the fhreds of yellow bi nd- 

- A Seay: ing, & 

a
g
a
 

R
e
a
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{ 72] 
ing, which the teeth of time had un- 

ravelled the under-gardener’ drefs’d 
the muleteer’s hat in hot: wine-lees—— 

and a taylor fat mufically at it, in a thed 

overagain{t the convent, in afforting four 

dozen of bells for the harnefs, whiftti 

to each bell as he tied 

thong-——— 

rpenter ; 
arpe! 

two rows of the unfortunate ftood ready 

there an hour before. 

t} nov the novice, 
z 

both clac 
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with their black rofaries hang1 

breafts-——— 

—~—There was a fimple folemnity 

in the contraft : they entered the calefh ; 

the nuns in the fame uniform, iweet 

emblem of innocence, each occupied a 
b window, and as efs and Margarita 

look’d up—each (the fciatical poor nun 
1) 1 : beast excepted)—each ftream’d out the end of 

il in the air—then kifs’d the lilly 
x let it go: the nit abbefs 

a laid their hands faint- wife 

upon their bre slook'd up to heaven 
4 

—then to them—and look’d *¢ God bl 

“ you, pant { 

in this ftory, 

d been there 
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The gardener, who I thall now. call 

the muleteer, was a little, hearty, broad- 

fet, good natured, chattering, toping kind 

of a fellow, who troubled his head very 

little with the bows and whens of life; 

fo had mortgaged a month of his con- 

ventical wages in a borrachio, or leathern 

cafk of wine, which he had difpofed, be- 

hind the calefh, with a large ruffet co- 

loured riding coat over it, to guard it 

from the fun; and as the weather was 

hot, and he, nota niggard of his la- 

bours, walking ten times more than he 

rode—he found more occafions than thok 

of nature, to fall back to the rear of his 

carriage ; till by frequent coming and 

going, it had fo happen’d, -that all his 

wine had leak’d out at the /egal vent of 

the borrachio, before one half of the 

journey was finifh’d, 
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76 «| 
Man is a creature born to habitudes. 

The day had been fultrythe evening 

was delicious—the wine was generous— 

the Burgundian hill on which it grew was 

fteep—a little tempting bufh over the 

door of a cool cottage at the foot of it, 

hung vibrating in full harmony with the 

paflions—a gentle air ruftled diftin@ly 

through the leaves—‘* Come—come, 

‘© thirfty muleteer—come in.” 

The muleteer wasa fon of Adam. 

I need not fay one word more. He gave 

the mules, each of em, a found lafh, 

and looking in the abbefs’s and Marga- 

rita’s faces (as he did it)—as much as to 

fay, ‘‘ here] am”—he gave a fecond good 

crack-~as much as to fay to his mules, 
£6. ope 

gee 
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[ 76 j 
€* geton”’———fo flinking behind, heen 

ter’d the little inn at the foot of the hill, 

The, muleteer, as I told you, 

little, joyous, Zhe fellow, 

thought not of to-morrow, nor of what 

had gone before, or what was to follow it 1 
vane J 

but his fcantling of Bur- provided he got g 

gundy, and a little chit-chat along with 

it; fo entering into a long converfation; 

as how he was chief gardener to the con- 

t of Andoiiillets, &c. &fc.. and out 

of friendfhip for the abbefs and Madem- 

oifelle Margarita, who-was only in her 

et he had come along with them 

m the confines of Savoy, €c.- - &ec. - - 

‘a as how fhe had got a white seb itelhiih 

by her devotions———an 

herbs he had procured to n 

mours, & 
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ters of Bourbon « 

fhe might: as oie be lame 

¢.S¢.-—-He focontrivedhis ftory as abfo- 

itely to forget the heroine of it—and witk 

, the littlenovice, and what was a more 

ticklifh point to be forgot than both— 

the two mules ; who eing. creatures that 
1 

take advantage of the world, inafmuch 

a condition to re- 

(aS men 

and women an are)—they do 

it fide-ways, anc long-ways, and back- 

ways—and up hill, and down hill, and 
which way they can.—— Philofophers, 
with all their ethics, have never confider- 

+t = x > rightly—how fhould the poor 
heanoete is ; : r then, in his cups, confider it 

he did not in the ae tis time 

the vor 

tex 

Copyright © Cambridge University Library 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (een SANG  



[ 78 ] 
tex of his element, the happieft and moft 

thoughtlefs of mortal men and for 4 

moment let us look after the mules, the 

abbefs, and Margarita. 

By virtue of the muleteer’s two laft 
ftrokes, the mules had gone quietly on, 

following their own confciences up the 

hill, till they had conquer’d about one 
half of it; when the elder of them, a 

fhrewd crafty old devil, at the turn of 

an angle, giving a fide glance, and no 

muleteer behind them—— 

By my fig! faid the, fwearing, Pll go 

no further-—— And if [ do, replied the 

other—they fhall make a drum of my 

hide.-——— 

And {fo with one confent they flopp’d 

thus 
CHAP. 
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Call. A Ps XOSTE, 

re 
=—— Get on with you, faid the abbefs, 

——Wh - - - - yfh——yfh——cried 
Margarita. 

Sh - --a fhu - u fhu = = u— 

fh - - aw fhaw’d the abbefs. 

W hu—v——w whew-——w—w 

—whuv’d Margarita, purfing up her 

fweet lips betwixt a hoot and a-whiltle. 

Thump—thump—thump-—-obftrepe- 

rated the abbefs of Andoiiillets with the 

end of her gold- headed cane againft the 

bottom of the calefh—— ; 

roo The old mule let a f— 

CH 
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AP? ATI. 

UXT F— are ruin’d and undone, my 

WV child, faid the abbefs to Mar- 

garita———we fhall be here all night—— 

we fhall'be plunder’d we fhall be ra- 

with’ j—— 

———-We fhall be ravifh’d, faid Mar- 

garita, as fure as-a gun, 

Sanéta Maria! cried the abbels (for- 

he O!)—why was | govern’d by 

this wicked ftiff joint? why did I leave 

fhe convent of Andoilillets? and why 

@id@ thou not fuffer thy fervant to go 

jured to her tomb ? 

getting t 

unpell 

O my finger! my finger ! cried the 

novice, catching fire at the word fervant 

3 —why 
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[ 81.] 
—why was I not content to put it here, 

or there, any where rather than be in this 

{trait ? 

Strait ! faid the abbefs, 

Strait faid the novice; for tetrour 

had ftruck their underftandings the 

one knew not what fhe faid—=—the other 

what fhe anfwer’d. 

O my virginity! virginity! cried the 

abbefs. 

inity! inity! {aid the nevice, 

fobbing. 

Vou. Vil. 
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M. dear mother, quoth the novice, 
coming a little to herfelf, 

there are two certain words, which I have 

been told will force any horfe, or afs, or 
mule, to go up a hill whether he will or 

no; behe never fo obftinate or ill-will’d, 

the moment he hears them utter’d, he 

obeys. . They are, words magic! cried 

the abbefs, in the utmoft horrour—No,; 

replied Margarita calmly— but they are 

words finful— What are they? quoth the 
abbefs, interrupting her: They are finfut 
in the firft degree, anfwered Margarita, 

—they are mortal—and if we are ravifh’d 

and die unabfolved of them, we fhall 

both——— but you may pronounce them 
ine 
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[ 83 ] 
to rhe, quoth the abbefs of Andouillets 

——They cannot, my dear mother, faid 

the novice, be pronounced at all; they 

will make all the blood in one’s body fly 

up into one’s face But you may whif- 

per them in my ear, quoth the abbefs. 

Heaven! hadft thou no guardian an- 

gel to delegate to the inn at the bottom 
of the hill? was there no generous and 

friendly fpirit unemploy’d no agent 

in nature, by fome monitory fhivering, 

creeping along the artery which led to 

his heart, to rouze the muleteer from 

his banquet? ho fweet minftrelfy to 

bring back the fair idea of the abbefs 

and Mafgarita, with their black rofaries! 

Roufe! roufe! but ’tis too late— 

the horrid words are pronounced this 
moment at 

G 2 and 
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[ 84 ] 
and how to tell them—Ye, who 

can {peak of every thing exifting, with 

unpolluted lips inftruct me guide 

nea 

© AW... 2XY. 

LL fins whatever, quoth the abbefs, 

turning cafuift in the diftrefs they 

were. under, are held by the confeffor of 

our convent to be either mortal or venial : 

their is no further divifion. Now a venial 

fin being the flighteft and leaft of all fins, 

—being halved—by taking, either only 

the half of it, and leaving the reft—or, 

by taking it all, and amicably halving ic 

betwixt yourfelf and another perfon— in 

courfe becomes diluted into no fin at all. 

Now 
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[ 85 } 
Now I fee no fin in faying, eu, bon, 

dou, bou, bou, a hundred times together 

-nor is there any turpitude in pronouncing 

the fyllable ger, ger, ger, gers ger, were 

it from our matins to our vefpers: There- 

fore, my dear daughter, continued the 

abbefs of Andouillets—I will fay dou, 

and thou fhalt fay ger; and then alter- 

nately, as there is no more fin in fou then 

in bou— Thou fhalt fay fou—and I will 

come in (like fa, fol, Ja, re, mi, ut, at 
our complines) with fer, And accord- 

ingly the abbefs, giving the pitch note, 

fet off thus.: 

Abbefs, Bou - - bou - -bou- - 

Margarita, 

ee Fou - - fou- -fou- - 

ger, - - ger, - - ger 

Abbefs, ter, - - ter, - - ter. 

GR The 
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The two mules acknowledged the notes 

by a mutual lath of their tails; but it 
went no further. ’Twillanfwer by an’ 

by, faid the novice. 

Abbe/s, Bou- bou- bou- bou- bou- bou- 
gh ger, ger, ger, ger, ger. Margarita, 

Quicker ftill, cried Margarita. 

Fou, fou, fou, fon, fou, fou, fou, fou, fou. 

Quicker ftill, cried Margarita, 

Bou, bou, bou, bou, bou, bou, tou, bou, bou. 

Quicker ftill—God preferve me! faid 

the abbefs——They do not underftandus, 

cried Margarita—But the Devil does, 

faid the abbefs of Andouillets, 

CHAP, 
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Carr. AN I 

HAT a tract of country have I 

tun!—how many degrees nearer 

to the warm fun am I advanced, and how 

many fair and goodly cities have I feen, 

during the time you have been reading, 

and reflecting, Madam, upon this ftory! 

There’s FonTAINBLEAU, and SENs, 

and Jorcny, and Auxerre, and Dijon 

the capital of Burgundy, and CHaLLon, 

and Micon the capital of the Maconefe, 

and a fcore more upon the road to 

Lyons and now I have run them 

over I might as well talk to you of 

fo many market-towns in the moon, as 

tell you one word about them’: it will be 

this chapter at the leaft, if not both this 

G 4 and 
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[ 88 ] 
ad the next entirely loft, do what I 
will—— 

— Why, ’tis a ftrange ftory ! Triftram: 

Alas! Madam, 
had it been upon fome melancholy lec- 
ture of the erofs—the peace of meeknefs, 
or the contentment of refignation I 
had not been incommoded: or had I 
thought of writing it upon the purer ab- 

ftractions of the foul, and that food of 

wifdom, and holinefs, and contemplation, 

upon which the fpirit of man (when fe- 
parated from the body) is to fubfift for 

ever You would have come with a 

better appetite from it 

————J wifh I never had wrote it: but 

ufe 
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[ 89 ] 
ufe fome honeft means to get it out of 

our heads direétly. 

Pray reach me my fool’s cap 

I fear you fit upon it, Madam-———’tis 

under the cufhion T’ll put ic on 

BlefS me! you have had it upon your 

head this half hour. There then let 

it ftay, with a 

Fa-ra diddle di 

and a fa-ri diddle d 

and a high-dum—dye-dum 

fiddle - - - dumb - c. 

And now, Madam, we may venture, I 

hope, a littletogo on, 
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Co AYP. . XXVIIs 

All. you need fay of Fontain- 

bleau (in cafe you are afk’d) is, that it 
ftands about forty miles (fouth /ometbing) 

from Paris, in the middle of a large 

foreft That there ‘is fomething great 

in it That the king goes there once, 

every two or three years, with his whole 

court, for the pleafure of the chafe— and 

that during that carnival of fporting, any 

Englifh gentleman of fafhion (you need 

not forget yourfelf ) may be accommodat- 
ed with a nag or two, to partake of the 

fport, taking care only not to out-gal- 
Jop the king 

Though there are two reafons why 

you need not talk loud of this to every 
one. 

Firft, 
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Firft, Becaufe ’twill make the faiid 

nags the harder to be got ; and 

Secondly, ’Tis not a word of it true. 

Allons | 

As for Sens you may difpatch it 

in a word————- ** Js an archiepifcopal 
peer 

For Jorcny—the lefs, I think, 

one fays of it, the better. 

But for AvxeERRE—I could go on for 

ever: for in my grand tour through Eu- 

sope, in which, after all, my father (not 

caring to truft me with any one) attended 

me himfelf, with my uncle Toby, and 

Trim, and Obadiah, and indeed moft of 

the family, except my mother, who being 

taken 
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taken up with a project of knitting my 

er apair of large worfted breeches— 

(the thing is common fenfe)—and fhe not 

caring to be put out of her way, fhe ftaid 

at home at SHanpy Ha ut, to keep 

things right during the expeditions in 

which, I fay, my father ftopping us two 
days at Auxerre, and his refearches being 

ever of fuch a nature, that they would 

have found fruit even ina defert he 

has left me enough to fay upon Aux- 

ernre: in fhort, wherever my father 

went but “twas more remarkably 

fo, in this journey through France and 

Tealy, than in any other ftages of his 

life his road feemed to lie fo much on 

one fide of that, wherein all other tra- 

vellers had gore before him — he faw 

kings and courts and filks of all colours, 
1h 
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[ 93 ] 
in fuch ftrange lights-——and his remarks 

and reafonings upon the characters, the 
manners and cuftoms of the countries 
we pafs’d over, were fo oppofite to thofe 
ef all other mortal: men, particularly 

thofe of my uncle Toby and Trim— 

(to fay nothing of myfelf )—and to crown 

all—the oceurrences and ferapes which 
we were perpetually meeting and getting 

into, in confequence of his fyftems and 

opiniatry—they were of fo odd, fo mix- 

ed and tragicomical a contexture— That 

the whole put.tosether, it appears of fo 

lifferent a fhade and tint from any tour 

of Europe, which was ever executed 

That I will venture to pronounce—the 

fault muft be mine and mine only—if it 

be not read by all travellers and travel- 
readers, till travelling is no more,—or 

which comes to the fame point—«till the 
: world, 
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world, finally, takes it into it’s head to 

ftand ftill.—— 

——-But this rich bale is not to be 

open’d now; except a fmall thread or 
two of it, merely to unravel the myftery 

of my father’s ftay at AuxERRE. 

As I have mentioned it—’tis too 

flight to be kept fufpended ; and when 

*tis wove in, there’s an end of it. 

We'll go, brother Toby, faid my fa- 

ther, whilft dinner is coddling—to the 

abby of Saint Germain, if it be only to 

fee thefe bodies, of which monfieur Se- 

quier has given fuch a recommendation. 

I'll go fee any body; quoth my 

uncle Toby; for he was all compliance 

thro’ every ftep of the journey——De- 
I fend 
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fend me! faid my father—they aye all 

mummies Then one need not fhave ; 

quoth my uncle Toby Shave! no— 

cried my father— twill be more like rela- 

tions to go with our beards on— So out 

we fallied, the corporal lending his mafter 

hisarm, and bringing up the rear, to the 

abby of Saint Germain. 

Every thing is very fine, and very rich, 

and very fuperb, and very magnificent, 

faid my father, addreffing himfelf to the 

facriftan, who was a young brother of 

the order of Benedictines—but our curi- 
ofity has led us to fee the bodies, of 
which monfieur Sequier has given the 
world fo exact a defcription.— The fa- 
criftan made a bow, and lighting a torch 

firft, which he had always in the veftry 
ready for the purpofe ; he Jed us into the 

tomb 
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tomb of St. Heribald This, faid the 

facriftan, laying his hand upon the tomb, 

was: a fenowned prince of the houfe of 

Bavatia, who under the fucceffive reigns 

of Charlemagne, Louis le Debonair, 

and Charles the Bald, bote a great fway 

in the government, and had a principal 

hand in bringing every thing into order 

and difcipline 

Then he has been as great, faid my 

uncle, in the field, as in the cabinet-—— 

1 dare fay he has been a gallant foldier 

He was a monk— faid the facriftan. 

My uncle Toby and Trim fought 

comfort in each othets faces— but found 
it not: my father clapp’d both his hands 
upon his cod-piece, which was a way he 

had when any thing hugely tickled 

him; 
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him ; for "though he hated amonk and 

the very fmell/of a monk worfe than all 
the devils in hell Yet the fhot hitting 
my uncle Toby and Trim fo..much 
harder than him, ’twas.a relative triumph; 

4nd put-him into the gayeft humour in 
the world. 

=—-—-And pray what do you call this 
gentleman ? quoth. my father, rather 
fportingly: This tomb, faid the young 
Benedictine, looking downwards, con- 
tains the bones of Saint Maxima, who 
cate from Ravenna on purpofe to touch 
the body 

~—OF Saint Maximus, faid my fa- 
ther, popping in with his faint before hima 
— they were two of the gteateft faints in 
the whole martyrology; added my father 

Vou. VIL. . H —Excufé 
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Fexcufe ‘me, | faid the facriftan 
_"twas'to touch the ‘bones of Saint 

Germain the builder- of the abby 

And'what did fhe get byit? faid my-uncle 

Toby What does any woman get by 

it? faid my father——MartyrDomes 

replied the young Benedictine, making a 

bow down to the ground, and uttering 

the word with fo humble, but decifive a 

cadence, it difarmed my father for a mo- 

ment. ’Tis fuppofed, continued the Bene- 

| dictine, that St. Maxima has lain in this 

tomb four hundred years, and two hun- 

dred before her canonization ’Tis but 

a flow rife, brother Toby, quoth my 

father, in this felf faine army of martyrs. 

A’ -defperate “flow one,’ an’ pleafe 

your honour, {aid Trim, unlefs one-could 

purchafe-—I fhould rather fel] out en- 

] tirely, 
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tirely; quoth my.uncle Toby——I am 
pretty much of your opinion, brother 
Toby, faid my father, 

Poor St. Maxima!  faid my 
uncle Toby low to harfelf, as we turn’d 
from her tomb: She was one of the 
faireft and moft beautiful ladies either of 
Italy or Franée, continued the facriftan 

But who the duce has got lain down 
here, befides her, quoth my father, point- 
ing with his cane to a large tomb as we 
walked on——It is Saint Opigt, Sir, an- 
fwered the facriftan And properly is 
Saint Optat plac’d! faid my father: And 
what is Saint Optat’s ftory? continued 
he. Saint Opéat,~ replied ‘the facriftan, 
was a bifhop 

H2 sabi 
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——J thought fo, by heaven! eried 

my father, interrupting him—— Saint 
Optat !——how fhould’Saint Optar fail? 
fo {natching out his pocket-book, and the 
young Benedictine holding him the torch 

as he wrote, he fet it down as a new prop 

to his fyftem of chriftian names, and I 

will be bold to fay, fo difinterefted was. 
he in the fearch of truth, that had he 

found a treafure in St, Optat’s tomb, 

#t would not have made him half fo rich ; 

*Twas as fuccefsful a fhort vifit as ever 

was paid to the dead ; and fo highly was 

his fancy pleas’d with all that, had pafied 

in it,—that he determined at once to 

ftay another day ©in Auxerre. 

—D'll fee the reft of thefe-good gentry 

¢o-morrow, faid my father, as we-crofs’d 

over the fquare—And whileyou are paying 

that. 
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that vifit, brother Shandy, quoth my 

uncle Toby—the corporal and. I will 
mount the ramparts, 

CHAP. XXVIII 

p N OW this is the moft puzzled 

fkein of all for in. this 

Jaft chapter, as far at leaft- as it has 
help’d me through Auxerre, I have been 

getting forwards in two different journies 

together, and with the fame dath. of the 

pen—for I have got entirely out of Aux- 

erre in this journey which I am writing 

now, and I am got half way -out of 

Auxerre in that which I fhali write here- 
after-——There is but a certain. degree of 
perfection in every thing; and by puth- 

ing at fomething beyond that, I have 

brought myfelf into fuch a fituation, as 
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no traveller ever ftood before me; for I 
am this moment ‘walking acrofs ‘the 

market-place of Auxerre with my “fa- 

ther and my uncle Toby, in our way 

back to dinner and I am this mo- 

ment alfo entering Lyons with my poft- 
chaife broke into a thoufand pieces--and 
Tam moreover this moment in a hand- 

fome pavillion built by Pringello*, ‘up- 
on the banks of the Garonne, which 

Monf, Sligniac has lent me, and where I 

now fit rhapfodizing all thefe affairs. 

—Let me collect myfelf, and pur- 
fue my journey, 

* The fame Don Pringello, the celebrated Spa- 
nifh architect, of whom my coufin Antony has 

made fuch honourable mention in a fcholium: to 

the Tale infcribed to his name. 

Vid. p.'129, fmall'edit. 

eos Beas 9 
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CHAP. XXIX. 

Am glad of it, faid I, fettling the 

account with myfelf as I walk’d in- 

to Lyons my chaife being all laid 
higgledy-piggledy with my baggape in 

a cart, which‘ was moving flowly before 

me I am heartily glad, faid I, that 
*tis all broke to pieces ; for now I can go 

dire€tly by water to Avignon, which will 

Carry me on a hundred and twenty miles 

of my journey, and not coft me feven 

livres and from thence, continued I, 

bringing forwards the account, I can hire 

a couple of mules—or affes, if I like, 

(for no body knows me) and crofs the 

plains of Languedoc, for almoft no- 
thing I fhall gain four hundred livres 

by the misfortune clear into my purfe; 
a ee and 
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and pleafure 1 worth—worth double the 

money by. it. With what velogity, con- 

tinued J, clapping my two hands toge- 

ther, fhall 1 fly. down the rapid Rhone, 

with the Vivares on my right-hand, and 

Davpuiny onmy left, {carce feeing the 

ancient. cities of Viznnz, Valence,. and 
Vivieres, What a flame will it rekindle 

in the lamp, to fnatch, a blufhing grape 

from the Hermitage and Coté roti, as I 

fhoot by the foot of them? and what a 
freth fpring in the blood! to behold up- 

en the banks advancing and retiring, the 

caftles of romance, whence courteous 

knights. have. whilome, refcued the dif- 
tre{s’d. and fee vertiginous, the rocks, 

the mountains, the cataraéts; and all the 

hurry which Nature is in with all her great 

works about her 

Ag & 
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As IT went on thus, methought my 

chaife, the wreck of which look’d ftately 

enough at the firft, infenfibly grew lefs 
and Jefs in its fize; the frefhnefs of the 

painting was no more—the gilding loft its 

luftre—and_ the whole -affair appeared 

fo poor in my eyes—fo forry !—fo con- 

temptible! and, in a word, fo much 

worfe than the abbefs of Andoiiillet’s it- 

felf—that I was juft opening my mouth 

to give it to the devil—when a.pert vamp- 

ing chaife-undertaker, -ftepping nimbly 

acrofs the ftreet, demanded if Monfieur 

would have his chaife ‘refitted No, 

no, faid- I, fhaking my head fideways— 

‘Would Monfieur chufe to fell it? rejoin’d 

ndertaker——With all my-foul, faid 

site iron work is worth forty livres— 
and the glafies worth forty more—and'the 

leather you'may'take-to live’on. é 

What 
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~~ What amine of wealth, quoth J, as 

he counted me the. money, has this poft 

chaife brought) mein? And this ;is,: my 
ufual method. of .book-keeping, at leaft 

with the difafters of life—making a penny 

of every one of ’em as they happen te 
me 

~——Do, my dear Jenny, tell the 
world for me, how I behaved under one, 

the moft oppreffive of its kind which 

could befall me as a man, proud, as he 

ought to be, of his manhood—— 

* Tis enough, faid’ tt thou, coming clofe 

up to me, as I ftood with my garters in 

my hand, reflecting upon what had ot 

pafs’'d———’ Tis enough, Triftram, and I 

am fatisfied, faid’ft thou, whifpering thefe 

woidacin omy: ene: fe eS EM, IEE 
ke ¥ + ie tie eet Se xe FEE 

——any 
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any other man would have funk 

down to the center-—— 

Every thing is good ‘for fome- 

thing, quoth I. 

~——I’ll go into Wales for fix, weeks, 

and drink goat’s-whey-and Pll gain 

feven-years longer ‘life for the agcident. 

For, which. reafon I think myfelf inex- 

cufable, for blaming Fortune fo often as 

I have done, for pelting- me all, my life 

long, like! an ungracious dutchefs, as: I 

call’d.her, with fo many fmall evils: fure- 

ly if I have.any caufe to be angry. with 

her, .’tis that. fhe-has not fent me great 

ones—a feore of .good curfed, bouncing 

tofles, wquid have been as good as a 

penfion to me. 
ES 

wm One 
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-—~One of avhundred-a year, or fo, 
is all] with—I would not be at the plague 
of paying land tax for a larger. 

CoM A Pr ASX: 

O thofe who call vexations, 

Vexations, as knowing’ what 

they are, there could not bea greater, 

than tobe the ‘belt part ofa day-in Ly- 
ons, the’ moft opulent and flourifhing 

city+in France, ‘enriched with the moft 

fragments of ‘antiquity__and not be able 

to fee it. Tobe withheld’ upon any .ac« 
count, muft be a vexation; ‘but to be 

witheld Jy a vexation——-muft_cértainly 
be, what philofophy juftly. calls 

VEXATION 

upon 

VEXATION, 
I had 
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I had got my.two dithes of milk cof- 

fee (which by'the bye is excellently good 

for ‘a confumption, but you mutt /boil 

the milk and coffee together—orther- 

wife “tis ‘only :coftte and milk)—and as 

it was no wiore than eight’ im the morn- 

ing, and the boat:did not-go off till neon, 

Thad time to fee enough of Lyons ‘to tire 

the patience of all the friends Thad in 

the world with it. I will take a walk 

to the cathedral, faid I, looking at my 

jift, and fee the wonderful mechanifin of 

this great clock of Lippius of Bafil, in 

the firft place 

Now, of all things in the world, Tf 
underftand the leaft of mechaniim——~ 

I have neither genius, or tafte, or fancy 

~and have a brain fo entirely unapt for 

every 
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every thing of that kind, that I-folemnly 

declare I was never yet able to’ compre 

hend the principles of motion of a fquir- 

rel cage, or acommon knife-grinder’s 

wheel—tho’ [ have many an‘hour'of my 
life look’d up with great devotion, at the 

one—and ftood by with as miuch patience 
as any chriftian ever could do, at the 

other-—— 

T’ll co fee the furprifing movements of 
this great clock, faid I, the very firft thing 

Ido: and then I will. pay a vifit to the 

great library of the Jefuifts, and procure, 

if poffible, a fight of the thirty volumes 

of the general.hiftory of. China, wrote 

(not in the Tartarian) but in the Chinefe 

language, .and .in the Chinefe. character 

foo. 
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Now Talmoft: know as little of the 

Chinefé language, as Ido of the! me: 

chanifm -of Lippius’s: clock-work’s fo; 

why» thefé fhould have joftled them: 

felves into» the two. firft articles of my 

litt I leave to the curious asa pto- 

blem of Nature. I own it looks like one 

of her ladyfhip’s obliquities; and they 

who court her, are interefted in finding 

out her humour as much as I. 

When thefe curiofities are feen, quoth!, 

half addrefling myfelf to my valet de place, 

who ftood behind me *twill be no 

hurt if we go to the church of St. Ire- 

neus, and fee the pillar to which Chrift 

was tied—-—and after that, the houfe 

where Pontius Pilate lived —~’T was at 
f 

the 
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the next town, faid the valet de place—~ 

at Vienne; Lam glad of it, faidJ, tif. 

ing brifkly from my chair, and walk- 

ing acrofs the room with ftrides twice as 

long.as my ufual pace “* for fo much 

*¢ the fooner fhall I be at the Lomb of the 
8 teyo lovers.” 

What was the caufe of this move- 

ment, and why I took fuch long ftrides 
in uttering this I might leave to the 

curious too ; but as no principle of clock- 

work is concern’d in it——~’twill be as 

well for the reader if I explain it myfelf. 
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! There is a {weet zera in the life of 

(the brain being ten- 
der and fibrillous, and more like pap than 

any thing elfe)—- a flory read of tw 
fond lovers, feparated from each other bj 
cruel parents, and 

deftiny-—~ 

Amandus——~ He 

Amanda Sire ot 

rc 
rant of the other’s cour ie; 

He eaft 

She——weft 

Amandus taken captive by the Turks, 
nd carried to the emperor of Mo- 

court, where the princefs of Mo- 
falling“in love with him, keeps 

VII. I 
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twenty years in prifon, for the love of 
his Amanda 

She—(Amanda) all the time wander- 

ing barefoot, and with difhevell’d hair, 

oer rocks and mountains enquiring for 

Amandus——-Amandus! Amandus !— 

making every hill and vally to echo back 
his name 

Amandus! Amandus! 

at every town and city fitting down for- 
lorn at the gate Has Amandus !—~ 

has my Amandus enter’d ?—— till, _-—_— 

going round, and round, and round the 

world———chance unexpected bringing 

them at the fame moment of the night, 

though by different ways, to the gate of 

Lyons their native city, and each in well 

known accents calling out aloud, 
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t ftill alive ? 
Is Amandus 

Is my Amanda 

they fly into each others atms, and both 

drop down dead for joy. 

There is a foft era in every gentle 
mortal’s life, where fuch a flory affords 
more pabulum to the brain, than all the 

Frufis, and Crufts, and Rufts of antiquity, 

which travellers can cook up for it, 

"Twas all that ftuck on the right 

fide of the cullender in my own, of what 

Spon and others, in their accounts of 

Lyons, had /¢rained into it s and finding, 

moreover, in fome Itinerary, but in what 
God knows That facred to the fide- 

lity of Amandus and Amanda, a tomb 

was built without the gates, where to 
this hour, lovers call’d upon them to 

Ie atteft 
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or ae come in at 

kind of empire 

ver me, that I could f 

eak of Lyons—and fometime 
inn even a Lyor foqnailic coat, 

ity nant of antiqt 

y fan ney 5 and | hae 

in my wilc E vay of r 

fome it 

cca, and fo lit 
ec 

except In wi ealth, oT 

ot Rt 

pay ita eh 
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ACWGHA Au 

as not, you fee, 

41 {7 whilft i 

my 

s it was i iadanstty wheat sr I fhould 

urn to my inn, I had paid it—+—ha 

moreover given the maid ten fous, and 

was juft receiving the defer?" compli- 

ments of Monfieur Le Blanc, for a 

pleafant voyage down the Rhéne—— 

when I was ftopped at the gate——. 
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____ FFAWAS by a poor afs who had 
juft turned in with a couple 

ef large panniers upon his back; to col- 
lect eleemofunary turnip tops and cab- 

bage-leaves; and f{tood dubious, with his 

two forefeet on the infide of the threfhold, 

and with his two hinder feet towards the 

ftreet, as not knowing very ‘well - whe- 

ther he was to go in, or na. 

Now, ’tis an animal (bein what hurry 

I may) I cannot bear to ftrike-——there 

is a patient endurance of fufferings, wrote 
fo unaffectedly in his looks and carriage, 

which pleads fo mightily for him, that it 
always difarms me; and to that degree, 

that I do not like to fpeak unkindly .to 

him; on the contrary, meet him where I 

will 
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will— whether in town or country—in 

cart or under panniers—whether in liber- 

ty or bondage I have ever fomething 
civil to fay to him on my part; and as 

one word begets another (if he has as little 

to do as I). I generally fall into con- 
verfation with him; and furely never is 

my imagination fo bufy as in framing 

his refponfes from the etchings of his 

countenance— and where thofe carry me 

not deep enough in flying from my 

own heart into his, and feeing what is 

natural for an afs to think—as well as a | 
man, upon the occafion. In truth, it is 

the only creature of all the claffes of be- 

ings below me, with whom I can do 

this: for parrots, jackdaws, &c. I 

never exchange a word with them-+— 

nor with the apes, %c. for pretty near 

the fame reafon; they act by rote, as the 

14 others 
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I value them both——— (and for my ra 
he would fpeak if he could)— yet fomie 
how or other, they 

converlaticn———I can 

neither of them pof- 

fefs the talents for 

a difeourfe with them, 

éply, and re- 

make nothing of < 

syond the propo/fitiow, the 

ev, which terminated my father’s and 

converfation ns, in his: bed: iid 

and thof 

p 

— DUE 

for ever, 
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The afs twifted his head round to look 

up the ftreet-—— 

Well—replied I—we’ll wait a minute 

for thy driver : 

——He turned his head thoughtful 

about, and looked wiftfully the oppofite 

way—— 

I underftand thee perfectly ; anfwered I 
i 

——-if thou takeft a wrong ftep in this 

affair, he will cudgel thee to death——~ 

Well! a minute is but a minute, and if it 

faves a fellow creature a drubbing, it 

hall not be fet down as ‘ill-fpent. 

was eating the ftem of an arti- 

is difcourfe went on, and in 

h contentions of nature 

betwixt 
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f betwixt hunger and. unfavourinefs, ‘had 

crepe it out of his mouth half a dozen 

mes, and pick’d it up again God 
thee, a faid I, thou haft a bit- 

aft on’t—and many a bitter 
ay ur—and many a bitter blow, 

I eu its - wages *tis all—all bit- 
ternefs to thee, whatever life is to others, 

And now thy mouth, if one knew 
the truth of it, is as bitter, I dare fay, 

as foot—(for he had caft afide the ftem) 

and thou haft not a friend perhaps jn all 

this world, that will give thee a maca- 

ing this, I pull’d out 

paper of ’em, whic 
chafed, and Bare e him one—a 
moment that I am telling its yet heart 

ich I had at 

{mites me, that there was more of plea- 
antry in the conceit, of feeing how an 

s would eat a macaroon———than of be- 

nevolence 
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nevolence in giving him one, which pree 

fided in the act. 

‘When the afs had eaten his macaroon, 

1 prefs’d him to come in——the poor 

beaft was heavy loaded his legs feem’d 

to tremble under him he hung rather 

backwards, and as I pull’d at his halter, 

it broke fhort in my hand he look’d 

up penfive in my face—‘* Don’t thrafh 

‘© me with it—but if you will, you may” 

——If Ido, faid I, Pll bed——d. 

The word was but one. half of it 

pronounced, like the abbefs of Andoiiil- 

et’s—(fo there was no fin in it)—whena 
\ 

perfon coming in, let fall a thundering 
baftinado upon the poor devil’s crupper, 

which put an end to the ceremony. 

Out upon it! 
‘ 
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commiffary, heaving up both his fhoul- 
ders 

My good friend, quoth I 

fure as I am I—and you are you-— 

3 And who are you? faid he. -——~ 

Don’t puzzle me; faid I. 

OE A eRe XO 

But it is an indubitable verity, 
continued J, addreffing myfelf to the 

commiffary, changing only the form of 

my affeveration that I owe the king 
of France nothing but my good-will ; 

for he is a very honeft man, and I with 

him all health and paftime in the 
world 

Pardonnez moi—replied the commif- 
fary, you are indebted to him fix livres 

8 four 
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four fous, for the next pot from hence 

to St. Fons, in your rout to Avignjon— 

which being a poft royal, you pay double 

for the horfes and poftillion—otherwife 

*twould have amounted to no more than 

three livres, two fous 

——But I don’t go by land; faid I 

You. may if you pleafe ; replied 
the commiffary-—— 

Your mott obedient fervant faid I, 

making him a low bow 

The commiffary, with all the fincerity 

of grave good breeding—made me one, 

as low again. I never was more dif- 

concerted with a bow in my life 

ee Ase mee the aa ous 

‘ 
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they underftand no more 
this-—- 

faid J, collecting myfelf—it is not 

ntention to take poft——. 

nay— faid he, perfifting in 

nis firft bgt you may take poft if you 
chufe 

may take falt to my pickled —AndI 
herring, 

ut you muft —B 

you do ar no— 
é 

A T/T! 
Aye! for the falt; faidI (1! 

3 
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—And for the poft too; added he. 
Defend me; cried |-—— 

I travel by water—I am going down 

the Rhone this very afternoon—-my bag- 

gage is in the boat—and I. have actually 
paid nine livres for my paflage——- 

C’ eft tout egal—’tis all one; faid he. 

Bon Dieu! what, pay for the way I 

go! and for the way I do of go! 

——C'eft tout egal, replied the com- 

miflary- —— 

——— The devil it is | faidI—but I will 

go to ten thoufand Baftiles firft—— 

O. England! England! thou land of 

liberty, and climate of good fenfe, thou 

tendereft of mothers—and gentleft of 

nurfes, cried I, kneeling upon one kriee, 

as I was beginning my apoftrophé —— 

Vou. VU. K When 
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When the director of Madam Le 

Blanc’s confcience coming in at that in- 

flant, and feeing a perfon in black, with 

a face as pale as afhes, at his devotions 
—looking ftill paler by the contraft and 
diftrefs of his drapery—afk’d, if I ftood 
in want of the aids of the church—— 

I go by warer—faid I—and here’s 

another will be for making me pay for 

' going by ov. 

CH A BR. XXXVI. 

S_I perceived the commifiary of the 

poft-office would have his fix livres 

four fous, I had nothing elfe for it, but 

to fay fome fmart thing upon the occafion, 

worth the money : 

And fo I fet off thus 

wom And   Copyright © Cambridge University Library : ; 
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~———And’ pray Mr. commiflary, by 

what law of courtefy is a defencelefs 

ftranger to be. ufed juft the reverfe from 

what you ufe a Frenchman in this matter ? 

By no means ; faid he. 

Excufe me; faid I—for you have be- 
gun, fir, with fir{t tearing off my breeches 

-——and now you want my pocket-——~— 

Whereas—had you firft taken my 

pocket, as you do with your own people 

—and then left me bare a—’d after—I 
had been a beaft to have complain’d —— 

As it is 

———’Tis contrary to the /aw of nature. 

——’ Tis contrary to reafon. 

———’Tis contrary to the GosPEL. 

But not to this faid he—putting a 

printed paper into my hand. 

Par LE ROY. 

K 2 ——' Tig 
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A eke i 
—— ———'Tis a pithy prolegomenon, 

quoth I—and fo read on — — — — 

Dp ——By all which it appears, qt 
having read it over, a little 

that ifa man fets out in a po 

Paris—he mutt go on dani in-one 

all the days of his life—or pay for it.——~ 

Excufe. me, 
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Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (een SANG  



[as | 
fhort through your jickle- 

w ¥ 1 
.O by heavens! cried I—if fickle- 

thing to do but to make the beft peace 

with you we can——— 

AND $O THE PEACE WAS MADE$ 

——And if it is a bad one—as Trif- 

tram Shandy laid the corner ftone of it— 

nobody but Triftram Shandy ought to be 

hanged. 

CoB Ack, CX XVII. 

FAAHOUGH I was fenfible I had 
s 

faid as many clever things to the 

commiffary as came to fix livres four fous, 

yet I was determined to note down the 

impofition amongft my remarks before I 
? | K 3 retir 
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retir’'d from the place; fo putting my 
hand into my coat pocket for my re- 
marks—(which by the bye, may be a 
caution to travellers to take a little more 
care of their remarks for the future) « my 
*‘ remarks were /folen”—~—Never did 
forry traveller make fuch a pother and 
racket about his remarks as I did-about 
mine, upon the occafion. 

Heaven! earth! fea! fire! cried I, 

calling in every thing to my aid but what 
T fhould My remarks are ftolen!— 
what fhall I do?—Mr. commiffary ! 
pray did I drop any remarks as [ ftood 
befides you ?. 

You dropp’d a good many very fingu- 
lar ones; replied he Pugh! faid I, 

thofe were but a few, not worth above 

fix livres two fous—but thefe are a large 

parcel 
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parcel——He fhook his head -Mon- 
fieur- Le Blanc! Madam Le Blanc! 

did you fee any papers of mine ?—you 

maid of the houfe! run up ftairs—Fran- 

cois! run up after her 

I muft have my remarks they 

were the beft remarks, cried 1, that ever 

were made—the wifeft—the wittieft 

What fhall I do?—which way fha I 

turn myfelf ? 

Sancho Panga, when he loft his afs’s 

FURNITURE, did not exclaim more bit- 

terly. 

CHA. Ps SV 

HEN the firft tranfport was 
over, and the regifters of the brain 

were beginning to get a little out of the 

confufion into which this jumble of crofs 

K 4 accidents   . : Copyright © Cambridge University Library 
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accidents had caft them—it then pre- 
fently occurr’d to me, that I had left 
my remarks in the pocket of the chaife 
—and that in felling my chaife, I had fold 
my remarks along with It, to the chaife. 
vamper. I leave this 
void {pace that the reader may {wear in- 
to it, any oath that he is moft accuflomed 
to———For my own part, if ever I fwore 
a whole oath into a vacancy in my life, I 
think it was into that Teh ta 
**, faid I—and fo my remarks through 
France, which were as full of wit, as 

z@ is full of meat, and 
1 four hundred guineas 75 

T 
1 

an e@ 

i 
wort 

€gg is worth a penny—Have 
here to a chaife-vamper—for four Louis 
a Ors—and giving him a pott-chaife (by 
heaven) worth fix into the bargain ; had it 
been to Dodfley, or Becket, or any cre- 

4 ditable ? 
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ditable bookfeller, who was either leaving 

off bufinefs, and wanted a poft-chaife 

—or who was beginning it—and wanted 

my remarks, and two or three guineas 

along with them—I could have borne it 

——but to a chaife-vamper!—fhew me 

to him this moment Francois—faid I— 

the valet de place put on his hat, and led 

the way—and I pull’d off mine, as I 

pafs’d the commiffary, and followed 

him. 
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CHAP. XXXIX. 

V HEN we arrived at the chaife- 

vamper’s houfe, both the houfe 

and the fhop were fhut ups it was the 

eighth of September, the nativity of the 

bleffed Virgin Mary, mother of God— 

Tantarra - ra - tan - tivi the 
whole world was going out a May-poling 

—frifking here— capering there— no 

body cared a button for me or my re- 

marks; fol fat me down upon a bench 

by the door, philofophating upon my 
condition: by a better fate than ufually 

attends me, I had not waited half an hour, 

when the miftrefs came in, to take the 

papilliotes from off her hair, before fhe 
went to the May-poles 

The French women, by the bye, love 

May-poles, a /a folie—that is, as much as 
their 
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their matins——-give ’em but a May- 

pole, whether in May, June, July, or 

September—they never count the times 

down it goes *tis meat, drink, 

wathing, and lodging to’em and had 

we but the policy, an’ pleafe your wor- 

fhips (as wood is a little fcarce in 

France) to fend them but plenty of May- 

poles 

The women would fet them up; and 

when they had done, they would dance 

round them (and the men for company) 
till they were all blind. 

The wife of the chaife-vamper ftep’d 
in, I told you, to take the papilliotes from 

off her hair the toilet ftands ftill for 

no man fo fhe jerk’d off her cap, to 

in with them as fhe open’d the door, Co nee 
in doing which, one of them fell upon the 

ground 
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ground———I inftantly faw it. was 
own writing-——— 

—O Seignieur! cried I T<you es got 
all my remarks upon your head, Madam! 
——P'en fais bien moriifiée, faid fhe—— 
*tis well, thinks I, they have ftuck there 
—for could they have gone deeper, they 
would have made fach confufion in a 

French woman’s noddle—She had better 

have gone with it unfrizled, to the day 
of eternity. 

Tenez—faid fhe—fo without any idea 

of the nature of m y fuffering, wie took 

them from her curls, and pur them 

gravely one by one into my hat—— one 

was twifted this way nother twifted 
that-——ay! by my. fi ch and when 

they are publifhed, quo 

They will be worfe twifted ftill. 
Cia f, 
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A’ D now for Lippius’s clock! faid 
LX I, with the air of a man, who had 
got thro’ all his difficulties nothing 
can siiayg us. feeing. that, and the 

Chinefe hiftory, &c. except the time, 

faid: Francois for. ’tis almoft' eleven 
—then we. muft-fpeed the fafter, faid I, 
{triding it away to the cathedral. 

[cannot fay, in my heart, thatit gave 
me any. concern. in: being 
the wian the minor canons, asI was entering the sstCLais 

eft d aed: ites ir noe | weit door,— That Lippius’s great clock 
was al out of 
pe 

r0r 
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clock in it’s decay, than I could have 
done in its flourifhing condition 

——And fo away I pofted to the 
college of the Jefuits, 

Now it is with the project of getting a 
a v 

peep at the hiftory of China in Chinefe 
characters— as with many others I could 
mention, which ftrike the fancy only at a 
diftance ; for as I came nearer and nearer 
to the point—my blood cool’d—the freak 
gradually went off, till, at length I would 
not have given a cherry-ftone to have it 
gratified The truth was, my time 
was fhort, and my heart was at the Tomb 
of the Lovers I with to God, faid I, 

as I got the rapper in my hand, that the 
key gf the library may be but loft; it fell 
out as well—— 

For 
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For all the Jesutrs bad got the cholie 
.—and to that degree, as never was known 

in the memory of the oldeft praéti- 
tioner. 

C.F A: Poon. 

S I knew the geography of the 

Tomb of the Lovers, as well as 

if I had lived twenty years in Lyons, 

namely, that it was upon the turning of 

my right hand, juft without the gate, 
leading to the Fauxbourg de Vaife—— 

I difpatch’d Francois to the boat, that 

I might pay the homage I fo long ow’d 
it, without a witnefs of my weaknefs.— 

I walk’d with all imaginable joy towards 

the place when I faw the gate which 

intercepted the tomb, my heart glowed 

within me 

-—Tender 
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— Tender. and-faithful fpirits! cried T, 

addreffing myfelf to Amandus and 

manda—long—long have I tarried- to 

drop this tear upon your tomb——— I 
come T come————~ 

When I came—there was no.tomb to 

drop it upon, 

What would Ihave given for! my uncle 

Toby. to have whiftled,. Lillo. bullero! 

Con AGP. XLT, 

m7 O. matter how, or in what. mood— 

be but-I flew from the tomb of the 

lovers—or rather I did not fly from it— 
(for there was no fuch thing exifting) and 

jut got time enough to the boat to. fave jute & & 
my pafiage ;—and e’er I had failed a hun- 

dred yards, the Rhone and the 
together, and carried me down merrily 

betwixt them. 
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But I have defcribed this voyage down 

the Rhone, before I made it 

So now I am at Avignion—and as 
there is nothing to fee but the old houfe, 

in which the duke of Ormond refided, 

and nothing to ftop me but a fhort re- 

mark upon the place, in three minutes 
you will fee me croffing the bridge upon 
a mule, with Francois upon a horfe with 

my portmanteau behind him, and the 

owner of both, ftriding the way before 
us with a long gun upon his fhoulder, and 

a {word under his arm, leaft peradventure 
we fhould run away with his cattle: 
Had you feen my breeches in entering 
Avignon, Though you’d have feen 
them better, I think, as 1 mounted— 

you ‘would not have thought the precau- 

tion amifs, or found in your heart to 

have taken it, in dudgeon: for my own 

Vor. Vii, i, part, 
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part, I took it moft kindly ; and deter- 
mined to make him a prefent of them,, 

when we got to the end of our journey, 

for the trouble they had put him to, of 
arming himfelf at all points againft them. 

Before I go further, let me get rid of 

my remark upon Avignon, which is this; 
That J think it wrong, merely becaufe a 
man’s hat has been blown off his head by 

chance the firft night he comes to Avig- 

nion;——that he fhould therefore fay, 

« Avignion is more fubject to high 

winds than any town in all France :’? for 

which reafon I laid no ftrefs upon the ac- 

eident till I had inquired of the mafter of 

the inn about it, who telling me ferioufly 

it was fo ——-and hearing moreover, the 

windynefs of Avignion fpoke of. in the 

down, merely to afk the learned what can 

be 
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be the caufe the confequence I faw—~ 
for they are all Dukes, Marquiffes, and 
Counts, there-——the duce a Baron, in 
all Avignion fo that there is fearce 
any talking to them, ona windy day. 

Prithee friend, faid I, take hold of my 
mule for a moment for I wanted to 
pull off one of my jack-boots, which 
hurt my heel— the man was ftanding 
quite idle at the door of the inn, and as I 
had taken it into my head, he was fome- 
way concerned about the houfe or ftable, 
1 put the bridle into his hand— fo be- 
gun with my boot :—when I had finith- 
ed the affair, I turned about to take the 
mule from the man, and thank him 

But Monfieur le Marquis had 

walked in 
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Had now the whole fouth of France, 

from the banks of the Rhéne to thofe 

of the Garonne to traverfe upon my 

mule at my own leifure—at my own leifure 

——for I had left Death, the lord knows 

and He only—how far behind me 

‘« T have followed many a man thro” 

France, quoth he— but never at this 

mettlefome rate °°——— Still he follow- 

ed, and fill I fled him——but I fled 

him chearfully Rill he purfued—but 

like one who purfued his prey without 

hope as he lag’d, every ftep he loft, 
foftened his looks why fhould I fly 
hy hic rate 2 hiny at tnis rate © 

So notwithftanding all the commifiary 

of the poft-office had faid, 1 changed the 
d, mode 
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mode of my travelling once more; and 
after {0 precipitate and rattling a courfe 
as I-had run, I flattered my fancy with 
thinking of my mule, and that I fhould 
traverfe the rich plains of Languedoc 
upon his back, as flowly as foot could 
fall. 

There is nothing more pleafing toa 
traveller———or more terrible to travel- 

riters, than a large rich plain; efpeci- 

ally if it is without great rivers or 

bridges ; and prefents nothing to the eye, 

but one unvaried picture of plenty: for 

after they have once told you that °tis 
delicious! or delightful! (as the cafe 
happens)—that the foil was grateful, and 
that nature pours out all her abundance, 
&c. ... they have then a large plain up- 
on their hands, which they know not 

L, 3 what 
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what to do with—and which is of little 

or no ufe to them but to carry them to 

fome town ; and that town, perhaps of 

little more, but anew place to ftart from 

to the next plain———and fo on. 

—This is moft terrible work; judge 

if I don’t manage my plains better. 

CrELA Pos Mal Ve 

Had not gone above two leagues and 
a half, before the man with his 

gun, began to look at his priming. 

Thad three feveral times loiter’d terribly 

behind; half a mile at leaft every time: 

once, in deep conference with a.drum- 

maker, who was making drums for the 

fairs of Baucaira and Tarafcone~\ did 

not underftand the principles 
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The fecond time, I cannot fo properly 

fay, I ftopp’d for meeting a couple 

of Francifcans ftraiten’d more for time 

than myfelf, and not being able to get to 

the bottom of what I was abour——I 

had turn’d back with them—— 

The third, was an affair of trade with 

a goffip, for a hand bafket of Provence 

figs for four fous; this would have been 

tranfacted at once; but fora cafe of con- 

{cience at the clofe of it ; for when the 

figs were paid for, it turn’d out, that 

there were two dozen of eggs cover’d 

over with vine-leaves at the bottom of 

the bafket—-as I had no intention of 

of buying eggs—I made no fort of claim 

of them—as for the fpace they had occu- 

pied—what fignified it? 1 had figs enow 
for my money 

ty —But 
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-—But it was my intention to have 

bafket—it was the goffip’s intention to 

keep it, without which, fhe could do 

nothing with her eggs and unlefs I 

had the bafket, I could do as little with 

my figs, ie were too ripe already, and 

Bolt of em) burit at; the fide: 

brought on a fhort contention, which 

terminated in fundry propofals, what we 

fhould both do 

—How we ae of our ege 
s, I defy you, or the Devil himfel 

= not been ‘te (which I am perfuadec 

he was) to form the leaft probable con- 

jecture : You will read the whole of it 

o 
ro) 

It, 

not this year, for I am haftening 

to the ftory of my uncle Toby’s amours 

—but you will read it in the collection of 

thofe which have arofe out of the journey} 
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acrofs this plain——and which, therefore, 

I call my 

Piain Sroriezs. 

How far my pen has been fatigued like 

thofe of other travellers, in this journey 

of it, over fo barren a track—the world 

muft judge—but the traces of it, which 

are now all fet o’ vibrating together this 

moment, tell me ’tis the moft fruitful and 

bufy period of my life; for as I had 

made no convention with my man with 

the gun as to time=-by ftopping and 

talking to every foul I met who was not 

in a full trot—joining all parties before 

me—waiting for every foul behind —hail- 

ing all thofe who were coming through 

crofs roads—arrefting all kinds of beg- 

gars, pilgrims, fiddlers, fryars—not 

pafling by a,woman in a mulberry-tree 

without 
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without commending her legs, and tempt- 
ing her into converfation with a pinch of 

{nufi——In fhort, by {feizing every 

handle, of what fize or fhape foever, 

which chance held out to me in this jour- 

ney—I turned my plaiz into a city—I was 

always in company, and with great va- 
riety too; and as my mule loved fociety 

as much as myfelf, and had fome propo- 

fals always on his part to offer to every 

beaft he met—I am confident we could 

have pafled through Pall-Mall or St. 

James’s- Street for a month together, with 

fewer adventures—and {een lefs of human 

Mature. 

O! there is that fprightly franknefs 

which at once unpins every plait of a 

Languedocian’s drefs—that whatever’ is 
eneath it, it looks fo like the fimplicity 

which 
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which poets fing of in better days—I will 
delude my fancy, and believe it is fo. 

°T was in the road betwixt Nifmes and 

Lunel, where there is the beft Mufcatto 

wine in all France, and which by the bye 

belongs to the honeft canons of Monr- 
PELLIER— and foul befall the man who 

has drank it at their table, who grudges 

them. a drop of it. 

——The fun was fet—they had dene 

their work; the nymphs had tied up 

their hair afrefh—and. the fwains were 
preparing for a caroufal My mule 

made a dead point °*Tis the fife and 

tabourin, faid I1——-I’m frighten’d to 

death, quoth he-———They are running at 
the ring of pleafure, faid 1, giving him 

a prick By faint Boogar, and all the 

faints at the backfide of the door of pur- 

gatory, 
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gatory, faid he—(making the fame refo- 
lution with the abbefle of Andoiillets) 
Pil not go a ftep further-——’Tis very 

a 
point with one of your family, as long as 
I live; fo leaping off his back, and kick- 
ing off one boot into this ditch, and 
t’other into that—TI’ll take a dance, faid 

I——fo flay you here. 

well, fir, faid I~I never will argue ¢ 

A fun-burnt daughter 

up from the groupe to 

| towards them ; her hair, which advar 
x70 A A 5 was a dark chefnut, approaching rather 
to a black, was tied up in a knot, all but 
a fingle trefs, 

And 
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And a cavalier ye thall have; faid I, 
taking hold of both of them. 

Hadft thou, Nannette, been array’d 
like a datchefe ! 

———But that curfed fli¢ in thy petti- 
coat ! 

Nannette cared not for it. 

We could not have done without you, 
faid the, letting go one hand, with felf- 

taught politenels, leading me up wi 
other, 

A lame youth, whom Apollo had 

recompenced with a pipe, and to which 

he had added a tabourin of his own ac- 
cord, ran fweetly over the prelude, as he 

fat upon the bank———Tie me up thi 

trefs inftantly, faid Nannette, putting a 
, goes 

piece of {tring into my hand——It taug 

9 
a 
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me to forget I was a ftranger-——The 

whole krot fell down——We had been 

feven years acquainted. 

The youth ftruck the note upon the 

tabourin—his pipe followed, and off we 

bounded “¢ the duce take that flit!" 

The fifter of the youth who had ftoler 

her voice from heaven, fung alternately 

with her brother *twas a Gafcoigne 

roundelay. 

Viva ua joa! 

FIpon LA TRISTESSA ! 

‘The nymphs join’d in unifon, and their 

fwains an o€tave below them-——- 

I would have given a crown to have it 

few’d up—Nannette would not have given 

a sous—Viva /a joia! was in her lips — 

Viva la gota! was in herevyes. A tran- 

fient 
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fient {park of amity thot acrofs the {pace 
betwixt us She look’d amiable !_——. 
ee could I not live and end my days 
thus? Juft difpofer of our joys and for- 
rows, cried I, why could not a man fit 
down in the lap of content heremand 
dance, and ie and fay his prayers, 
and go to heaven with this nut brown 
maid? capricioufly did fhe bend her head 

on one fide, and dance up infiduous 

Then ’tis time to dauce off, quoth fe 
fo changing only partners and tunes, I 
danced it away from Lunel to Mont- 
pellier from thence to Pefcnas, Bezi- 
ers I danced it along through Nar- 
bonne, Carcaffon, and Caftle Naudairy, 
till at laft I danced myfelf into Perdrillo’s. 
pavillion, where pulling a paper of black 
lines, that I might go. on ftraight for- 

8 wards, 
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wards, without digreffion or parenthefis, 

in my uncle Toby’s amours-——— 

I begun thus-——~ 

Enp of the SeventH VoLUME. 
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