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LIFE and OPINIONS 

OF 

TRISTRAM SHANDY, Gent, 

  

bea Py} 

UT’ foftly- fot in thefe 
fportive plains, and under 

this genial fun, where at this inftant all 
ficfh is running out piping, fiddling, and 
dancing to the vintage, and every ftep 
that’s taken, the judgment is furprifed by 
the imagination, I defy, notwithftanding 

Vou, VIII, B all 
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pages of my book—I defy the 

planter that ever exifted, 

backwards or for- 

e difference in the ac- 

ne will have more to an- 

cafethan intheother)— 

I ey him to goon cooly, critically, and 
ically, planting his cabbages one by abut canon 

one, in. ftraight lines, and. ftoical diftan- 

wd up—without ever and anon ftrad- 

ces, efpecially if flits in petticoats are un- 
fe 
st 

ling out, or fidling into fome baftardly 

ab cigt reffion In Freeze-la Nas Fog-land 

and fome other lands I wot of—it may 

be done 

But in this clear climate of fantafy 

and perfpiration, where every idea, 
fenfible 

* Vid. Vol. VI. p. 15.2. 
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C3] 
A nee 

fenfible and infenfible, .gets vent—in 
this land, my dear Eugenius—in this 
fertile land of chivalry and romance, } ane ; where I now fit, unfkrewing my ink-horn 
to write my uncle Toby’s amours, and 
with all the meanders, of Jutra’s track 
in queft of her Dizco, in full view of 
my ftudy window—if thou comet not 
and takeft me by the hand ——~ 

owe shay Nay 
What a work is it likely to turn 

out ! 

Let us begin ie. 
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i Ae, a, 

T is with Love as with cuck- 

OLDOM 

——But now I am talking of begin- 

ning a book, and have long had_a thing 
upon my mind to be imparted to the 

reader, which if not imparted now, can 

never be imparted to him as long as I 

live (whereas the comparison may be 

imparted to him any hour in the day) 

PV] juft mention it, and begin in good 
earneft. 

The thing is this. 

That of all the feveral ways of begin- 

ning a book which are now in practice 

4 throughout 
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[5 ] 
throughout the known world, I am con- 
fident my own way of doing it is the 
beft-——I’m fure it is the moft religious 

for I begin with writing the firft 
fentence——and trufting to Almighty 
God for the fecond, 

*T would cure an author for ever of 
the fufs and folly of opening his ftreet- 
door, and calling in his neighbours and 
friends, and kinsfolk, with the devil 
and all his imps, with their hammers and 
engines, &c. only to obferve how one 
fentence of mine follows another, and 
how the plan follows the whole. 

I with you faw me half ftarting out of 
my chair, with what confidence, as I 
grafp the elbow of it, I look up 

B32 catching a
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[6 } 
a) @ the idea,‘éven fometimes before 

Way reaches’ me——— 

* Gah cs pepiiiiatersale 7 Cn I believe in my confcience [ intercept pt 
many a thought which heaven ae 

for another man. 

Pope and his Portrait * are fools to 

me-———no martyr is ever fo full of faith 

fire-——I wifh I could fay of good 
works too——but | have no 

or 

Anger——or 

Teai 

#e 
more unkind 

Vid, Pope’s Portrait 
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C24 

than what he will read ‘in ‘the next 

chapter. 

GAP, StL 

——Bon jour! pood- morrow ? 

——fo you have got your cloak on 

betimes ! but *tis a cold morning, 

and you judge the matter rightly *tis 

better to be well mounted, than go 0’ foot 

-—and obftruGions in the glands are 

dangerous And how goes it with thy 

concubine thy wife—and thy little ones 

o’both fides? and when did you’ hear 

from the old gentleman and Jady—your 

fifter, aunt, uncle and coufins T hope 

they have got better of their colds, 

coughs, claps, tooth-aches, fevers, ftran- 

guries, {ciaticas, fwellings, and fore-eyes. 

B4 What 
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[8] 
~——What a devil of an apothecary | 
to take fo much blood—give fuch a vile 
purge—puke— poultice—plaifter—night- 
draught—glifter—blifter > And why 
fo many grains of calomel? fanta Ma- 
ria! and fuch a dofe of opium! peri- 
clitating, pardi! the whole family of 
ye, from head to tail——By my great 
aunt Dinah’s old black. velvet mafk ! 
I think there was no occafion for it. 

Now this being a little bald about the 

chin, by frequently putting off and on, 
before fhe was got with child by the 
coachman—not one of our family would 
wear it after. To cover the mask aftefh, 

‘was more than the mafk was worth 

and to wear a mafk which was bald, 

or 
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C9] 
or which could be half feen through, 

was as bad as having no mafk at all——~ 

This is the reafon, may it pleafe your 

reverences, that in all our numerous fa- 

mily, for thefe four generations, we 

count no more than one archbifhop, a 

Welch judge, fome three or four alder- 

men, and a fingle mountebank 

In the fixteenth century, we boaft of 

no lefs than a dozen alchymifts, 
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CFL a Pas Ee y 

* WT is with Love as with Cuckol- 
* dom”. the fuffering party is at 

leaft eh eth but hae the latt 

about tl ) til 

matter: this comes, as all the worl¢ 

knows, from having half a dozen words 
for one ees and fo long, as what in 

this veflel of the human frame, is Love— 

may be Hatred, in that———Seutiment 

half a yard higher——and Nox 

— no Madam,—not there——I 

mean at the part I am now pointing 

with my forefinger-———how can we 

ourfelves ? 

Of all (esis and immortal 

fe, who ever folilog 
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[or J 
this myftic fubjeét, my uncle Toby was 
the worft fitted, to have puth’d his re- 

fearches, thro” fuch a contention of feel- 

ings ; and he had infallibly let them all” 

run on, as we do worfe matters, fo fee 

what they would turn out had not 

Bridget’s: pre-notification of them to 
Sufannah, and Sufannah’s repeated 

manifefto’s thereupon to all the world, 

0 made it neceffary for my uncle Toby. to 

look into the affair. 
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WV | HY weavers, gardeners, and gla- 

V diators—or a man with a pined 
Jeg (proceeding from fome ailment in 

the foot)—fhould ever have had fome 

tender nymph breaking her heart in fecret 
for them, are points well and duely fettled 
and accounted for, by ancient and modern 
phyfiologifts, 

A water-drinker, provided he is a pro- 

fefs’d one, and does it without fraud or 

covin, is precifely in the fame predica- 
ment: not that, at firft fight, there is 

any confequence, or fhew of logic in it, 

That a rill of cold water dribbling 

s* through my inward parts, fhould light 
s* up a torch in my Jenny’s— 
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L 13 J 
——The propofition does not ftrike 

one; on the contrary it feems to run op- 
pofite to the natural workings of caufes 
and effects 

But it thews the weaknefs and imbeci- 
lity of human reafon. 

And in perfeé& good health 
se witht! * 

—The moft perfect— Madam, that 
frie endfhip herfelf could with me—— 

——** And drink nothing! -— nothing 
** but water 2”? 

—Impetuous fluid! the moment thou 
prefles againft the flood-gates of the 
brain——{ee how they give way !—— 

In. 
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turns ftraws an es mats and 

bo virte-— And Desire, with veft 

held up to the knee in one hand, {natches 

by her, with the 

that ye have fo often 

governed and turn 11s. world. about 

like a mill-wheel—grinding the faces of 

the impotent—be- powdering their ribs— 

pering their nofes, and. changing 

fometimes éven the very frame and face 

of nature-——— 

1 If 
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[45 j 
| walt I was you, quoth Yorick, I would 
drink more water, Eugenius.— And, if I 
was you, Yorick, replied Eugenius, {o 
would I, 

Which fhews they had both read 
Longinus——. 

For my Own part, Iam. refolved never 
to read any book but my own, as lone 
as I live. 

: 
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NVifh my uncle Toby had been a 
1 for then the thing had 

been accounted ae ee the firft mo- 

ment Widow Wadman faw him, fhe felt 

fomething ftirring within her in his fa- 

your—Something !—fomething. 

— Something perhaps more than friend- 

fhip—lefs than love— fomething— no 

matter what—no matter where—I would 

not give a fingle hair off my mule’s tail, 

and be obliged to pluck it off myfelf 

(indeed the villain has not many to fpare, 

and is not a little vicious into the bar- 

gain) to be let by your worfhips into the 

fecret 

But 
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[17 J 
But the truth i my uncle Toby was 

hot a water-drinker ; he drank it neither 
pure nor mix’d, or any how, or any 
Where, except fortuitoufly upon fome ad- 
vanced pofts, where better liquor was not 
to be had or during the time he was 
under cure; when the furgeon telling 
him it would extend the fibres, and 
bring them fooner into contaét my 
uncle Toby drank it for quiethefs fake, 

oe
r 

e
M
 

SE
, 

Sp
at
s 

Now as all the world knows, that no 
effect in nature can be produced without 
a caufe and as it is as well known, that 
my uncle Toby, was neither a weaver— 
a gardener, or a gladiator——unlefs as a 
captain, you will needs have him one— 
but then he was only a captain of foot— 
and befides the whole is an equivocation 

There is nothing left for us to fup- 
Vor. VIII. Cc pole, 

a
 
a
 

ie
 

o
m
 

ia
 
i
n
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pofe, but that my uncle Toby’s leg-————= 

but that will avail us little in the me 

hypothefis, unlefs it had proceeded from 

fome ailment in the foot—whereas his leg 

was not emaciated from any diforder in his 

foot—for my uncle Toby’s leg was not 

emaciated at all. It wasa little ftif and 

awkward, from a total difufe of it, for 

the three years he lay confined at my 

father’s houfe in town ; but it was pane 
and mufcular, and in all other refpects as 

good and premifing a leg as the otbeit 

I declare, I do not recollect any one 

opinion or paflage of my life, where m 

underftanding was more at a lofs to ma a 

ends meet, and torture the ch ade I had 

been writing, to the fervice of the chapter 
following it, than in the prefent cafe: 
one wou Id think I took a pleafure in run- 
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{ 19 ] 
ing into difficulties of this kind, merely 
to make frefh experiments of getting out 

of ’¢m——Inconfiderate foul that thou 

art! What! are not the unavoidable 

diftreffes with which, as an author anda 

man, thou art hemim’d in on every’ fide 

of thee—~are they, Triftram, not fuffis 

cient, but thou muft entangle thyfelf 

ftill more ? 

Is it not enough that thou ‘art in debt, 

and that thou haft ten cart-loads of thy 

fifth and fixth volumes ftill—ftill unfold, 

and art almoft at thy wit’s ends, how to 
get then: off thy hands. 

To this hour art thou toraarmented 

with the vile afthma thou gatreft in 

fkating againft the wind in Flanders ? 
L. 
ng, and is it but two months ago, 

C 2 
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[T 20 J 
fit of laughter, on feeing a cardinal maké 

water like a quirifter (with both hands) 

thou brakeft a veffel in thy lungs, where- 

by, in two hours, thou loft as many 

quarts of blood; and hadft thou loft as 

much more, did not the faculty tell thee 
it would have amounted to a 

gallon? 

Cm AP. Vil. 

But for heaven’s fake, let us noé 

talk of. quarts or gallons——let us take 

the ftory ftraight before us ; it is fo nice 

and intricate a one, it will fcarce bear 

the tranfpofition of a fingle tittle; and 

fome how or other, you have got me 

thruft almoft into the middle of it— 

~] beg we may take more care. 
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YH AP VE 

¥ uncle Toby and the corporal 

had pofted down with fo much 
heat and precipitation, to take poflfeffion 

of the fpot of ground we have fo often 
fpoke of, in order to open their cam- 
paign as early as the reft of the allies; that 
they had forgot one of the moft necef- 
fary articles of the whole affair ; it was 
neither a pigneer’s fpade, a pick-ax, or a 
fhovel— 

—It was a bed to. lie on: fo that as 
Shandy Hall was at that time unfurnith- 
ed; and the little inn where poor Le 

Fever died, not yet built; my uncle 
Toby was conftrained to accept of a bed 
at Mrs. Wadman’s, for a night or two, 

C3 till 
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till corporal Trim (who t 

racter of an excellent valet, groom, cook, 

fempfter, furgeon and engineer, fuper- 
added that of 3 an excellent upholfterer 

too) with the help of a carpenter and a 

: conftructed one in my 

A daughter of Eve, 

low Wadman, and ’ 

intend to give of 

had better be fifty leagues off—or 

warm bed—or playing with a cafe- 

—or any thing you pleafe—than make a 

man the object of her attention, when 

the houfe and all the furniture 

own. 

Copyright ambridge University . Library 
0 Unported License (CC BY-NC 3.0) Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3  



[23 J 
There is ‘nothing in it out of doors 

and in broad day-light, where a woman 

has a power, phyfically fpeaking, of 

viewing a man in more lights than one— 

but here, for her foul, fhe can fee him in 

no light. without mixing fomething of 
3 her own goods and chattels along with 

him till by reiterated atts of fuch 

combinations, he gets foifted into her in- 

‘ventory 

—And then good night. 

But this is not matter of System; for 

I have delivered that above ner is it 

matter of BREVIARY for I make no 

man’s creed but my.own nor matter 
of Facr at leaft that I know of; 

but tis matter copulative and introduc- 

sory to what follows, 

C4 CHAP. 
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BAW ceix: 

Do not fpeak it with regard to the 
coarfenefs or cleannefs of them—or 

the ftrength of thei 

do not night-fhifts differ from day-thifts 
as much in this particular, as in an 
thing elfe in the world; That they fo far 
exceed the others in length, that when 

you are laid down in them, they fall al- 
moft as much below the feet, as the day- 
fhifts fall fhore of them? 

Widow Wadman’s _ night-thifts 

was the mode I fuppofe in King Wil- 

liam’s and Queen Anhety reigns 

cut however after this fa! 

fafhion is ee ape i 
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'L 25 J 
for the publics they were two Flemifh 
ells and a half in length ; fo that allow- 
ing a moderate woman two ells, fhe had 
half an ell to {pare, to do what the would 
with. 

c
a
r
s
a
l
e
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e 
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S 
p
a
t
e
 

Now from one little indulgence gain’d 
after another, in the many bleak and de- 
cemberly nights of a feven years widow- 
hood, things had infenfibly come to this 
pafs, and for the two latt years had got 
eftablifh’d into one of the ordinances of 
the bed-chamber—That as foon as Mrs, 
Wadman was putto bed, and had got her 
legs ftretched down to the bottom of it, of 
which fhe always gave Bridget notice~ 
Bridget with all fuitable decorum, having 
firft open’d the bed-cloaths at the feet, 
took hold of the half ell of cloath we 
ate {peaking of, and having gently, and 

with 
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[v27 J 
was in, and bore towards her miltrefg 
that night. In every other refpect the 
etiquette was facred, and might have 
vied with the moft mechanical one of 
the moft — inflexible bed-chamber in 
Chriftendom. 

The firft night, as foon as the cor- 
poral had conduéted my uncle Toby up 
ftairs, which was about ten Mrs. 
Wadman threw herfelf into. her arm 
chair, and croffing her left knee with 
her right, which formed a refting- place 
for her elbow, fhe reclin’d -her cheek 
upon the palm of her hand, and leaning 
forwards,  ruminated till midnight upon 
both Sides of the queftion. 

The fecond Night fhe went to her. bu- 
reau, and having ordered Brid get to 

bring 
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{ 28 J 
bring her up a couple of frefh candles 

and leave them upon the table, fhe took 
out her marriage-fettlement, and read it 

over with great devotion: and the third 

night Gahich was the laft of my uncle 

Toby’s flay) when nee had pull’d 

anc nd was affaying 
eae 

fathe time the mo 

cick that could be kick’d in her 

for <{uppoling + #3) ** 

* * to be the fun in its meridian, it 

was a north-eaft kick———fhe kick’d the 

pin out of her fingers—-—the etsquette 

which hung upon it, down down it 

fell to the ground, and was thivered into 

a thoufand atoms. 
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{ 29 } 
From all which it. was plain’ thag 

widow Wadman was in love with my 
uncle Toby. 

a
 

ea e
re
d 

C HAP. oxy 

~¥ uncle Toby’s head at thag 
. time was full of other matters, 
fo that it was not till the demolition of 
Dunkirk, when all the other civilities of ne ee haere : , : Europe were fettled, that he found lei- 
dure to retusn this, 

| This made an armittice (that is fpeak2 
ing with regard to my uncle Toby— 
but with refpect to. Mrs. Wadman, a 
vacancy )—of almoft eleven years. But 
in all cafes of this Nature, as it is the 
&cond blow, happen at what diftance of 

9 time 

: 

i 
4 

i 

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



time it will, ‘which makes the 

I chufe for that reafon to ca 

the amours of my uncle Toby with 

Mrs. Wadman, rather than the amours 

of Mrs, Wadman with my uncle Toby. 

This is not a diftingétion without a 

difference. 

Tt is not like the affair of az old hat 

cock’ d: and @ cock’d old t 

which your reverences have fo often 

been at odds with one another-+——but 

there is a difference here in the nature of 

things- 

And let me tell you, gentry, a wide 

one too. 
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N O W as widow Wadman did love 
my uncle Toby——and my uncle 

Toby did not love widow Wadman, 
there was nothing for widow Wadman 
to do, but to go on and love my uncle 
Toby——or let it al alone, 

5 ti. Goege t x J Widow Wadman would do neither 
the one or the other-—— 

bd L 
T ——--Gracious heaven !—— yt I for. 

ene be; SF re SASS TSR ] get Lam a little of her temper myfelf ; 
$ out, which it 

sometimes does about the equinoxes, that 
Gels is fo much this, and 

other, that I cannot eat ny 

breakfaft 

F
a
g
 

C
a
:
 
sr
g 
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[ 32 J 
breakfaft for her and that fhe careth 

not three halfpence whether I eat my 

breakfaft or no ~ 

-—Curfe on her! and fo I fend her 

to Tartary, and from Tartary to Terra 
del Fupgo, and fo on to the devil: in 

fhort there is not an infernal nitch where 

Ido not take her divinityfhip and ftick 
t 
be 

But. as the heart is tender, and the 

paffions in thefe tides ebb and flow ten 

times in a minute, I inftantly bring her 

back again; and as 1 do all things in 

extremes, I place her in the very centre 

of the milky-way—— 

Brighteft of ftars! thou wilt fhed thy 

influence upon fome. one 

ao The 
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~——The duce take her and her influ= 

ehce too——for at that word I lofe all 
patience much good may it do him! 
———By all that is hirfute and gathly ! 
Tcry, taking off my furr’d cap, and 
twifting it round my finger-——I would 
Not give fixpence for a dozen fuch ! 

———But ’tis an excellent cap too (put- 
ting it upon my head, and preffing it 
clofe to my ears)—and. warm—and foft ; 
efpecially if you ftroke it the right way— 
but alas! that will never be my luck-——. 
(fo here my philofophy is fhipwreck’d 
again) 

———No ; I hall never have a finger 
in the. pyé (fo heré E break my meéta- 
phor!—— _° 

You, VIL. D Cruft 
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Copyright © Cambridge Univ ersity Li J a NOS 

Licensed under Creative Gammon Niseloytl (ys @reyenvenlonert:] MOMOM Orel oreyurcem Blethen ( @. Ons) On| Omens)  



[ 34] 
Cruft and crumb 

Infide and out 

Top and bottom——I deteft it, 1 

it, I repudiate it———I’m fick a 

of it 

*Tis all p 

eA ARTI £ annie TTtTs ee ' 
arch CQOK Or COOKS, W ioes notnin > 

ght, but fit 
‘ atKey Paes 2 | 
and invent inflam- 

nink, from mornine to ni 

rus, | would not touch 

O Jenny! 
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[ 35 ] 
O Jenny! Jenny! replied I, and fo 

went on with the twelfth chapter. 

R
i
a
 

ES 

C AA Poy 

e——="< Not touch it for the world” 

did I fay 

Lord, how I have heated my imagi- 

nation with this metaphor ! 

C-H' AP. ea, 

HICH thews, let your rever- 
ences and worfhips fay what you 

will of it (for as for ‘shinking all 
who do think—think pretty much alike, 
both upon it and other matters) 

Da Love 

' 

3] 
| 
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Love is cértainly, at leaft alphabetically 
fpeaking,; one of the moft 

A gitating 

B ewitching 

C onfounded 

D evilith affairs of life 

Extravagant 
F utilitous 

G alligafkinifh 

Hi andy-dandyifh 

T racundulous (there is no K to it) and 

the moft 

Lyrical of all human paffions: at 

the fame time, thé moft 

M ifgiving 
N innyhammering 

O ditipating 

P rapmatical 
S tridulous 

R idiculous—thowgh by 
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R fhould have gone firt—But in fhort 
tis of fuch a nature, as my father once 

told my uncle Toby upon the clofe of a 
long differtation upon the fubjec 

‘© You can fcarce,” faid he, ‘* combine 

** two ideas together upon it, brother 

** Toby, without an hypallage”. 

What’s that? cried my uncle Toby. 

The cart before the horfe, replied my 

father 

——And what has he to do there? 

cried my uncle Toby —— 

Nothing, quoth my father, but to get 
in or let it alone. 

Now widow Wadman, as I told you 

before, would do neither the one or the 

other. 

D 3 She 
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[ 38 J 
She ftood however ready harneffed and 

caparifoned at all points to watch ac- 
cidents. 

Rudi As Pack IV, 

HE Fates, who certainly all fore- 

knew of thefe amours of widow 
Wadman and my uncle Toby, had, 
from the firft creation of matter and 

motion (and with more courtefy than 

they ufually do things of this kind) 

eftablifhed fuch a chain of caufes and 

effects hanging fo falt to one another, 

that it was fcarce poffible for my uncle 

Toby to have dwelt in any other houf 

in the world, or to have occupied any 

ether garden in Chriftendom, but the 

very houfe and garden which join’d and 
said 
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C 39 ) 
laid parallel to Mrs. Wadman’s ; this, 

with the advantage of a thickfet arbour 

in Mrs. Wadman’s garden, but planted | 

in the hedge-row of my uncle Toby’s, 

put all the occafions into her hands 

which Love-militancy wanted ; fhe could 

obferve my uncle Toby’s motions, and 

was miftrefs likewife of his councils of 

war; and as his unfufpecting heart had 

given leave to the corporal, through the 

mediation of Bridget, to make her a 

wicker gate of communication to enlarge 

her walks, it enabled her to carry on 

her approaches to the very door of the 

fentry-box ; and fometimes out of grati- 

tude, to make the attack, and endeavour 

to blow my uncle Toby up in the very 

fentry box itfelf. 

D 4 C H- AvP: 
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CMAP KY, 

T isa great pity——but ’tis certain 
from every day’s obfervation of man, 

that he may be fet on fire like a candle, 
at either end—provided there is a fuffi- 
cient wick ftanding out ; if there is not 
~-there’s an end of the affair; and if 
there is—by lighting it at the bottom, 
as the flame in that cafe has the misfor- 
tune generally to put out itfelf—there’s 
an end of the affair again. 

For my part, could I always have the 
ordering of it which way I would be 
burnt myfelf—for I cannot bear the 
thoughts of being burnt like a beatt— 
T would oblige a houfewife conftantly to 

light 

(e pyrig t © Cambridge University Library 
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[41 ] 
light me at the-top; for then I fhould 

burn .down decently to the focket ; that 

is, from my head to my heart, from my 

heart to my liver, from my liver to my 

bowels, and fo on by the meferaick 

veins and arteries, through all the turns 

and lateral infertions of the inteftines and 

their tunicles, to the blind gut—— 

I befeech you, doétor Slop, quoth 

my uncle Toby, interrupting him as he 

mentioned the dlind gut, in a difcourfe 

with my father the night my mother 

was brought to bed of me I be- 

feech you, quoth my uncle Toby, to 

tell me which is the blind gut; for, old 

asI am, I vowI do not know to this 
day where it lies, 

The 
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——'Tis pr 

doctor S 

Copyright 
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octor Slop, 

and Colon——— 

aman? faid my 

precifely the fame, cried 

> in a womar 

e than I know; quoth my 
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And fo-to make fure of both fyf- 

tems, Mrs. Wadman predetermined to 

light my uncle Toby neither at this end or 

that; but like a prodigal’s candle, to 

light him, if poffible, at both ends at 

once. 

Now, through all the lumber rooms 

of military furniture, including both of 

horfe and foot, from the great arfenal 

of Venice to the Tower of London 

(exclufive) if Mrs. Wadman had been 
rummaging for feven years together, 

and with Bridget to help her, fhe could - 

not have. found any one blind or man- 

telet fo fit for her purpofe, as that which 

the 
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[ 44 ] 
the expediency of my uncle Toby’s af- 
fairs had fix’d 1 up ready to her hands, 

I believe I have not told you but 
I don’t know poffibly I have be 
it asit will, ’tis one of the number of 
thofe many things, which a man had 
better do over again, than difpute about 
it—That whatever town or fortre{s the 
corporal was at work upon, during the 
courfe of their ampaign, my uncle Toby 
always took care on the infide of his 
fentry-box, which was towards his left 
hand, to have a plan of the place, faften’d 
up with two or three pins at the top, but 
loofe at the bottom, for the conveniency 
of holding it up to the eye, &c. ., . as 
occafions required; fo that when an 
attack was refolyed upon, Mrs. Wadman 
had nothing more to-do, when fhe had 

got 
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[ 45 ] 
got advanced to the doot of the fentrys 
box, but to extend her right hand; and 
edging in her left foot at the fame move- 
ment, to take hold of the map or plan, 
or upright, or whatever it was, and with 
ourftretched neck meeting it half way, 
——to advance it towards her; on which 
my uncle Toby’s paffions were fure to 
catch fire for he would inftantly take 
hold of the other corner of the map in mes : has his left hand, and with the end of his 
pipe, in the other, begin an expla- 
nation. 

When the attack was advanced to this 
point ; the world will naturally enter 

ftroke of generalfhip which was, tq 
take my uncle Toby’s tobacco-pipe out 
Bie a s x ; 

of his hand as foon aS in€ pololy could Fy 

which, 
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rey DS a Wi #38 which, usider one pretence or other, but 

generally that of pointing more diftinGtl 

‘at fome redoubt or eee avon in th 

e would eff 

ser 
Ma eacn 
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[47] 
timent it could neither give fire by 

pulfation or receive it by fympathy 

*twas nothing but fmoak. 

Whereas, in following my uncle 

Toby’s forefinger with hers, clofe thro’ 

all the little turns and indentings of his 

works prefling fometimes againft 

the fide of it then treading upon it’s 

nail then tripping it up~——then 
touching it here then there, and fo 

on it fet fomething at leaft in mo- 
tion. 

This, tho’ flight fkirmifhing, and at 

a diftance from the main body, yet drew 
on the reft; for here, the map ufually 

falling with the back of it, clofe to the 

fide of the fentry-box, my uncle Toby, 

in the fimplicity of his foul, would lay his 

hand 
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and flat upon it, in order to go on with 
nisexplanation ; and Mrs. Wadman, by a 

uvre as qitick: as thought, would 

certainly place her’s clofe befides it ; this 

at once ppenga a communication, large 

enough for any fentiment to pafs or re- 

pafs, which a perfom fikill’d in the ele- 

mentary and hag part of love- 
malcing, has occafion' for 

her forefinger parall 

ny uncle Toby’s i 

unavoidably brought the thumb into 
= 

and the forefinger and thumb 

ceengaged, as naturally brought 

Thine, dear unclé 

alse pul fhin gs, pro- 

trufions, and equivocal compreffions, 
thar 
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[49 J 
that a hand to be removed is capable of 

receiving: to get it prefs’d a hair 
breadth of one fide out of her way. 

Whilft this was doing, how could fhe 

forget to make him fenfible, thatit was her 

leg (and no one’s elfe) at the bottom of the 

fentry-box, which lightly prefs’d againft 

the calf of his So that my uncle 

Toby being thus attacked and fore 
pufh’d on both his wings was it a 

wonder, if now and then, it put his 

centre into diforder ? 

~——The duce take it! faid my uncle 

Toby. 

Vou, VII. —E CHAP, 
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CH A Pz, XVH. 

\HESE attacks of Mrs, Wadm: 

you will readily conceive to be oh 

different kinds ; varying from each other, 

like the attacks which hil ory is full of, 

and from the fame reafons. A general 

looker on, would fearce allow them to be 

attacks at all———or if he did; would 

confound them all together—— but I 

write not to them: it will be time enough 

to be a: little more exact in my defcrip- 

tions. of.them, 2 

which will not 

having nothing n 

that in a bundle of 

drawings which my 

roll up by themfelves, 
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Bouchain in perfeét prefervation’ (ana 
thall be kept fo, whilft I-have power to 
preferve any thing) upon the lower cornér 
of which, on the right hand fide, there 
is ftill remaining the marks of a fnuffy 
finger and thumb, which there is all the 
reafoh in the world to imagine, weré 

Mrs. Wadman’s; for the oppofite fide 
of the margin, which I fuppofe to have 
been my uncle Toby’s, is abfolutely clean : 
This feerns an authenticated record of 
one of thefe attacks; for there dre veltigia 
of the two punctures partly gtown up, 
but {till vifible on the oppofite corner of 
the map, which are unqueflionably the 
very holes, through which it has been 
pricked up in the fentry-box | 

By all that is prieftly! I value this 
precious ralicle ith df. | $ precious relick, with it’s fligmata and 

E2 pricks, 
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[ 32 ] 
pricks, more than all the relicks of the 

Romifh church always excepting, 

when I am writing upon thefe matters, 
the pricks which enter’d the fleth of St. 

Radagunda in the defert, which in your 

road from Frssz to Cruny, the nuns 

of that name will fhew you for love, 

CoA Py oa VOL 

Think, an’ pleafe your honour, quoth 

Trim, the fortifications are quite de- 
ftroyed and the bafon is upon a level 

with the mole I think fo too ; replied 

my uncle Toby with a figh half fup- 

prefs’d but ftep into the parlour, 
Trim, for the ftipulation———it lies upon 

the table. 
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[ 53 J 
It has lain there thefe fix weeks, replied 

the corporal, till this very morning that 

the old-woman kindled the fire with itr— 

Then, faid my uncle Toby, there 

is no further occafion for our fervices. 

The more, an’ pleafe your honour, the 
pity, faid the corporal ; in uttering which 

he caft his fpade into the wheel- barrow, 

which was befide him, with an air the 

moft expreffive of difconfolation that can 

be imagined, and was. heavily turning 

about to look for his pick-ax, : his pio- 

neer’s fhovel, his picquets and other little 

military fores, in order to carry them off 

the field when a heigh ho! from the 

fentry-box, which, being made of: thin 

flit deal, reverberated the found more 

forrowfully to his ear, forbad him, 

E 3 —No; 
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Ci 54: 
No; faid the.corporal to himfelé, 

Plldo it before his honour rifes to-more 
row morning ; fo taking his fpade out of 
the wheel-barrow again, with a little 
earth init, as if to level fomething at the 
foot of the glacis but with a real in- 
tent to approach nearer to his mafter, in 
order to divert him he loofen’d a fod 
or two pared their edges with his 
fpade, and having given them a gentle 
blow or two with the back of it, he fae 
himfelf down clofe by my uncle Toby’s 
feet, and began as follows. 
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CH Ae ae 

T was a thoufand pities——though I 
believe, an’ pleafe your honour, Iam 

eoing to fay but a foolifh kind of a thing 

for a foldier-——— 

A foldier, cried my uncle Toby, inter- 

rupting the corporal, is no more exempt 

from faying a, foolifh thing, Trim, than 
a man of letters But not fo often ; 

and pleafe your honour, replied the cor- 

poral My uncle Toby gave a nod. 

It was a thoufand pities then, faid the 

corporal, cafting his eye upon Dunkirk, 

and the mole, as Servius Sulpicius, in re- 

turning out of Afia (when he failed from 

E 4 /Egina 
$ 
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/Egina towards Megara) did upon Co- 
rinth and Pyreus—— 

—‘‘It was a thoufand pities, an’ pleafe 
your honour, to deftroy thefe works 
and a thoufand pities to have let them 
ftood.”—— 

-——Thou art right, Trim, in both 
¢afes: faid my uncle Toby. This, 
continued the corporal, is the reafon, that 
from the beginning of their demolition 
to the end——— | have never once whift- 
led, or fung, or laugh’d, or cry’d, or 
talk’d of pafs’d done deeds, or told your 
honour one fiory good or bad 

Thou haft many excellencies 
Trim, faid my uncle Toby, and hol 
it not the leaft of them, as thou happenet 

2 
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C57] 
to be a ftory-teller, that ef the number 

thou haft told’me, either to amufe me in 

my painful hours, or divert me in my 

grave ones— thou haft feldom told me a 

bad one 

Becaufe, an’ pleafe your honour, 

except one of a King of Bohemia and bis 
Seven caftles,—they are all true; for they 

are about myfelf- 

I do not like the fubjeé&t the worfe, 

Trim, faid my uncle Toby, on that 

fcore: But prithee what is this ftory ? 

thou haft excited my curiofity. 

Pll tell it your honour, quoth the cor- 

poral be Scr Sa faid my uncle 

Toby, looking ea neftly towards Dun- 
kirk and the ab, again-——provided it 
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Moh gist. eid 

1€ 5 tofuch, Trim, a man 

yer bring one half of the enter- 
vith him; and the dit 

prefent would wrong 

Crim, ne thy ftory——It is 

one by any me ra replied 
rals—Nor would I have it alto- 

added my uncle 
aer the one nor the 

the corporal, but will fuit 

Ing laut be 
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bow fo teeming with refpect as the 
ie 

ad was wont, yet by fuffering the 

palm of ‘his right hand, which was to- 

vards his mafter, to flip backward upon 

tHe grafs, a little beyond his body, in orJer 

to allow it the greater fweep——— and by 

an unforced compréffion, at the fame time, 

of his cap with the thumb and the two 

forefingers of his left, by which the dia- 

mieter of the cap became reduced, fo that 

it might be faid, rather to be infenfibly 

fqueez’d—than pull’d off with a fla 

»—— the corporal a ie utted hi infelf 

both, in a better manner than the pofture 

of his: ‘affairs to nited i 

hemmed twice, to find ir 

ftory, would beft go, an 
ibis humour he exc 

look of kindnefs with 

PALELS Ada 
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The Story of the k <ing of Bohemia 

and his feven caftles. 

PESOERE was a certain king of 

1€ corporal was entering the con- 
Bohemia, my uncle Toby ob} iged 

halt for a fingle moment; he 
had fet out bare-headed, having fince he 
pulP'd off his Montero-cap in the latter 
end of the laft chapter, left it lying 
kefide him on the ground. 

~——The eye of Goodnefs efpieth all 
things fo that before the corporal 

H got through the firft five words 

of 

had w wel 

Copyright © Cambridge University . Library 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (O08 3)'A\(Omcnt))  



[ 61 J 
of his ftory, had my uncle Toby twice 

touch’d his Montero-cap with the end of 

his cane, interrogatively as much as 

to fay, Why don’t you put it on, Trim ? 

Trim took it up with the moft refpect- 

ful flownefs, and cafting a glance of hu- 

miliation as he did it, upon the em- 

broidery of the fore-part, which being 
difmally tarnifh’d and fray’d moreover 

in fome of the principal leaves and bold- 

eft parts of the pattern, he lay’d ic 

down again betwixt his two feet, in or+ 

der to moralize upon the fubject, 

’Tis every word of it but too true, 

cried my uncle Toby, that thou art about 

to obferve- —— 

ss Nothing 
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“¢ Nothing 

ce 
There is no occafio 

uncle Toby, 

corporal 
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out a penfive wrinkle, 
1 the text and the doétrine between 

them: had engender’d, he return’d, with 

the fame look and tone of voice, ‘to his 

{tory of the king of Bohemia and his 
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The ftory of the king of Bohemia and 

his feven caftles, continued. 

HERE was a certain king of 
Bohemia, but in whofe reign, ex- 

cept his own, I am not able to inform 

your honour 

I do not defire it of thee, Trim, by 
any means, cried my uncle Toby. 

-——-It was a little before the time, 

an’ pleafe your honour, when giants 

were beginning to leave off breeding ;_. 

but in what year of our Lord that 
was-———= 

~——I would 
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[ 5 hy 
~——~1. would not give a half-peany 

to know, faid my uncle Toby. 

——-Only, an’ pleafe your honour, it 

the 

——Tis thy own, Trim, fo orna- 

ment it after thy own fafhion; and take 

any date, continued my uncle Toby, 

locking pleafantly upon him—take any 

date in the whole world. thou choofeft, 

and put it to—thou art heartily wel- 

come-———= 

The corporal bowed; for of every 

century, and of every year of that cen- 

tury, from the firft creation of the world 

down to Noah’s flood ; and from Noah’s 
s 

Vox, VIII Boe flood 
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flood to the birth of Abraham ; ‘through 

all the pilgrimages of the patriarchs, to 

the departure of the Ifraelites out of 

‘Egypt and throughout all the Dy- 

‘nafties, Olympiads, Urbecondita’s, and 

other memorable epochas of the differ- 

ent nations of the world, down to the 

coming of Chrift, and from thence to 

the ‘very moment in which the cor- 

poral was telling his ftory——had my 

uncle Toby fubjected this vaft empire of 

time and all its abyfics at his feet ; but 

as MODESTY fcarce touches with a finger 

what LIBERALITY offers her with both 

hands open—the corporal contented him- 

felf with the very worft year of the 
whole bunch; which, to prevent your 

honours of the Majority and Minority 

from tearing the very flefh off your bones 

8 In 
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[67 ] 
in conteftation, ‘ Whether that year is not 

always the laft caft-year of the laft caft- 

almanack’ I tell you plainly it was ; 

but from a different reafon than you 

wot of -—— 

Tt was the year next him 

which being the year of our Lord 

feventeen hundred and twelve, when 

the duke of Ormond was_ playing 

the devil in Flanders the corpo- 

yal took it, and fet out with it afrefh 

on his expedition to Bohemia. 
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The flory af the king of Bohemia and 

his feven caftles, ‘continued. 

N the year of our Lord-ene thous 

3. fand feven hundred and twelve, there 

was, an” pleafe your honour—— 

-——To tell thee truly, Trim, quoth 

my uncle Poby, any other date would 

have pleafed me much better, not only 

on account of the fad ftain upon ow 

hiftory that oe in marching off our 

troops, and refufing to cover the Begs of 

Quefnoi, though Fagel w 

the works with fuch incredi 

but likewife on the fcore, 

own ftory ; becaufe if there are—and 

which, from what thou haft dropt, I 
1. 

partly 
& é 
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partly fufpect to be the faét—if ‘there 

aré giants init—— ' 

There is but one, an’ pleafe your ho- 

nour——— 

——’Tis as bad as twenty, replied my 

uncle | Toby thou ‘fhould’f have 

catried him ‘back fome feven or eight 

hundred years ‘out of harin’s way, both 

.of criticks and other people » and there- 

fore 1 would advife. thee, if ever thou 

telleft it again—— 

If I live, an’ pleafe your honowf, 

but once to get through it, I will ne- 

ver tell it again, quoth Trim, either to 

man, woman, or child Poo—poot 

faid my uncle Toby—but with accents 

of fuch fweet encouragement did he 

ae utter 
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utter it, that the corporal went on with 

his ftory with more alacrity than ever. 

The ftory of the king of Bohemia and 

his feven caftles, continued. 

HERE was, an’ pleafe your 

honour, faid the corporal, raifine 
his voice and rubbing the palms of his 

two hands cheerily together as he begun, 
a certain king of Bohemia 

Leave out the date entirely, 
Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, leaning 
forwards, and laying his hand gently 

upon the corporal’s fhoulder to temper 

the interruption—leave it out entirely, 

Trim; a ftory paffes very well without 

thefe niceties, unlefs one.is pretty fore 
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of ’em Sure of ’em! faid the cor~ 

poral, fhaking his head-—- 

Right; anfwered my uncle Toby,’ it 

is not eafy, Trim, for one, bred. up as 

thou and I have been to arms, who fel- 

dom looks further forward than to the end 

of his mufket, or backwards beyond his: 

knapfack, to know much about this 

matter-—-God blefs your honour! ' faid 

the corporal; won by the manner of my’ 

uncle Toby’s reafoning, as much as by 

the reafoning itfelf, he has fomething: 

elfe to do; if not on ation, or a 

march, or upon duty in his garrifon—he' 

has his firefock, an’ pleafe your honour, 

to furbifh— his accoutrements to take care 

of —his regimentals to mend—himfelf to: 

fhave and keep:clean, fo as to appear ale 

F 4 ways 
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ways like what he is upon the parade ; 
what bufinefs, added the corporal trie 
umphantly, has a foldier, an’ pleafe your 
ihe to know any thing at all.of geo 
graphy ? 

~———-Thou would’ft have faid chro- 
nology, Trim, faid my uncle Toby 3 
for as for geography, °tis of abfolute 
ufe to him; he muft be acquainted in- 
timately with every country and its boun- 
daries where his profeffion carries him; 
he fhould: know. every town and city, 
and village and hamlet, 

oa 1s, and hollow. ways whi 

not 

he Dein 

firft ahs to 

name—in what mountains 

Copyright © Cambridge University . Library 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (O08 3)'A\(Omcnt))  



[730] 
rife—what is its courfe—how far it is na- 

vigable—where fordable—where not; he 

fhould know the fertility of every val- 

ley; as well as the hind who pleughs it; 

and be able to defcribe, or, if it is re- 

quired, to give thee an exact map of all 

the plains and defiles, the forts, the ac- 

clivities, the woods and moraffes, thro? 

and by which his army is to march; 
he fhould know their produce, their plants, 
‘their minerals, their waters, their anis 
mals, their feafons, their climates, their 
heats and cold, their inhabitants, their 
cuftoms, their language, their policy, 
and even their religion, 

Ts‘it elfe to be conceived, corporal, 
continued my uncle Toby, rifing up in his 
fentry-box, as he began to warny in this 

part 
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part of his difcourfe—how Marlboro 

could have marched his army from 

banks of the Maes to Belburg from Bel- 

burg to Kerpenord — (here the corporal 

ugl 
th 

hy 

(os 

could fit no longer) from Kerpenord, 

Trim, to. Kalfaken; from Kalfaken to 

Newdorf; from Newdorf to Landen- 

bourg; from Landenbourg, to Milden 

heim ; from Mildenheim to Elct hingen ; 

from Elchingen to Gingen ; from Gingen 

to Balmerchoffen; from E Balmbetohiotien to 

Skellenburg, where he broke in upon the 

enemy’s works; forced his paffage over 

the Danube; crofs’d the Lech—pufhed on 

his troops into the heart of the empire, 

marching at the head of them through 

Friburg,- Hokenwert, and Schonevelt, 

to the plains of Blenheim and Hochftet.? 

-——-Great as he was, corporal, he could 

noe 
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not have advanced a ftep, or- made one 

fingle day’s march without the aids of 

Geography As for Chronology, 1 own, 

Trim, continued my uncle Toby, fitting 

down again coolly in his fentry-box, 

that of all others, it feems a {cience which 

the foldier might beft fpare, was ‘it not 

for the lights which that fcience muft one 
day give him, in determining the inven- 

tion of powder; the furious execution of 

which, renverfing every thing like thun- 

der before it, has become a new eta to 

us of military improvements, changing fo 

totally the nature of attacks and defences 

both by fea and land, and awakening fo 

much art and {kill in doing it, that the 

world cannot be too exact in afcertaining 

the precife time of its difcovery, or too 

inquifitive in knowing what great man 

was 
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was the difco 

pave birth to it. 

I am farfrom controverting, conti- 
nued my uncle Foby, what hiftorians 

agree in, that in the year of our Lord 

1380, under the reign of Wencelaus, 

fon of Charles the fourth—— a certain 

prieft, whofe name was Schwartz, fhew’d 

the ufe of powder to the Venetians, in 

their wars again{t the Genoefe; but ’tig 

certain he was not the firft; becaufe if 

we are to believe Don Pedro the bithop 

of Leon—How came priefts and bifhops, 

an’ pleafe your honour, to trouble their 
heads fo much about gun-powder? God 

knows, faid my uncle Toby his pro- 

widence brings good out of every thing 

-—and he avers, in his chronicle of King 
Alphonfus, who reduced Toledo, That 

in 
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in the year 4343, which was full thirty 

feven years before that time, the fecret 
of powder was well known, and employ- 

ed with fuccefs, both by Moors and 

Chriftians, not only in their fea-combats, 

at that period, but in many of their moft 

memorable fieges in Spain and Barbary-— 

And all the world knows, that Friar 

Bacon had wrote exprefsly about it, and 

had generoufly given. the world a receipe 

to make it by, above a hundred and fifty 

years before even Schwartz was Born— 

And that the Chinefe, added my uncle 

Toby, embarafs us, and all accounts of 

it fill more, by boafling ef the inven 
tion fome hundreds of years even before 
him 

~—They are a pack of liars, I believe, 
cried Triim——. 

——— They 
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They are fome how or other de- 

ceived, faid my uncle Toby, in this mat- 

ter, as is plain to me from the prefent 

miferable ftate of military architecture 
amoneft them; which confifts of nothing 

more than a fofsé with a brick wall with- 

out flanks—and for what they give us as 

a baftion at each angle of it, ’tis fo bar- 

baroufly conftructed, that it looks for all 

the world Like one of my 

feven caftles, an’ pleafé your honour, 

quoth Trim. 

My uncle Toby, tho’ in the utmoft 

diftrefs for a comparifon, moft courte- 

oufly refufed Trim’s offer—till Trim tell- 

ing him, he had half a dozen more in 

Bohemia, which he knew not how to get 
off his hands-—— my uncle Toby was fo 

touch’d 
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touch’d with the ‘pleafantry of heart 
of the corporal that he difcontinued 

his differtation upon gunpowder and 

begged the corporal forthwith to go on 

with his ftory of the King of Bohemia 
and his feven caftles. 

The ftory of the King of Bohemia and 
his feven caftles, continued. 

nie wa unfortunate King of Bohemia, 
faid Trim Was he unfortu- 

nate then? cried my uncle Toby, for he 

had been fo wrapt up in his differtation 
upon gun-powder and other military 
affairs, that tho’ he had defired the cor- 

poral to go on, yet the many interrup- 
tions he had given, dwelt not fo ftrong 
upon his fancy, as to account for the 

epithet 
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fé then, 

athetically 

Sree firft the word 

the devil, forth- 

eoan to run back in his mind, the pear) o 

prince al events in the King of Bohemia’s 

from every one of which, it ap- 

was the moft fortunate 

aap in the world—— 

ee corporal toa ftand: for not 

to retract his epithet-——and lefs, 

and leaft of all, to twift 

e (like men of lore) to ferve a fyf- 

he looked up in my uncle 

Toby’s face for affiftance but feeing 

it was the very thing, my uncle Toby 

fat in expectation pf himfelf. after a 

hum anda haw, he went on<————« 
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-—— I believe not, replied my uncle 

Prt? Cc. - 3 

Toby, after fome paufe——. for being 

nland, as I faid, and having Silefia and 

Moravia to the eaft ; Lufatia and Upper 

Saxony to the north; Franconia to the 

weft; and Bavaria tothe fouth: Bohemia 

could not have been propell’d to the fea 

without ceafing to be B 

could the fea, on th 

come up to Chiat. vithout overflow- 

ain and de- 

nate inhabi- 

10 could make defence 
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The corporal made the bow of un= 

feigned ‘conviction ; and went on. 

Now the King of Bohemia with his 

queen and courtiers happening one fine 

fummer’s evening to walk out Aye! 

there the word: happening is right, Trim, 

cried my uncle Toby ; for the King of 

Bohemia and his queen might have walk’d 
out, or let it alone; ——’twas a matter of 
contingency, which might happen, or 
not, juft as chance ordeted it, 

King: William was of an opinion, an? 
pleafe your honour, quoth Trim, that 
every thing was predeftined for us in this 
world ; infomuch, that he would often 

fay to his foldiers, that ‘* every ball had 
i ” He was a great man, faid 
my uncle Toby And I believe, con- 

G2 tinued 
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56, ras 
ut 
10U Wal {t onc 

my uncle Toby, fmili 

thee when 

pafs P=. Te Vor 

before; quoth my 
C. dase fay, an{wered 

€ drummer and ferjea 

ment knew of it 

fhould— -~faid m 

Your honour rem 

faid the capil, 

cos of our Ca 

fair of Lan 

thi for himfelf; and if it had fo 
¢ 

ents of for the regime 

ley, and Galway, 
G 
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in love. LTrim ! €iniove, i rit 

heer 
o 

al- 
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ne 
nd how can 

1 one word of it 

ry 5 ia apr 

Trim, that GVe ry 

at’s fon iA ths 2 

Tes 

Ly nak 

mibers with cohcern, 

rout and 

army at the 

ety one we left to 
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T B 7) um- uth Wyndham, 

which covered the ré- 
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fe OK 
&, re) & 

r 
t over the Pies of Neerfpeeken, 

imfelf could f{earce have gain’d 
. ws was ret dake 

now that a 

acrofs me, corporal, 

remains of 

with him to fupport th 

laurel from Lous 

ie *tis pofi ible— 

not of his fcarfe juft 

ing frefh fpirits int poor Galway’s 

lent— riding along the line— then 

heeling about, and charging Conti at 

the head of it Brave! brave by hea- 

ven! cried my uncle Toby—he deferves 

a 
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Sd Wee eaten 

4 crown——Asrichly, asa thief a.nalters 

fhouted Trim. 

R
i
m
e
 
S
S
 

My uncle Toby knew the corporal’s 

loyalty ;—otherwife the comparifon .was 

not at-all to his, mind it did not al- 

together ftrike the corporal’s fancy when 

he had made it——but it could not be 

recall’d fo he had nothing to do, but 

proceed. 

As the number of wounded was pro- 

digious, and no one had time to think of 

r
l
:
 

ap
t 

A 
i
t
t
 

ie 
ie
r 

wi
 

i
t
n
)
 

S
e
 

OU 
any thing, but his own fafety— Though 

Talmath, faid my uncle Toby, brought 
off the foot with great prudence 

But I was left upon the field, faid the 

corporal. Thou waft fo; poor fellow ! 

replied my uncle Toby So that it was 

noon the next day, continued the cor- 
Van) 
G poral, A. + 
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noreover 

nah, who had been all the 

n her arbour —inftantly ftopp’d her 
npinn’d her mob at the chin, 

and ftood up upon one leg-——= 

The difpute was maintained with ami- 

cable and equal force betwixt my uncle 

Toby an Trim for fome time; till 
Trim at length recollecting that he had 

often cried at his mafter’s fufferings, 

but never fhed a tear at his own—was 
for giving up the point, which my uncle 

Toby would not allow--—’Tis a proof 
of nothing, Trim, faid he, but the ge- 

nerofity of thy temper-—— 
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want of care-taking of me, and a fever 

I felt coming on befides———(Poor foul! 
(a al faid my uncle Toby) all together, an’ pleafe 

your honour, was more than I could 

fuftain. 

Iwas telling my fufferings to a young 

woman ata peafant’s houfe, where our 

cart, which was the laft of the line, had 

halted ; they had help’d me in, and the 

young woman had taken a cordial out of 

her pocket and dropp’d it upon fome fu- 

ear, and feeing it had cheer’d me, fhe had 

yen it me a fecond and a third time-—~ 

So I was telling her, an’ pleafe your ho- 

nour, the anouifh I was in, and was 

faying it was fo intolerable to me, that I 
1 had much rather Jie down upon the bed, 

a
 

s
i
n
i
 

ee
et

ai
gn

as
 

than 
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€ young woman, and the 

T was laid acrofs 

he room, with 
; my wounded leg upon a chair, and. the 

young woman befide. me, holdin 

corner of her handkerchief dipp’d in gli 

negar to my nofe with one hand, and rub- 

bing my temples with the other. 

I took her at firft for the daughter of 

the peafant (for it was no inn)—fo had 

offer’d her a little purfe with eighteen 

florins, which my iat brother Tom 

(here Trim wip’d his eyes) had fent me 

as a token, by a recruit, jut before he fet 

out for Lifbon—— 

‘I never told your honour me 

teous ftory yet here Trim wipe 

eyes a third time. 
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The young woman call’d the old mar 

oc 

and his wife into the room, 
me them the money, in order to gain me 

credit for a bed and 

ceffaries 1 fhould want, 

n a condition to Ie are to the 

-——-Come then! faid 

little purfe—I’l] be your 

that office alone will 

er more attentively 

hat th 1€ young woman coul 

au al ter of the peafant. 

Cc 

with her hair conceal’d under a 
bord Dorder, 
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was one of thofe kind of nuns, an’ pleafe 

your honour, of which, your honour 

knows es are a good many in Flan- 

ders which they let go loofe By thy 

oby, 

I dare fay fhe was a young Beguine, of 

To defcription, Trim, faid my uncle T 

which there are none to be a any 

where but in the Spanifh Netherlands— 

except at Amfterdam——t ae differ 

from nuns in this, that they can quit 

their cloifter if they choofe to marry ; 

they vific and take care of the fick by 

profeffion——-I had rather, for my own 

part, they did it out of good-nature. 

——She often told me, guoth Trim, 

fhe did it for the love- of Chrift—I did 

not like it.——I believe, Trim, we are 

both wrong, faid my uncle Toby—we’ll 
aie 
Bake 
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My fever ran. vety high that night— 

her figure made fad difturbance. within 

mé—I was every moment cutting the 

world in too—to give her half of it— 

and every 1 ent was I crying, That 

I had nothing but a knapfack and eight- 

een florins to fhare with her The 

whole night long was the fair Beguine, 

like an angel, clofe by my bedfide, hold- 

ing back ‘my curtain and offering me 

cordials—and I was only awakened from 

my dream by her coming there at the 

hour promifed, and giving them in re- 

ality. In truth, the was fcarce ever from 

me, and fo accuftomed was I to receive 

life from her hands, that my heart fick- 

ened, and I loft colour when fhe left the 

room: and yet, continued the corporal, 

Vou. VIL. El (making 
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But tis’ no° marvel; continue 

the corporal—feeing my uncle 

mufing upon it—for Love, an’ é 

your honour, is exactly like war, in this 

that a foldier, though he has efcapec 

three weeks compleat o’Saturday-night, 

sh his 
heart on Sunday morning———it_ Dappen- 

—may neverthelefs be fhot throug 

ed fo here, an’ pleafe your honour, with 
this difference ee —that it was on Sun- 

day in the afternoon, when I fell in love 

all at once with a fiffe srara———it burft up- 

on me, an’ pleafe your honour, like a 
ort eavee oleh we bomb——fcarce eivite me time to fay, & 

«© God blefs me.’ 

SR
 
E
O
 

i
e
e
e
 A 
A
e
 

It heught, 
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I thought, Trim, faid my uncle 

Toby, a man never fell in love fo very 
fuddenly. 

Yes, an’ pleafe your honour, if 

he is in the way of it——replied 
Trim. 

I prithee, quoth my uncle Toby, 
ipform me how this matter happened. 

———With all pleafure, faid the coy 

poral, maki bow 
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% Had efcaped, continued the corporal, 
it all that time from falling in love, and 

had gone on to the end of the chapter, 

had it not been predeftined otherwife——= 

there is no refifting our fate, 

It was on a Sunday, in the afternoon, 

as I told your honour 

The old man and his wife had walked 

out—-— 

Every thing was fill and hufh as 

midnight about the houfe 

There was not fo much as a duck of 

a duckling about the yard-———~ 

3 o—— When 
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gone off 
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wards by the, edge of the flannel which 

<ept on the dreffing. 

In five or fix minutes I felt flightly the 

end of her fecond finger-—and prefently 

it was laid flat with the other, and fhe 

continued rubbing in that way round and 

round for a good while ; it then ‘came in- 

to my head, that I fhould fall in love— 
I blufh’d when I faw how white a hand 

fhe had—I fhall never, an’ pleafe your 

honour, behold another hand fo white 

whilft I live-——— 

——Not in that place: faid my uncle 

Toby — 

Though it was the moft ferious def- 

pair in nature to the corporal— he could 

not forbear fmiling. 

H 4 The 
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The fair Beguine, faid the corporal, 

continued rubbing with her whole hand 

under my knee—till I fear’d her zeal 

would weary her——‘ I would do a 

‘¢ thoufand times more,”’ faid fhe, ‘‘.for 

** the love of Chrift”—In faying which 

fhe pafs’d her hand acrofs the flannel, to 

the part above my knee, which I had 

equally complained of, and rubb’d it 

alfo. 

I perceived, then, I was beginning to 

I é€ in OVe-—= 
‘ 

As fhe continued rub+rub-rubbing—I 

feltit fpread from under her hand, an’ 

pleafe your honour, 6 ¢yery part of my 

frame 
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bins in my veins——till at lengt! 

by two or three ftrokes longer than the 

refti———my paffion rofe to the higheft 

pitch-——] feiz’d her hand -——— — 

————And then, thou clapped’tt it to 

thy lips, Trim, faid my uncle Toby-— 

and madeft a {peech. 

Whether the corporal’s amour termi- 

nated precifely in the way my uncle Toby 

defcribed it, is not material ; it is enough 

that it contain’d in it the effence of all the 
* 

love-romances which ever have been 

wrote fince the beginning of the world. 
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S foon as the corporal had finithed 

A the ftory of his amour——or ra- 

ther my uncle Toby for him—Mrs. 

Wadman filently fallied forth from her 
arbour, replaced the pin in her mob, 
pafs’d the wicker gate, and advanced 

flowly towards my uncle Toby’s fentry- 

box: the difpofition which Trim had 

made in my uncle Toby’s mind, was too 

favourable a crifis to be let flipp’>d-——— 

The attack was determin’d upon : 

it was facilitated ftill more by my uncle 

Toby’s having ordered the ele to 

wheel off the pioneer’s fhovel, the fpade, 

the pick-axe, the picquets, “i other 

military 
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military ftores 
TY the ground where Du 

corporal had march’d—the 

Now confider, 

either in fighting, 

thing elfe (whether 

not) which a 

to act by plan: for 
pendent of all circ 
giftering in letters of 

archives of Gotha 

the PLan of Mrs. W 
a a my uncle Toby; 

it at this juncture, 

kirk—and the tale of 

relaxation, it oppofed 

fhe could make: and b 

have gone upon 
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fingers and hands in the attack of the 

fentry-box, was fo outdone by that of the 

fair Beouine’s, in Trim’s ftory—that juft 

then, that particular attack, however 

fuccefsful before— became the moft heart- 

lefs attack ‘that could be made—— 

O1 let woman alone for this. Mrs, 

‘Wadman had fcarce open’d the wicker= 

gate, when her genius {ported with the 

change of circumiftances. 

ed a new attack in a 
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Tn faying + iayil 
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Honeft foul! thou didft look into it 

with as much innocency of heart, as'ever 

child look’d into a raree-fhew-box; and 

*twere as much a fin to have hurt thee, 

If a man will be peeping of his 

own accord into things of that nature 
-——I’ve nothing to fay to it 

My uncle Toby never did: and I will 

anfwer for him, that he would have fat 

quietly upon a fopha from June to Ja- 

nuary, (which, you know, takes in both 
1 the e hot and cold month 1s) with an eye as 

> Thracian * Rodope’s befides 

Rodope Thracia tam inevitabili fafcino 

tam exacte oculis intuens attraxit, 

i in illam quis incideffet, fieri non poffet, 

caperetur;—=—I know not who, 

a 
) 
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y was 

onda yon der 

and the afk 
j atl nakintoe. — and looking 

1. $ XN 
and looking 

nature that 
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~-—ihere is nothing, my dear paternal 

uncle! but one lambent deéliciouws fire, 

furtively fhooting out from every part 

of it, in all directions; into thine 

If thou lookeft, uncle Toby, in 

fearch of this mote oné moment longer 

thou arc undone, 

CHAP. XXYV, 

N eye is for all the world exaétly 
like a cannon, in this refpe&ts 

That it is not fo much the eye or the can- 

non, in themfelves, as it is the cartiage of 

the eye—— and the cartiage of the ean- 

hon, by which both the one and the other 

are enabled to do fo much exéeution. 

{don’t think the comparifon a bad one + 

However, as *tis tnade and placed at the 

Vou Vilk J head 
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head of the chapter, as much for ule as 

ornament, all I defire in return, is, that 

wheneven I fpeak of Mrs. Wadman’s 
eyes (except once in the next period) that 

you keep it in your fancy. 

I proteft, Madam, faid my uncle 

Toby, I can fee nothing whatever in 

your eye. 

It is not in the white ; faid Mrs. Wad- 

man : my uncle Toby look’d with might 

and main into the pupil 

Now of all the eyes, which ever were 

created from your own, Madam, up 

to thofe of Venus herfelf, which certainly 

were as venereal a pair of eyes as ever 

ftood ina head———there never was an 

eye of them all, fo fitted to rob my uncle 

Toby 
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Toby of his repofe, as the very eye, at 

which he was looking——it was not, 

Madam, ‘a rolling eye-———a romping or 

a wanton one—nor was it an eye fpark~ 

ling— petulant or imperious—of high 

claims and terrifying exactions, which 

would have curdled at once that milk of 

human nature, of which my uncle Toby 

was made up-——but "twas an eye full of 

gentle falutations and foft refponfes 

{peaking not like the trumpet 

ftop of fome ill-made organ, in which 

many an eye I talk to, holds coarfe con- 

verfe-———but whifpering foft like the 

laft low accents of an expiring faint 

« How can you live comfortlefs, cap- 

é¢ tain Shandy, and alone, without a 

* bofom to lean your head on or 

‘¢ truft your cares to £”” 
: 
42 
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Tt was an eye 

But I fhall be in love with it myfelf, 

if I fay another word about it. 

«—It did my uncle Toby’s bufinefs. 

CMAP. AVE 

HERE is nothing fhews the cha- 

racters of my father and my uncle 

Toby, in a more entertaining light, than 
their different manner of deportment, 

under the fame accident——for I call 

not love a misfortune, from a perfuafion, 

that a man’s heart is ever the better for it 

—Great God! what muft my uncle 

Toby’s have been, when ‘twas all be- 

nignity without it. 
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My father, as appears from many of 

his papers, was very fubject to this paf- 

fion, before he married but from a 

little fubacid kind of drollifh impatience 

in his nature; whenever it fefell him, he 

would never fubmit'to it like a chriftians 

but would pith, and huff, and bounce, 

and kick, and play. the Devil, and write 

the bittereft Philippicks againft the eye 

that ever man wrote there is one-in 

verfe upon fome body’s eye or other, that 

for two or three nights together, had put 

him by his reft; which in his firft tranf- 

port of refentment againft it, he begins 

thus: 

« A Devil ’tis——and mifchief fach doth work 

«¢ As never yet did Pagan, Jew, or Take. 

* This will be printed with my father’s 

life of Socrates, ce. &c. 

13 Tn 
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In fhort during the whole paroxifm, 

my father was all abufe and foul lan- 

guage, approaching rather towards male- 

diction——— only he did not do it with as 
much method as. Eroulphus he was 
too impetuous; nor with Ernulphus’s 
policy--—for tho’ my father, with the 

moft intolerant fpirit, would .curfe both 

this and that, and every thing under 

heaven, which was either aiding or abet- 
ting to his love yet never concluded 

his chapter of curfes upon it, without 

curfing himfelf in at the bargain, as one 
of the moft egregious fools and cox- 

combs, he would fay, that ever was let 

loofe in the world. 

My uncle Toby, on the contrary, took 

it like a lamb fat ftill and Jet the 

poifon 
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poifon work in his veins without refif- 

tance———in the fharpeft exacerbations of 

his wound (like that on his groin) he 

never dropt one fretful oF difcontented 

word———he blamed neither heaven nor 

earth———or thought or fpoke an inju- 

rious thing of any body, or any part of 

it; he fat folitary and _penfive with his 

pipe looking at his lame leg—— 

then whiffing out a fentimental heigh ho! 

which mixing with the fmoak, incom- 

moded no one mortal. 

He took it like a lamb——l fay. 

In truth he had miftook it at firft ; for 

having taken a ride with my father, that 

very morning, to fave if poffible a beau- 

tiful wood, whieh the dean arid chapter 

T4 were 
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were hewing down to give to the poor *; 

which faid wood being in full view of my 
uncle Toby’s houfe, and of fingular 
fervice to him in his defcription of the 

battle of Wynnendale— by trotting on 

too haftily to fave it——— upon an uneafy 

faddle worfe horfe, &¥c. €F¢, . . it had 

fo happened, that the ferous part of the 

blood had got betwixt the two {kins, in 

the nethermoft part of my uncle Toby 

the firft fhootings of which (as my 

uncle Toby had no experience of love) 
he had taken for a part of the paflion— 

till the blifter breaking in the one cafe— 

and the other remaining— my uncle 
Toby was prefently convinced, that his 

* Mr. Shandy muft mean the poor in /pirit 5 
inafmuch as they divided the money amongft 
themfelves, 

‘wound 
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wound was not a fkin-deep-wound—— 

but that it had gone to His heart. 

Co A Ba SORVT 

HE world is afhamed of being vir- 
tuous My uncle Toby knew 

little of the world; and therefore when 

he felt he was in love with widow Wad- 

man, he had no conception that the 

thing was any more to be made a myftery 

of, than if Mrs. Wadman, had given 

him a cut with a gap’d knife acrofs his 

finger: Had it been otherwife yet as 

he ever look’d upon Trim as a humble 

friend; and faw frefh reafons every day 

of his life, to treat him as fuch it 

would have made no variation in the 

nanner in which he informed him of the 

affair. 
«ey 
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<¢J am in love, corporal 

uncle Toby. 

{99 quoth my 

CHAP. XXVIIL 

N love! faid the corporal—your 

honour was very well the day before 

yeflerday, when I was telling your ho- 

nour the ftory of the King of Bohemia 

—-Bohemia! faid my uncle Toby - - - - 

mufing a long time - - - What became 

of that flory, Trim? 

— We loft it, an’ pleafe your honour, 

fomehow betwixt us—but your honout 

was as free from love then, as I] am-—— 

*rwas, juft whilft chou went’ ft off with the 

wheel-barrow—with Mrs. Wadman, 

guoth my uncle Toby——She has left a 
bal! Wala 
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ball here—added my uncle Toby—point- 

ing to his breaft 

She can no more, an’ pleafe your 

honour, ftand a fiege, than fhe can fy— 

cried the corporal 

__—But as we ate neighbours, Trim, 

—the beft way I think is to let her know 

it civilly firft—quoth my uncle Toby. 

Now if I might prefiime, faid the cor- 

poral, to differ from your honour—— 

—Why elfe, do I talk to thee Trim: 

faid my uncle Toby, mildly 

—Then I would begin, an’ pleafe your 

honour, with making a good thundering 

attack upon her, in return— and telling 

her civilly afterwards— for if fhe knows 

any 
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any thing of your honour’s being in fove, 

before hand L—d help her !— the 

knows no more at prefent of it, Trim, 

faid my uncle Toeby—than the child 

unborn 

Precious fouls ! ———= 

Mrs. Wadman had told it with all its 

circumftances, to Mrs. Bridget twenty- 

four hours before ; and was at that very 

moment fitting in council with her, 

touching fome flight mifgivings with re- 

gard to the iffue of the affair, which tlie 
Devil, who never lies dead in a ditch, had 

put into her hea ad— before he would allow 

half time, to get quietly through her, 

te Deum—— 

Tam terribly afraid, faid widow Wad- 

fe { fhould marry him, Bridget 
L 2 —that 

man, in ca 
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«that the poor captain will not enjoy his 

health, with the monftrous wound upon 

his croin 

It may not, Madam, be fo very large, 
* 

replied Bridoet,” as you think and I 

believe befides, added fhe—that ’tis dried 

up 

=+=-I could like to know—merely for 

his fake, faid Mrs. Wadman 

—We'll know the long and the broad 
of it, in ten days—anfwered Mrs. Bridget, 

for whilft the captain is paying his ad- 

dreffes to you— I’m confident Mr. Trim 
will be for making love to me— and Ik 
Jet him as much as he will— added 
Bridget—to get it all out of him 

The meafures were taken at once 

and my uncle Toby arid the corporal 

went on with theirs, 
Now, 
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Now, quoth the corporal, fetting his 

left hand a kimbo, and giving fuch a 

flourith with his right, as juft promifed 

fuccefs—and no more——if your honour 

will give me leave to lay down the plan 

of this attack 

Thou wilt pleafe me by it, Trim, 

faid my uncle Toby, exceedingly —and.as 

I forefee thou muft a& in it as my aid de 

camp, here’s a crown, corporal, to begin 

with, to fteep thy commiffion. 

Then, an’ pleafe your honour, faid the 

corporal (making a bow firft for his com- 

miffion)—we will begin with getting your 

honour’s. laced cloaths out of the great 

campaign- trunk, to be well-air’d,: and 

have the blue and gold taken up at the 

fleeves—and I’!] put your white ramallie- 

wig 
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wig frefh into pipes—and fend for a 

taylor, to have your honour’s thin 
fcarlet breeches turn’d 

—I had better take the red plufh ones, 

quoth my uncle Toby—— They will be 

too clumfy—faid the corporal. 

CH AP. XXIX. 

Thou wilt get a brufh and a licele 

chalk to my fword——’T will be only in 
your honour’s. way, replied Trim. 

CoH A Re RRS 
——But your honour’s two razors 

fhall be new fet—and I will.get my Mon, 
tero cap furbifh’d up,.and put on poor 

lieutenant Le Fever’s regimental coat, 

which your honour gave mg to 
wear 
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wear for his fake—and as foon as your 

honour is clean fhaved—and has got your 

clean fhirt on, with your blue and gold, 

or your fine {carlet--——fometimes one 

and fometimes t’other— and every thing 

is ready for the attack—we’ll march up 
Ie boldly, as if ’twas to the face of a baf- 

tion; and whilft your honour engages 

Mrs. Wadman in the oasrias to the 

right Pll attack Mrs. Brid; 
kitchen, to the left; and ha 

in the 

fix’ 

Fre 
eh 

ing 

that pafs, Ill anfwer for it, faid ¢ the core 

poral, {napping his fingers over his head 

~—that the day is our own, 

1 with I may but manage it might; faid 

my uncle Toby— but i declare, corporal 

Ihad rather march up to the very edge of 
a trench—-— 

oA 
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_-A woman is quite a different thing 

—faid the corporal. 

—I fuppofe fo, quoth my uncle Toby 

C BALE exe 

F any thing in this world, which my 

I father faid, could have provoked my 

uncle Toby, during the time he was in 
Jove, it was the perverfe ufe my father 

was always making of an. expreffion of 

Hilarion the hermit; who, in {peaking 

of his abftinence, his watchings, flagel- 

lations, and other inftrumental patts of 

his religion—would fay—tho’ with mote 

facetioufnefs than became an hermit— 

*¢ That they were the means he ufed, to 

make his a/s (meaning his body) leave 
off kicking.” 

Vor. VIII. K It 
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‘It pleafed my father well; 

only a laconick way of expreffing 

but of libelling, at the fame time, the 

defites. and appetites of the lower part of 

us; fothat for many years of my fa- 

ther’s life, ’twas his conftant mode of 

expreffion—he never ufed the word pa/- 

fions once— but afs always inftead of 

them So that he might be faid truly 

to have been upon the bones, or the back 

of his own afs, or elfe of fome othe: 

man’s, during all that time. 

I mutt here obferve to you, the differ- 

ence betwixt 

My father’s afs 

and my hobby-horfe—in order to 

ROC keep characters as feparate as may be, in 

our fancies as we ¢o along. 

For 

: : Copyright mbridge University Library ; 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (CC BY-NC 3.0)  



For my hobby-horfe, if you recollect 

a little, is no way a vicious beaft ; he has 

f{carce one hair or lineament of the afs 

about him *Tis the fporting little 

filly-folly which carries you out for the 
the prefent hour—a maggot, a butterfly, 

a picture, a fiddle-ftick—an uncle Toby’s 

fiege—or an any thing, which a man makes 

a fhift to geta ftride on, to canter it away 

from the cares and folicitudes of life— 

*Tis as ufeful a beaft as is in the whole 

creation—nor do I really fee how the 

world could do without it 

——But for my father’s afs-————oh ! 

mount him—mount him—mount him— 

(that’s three times, is it not ?)—-mount 

him not :—’tis a beaft concupifcent—and 
foul befall the man, who does not hinder 

him from kicking. 
K 2 CHAP. 
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CHA P. XXXH. 

ELL! dear brother Toby, faid 
my father, upon his firfl feeing 

him after he fell. in love—and. how goes 

it with your AssE ? 

Now my uncle Toby thinking more 

of the part where he had had the blifter, 

than of Hilarion’s) metaphor—and our 

preconceptions having (you know) as 

great a power over the founds of words 

as the fhapes of things, he had imagined, 

that my father, who was not very cere- 

monious in his choise of words, had en- 

quired. after the part by its propen name ; 

{fo notwithftanding my mother, doctor 

Slop, and Mr. Yorick, were. fitting in 

the parlour,, he thought it rather civil te 

; conform 

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



{ 133 J 
conform to the term my father had 

made ufe of than not, When a man is 

hemm’d in by two indecorums, and muft 

commit one of *em—I always obferve— 

let him choofe which he will, the world 

will blame him—fo I fhould not be afte- 

nithed if it blames my uncle Toby. 

My A—e, quoth my. uncle Toby, is 

much better—brother Shandy-—My fa- 

ther had formed great expectations from 

his Affe in this onfet ; and would have 

brought him on again ; but doétor Slop 

fetting up an intemperate laugh—and my 

mother crying out. L— blefs us it 

drove my father’s Affe off the field—and 

the laugh then becoming general—there 

was no bringing him back to the charge, 

for fome time——— 

hea And 

  : Copyright © Cambridge Universi i a a yright © Ca ge versity Libra 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribu cnt oiminiercial 3.0 Unponed | Bloom (Ons) Gn(Omcne))



[ 134 ] 
And fo the difcourfe went on without 

him. 

Every body, faid my mother, fays 

you are in love, brother Toby—and we 

hope it is true. 

Iam as much in love, fitter, I believe, 

replied my uncle Toby, as any man ufu- 
ally is——-Humph! faid my father-—— 
and when did you know it? quoth my 

mother—— 

——— When the blifter broke; replied 

my uncle Toby. 

My uncle Toby’s reply put my father 

into good temper—‘o he charged o’foot. 
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CHAS Puc KAA 

S the antients agree, brother Toby, 

£% faid my father, that there are two 

different and diftin&t kinds of Jove, ac- 

cording to the different parts whiclr are 

affected by it—the Brain or Liver I 

think when a man is in love, it behoves 

him alittle to confider which of the two 

he is fallen into. 

What fignifies it, brother Shandy, re- 

plied my uncle Toby, which of the two 

it is, provided it will but make a man 

marty, and love: his wife, and get-a few 

children. 

A few children! cried my father, 

rifing out of his chair, and looking. full 

K 4 in 
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in my mother’s face, as he forced his 
way betwixt her’s and doétor: Slop’s—a 
few children! cried my father, repeating 
my uncle Toby’s words as he walk’d to 
and fro’ 

Not, my dear brother Toby, cried 
my father, recovering himfelf all at once, 
and coming clofe up to the back of my 
unele Toby’s chair—not that I thould be 
forry had’ft thou a fcore—on the con- 
trary 1 fhould rejoice~and be as kind, 
Toby, to every one of them as a father— 

My uncle Toby ftole his hand unper- 
ceived behind his chair, to give my fa, 
ther’s a fqueeze 

w———-Nay, moreover, continued he, 

keeping hold of my uncle Toby’s hand 

=~fo much do’ft thou poffefs, my dear 

Toby, 
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Toby, of the milk of human nature, 

and fo little of its afperities—"tis piteous 

the world is not peopled by creatures 

which refemble thee ; and was Tan Afia- 

tick monarch, added my father, heating 

himfelf with his new project—I would 

oblige thee, provided it would not impair 

thy ftrength—or dry up thy radical moif- 

ture too faft—or weaken thy memory or 

fancy, brother Toby, which thefe gym- 

nicks inordinately taken, are apt to do— 

elfe, dear Toby, 1 would procure thee 

the moft beautiful woman in my empire, 

and I would oblige thee, soleus, volens, to 

beget for me one fubject every month 

As my father pronounced the laf 

word of the fentence—my mother took 

a pinch of {nuff 

  : Copyright © Cambridge University Li — a yright © Ca g y Librar 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Un peted | Bloom (Ons) Gn(Omcne))



Now I would no my uncle 
oip/o4 
UVOLENS, 

r £ 

al e put to fhew 

Dee 

fe thou fhould Pf be A OC 

1 Yorick, a great 

eafon and plain fenfe in captain 

Shandy’s opinion of - love; .and ‘tis Li 

ts of my life 

whom I never 

I with, 
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I with, Yorick, faid my father, you 

had read Plato; for there you we 

have learnt that there are two Loves—_ 

I know there were two Reuicions, re- 

plied Yorick, amongft the ancients -—— 

one—for the vulgar, and another for the 

learned ; but I think onze Love might 

have ferved both of them very well— 

It could not; replied my father—and 

for the fame reafons: for of thefe Loves, 

according to Ficinus’s comment upon Ve- 

lafius, the one is rational—— 

———the other is natural. 

the firft ancient without mother 

where Venus had nothing to do: the 

fecond, begotten of Jupiter and Dione— 

Pray brother, quoth my uncle 

Toby, what has a man who believes in 

God to do with this? My father could 

not 
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not ftop to anfwer, for fear of breaking 

the dhe ad of his difcourfe—— 

This latter, continued. he, partakes 

wholly of f th ne nature of Venus. 

The firft, which is the golden chain 

let down from heaven, excites to love: he- 

roic, which comprehends in it, and excites 

to the defire of philofophy.and truth 

the fecond, excites to defire, fimply-—— 

I think the procreation of children 

as beneficial to the world, faid Yorick, as 

the finding out the longitude 

To be fure, faid my mother, /ove 

keeps peace in the world-— 

In the Zovfe—my dear, 1 own 

It replenifhes the earth; faid my 

mother 

But it keeps heaven empty—my dear ; 

replied my father 
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frees] 
——’Tis Virginity, cried Slop, tri- 

umphantly, which fills paradife. 

Well pufh’d nun! quoth my father, 

HAP. XXXIV. 

“Y father had fuch a fkirmifhing, 

A eutting kind of a flafhing way 

with him in his difputations, thrufting 

and ripping, and giving every ome a 

roke to remember him by in his turn— 

we if there were oe people in, com- 
Se erat lefs than half an hour he was 

fure to have every ¢ 

What did nota little contribute to leave 

him thus without an ally, was, that if 

there | was any one poft more untenable 

ft, he would be fure to throw 

wnifelf geet it; and to do him juftice, 

1 he was once there, he wale defend 

it we 

Copyright © Cambridge University . Library   -NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (O08 3)'A\(Omcnt))



it fo gallantly, that *twould have been 

concern, either to a brave man, or 

good-natured one, to have feen him 

driven out. 

Yorick, for 

would often a 

bear to do it witl 

Doétor Slop’s Vircin 

of the laft chapter, had 

once on the fide of 

and he was | 

convents in Chriftendom about 
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y a turning of 

fore all’s done in the affair 

as rotten as dirt, faid the corporal_—— 

Then by all means, faid my father, be- 

{peak a new pair, brother for though 

I know, continued my father, turning 

himfelf to the company, that widow 

Wadman has been deeply in love with 

my brother Toby for many years, and 

has ufed every art and circumvention of 

woman to outwit him into the fame 

paffion, yet now that fhe has caughe 

him——her fever will be pafs’d it’s 
height 

-——She has gain’d her point. 
D 

In this cafe, continued my father, 
Rls : yart which Plato, I am perfuaced, never 

R ] thousht 
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L 144 J 
x 

F ? Ot 

thought of ——Love, you lee, 1s no 

fo much a SENTIMENT as a SITUATION, 

into which a man enters, as my brother 

Toby would. do, into. a corps-———no 

matter whether he loves the fervice or 

no———being once in it—he atts as if he 
‘3 So 

did; and takes every f{lep to fhew him- 

a elf a man or prowefle, 

the reft of my 

enough, and my 

hate word to obe 

oe to it—in which Trim ftood ready to 

fecond him but my father had net 

dr awn his conc 

For this reafon, continued my father 

the cafe over again) notwith- 

the world knows, that Mrs. 

Wadman 

Copyright © Cambridge University . Library 
Licensed under Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial 3.0 Unported License (O08 3)'A\(Omcnt))  



{ 45 ] 
Wadman affeéfs my brother Toby—and 

my brother Toby contrariwife affegs 

Mrs. Wadman, and no obftacle in nature 

to forbid the mufic ftriking up this very 

night, yet will I anfwer for it, that this 

felf-fame tune will not be play’d this 

twelvemonth. 

We have taken our meafures badly, 

quoth my uncle Toby, looking up in- 

terrogatively in Trim’s face, 

I would lay my Montero cap, faid 

Trim Now Trim’s Montero-cap, as 
I once told you, was his conftant wager ; 

and having furbifh’d it up that very 

night, in order to go upon the attack— 

it made the odds look more confiderable 

I would lay, an’ pleafe your ho- 
nour, my Montero-cap to a fhilling— 

Vor. VIII, L 
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was it proper, Continue Trim (making 

a bow) to offer a wager before your hoe 

nours 

——= There is nothing improper in it, 

faid my father~’tis a mode of expref- 

fion ; for in faying thou would’ft lay thy 

Montero-cap toa fhilling—all thou mean- 

eft is this—that thou believeft 

Now, What do’ft thou believe ? 

That Widow Wadman, an’ pleafe your 

worfhip, cannot hold it out ten days 

And whence, cried Slop, jeeringly, haft 

thou all this knowledge of woman, friend? 

By falling in love with a popifh cler- 

ey-woman; faid Trim. 

*Twas a Beguine, faid my uncle Toby. 

Doctor 
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Doctor Slop was too much in wrath 

to liften to the diftinction ; and my’ fa- 

ther taking that very crifis to fall in hel- 
ter-fkelter upon the whole order of Nuns 

and Beguines, a fet of filly, futty bage 

gages———Slop could not ftand it-——~ 

and my uncle Toby having fome mea- 

fures to take about his breeches—and 
Yorick about his fourth general divifion 

—in order for their feveral attacks next 
day—the company broke up: and my 
father being left alone, and having half 
an hour upon his hands betwixt that and 
bed-time ; he called for pen, ink, and 

paper, and wrote my uncle Toby the fol- 

lowing letter of inftructions. 
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My dear brother Toby, 

W HAT I am going to fay ‘to 

thee, is upon the nature of wo- 

men, and of love-making to them; 

and perhaps it is as well for thee—tho’ 

not fo well for me—that thou haft occa- 

fion for a letter of inftructions upon that 

head, and that Iam able to write it to 

Had it been the good pleafure of him 

who difpofes of our lots—and thou no 

fufferer by the knowledge, I had been 
well content that thou fhould’{t have 

dipp’d the pen this moment into the ink, 

inftead of myfelf ; but that not being the 

cafe —— Mrs. Shandy being now 
clofe befides me, preparing for bed-——— 

1 have 
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I have thrown together witheut order, 

and juft as they have come into my mind, 

fuch hints and documents as I deem may 
be of ule to thee; intending, in this, to 

give thee a token of my love; not 

doubting, my dear Toby, of the manner 
in which it will be accepted. 

In the firft place, with regard to all 

which concerns religion in the affair 

though I perceive from a glow in my 

cheek, that I blufh as I begin to fpeak 

to thee upon the fubject, as well know. 
ing, notwithftanding thy unaffected fe- 

crecy, how few of its offices thou neglect- 

eft—yet I would remind thee of one 
(during the continuance of thy courtfhip) 
in a particular manner, which I would 

not have omitted ; and that is, never to 

go forth upon the enterprize, whether it 

be in the morning or the afternoon, with- 
49 gut 
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150 | 
out firft recommending thyfelf to the 

protection of Almighty God, that he 

may defend thee from the evil one. 

Shave the whole top of thy crown clean, 
once at leaft every four or five days, but 

oftner if convenient; left in taking off 

thy wig before ker, thro’ abfence of mind, 

fhe fhould be able to difcover how much 
} has n cut away by Time how 

much by Trim. J 

—’T were better to keep ideas of bald- 

nefs out of her fancy. 

Always carry it in thy mind, and aa 

upon it, as a fure maxim, Toby —— 

Ce oF Ly, AY PIN ine “That women a 

we 

dealing with them. 
> 
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Let not thy breeches be too tight, or 

hang too loofe about thy thighs, like the 

trunk-hofe of our anceftors. 

A juft medium prevents all con- 

clufions. 

Whatever thou haft to fay, be it more 

or lefs, forget not to utter it in a low fofe 

tone of voice. Silence, and whatever 

approaches it, weaves dreams of mid- 

night fecrecy into the brain: For this 

caufe, if thou canft help it, never throw 

down the tongs and poker, 

Avoid all kinds of pleafantry and face- 

tioufnefs in thy difcourfe with her, and 

do whatever lies in thy power at the fame 

time, to keep from her all books and 

writings which tend thereto: there are 

fome devotional traéts, which if thou 

cantt 
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canft entice her to read over—it will be 

well: but fuffer her not to look into Ra- 

belais, or Scarron, or Don Quixote 

—They are all books which excite 
laughter; and thou knowelt, dear Toby, 
that there is no paffion fo ferious, as luft. 

Stick a pin in the bofom of thy fhirt, 

before thou entereft her parlour. 

And if thou art permitted to ft upon the 
fame fopha with her, and fhe gives thee 

occafion to lay thy hand upon hers-~ be- 

ware of taking it thou can’ft not lay 

thy hand on hers, but fhe will feel the 

temper of thine. Leave that and as 

many other things as thou canft, quite 

undetermined; by fo doing, thou will 

have ber curiofity on thy fide ; and if fhe 

is not conquer’d by that, and thy Asse 
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continues {till kicking, which there is 
great reafon to fuppofe Thou muft 
begin, with firft lofing a few ounces of 
blood below the ears, according to the 
practice of the ancient Scythians, who 
cured the moft intemperate fits of the 
appetite by that means. 

Avicenna, after this, is for having the 
part anointed with the fyrrup of helle- 
bore, ufing proper evacuations and 
purges and I believe rightly. But 
thou muft eat little or no goat’s flefh, 
nor red deer nor even foal’s fleth by 
any means; and carefully abftain-— 
that is, as much as thou canft, from pea- 
cocks, cranes, coots, didappers, and 
water-hens 

As for thy drink—I need not tell 
thee, it muft be the infufion of VERVAIN, 
and the herb Hanea, of which Zélian 

8 relates 
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relates fuch effeéts—but if thy ftomach 

palls with it—difcontinue it from time to 

time, taking cucumbers, me ‘ages purf- 

Jane, water-lillies, woodbine, and lettice, 

in the ftead of them. 

There is Cray 

which occurs to mie at pre 

—Unlefs the breaking out or a fre 

war——-So wifhing ev ery thing 

‘Toby, for the beft, 

I reft thy affectionate brother, 

Watrer SHANDY. 

CHAP. XXXV 

W FHILST my father was writing 

his letter of infructions, my 

el Toby and the corporal were befly 

in preparing every thing for the attack. 

As the wring of the thin fcarlet 
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breeches was laid afide (at leat for the 
prefent) there was nothing which fhould 
put it off beyond ‘the next morning; fo 
accordingly it was refolv’d upon, for 
eleven o’clock, 

Come, my dear, faid my father to my 
mother— twill be but likea brother and 
fifter, if you and I take a walk down to 
my brother Toby’s to countenance 
him in this attack of his. 

My uncle Toby and the corporal had 
been accoutred both fome time, when 
my father and mother enter’d, and the 
clock ftriking eleven, were that momeng 
in motion to fally forth—but the account 
of this is worth more, than to be wove 
into the fag end of the eighth volume 
of fuch a work as this. My father 
had no time but to put the letter of in- 

a 2 ftruGions 
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firuétions into my uncle Toby’s coat- 

pocket-—— and join with my mother in 

wifhing his attack profperous. 

I could like, faid my mother, to look 

through the key-hole out of curi/ity 

Call it by it’s right name, my dear, 

guoth my father— 

And look through the key-bole as long as 

you will. 

Enp of the ErcutH VoLumr. 
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