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  The UNKNOWN WORLD.

  Verſes occaoned by bearing a Paſs-Bell.


  By the Rev. Mr St——n.


  
    But what’s beyond Death?—Who all draw that Veil?


    Hughes Siege of Damaſcus.

  


  
    HArk, my gay friend, that ſolemn toll


    Speaks the departure of a ſoul;


    ’Tis gone, that’s all, we know—not where


    Or how th’ unbody’d ſoul does fare.


    In that myﬅerious world none knows,


    But God alone to whom it goes;


    To whom departed ſouls return


    To take their doom, to ſmile or mourn.


    Oh! by what glimm’ring light we view


    The unknown world we’re haﬅ’ning to!


    God has lock’d up the myﬅick page,


    And curtain’d darkneſs round the ﬅage!


    Wife heav’n to render ſearch perplext,


    Has drawn ’twixt this world and the next


    A dark impenetrable ſereen,


    All behind which is yet unſeen!


    We talk of heav’n, we talk of hell;


    But what they mean no tongue can tell!


    Heav’n is the realm where angels are,


    And hell the Chaos of deſpair!


    But what theſe awful words imply,


    None of us know before we die!


    Whether we will or no, we muﬅ


    Take the ſucceeding world on truﬅ.


    This hour perhaps our friend is well;


    Death-ﬅruck the next he cries, farewell!


    I die!—and then for ought we ſee,


    Ceaſes at once to breathe and be.


    Thus launch’d from life’s ambiguous ore


    Ingulph’d in death, apperas no more,


    Then undireed to repair


    To diﬅant worlds we know not where.


    Swift ﬁles the ſoul, perhaps ’tis gone


    A thouand leagues beyond the ſun;


    Or twice ten thouſand more thrice told,


    Ere the forſaken clay is cold!


    And yet who knows, if friends we lov’d,


    Tho’ dead, may be ſo far remov’d;


    Only this veil of ﬂe between,


    Perhaps they watch us, tho’ unſeen.


    Whilﬅ we, their loſs lamenting ſay,


    They’re out of hearing, far away:


    Guardians to us perhaps they’re near


    Conceal’d in vehicles of air.


    And yet no notice they give,


    Nor tell us where, nor how they live;


    Tho’ conſcious whilﬅ with us below,


    How much themſelves deﬁr’d to know;


    As if bound up by ſolemn fare


    To keep this ſecret of their ﬅate,


    To tell their joys or pains to none,


    That man might live by Faith alone.


    Well, let my ſovereign, ’f he pleaſe,


    Lock up his marvellous decrees;


    Why ould I wi him to reveal


    What he thinks proper to conceal?


    It is enough that I believe,


    Heav’n’s brighter than I can conceive:


    And he that makes it all his care


    To ſerve God here, all ſee him there!


    But oh! what worlds all I ſurvey,


    The moment that I leave this clay?


    How ſudden the ſurprize, how new!


    Let it, my God, be happy too.
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  to the

  Very Reverend

  Richard Oſbaldeﬅſon, D.D.

  Dean of York.


  SIR,


  IHave taken the Liberty to inſcribe this Diſcourſe to you, in Teﬅimony of the great Reſpe which I owe to your Charaer in general; and from a Senſe of what is due to it in particular from every Member of the Church of York.


  I wi I had as good a Reaſon for doing that, which has given me the Opportunity of making ſo publick and juﬅ an Acknowledgment; being afraid there can be little left to be ſaid upon the Subje of Charity, which has not been often thought, and much better expreſs’d by many who have gone before: And indeed, it ſeems ſo beaten and common a Path, that it is not an eaſy Matter for a new Comer to diﬅingui himſelf in it, by any Thing except the Novelty of his Vehicle.


  I beg, however, Sir, your kind Acceptance of it, and of the Motives which have induced me to addreſs it to you; one of which, I cannot conceal in Juﬅice to myſelf, becauſe it has proceeded from the Senſe of many Favours and Civilities which I have received from you. I am,


  
    Reverend Sir,


    Your moﬅ obliged,


    and faithful


    Humble Servant,

  


  Laurence Sterne.
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    The Abuſes of CONSCIENCE: ſet forth in a SERMON, preached in the Cathedral Church of St. Peter’s, York, at the Summer Azes, before the Hon. Mr. Baron Clive, and the Hon. Mr. Baron Smythe, on Sunday, July 29, 1750. By Laurence Sterne, A. M. Prebendary of the ſaid Church. [York, 1750.]


    ☜


    
      ☞ [Title page.] | ☞ [Dedication.]

    

  


  
    The Abuſes of Conscience:

    


    set forth in a


    S E R M O N,
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    CATHEDRAL CHURCH


    of
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    at the


    SUMMER ASSIZES,
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  to


  Sir William Pennyman, Bart High Sheriﬀ of the County of York,


  and to


  Sir Edmund Anderſon, of Kildwick-Percy, Bart. Ralph Pennyman, of Beverly; Montagu Brook, of Skelton; Thomas Norcliﬀe, of Langton; John Hutton, of Marſke; William Turner, of Clints; Thomas Fawkes, of Farnley; Richard Langley, of Wykeham-Abbey; George Montgomery Metham, of North-Cave; Tindal Thompſon, of Setterington; Thomas Robinſon, of Beckhouſe; Edmund Charles Blomberg, of Kirkby-Miſperton; Francis Beﬅ, of Beverly; Thomas Bradaw, of Hemſworth; Roger Beckwith, of Handall-Abbey; William Sutton, of Carleton; Peter Conſet, of Brawith; George Iveſon, of Bilton; Richard Dawſon, of Poppleton; William Meeke, of Wighill-Park; John Taylor, of Foulforth; Charles Cottrell, of Scarborough; and Ralph Lutton, of Knapton, Eſquires.


  Gentlemen,


  IThank you for the great Compliment paſs’d on this Sermon, by your unanimous Requeﬅ to have it ſent to the Preſs; which I have done, without ſending any Apology along with it for its Unﬁtneſs to appear in Public;—Excuſes of this Kind being generally ſo well known, both as to Subﬅance and Form, that it is altogether unneceary to copy them.


  I will therefore only beg your favourable Acceptance of it; and to believe, That tho’ my chief View in complying with your Dere, was the Hopes of doing Good, by contributing ſomething to the Intereﬅs of Religion and Morality; yet it is no ſmall Pleaſure which I receive at the ſame Time, from the Opportunity it gives me of declaring how great an Honour and Eﬅeem I have for ſo many Gentlemen of Worth and Charaer. I am,


  
    Your moﬅ humble


    And moﬅ obedient Servant,


    L. STERNE.
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  A

  Political Romance, &c.


  SIR,


  [image: romance3]N my laﬅ, for want of ſomething better to write about, I told you what a World of Fending and Proving we have had of late, in this little Village of ours, about an old-caﬅ-Pair-of-black-Plu-Breeches, which John, our Pari-Clerk, about ten Years ago, it ſeems, had made a Promiſe of to one Trim, who is our Sexton and Dog-Whipper.—To this you write me Word, that you have had more than either one or two Occaons to know a good deal of the ifty Behaviour of this ſaid Maﬅer Trim,—and that you are aﬅonied, nor can you for your Soul conceive, how ſo worthleſs a Fellow, and ſo worthleſs a Thing into the Bargain, could become the Occaon of ſuch a Racket as I have repreſented.


  Now, though you do not ſay expreſy, you could wi to hear any more about it, yet I ſee plain enough that I have raiſed your Curioty; and therefore, from the ſame Motive, that I ightly mentioned it at all in my laﬅ Letter, I will, in this, give you a full and very circumﬅantial Account of the whole Aﬀair.


  But, before I begin, I muﬅ ﬁrﬅ ſet you right in one very material Point, in which I have miſed you, as to the true Cauſe of all this Uproar amongﬅ us;—which does not take its Riſe, as I then told you, from the Aﬀair of the Breeches;—but, on the contrary, the whole Aﬀair of the Breeches has taken its Riſe from it:—To underﬅand which, you muﬅ know, that the ﬁrﬅ Beginning of the Squabble was not between John the Pari-Clerk and Trim the Sexton, but betwixt the Parſon of the Pari and the ſaid Maﬅer Trim, about an old Watch-Coat, which had many Years hung up in the Church, which Trim had ſet his Heart upon; and nothing would ſerve Trim but he muﬅ take it home, in order to have it converted into a warm Under-Petticoat for his Wife, and a Jerkin for himſelf, againﬅ Winter; which, in a plaintive Tone, he moﬅ humbly begg’d his Reverence would conſent to.


  I need not tell you, Sir, who have ſo often felt it, that a Principle of ﬅrong Compaon tranſports a generous Mind ſometimes beyond what is ﬅrily right,—the Parſon was within an Ace of being an honourable Example of this very Crime;—for no ſooner did the diﬅin Words—Petticoat—poor Wife—warm—Winter ﬅrike upon his Ear,—but his Heart warmed,—and, before Trim had well got to the End of his Petition, (being a Gentleman of a frank and open Temper) he told him he was welcome to it, with all his Heart and Soul. But, Trim, ſays he, as you ſee I am but juﬅ got down to my Living, and am an utter Stranger to all Pari-Matters, know nothing about this old Watch-Coat you beg of me, having never ſeen it in my Life, and therefore cannot be a Judge whether ’tis ﬁt for ſuch a Purpoſe; or, if it is, in Truth, know not whether ’tis mine to beﬅow upon you or not;—you muﬅ have a Week or ten Days Patience, till I can make ſome Inquiries about it;—and, if I ﬁnd it is in my Power, I tell you again, Man, your Wife is heartily welcome to an Under-Petticoat out of it, and you to a Jerkin, was the Thing as good again as you repreſent it.


  It is neceary to inform you, Sir, in this Place, That the Parſon was earneﬅly bent to ſerve Trim in this Aﬀair, not only from the Motive of Generoty, which I have juﬅly aſcribed to him, but likewiſe from another Motive; and that was by way of making ſome Sort of Recompence for a Multitude of ſmall Services which Trim had occaonally done, and indeed was continually doing, (as he was much about the Houſe) when his own Man was out of the Way. For all theſe Reaſons together, I ſay, the Parſon of the Pari intended to ſerve Trim in this Matter to the utmoﬅ of his Power: All that was wanting was previouy to inquire, if any one had a Claim to it;—or whether, as it had, Time immemorial, hung up in the Church, the taking it down might not raiſe a Clamour in the Pari. Theſe Inquiries were the very Thing that Trim dreaded in his Heart.—He knew very well that if the Parſon ould but ſay one Word to the Church-Wardens about it, there would be an End of the whole Aﬀair. For this, and ſome other Reaſons not neceary to be told you, at preſent, Trim was for allowing no Time in this Matter;—but, on the contrary, doubled his Diligence and Importunity at the Vicarage-Houſe;—plagued the whole Family to Death;—preed his Suit Morning, Noon, and Night; and, to orten my Story, teazed the poor Gentleman, who was but in an ill State of Health, almoﬅ out of his Life about it.


  You will not wonder, when I tell you, that all this Hurry and Precipitation, on the Side of Maﬅer Trim, produced its natural Eﬀe on the Side of the Parſon, and that was, a Suſpicion that all was not right at the Bottom.


  He was one Evening tting alone in his Study, weighing and turning this Doubt every Way in his Mind; and, after an Hour and a half’s ſerious Deliberation upon the Aﬀair, and running over Trim’s Behaviour throughout,—he was juﬅ ſaying to himſelf, It muﬅ be ſo;—when a ſudden Rap at the Door put an End to his Soliloquy,—and, in a few Minutes, to his Doubts too; for a Labourer in the Town, who deem’d himſelf paﬅ his ﬁfty-ſecond Year, had been returned by the Conﬅable in the Militia-Liﬅ,—and he had come, with a Groat in his Hand, to ſearch the Pari Regiﬅer for his Age.—The Parſon bid the poor Fellow put the Groat into his Pocket, and go into the Kitchen:—Then utting the Study Door, and taking down the Pari Regiﬅer,—Who knows, ſays he, but I may ﬁnd ſomething here about this ſelfsame Watch-Coat?—He had ſcarce unclaſped the Book, in ſaying this, when he popp’d upon the very Thing he wanted, fairly wrote on the ﬁrﬅ Page, paﬅed to the Inde of one of the Covers, whereon was a Memorandum about the very Thing in Queﬅion, in theſe expreſs Words:


  M E M O R A N D U M.


  The great Watch-Coat was purchaſed and given above two hundred Years ago, by the Lord of the Manor, to this Pariſh-Church, to the ſole Uſe and Behoof of the poor Sextons thereof, and their Succeſſors, for ever, to be worn up them reſpectively in winterly cold Nights, in ringing Complines, Pang-Bells, &c. which the ſaid Lord of the Manor had done, in Piety, to keep the poor Wretches warm, and for the Good of his own Soul, for which they were directed to pray, &c. &c. &c. &c. Juﬅ Heaven! ſaid the Parſon to himſelf, looking upwards, What an Eſcape have I had! Give this for an Under-Petticoat to Trim’s Wife! I would not have conſented to ſuch a Deſecration to be Primate of all England; nay, I would not have diﬅurb’d a ngle Button of it for half my Tythes!


  Scarce were the Words out of his Mouth, when in pops Trim with the whole Subje of the Exclamation under both his Arms.—I ſay, under both his Arms;—for he had aually got it ripp’d and cut out ready, his own Jerkin under one Arm, and the Petticoat under the other, in order to be carried to the Taylor to be made up,—and had juﬅ ﬅepp’d in, in high Spirits, to ew the Parſon how cleverly it had held out.


  There are many good Similies now ſubﬅing in the World, but which I have neither Time to recolle or look for, which would give you a ﬅrong Conception of the Aﬅoniment and honeﬅ Indignation which this unexpeed Stroke of Trim’s Impudence impreſs’d upon the Parſon’s Looks.—Let it ſuﬃce to ſay, That it exceeded all fair Deſcription,—as well as all Power of proper Reſentment,—except this, that Trim was ordered, in a ﬅern Voice, to lay the Bundles down upon the Table,—to go about his Buneſs, and wait upon him, at his Peril, the next Morning at Eleven preciſely:—Againﬅ this Hour, like a wiſe Man, the Parſon had ſent to dere John the Pari-Clerk, who bore an exceeding good Charaer as a Man of Truth, and who having, moreover, a pretty Freehold of about eighteen Pounds a Year in the Townip, was a leading Man in it; and, upon the whole, was ſuch a one of whom it might be ſaid,—That he rather did Honour to his Oﬃce,—than that his Oﬃce did Honour to him.—Him he ſends for, with the Church-Wardens, and one of the Sides-Men, a grave, knowing, old Man, to be preſent:—For as Trim had with-held the whole Truth from the Parſon, touching the Watch-Coat, he thought it probable he would as certainly do the ſame Thing to others; though this, I ſaid, was wiſe, the Trouble of the Precaution might have been ſpared,—becauſe the Parſon’s Charaer was unblemi’d,—and he had ever been held by the World in the Eﬅimation of a Man of Honour and Integrity.—Trim’s Charaer, on the contrary, was as well known, if not in the World, yet, at leaﬅ, in all the Pari, to be that of a little, dirty, pimping, pettifogging, ambidextrous Fellow,—who neither cared what he did or ſaid of any, provided he could get a Penny by it.—This might, I ſay, have made any Precaution needleſs;—but you muﬅ know, as the Parſon had in a Manner but juﬅ got down to his Living, he dreaded the Conſequences of the leaﬅ ill Impreon on his ﬁrﬅ Entrance amongﬅ his Pariioners, which would have diſabled him from doing them the Good he wied;—ſo that, out of Regard to his Flock, more than the neceary Care due to himſelf,—he was reſolv’d not to lie at the Mercy of what Reſentment might vent, or Malice lend an Ear to.—Accordingly the whole Matter was rehearſed from ﬁrﬅ to laﬅ by the Parſon, in the Manner I’ve told you, in the Hearing of John the Pari-Clerk, and in the Preſence of Trim.


  Trim had little to ſay for himſelf, except “That the Parſon had abſolutely promiſed to be friend him and his Wife in the Aﬀair, to the utmoﬅ of his Power: That the Watch-Coat was certainly in his Power, and that he might ﬅill give it him if he pleaſed.”


  To this, the Parſon’s Reply was ort, but ﬅrong, “That nothing was in his Power to do, but what he could do honeﬅly:—That in giving the Coat to him and his Wife, he ould do a manifeﬅ Wrong to the next Sexton; the great Watch-Coat being the moﬅ comfortable Part of the Place:—That he ould, moreover, injure the Right of his own Succeor, who would be juﬅ ſo much a worſe Patron, as the Worth of the Coat amounted to;—and, in a Word, he declared, that his whole Intent in proming that Coat, was Charity to Trim; but Wrong to no Man; that was a Reſerve, he ſaid, made in all Caſes of this Kind:—and he declared ſolemnly, in Verbo Sacerdotis, That this was his Meaning, and was ſo underﬅood by Trim himſelf.”


  With the Weight of this Truth, and the great good Senſe and ﬅrong Reaſon which accompanied all the Parſon ſaid upon the Subje,—poor Trim was driven to his laﬅ Shift,—and begg’d he might be ſuﬀered to plead his Right and Title to the Watch-Coat, if not by Promiſe, at leaﬅ by Services.—It was well known how much he was entitled to it upon theſe Scores: That he had black’d the Parſon’s Shoes without Count, and greaſed his Boots above ﬁfty Times:—That he had run for Eggs into the Town upon all Occaons;—whetted the Knives at all Hours;—catched his Horſe and rubbed him down:—That for his Wife e had been ready upon all Occaons to charr for them;—and neither he nor e, to the beﬅ of his Remembrance, ever took a Farthing, or any thing beyond a Mug of Ale.—To this Account of his Services he begg’d Leave to add thoſe of his Wies, which, he ſaid, had been equally great.—He aﬃrmed, and was ready, he ſaid, to make it appear, by Numbers of Witnees, “He had drank his Reverence’s Health a thouſand Times, (by the bye, he did not add out of the Parſon’s own Ale): That he not only drank his Health, but wi’d it; and never came to the Houſe, but aſk’d his Man kindly how he did; that in particular, about half a Year ago, when his Reverence cut his Finger in paring an Apple, he went half a Mile to aſk a cunning Woman, what was good to ﬅanch Blood, and aually returned with a Cobweb in his Breeches Pocket:—Nay, ſays Trim, it was not a Fortnight ago, when your Reverence took that violent Purge, that I went to the far End of the whole Town to borrow you a Cloſe-ﬅool,—and came back, as my Neighbours, who ﬂouted me, will all bear witneſs, with the Pan upon my Head, and never thought it too much.”


  Trim concluded his pathetick Remonﬅrance with ſaying, “He hoped his Reverence’s Heart would not ſuﬀer him to requite ſo many faithful Services by ſo unkind a Return:—That if it was ſo, as he was the ﬁrﬅ, ſo he hoped he ould be the laﬅ, Example of a Man of his Condition ſo treated.”—This Plan of Trim’s Defence, which Trim had put himſelf upon,—could admit of no other Reply but a general Smile.


  Upon the whole, let me inform you, That all that could be ſaid, pro and con, on both Sides, being fairly heard, it was plain, That Trim, in every Part of this Aﬀair, had behaved very ill;—and one Thing, which was never expeed to be known of him, happening in the Courſe of this Debate to come out againﬅ him;—namely, That he had gone and told the Parſon, before he had ever ſet Foot in his Pari, That John his Pari-Clerk,—his Church-Wardens, and ſome of the Heads of the Pari, were a Parcel of Scoundrels.—Upon the Upot, Trim was kick’d out of Doors; and told, at his Peril, never to come there again.


  At ﬁrﬅ Trim huﬀ’d and bounced moﬅ terribly;—ſwore he would get a Warrant;—then nothing would ſerve him but he would call a Bye-Law, and tell the whole Pari how the Parſon had miſuſed him;—but cooling of that, as fearing the Parſon might pobly bind him over to his good Behaviour, and, for aught he knew, might ſend him to the Houſe of Correion,—he let the Parſon alone; and, to revenge himſelf, falls foul upon his Clerk, who had no more to do in the Quarrel than you or I;—rips up the Promiſe of the oldcaﬅ-Pair-of-black-Plu-Breeches, and raiſes an Uproar in the Town about it, notwithﬅanding it had ept ten Years.—But all this, you muﬅ know, is look’d upon in no other Light, but as an artful Stroke of Generalip in Trim, to raiſe a Duﬅ, and cover himſelf under the diſgraceful Chaﬅiſement he has undergone.


  If your Curioty is not yet ſatisﬁed,—I will now proceed to relate the Battle of the Breeches, in the ſame exa Manner I have done that of the Watch-Coat.


  Be it known then, that, about ten Years ago, when John was appointed Pari-Clerk of this Church, this ſaid Maﬅer Trim took no ſmall Pains to get into John’s good Graces; in order, as it afterwards appeared, to coax a Promiſe out of him of a Pair of Breeches, which John had then by him, of black Plu, not much the worſe for wearing;—Trim only begging for God’s Sake to have them beﬅowed upon him when John ould think ﬁt to caﬅ them.


  Trim was one of thoſe kind of Men who loved a Bit of Finery in his Heart, and would rather have a tatter’d Rag of a Better Body’s, than the beﬅ plain whole Thing his Wife could ſpin him.


  John, who was naturally unſuſpicious, made no more Diﬃculty of proming the Breeches, than the Parſon had done in proming the Great Coat; and, indeed, with ſomething leſs Reſerve,—becauſe the Breeches were John’s own, and he could give them, without Wrong, to whom he thought ﬁt.


  It happened, I was going to ſay unluckily, but, I ould rather ſay, moﬅ luckily, for Trim, for he was the only Gainer by it,—that a Quarrel, about ſome x or eight Weeks after this, broke out between the late Parſon of the Pari and John the Clerk. Somebody (and it was thought to be Nobody but Trim) had put it into the Parſon’s Head, “That John’s Deſk in the Church was, at the leaﬅ, four Inches higher than it ould be:—That the Thing gave Oﬀence, and was indecorous, inaſmuch as it approach’d too near upon a Level with the Parſon’s Deſk itſelf. This Hardip the Parſon complained of loudly,—and told John one Day after Prayers,—“He could bear it no longer:—And would have it alter’d and brought down as it ould be.” John made no other Reply, but, “That the Deſk was not of his raing:—That ’twas not one Hair Breadth higher than he found it;—and that as he found it, ſo would he leave it:—In ort, he would neither make an Encroachment, nor would he ſuﬀer one.”


  The late Parſon might have his Virtues, but the leading Part of his Charaer was not Humility; ſo that John’s Stiﬀneſs in this Point was not likely to reconcile Matters.—This was Trim’s Harveﬅ.


  After a friendly Hint to John to ﬅand his Ground,—away hies Trim to make his Market at the Vicarage:—What paſs’d there, I will not ſay, intending not to be uncharitable; ſo all content myſelf with only gueng at it, from the ſudden Change that appeared in Trim’s Dreſs for the better;—for he had left his old ragged Coat, Hat and Wig, in the Stable, and was come forth ﬅrutting acroſs the Church-yard, y’clad in a good creditable caﬅ Coat, large Hat and Wig, which the Parſon had juﬅ given him.—Ho! Ho! Hollo! John! cries Trim, in an inſolent Bravo, as loud as ever he could bawl—See here, my Lad! how ﬁne I am.—The more Shame for you, anſwered John, ſeriouy.—Do you think, Trim, ſays he, ſuch Finery, gain’d by ſuch Services, becomes you, or can wear well?—Fye upon it, Trim;—I could not have expeed this from you, condering what Friendip you pretended, and how kind I have ever been to you:—How many Shillings and Sixpences I have generouy lent you in your Diﬅrees?—Nay, it was but t’other Day that I promiſed you theſe black Plu Breeches I have on.—Rot your Breeches, quoth Trim; for Trim’s Brain was half turn’d with his new Finery:—Rot your Breeches, ſays he,—I would not take them up, were they laid at my Door;—give ’em, and be d——d to you, to whom you like;—I would have you to know I can have a better Pair at the Parſon’s any Day in the Week:—John told him plainly, as his Word had once paſs’d him, he had a Spirit above taking Advantage of his Inſolence, in giving them away to another:—But, to tell him his Mind freely, he thought he had got ſo many Favours of that Kind, and was ſo likely to get many more for the ſame Services, of the Parſon, that he had better give up the Breeches, with good Nature, to ſome one who would be more thankful for them.


  Here John mentioned Mark Slender, (who, it ſeems, the Day before, had aſk’d John for ’em) not knowing they were under Promiſe to Trim.—“Come, Trim, ſays he, let poor Mark have ’em,—You know he has not a Pair to his A——: Bedes, you ſee he is juﬅ of my Size, and they will ﬁt him to a T; whereas, if I give ’em to you,—look ye, they are not worth much; and bedes, you could not get your Backde into them, if you had them, without tearing them all to Pieces.”


  Every Tittle of this was moﬅ undoubtedly true; for Trim, you muﬅ know, by ſoul Feeding, and playing the good Fellow at the Parſon’s, was grown ſomewhat groſs about the lower Parts, if not higher: So that, as all John ſaid upon the Occaon was fa, Trim, with much ado, and after a hundred Hum’s and Hah’s, at laﬅ, out of mere Compaon to Mark, gns, ſeals, and delivers up all Right, Intereſt, and Pretenſions whatſoever, in and to the ſaid Breeches; thereby binding his Heirs, Erecutors, Adminiſtrators, and Aſſignes, never mere to call the ſaid Claim in Queſtion.


  All this Renunciation was ſet forth in an ample Manner, to be in pure Pity to Mark’s Nakedneſs;—but the Secret was, Trim had an Eye to, and ﬁrmly expeed in his own Mind, the great Green Pulpit-Cloth and old Velvet Cuion, which were that very Year to be taken down;—which, by the Bye, could he have wheedled John a ſecond Time out of ’em, as he hoped, he had made up the Loſs of his Breeches Seven-fold.


  Now, you muﬅ know, this Pulpit-Cloth and Cuion were not in John’s Gift, but in the Church-Wardens, &c.—However, as I ſaid above, that John was a leading Man in the Pari, Trim knew he could help him to them if he would:—But John had got a Surfeit of him;—ſo, when the Pulpit-Cloth, &c. were taken down, they were immediately given (John having a great Say in it) to William Doe, who underﬅood very well what Uſe to make of them.


  As for the old Breeches, poor Mark Slender lived to wear them but a ort Time, and they got into the Poeon of Lorry Slim, an unlucky Wight, by whom they are ﬅill worn;—in Truth, as you will gueſs; they are very thin by this Time:—But Lorry has a light Heart; and what recommends them to him, is this, that, as thin as they are, he knows that Trim, let him ſay what he will to the contrary, ﬅill envies the Poeor of them,—and, with all his Pride, would be very glad to wear them after him.


  Upon this Footing have theſe Aﬀairs ept quietly for near ten Years,—and would have ept for ever, but for the unlucky Kicking-Bout; which, as I ſaid, has ripp’d this Squabble up afre: So that it was no longer ago than laﬅ Week, that Trim met and inſulted John in the public Town-Way, before a hundred People;—tax’d him with the Promiſe of the old-caﬅ-Pair-of-black-Breeches, notwithﬅanding Trim’s ſolemn Renunciation; twitted him with the Pulpit-Cloth and Velvet Cuion,—as good as told him, he was ignorant of the common Duties of his Clerkip; adding, very inſolently, That he knew not ſo much as to give out a common Pſalm in Tune.—


  John contented himſelf with giving a plain Anſwer to every Article that Trim had laid to his Charge, and appealed to his Neighbours who remembered the whole Aﬀair;—and as he knew there was never any Thing to be got in wreﬅling with a Chimney-Sweeper,—he was going to take Leave of Trim for ever.—But, hold,—the Mob by this Time had got round them, and their High Mightinees inﬅed upon having Trim tried upon the Spot.—Trim was accordingly tried; and, after a full Hearing, was convied a ſecond Time, and handled more roughly by one or more of them, than even at the Parſon’s.


  Trim, ſays one, are you not aamed of yourſelf, to make all this Rout and Diﬅurbance in the Town, and ſet Neighbours together by the Ears, about an oldworn-out-Pair-of-caﬅ-Breeches, not worth Half a Crown?—Is there a caﬅ-Coat, or a Place in the whole Town, that will bring you in a Shilling, but what you have ſnapp’d up, like a greedy Hound as you are?


  In the ﬁrﬅ Place, are you not Sexton and Dog-Whipper, worth Three Pounds a Year?—Then you begg’d the Church-Wardens to let your Wife have the Waing and Darning of the Surplice and Church-Linen, which brings you in Thirteen Shillings and Four Pence.—Then you have Six Shillings and Eight Pence for oiling and winding up the Clock, both paid you at Eaﬅer.—The Pinder’s Place, which is worth Forty Shillings a Year,—you have got that too.—You are the Bailiﬀ, which the late Parſon got you, which brings you in Forty Shillings more.—Bedes all this, you have Six Pounds a Year, paid you Quarterly for being Mole-Catcher to the Pari.—Aye, ſays the luckleſs Wight above-mentioned, (who was ﬅanding cloſe to him with his Plu Breeches on) “You are not only Mole-Catcher, Trim, but you catch Stray Conies too in the Dark; and you pretend a Licence for it, which, I trow, will be look’d into at the next Quarter Seons.” I maintain it, I have a Licence, ſays Trim, bluing as red as Scarlet:—I have a Licence,—and as I farm a Warren in the next Pari, I will catch Conies every Hour of the Night.—You catch Conies! cries a toothleſs old Woman, who was juﬅ pang by.—


  This ſet the Mob a laughing, and ſent every Man home in perfe good Humour, except Trim, who waddled very owly oﬀ with that Kind of inﬂexible Gravity only to be equalled by one Animal in the whole Creation,—and ſurpaed by none. I am,


  
    SIR,


    Yours, &c. &c.

  


  F I N I S.
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  POSTSCRIPT.


  IHave broke open my Letter to inform you, that I miſs’d the Opportunity of ſending it by the Meenger, who I expeed would have called upon me in his Return through this Village to York, ſo it has laid a Week or ten Days by me.


  —I am not ſorry for the Diſappointment, becauſe ſomething has nce happened, in Continuation of this Aﬀair, which I am thereby enabled to tranſmit to you, all under one Trouble.


  When I ﬁnied the above Account, I thought (as did every Soul in the Pari) Trim had met with ſo thorough a Rebuﬀ from John the Pari-Clerk and the Town’s Folks, who all took againﬅ him, that Trim would be glad to be quiet, and let the Matter reﬅ.


  But, it ſeems, it is not half an Hour ago nce Trim ſallied forth again; and, having borrowed a Sow-Gelder’s Horn, with hard Blowing he got the whole Town round him, and endeavoured to raiſe a Diﬅurbance, and ﬁght the whole Battle over again:—That he had been uſed in the laﬅ Fray worſe than a Dog;—not by John the Pari-Clerk,—for I ou’d not, quoth Trim, have valued him a Ru ngle Hands:—But all the Town ded with him, and twelve Men in Buckram ſet upon me all at once, and kept me in Play at Sword’s Point for three Hours together.—Bedes, quoth Trim, there were two miſbegotten Knaves in Kendal Green, who lay all the while in Ambu in John’s own Houſe, and they all xteen came upon my Back, and let drive at me together.—A Plague, ſays Trim, of all Cowards!—Trim repeated this Story above a Dozen Times;—which made ſome of the Neighbours pity him, thinking the poor Fellow crack-brain’d, and that he aually believed what he ſaid. After this Trim dropp’d the Aﬀair of the Breeches, and begun a fre Diſpute about the Reading-Deſk, which I told you had occaoned ſome ſmall Diſpute between the late Parſon and John, ſome Years ago.


  This Reading-Deſk, as you will obſerve, was but an Epiſode wove into the main Story by the Bye;—for the main Aﬀair was the Battle of the Breeches and Great Watch-Coat.—However, Trim being at laﬅ driven out of theſe two Citadels,—he has ſeized hold, in his Retreat, of this Reading-Deſk, with a View, as it ſeems, to take Shelter behind it.


  I cannot ſay but the Man has fought it out obﬅinately enough;—and, had his Cauſe been good, I ould have really pitied him. For when he was driven out of the Great Watch-Coat,—you ſee, he did not run away;—no,—he retreated behind the Breeches;—and, when he could make nothing of it behind the Breeches,—he got behind the Reading-Deſk.—To what other Hold Trim will next retreat, the Politicians of this Village are not agreed.—Some think his next Move will be towards the Rear of the Parſon’s Boot;—but, as it is thought he cannot make a long Stand there,—others are of Opinion, That Trim will once more in his Life get hold of the Parſon’s Horſe, and charge upon him, or perhaps behind him.—But as the Horſe is not eaſy to be caught, the more general Opinion is, That, when he is driven out of the Reading-Deſk, he will make his laﬅ Retreat in ſuch a Manner as, if poble, to gain the Cloſe-Stool, and defend himſelf behind it to the very laﬅ Drop. If Trim ould make this Movement, by my Advice he ould be left bedes his Citadel, in full Poeon of the Field of Battle;—where, ’tis certain, he will keep every Body a League oﬀ, and may pop by himſelf till he is weary: Bedes, as Trim ſeems bent upon purging himſelf, and may have Abundance of foul Humours to work oﬀ, I think he cannot be better placed.


  But this is all Matter of Speculation.—Let me carry you back to Matter of Fa, and tell you what Kind of a Stand Trim has aually made behind the ſaid Deſk.


  “Neighbours and Townſmen all, I will be ſworn before my Lord Mayor, That John and his nineteen Men in Buckram, have abuſed me worſe than a Dog; for they told you that I play’d faﬅ and go-looſe with the late Parſon and him, in that old Diſpute of theirs about the Reading-Deſk; and that I made Matters worſe between them, and not better.”


  Of this Charge, Trim declared he was as innocent as the Child that was unborn: That he would be Book-ſworn he had no Hand in it. He produced a ﬅrong Witneſs;—and, moreover, innuated, that John himſelf, inﬅead of being angry for what he had done in it, had aually thank’d him. Aye, Trim, ſays the Wight in the Plu Breeches, but that was, Trim, the Day before John found thee out.—Bedes, Trim, there is nothing in that:—For, the very Year that thou waﬅ made Town’s Pinder, thou knoweﬅ well, that I both thank’d thee myſelf; and, moreover, gave thee a good warm Supper for turning John Lund’s Cows and Horſes out of my Hard-Corn Cloſe; which if thou had’ﬅ not done, (as thou told’ﬅ me) I ould have loﬅ my whole Crop: Whereas, John Lund and Thomas Patt, who are both here to teﬅify, and will take their Oaths on’t, That thou thyſelf waﬅ the very Man who ſet the Gate open; and, after all,—it was not thee, Trim,—’twas the Blackſmith’s poor Lad who turn’d them out: So that a Man may be thank’d and rewarded too for a good Turn which he never did, nor ever did intend.


  Trim could not ſuﬅain this unexpeed Stroke;—ſo Trim march’d oﬀ the Field, without Colours ﬂying, or his Horn ſounding, or any other Engns of Honour whatever.


  Whether after this Trim intends to rally a ſecond Time,—or whether Trim may not take it into his Head to claim the Viory,—no one but Trim himſelf can inform you:—However, the general Opinion, upon the whole, is this,—That, in three ſeveral pitch’d Battles, Trim has been ſo trimm’d, as never diſaﬅrous Hero was trimm’d before him.
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  The KEY.


  THIS Romance was, by ſome Miſchance or other, dropp’d in the Minﬅer-Yard, York, and pick’d up by a Member of a ſmall Political Club in that City; where it was carried, and publickly read to the Members the laﬅ Club Night.


  It was inﬅantly agreed to, by a great Majority, That it was a Political Romance; but concerning what State or Potentate, could not ſo ealy be ſettled amongﬅ them.


  The Predent of the Night, who is thought to be as clear and quick-ghted as any one of the whole Club in Things of this Nature, diſcovered plainly, That the Diﬅurbances therein ſet forth, related to thoſe on the Continent:—That Trim could be Nobody but the King of France, by whoſe ifting and intriguing Behaviour, all Europe was ſet together by the Ears:—That Trim’s Wife was certainly the Empreſs, who are as kind together, ſays he, as any Man and Wife can be for their Lives.—The more Shame for ’em, ſays an Alderman, low to himſelf.—Agreeable to this Key, continues the Predent,—The Parſon, who I think is a moﬅ excellent Charaer,—is His Moﬅ Excellent Majeﬅy King Gearge;—John, the Pari-Clerk, is the King of Prua; who, by the Manner of his ﬁrﬅ entering Saxony, ew’d the World moﬅ evidently,—That he did know how to lead out the Pſalm, and in Tune and Time too, notwithﬅanding Trim’s vile Inſult upon him in that Particular.—But who do you think, ſays a Surgeon and Man-Midwife, who ſat next him, (whoſe Coat-Button the Predent, in the Earneﬅneſs of this Explanation, had got faﬅ hold of, and had thereby partly drawn him over to his Opinion) Who do you think, Mr. Predent, ſays he, are meant by the Church-Wardens, Sides-Men, Mark Slender, Lorry Slim, &c.—Who do I think? ſays he, Why,—Why, Sir, as I take the Thing,—the Church-Wardens and Sides-Men, are the Eleors and the other Princes who form the Germanick Body.—And as for the other ſubordinate Charaers of Mark Slim,—the unlucky Wight in the Plu Breeches,—the Parſon’s Man who was ſo often out of the Way, &c. &c.—theſe, to be ſure, are the ſeveral Marals and Generals, who fought, or ould have fought, under them the laﬅ Campaign.—The Men in Buckram, continued the Predent, are the Groſs of the King of Prua’s Army, who are as ﬅiﬀ a Body of Men as are in the World:—And Trim’s ſaying they were twelve, and then nineteen, is a Wipe for the Bruels Gazetteer, who, to my Knowledge, was never two Weeks in the ſame Story, about that or any thing elſe.


  As for the reﬅ of the Romance, continued the Predent, it ſuﬃciently explains itſelf,—The Old-caﬅ-Pair-of-Black-Plu-Breeches muﬅ be Saxony, which the Eleor, you ſee, has left oﬀ wearing:—And as for the Great Watch-Coat, which, you know, covers all, it gniﬁes all Europe; comprehending, at leaﬅ, ſo many of its diﬀerent States and Dominions, as we have any Concern with in the preſent War.


  I proteﬅ, ſays a Gentleman who ſat next but one to the Predent, and who, it ſeems, was the Parſon of the Pari, a Member not only of the Political, but alſo of a Mucal Club in the next Street;—I proteﬅ, ſays he, if this Explanation is right, which I think it is,—That the whole makes a very ﬁne Symbol.—You have always ſome Mucal Inﬅrument or other in your Head, I think, ſays the Alderman.—Mucal Inﬅrument! replies the Parſon, in Aﬅoniment,—Mr. Alderman, I mean an Allegory; and I think the greedy Diſpotion of Trim and his Wife, in ripping the Great Watch-Coat to Pieces, in order to convert it into a Petticoat for the one, and a Jerkin for the other, is one of the moﬅ beautiful of the Kind I ever met with; and will ew all the World what have been the true Views and Intentions of the Houſes of Bourbon and Auﬅria in this abominable Coalition,—I might have called it Whoredom:—Nay, ſays the Alderman, ’tis downright Adulterydom, or nothing.


  This Hypothes of the Predent’s explain’d every Thing in the Romance extreamly well; and, withall, was delivered with ſo much Readineſs and Air of Certainty, as begot an Opinion in two Thirds of the Club, that Mr. Predent was aually the Author of the Romance himſelf: But a Gentleman who ſat on the oppote Side of the Table, who had come pipinghot from reading the Hiﬅory of King William’s and Queen Anne’s Wars, and who was thought, at the Bottom, to envy the Predent the Honour both of the Romance and Explanation too, gave an entire new Turn to it all. He acquainted the Club, That Mr. Predent was altogether wrong in every Suppotion he had made, except that one, where the Great Watch-Coat was ſaid by him to repreſent Europe, or at leaﬅ a great Part of it:—So far he acknowledged he was pretty right; but that he had not gone far enough backwards into our Hiﬅory to come at the Truth. He then acquainted them, that the dividing the Great Watch-Coat did, and could, allude to nothing elſe in the World but the Partition-Treaty; which, by the Bye, he told them, was the moﬅ unhappy and ſcandalous Tranſaion in all King William’s Life: It was that falſe Step, and that only, ſays he, ring from his Chair, and ﬅriking his Hand upon the Table with great Violence; it was that falſe Step, ſays he, knitting his Brows and throwing his Pipe down upon the Ground, that has laid the Foundation of all the Diﬅurbances and Sorrows we feel and lament at this very Hour; and as for Trim’s giving up the Breeches, look ye, it is almoﬅ Word for Word copied from the French King and Dauphin’s Renunciation of Spain and the Weﬅ-Indies, which all the World knew (as was the very Caſe of the Breeches) were renounced by them on purpoſe to be reclaim’d when Time ould ſerve.


  This Explanation had too much Ingenuity in it to be altogether ighted; and, in Truth, the worﬅ Fault it had, ſeem’d to be the prodigious Heat of it; which (as an Apothecary, who ſat next the Fire, obſerv’d, in a very low Whiſper to his next Neighbour) was ſo much incorporated into every Particle of it, that it was impoble, under ſuch Fermentation, it ould work its dered Eﬀe.


  This, however, no way intimidated a little valiant Gentleman, though he ſat the very next Man, from giving an Opinion as diametrically oppote as Eaﬅ is from Weﬅ.


  This Gentleman, who was by much the beﬅ Geographer in the whole Club, and, moreover, ſecond Coun to an Engineer, was potive the Breeches meant Gibraltar; for, if you remember, Gentlemen, ſays he, tho’ pobly you don’t, the Ichnography and Plan of that Town and Fortreſs, it exaly reſembles a Pair of Trunk-Hoſe, the two Promontories forming the two Slops, &c. &c.—Now we all know, continued he, that King George the Firﬅ made a Promiſe of that important Paſs to the King of Spain:—So that the whole Drift of the Romance, according to my Senſe of Things, is merely to vindicate the King and the Parliament in that Tranſaion, which made ſo much Noiſe in the World.


  A Wholeſale Taylor, who from the Beginning had reſolved not to ſpeak at all in the Debate,—was at laﬅ drawn into it, by ſomething very unexpeed in the laﬅ Perſon’s Argument.


  He told the Company, frankly, he did not underﬅand what Ichnography meant:—But as for the Shape of a Pair of Breeches, as he had had the Advantage of cutting out ſo many hundred Pairs in his Life-Time, he hoped he might be allowed to know as much of the Matter as another Man.


  Now, to my Mind, ſays he, there is nothing in all the Terraqueous Globe (a Map of which, it ſeems, hung up in his Work-Shop) ſo like a Pair of Breeches unmade up, as the Iand of Sicily:—Nor is there any thing, if you go to that, quoth an honeﬅ Shoe-maker, who had the Honour to be a Member of the Club, ſo much like a Jack-Boot, to my Fancy, as the Kingdom of Italy.—What the Duce has either Italy or Sicily to do in the Aﬀair? cries the Predent, who, by this Time, began to tremble for his Hypothes,—What have they to do?—Why, anſwered the Partition-Treaty Gentleman, with great Spirit and Joy ſparkling in his Eyes,—They have juﬅ ſo much, Sir, to do in the Debate as to overthrow your Suppotions, and to eﬅabli the Certainty of mine beyond the Pobility of a Doubt: For, ſays he, (with an Air of Sovereign Triumph over the Predent’s Politicks)—By the Partition-Treaty, Sir, both Naples and Sicily were the very Kingdoms made to devolve upon the Dauphin;—and Trim’s greang the Parſon’s Boots, is a Devili Satyrical Stroke;—for it expoſes the Corruption and Bribery made Uſe of at that Junure, in bringing over the ſeveral States and Princes of Italy to uſe their Intereﬅs at Rome, to ﬅop the Pope from giving the Inveﬅitures of thoſe Kingdoms to any Body elſe.—The Pope has not the Inveﬅiture of Sicily, cries another Gentleman.—I care not, ſays he, for that.


  Almoﬅ every one apprehended the Debate to be now ended, and that no one Member would venture any new Conjeure upon the Romance, after ſo many clear and decive Interpretations had been given. But, hold,—Cloſe to the Fire, and oppote to where the Apothecary ſat, there ſat alſo a Gentleman of the Law, who, from the Beginning to the End of the Hearing of this Cauſe, ſeem’d no way ſatisﬁed in his Conſcience with any one Proceeding in it. This Gentleman had not yet opened his Mouth, but had waited patiently till they had all gone thro’ their ſeveral Evidences on the other Side;—reſerving himſelf, like an expert Praitioner, for the laﬅ Word in the Debate. When the Partition-Treaty-Gentleman had ﬁni’d what he had to ſay,—He got up,—and, advancing towards the Table, told them, That the Error they had all gone upon thus far, in making out the ſeveral Fas in the Romance,—was in looking too high; which, with great Candor, he ſaid, was a very natural Thing, and very excuſable withall, in ſuch a Political Club as theirs: For Inﬅance, continues he, you have been ſearching the Regiﬅers, and looking into the Deeds of Kings and Emperors,—as if Nobody had any Deeds to ew or compare the Romance to but themſelves.—This, continued the Attorney, is juﬅ as much out of the Way of good Praice, as if I ould carry a Thing ap-da into the Houſe of Lords, which was under forty Shillings, and might be decided in the next County-Court for x Shillings and Eightpence.—He then took the Romance in his Left Hand, and pointing with the Fore-Finger of his Right towards the ſecond Page, he humbly begg’d Leave to obſerve, (and, to do him Juﬅice, he did it in ſomewhat of a forenc Air) That the Parſon, John, and Sexton, ewed inconteﬅably the Thing to be Tripartite; now, if you will take Notice, Gentlemen, ſays he, theſe ſeveral Perſons, who are Parties to this Inﬅrument, are merely Eccleaﬅical; that the Reading-Deſk, Pulpit-Cloth, and Velvet Cuion, are tripartite too; and are, by Intendment of Law, Goods and Chattles merely of an Eccleaﬅick Nature, belonging and appertaining ’only unto them,’ and to them only.—So that it appears very plain to me, That the Romance, neither direly nor indirely, goes upon Temporal, but altogether upon Church-Matters.—And do not you think, ſays he, ſoftening his Voice a little, and addreng himſelf to the Parſon with a forced Smile,—Do not you think Door, ſays he, That the Diſpute in the Romance, between the Parſon of the Pari and John, about the Height of John’s Deſk, is a very ﬁne Panegyrick upon the Humility of Church-Men?—I think, ſays the Parſon, it is much of the ſame Fineneſs with that which your Profeon is complimented with, in the pimping, dirty, pettyfogging Charaer of Trim,—which, in my Opinion, Sir, is juﬅ ſuch another Panegyrick upon the Honeﬅy of Attornies.


  Nothing whets the Spirits like an Inſult:—Therefore the Parſon went on with a vible Superiority and an uncommon Acuteneſs.—As you are ſo happy, Sir, continues he, in making Applications,—pray turn over a Page or two to the black Law-Letters in the Romance.—What do you think of them, Sir?—Nay,—pray read the Grant of the Great Watch-Coat—and Trim’s Renunciation of the Breeches.—Why, there is downright Leaſe and Releaſe for you,—’tis the very Thing, Man;—only with this ſmall Diﬀerence,—and in which conﬅs the whole Strength of the Panegyric,—That the Author of the Romance has convey’d and re-convey’d, in about ten Lines,—what you, with the glorious Prolixity of the Law, could not have crowded into as many Skins of Parchment.


  The Apothecary, who had paid the Attorney, the ſame Afternoon, a Demand of Three Pounds Six Shillings and Eight-Pence, for much ſuch another Jobb,—was ſo highly tickled with the Parſon’s Repartee in that particular Point,—that he rubb’d his Hands together moﬅ fervently,—and laugh’d moﬅ triumphantly thereupon.


  This could not eſcape the Attorney’s Notice, any more than the Cauſe of it did eſcape his Penetration.


  I think, Sir, ſays he, (dropping his Voice a Third) you might well have ſpared this immoderate Mirth, nce you and your Profeon have the leaﬅ Reaſon to triumph here of any of us.—I beg, quoth he, that you would reﬂe a Moment upon the Cob-Web which Trim went ſo far for, and brought back with an Air of ſo much Importance, in his Breeches Pocket, to lay upon the Parſon’s cut Finger.—This ſaid Cob-Web, Sir, is a ﬁne-ſpun Satyre, upon the ﬂimſy Nature of one Half of the Shop-Medicines, with which you make a Property of the Sick, the Ignorant, and the Unſuſpeing.—And as for the Moral of the Cloſe-Stool-Pan, Sir, ’tis too plain,—Does not nine Parts in ten of the whole Praice, and of all you vend under its Colours, paſs into and concenter in that one naﬅy Utenl?—And let me tell you, Sir, ſays he, raing his Voice,—had not your unſeaſonable Mirth blinded you, you might have ſeen that Trim’s carrying the Cloſe-Stool-Pan upon his Head the whole Length of the Town, without bluing, is a pointed Raillery,—and one of the arpeﬅ Sarcaſms, Sir, that ever was thrown out upon you;—for it unveils the ſolemn Impudence of the whole Profeon, who, I ſee, are aamed of nothing which brings in Money.


  There were two Apothecaries in the Club, bedes the Surgeon mentioned before, with a Chemiﬅ and an Undertaker, who all felt themſelves equally hurt and aggrieved by this diſcourteous Retort:—And they were all ﬁve ring up together from their Chairs, with full Intent of Heart, as it was thought, to return the Reproof Valiant thereupon.—But the Predent, fearing it would end in a general Engagement, he inﬅantly call’d out, To Order;—and gave Notice, That if there was any Member in the Club, who had not yet ſpoke, and yet did dere to ſpeak upon the main Subje of the Debate,—that he ould immediately be heard.


  This was a happy Invitation for a ﬅammering Member, who, it ſeems, had but a weak Voice at the beﬅ; and having often attempted to ſpeak in the Debate, but to no Purpoſe, had ſat down in utter Deſpair of an Opportunity.


  This Member, you muﬅ know, had got a ſad Cru upon his Hip, in the late Eleion, which gave him intolerable Angui;—ſo that, in ort, he could think of nothing elſe:—For which Cauſe, and others, he was ﬅrongly of Opinion, That the whole Romance was a juﬅ Gird at the late York Eleion; and I think, ſays he, that the Promiſe of the Breeches broke, may well and truly gnify Somebody’s elſe Promiſe, which was broke, and occaon’d ſo much Diﬅurbance amongﬅ us.


  —Thus every Man turn’d the Story to what was ſwimming uppermoﬅ in his own Brain;—ſo that, before all was over, there were full as many Satyres ſpun out of it,—and as great a Variety of Perſonages, Opinions, Tranſaions, and Truths, found to lay hid under the dark Veil of its Allegory, as ever were diſcovered in the thrice-renowned Hiﬅory of the As of Gargantua and Pantagruel.


  At the Cloſe of all, and juﬅ before the Club was going to break up,—Mr. Predent roſe from his Chair, and begg’d Leave to make the two following Motions, which were inﬅantly agreed to, without any Divion.


  Firﬅ, Gentlemen, ſays he, as Trim’s Charaer in the Romance, of a uﬄing intriguing Fellow,—whoever it was drawn for, is, in Truth, as like the French King as it can ﬅare,—I move, That the Romance be forthwith printed:—For, continues he, if we can but once turn the Laugh againﬅ him, and make him aam’d of what he has done, it may be a great Means, with the Bleng of God upon our Fleets and Armies, to ſave the Liberties of Europe.


  In the ſecond Place, I move, That Mr. Attorney, our worthy Member, be dered to take Minutes, upon the Spot, of every Conjeure which has been made upon the Romance, by the ſeveral Members who have ſpoke; which, I think, ſays he, will anſwer two good Ends:


  1ﬅ, It will eﬅabli the Political Knowledge of our Club for ever, and place it in a reſpeable Light to all the World.


  In the next Place, it will furni what will be wanted; that is, a Key to the Romance.—In troth you might have ſaid a whole Bunch of Keys, quoth a Whiteſmith, who was the only Member in the Club who had not ſaid ſomething in the Debate: But let me tell you, Mr. Predent, ſays he, That the Right Key, if it could but be found, would be worth the whole Bunch put together.
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  To —— ———, Eſq;

  of York.


  Sir,


  YOU write me Word that the Letter I wrote to you, and now ﬅiled The Political Romance is printing; and that, as it was drop’d by Careleneſs, to make ſome Amends, you will overlook the Printing of it yourſelf, and take Care to ſee that it comes right into the World.


  I was juﬅ going to return you Thanks, and to beg, withal, you would take Care That the Child be not laid at my Door.—But having, this Moment, peruſed the Reply to the Dean of York’s Anſwer,—it has made me alter my Mind in that reſpe; ſo that, inﬅead of making you the Requeﬅ I intended, I do here dere That the Child be ﬁliated upon me, Laurence Sterne, Prebendary of York, &c. &c. And I do, accordingly, own it for my own true and lawful Oﬀſpring.


  My Reaſon for this is plain;—for as, you ſee, the Writer of that Reply, has taken upon him to invade this inconteﬅed Right of another Man’s in a Thing of this Kind, it is high Time for every Man to look to his own—Since, upon the ſame Grounds, and with half the Degree of Anger, that he aﬃrms the Produion of that very Reverend Gentleman’s, to be the Child of many Fathers, ſome one in his Spight (for I am not without my Friends of that Stamp) may run headlong into the other Extream, and ſwear, That mine had no Father at all:—And therefore, to make uſe of Bay’s Plea in the Rehearſal, for Prince Pretty-Man; I merely do it, as he ſays, “for fear it ould be ſaid to be no Body’s Child at all.”


  I have only to add two Things:—Firﬅ, That, at your Peril, you do not preſume to alter or tranſpoſe one Word, nor reify one falſe Spelling, nor ſo much as add or dimini one Comma or Tittle, in or to my Romance:—For if you do,—In caſe any of the Deſcendents of Curl ould think ﬁt to invade my Copy-Right, and print it over again in my Teeth, I may not be able, in a Court of Juﬅice, to ſwear ﬅrily to my own Child, after you had ſo large a Share in the begetting it.


  In the next Place, I do not approve of your quaint Conceit at the Foot of the Title Page of my Romance,—It would only ſet People on ﬁnding a Page or two before I give them Leave;—and bedes, all Attempts either at Wit or Humour, in that Place, are a Foreﬅalling of what ender Entertainment of thoſe Kinds are prepared within: Therefore I would have it ﬅand thus:


  YORK:

  Printed in the Year 1759.

  (Price One Shilling.)


  I know you will tell me, That it is ſet too high; and as a Proof, you will ſay, That this laﬅ Reply to the Dean’s Anſwer does conﬅ of near as many Pages as mine; and yet is all ſold for Six-pence.—But mine, my dear Friend, is quite a diﬀerent Story:—It is a Web wrought out of my own Brain, of twice the Fineneſs of this which he has ſpun out of his; and bedes, I maintain it, it is of a more curious Pattern, and could not be aﬀorded at the Price that his is ſold at, by any honeﬅ Workman in Great-Britain.


  Moreover, Sir, you do not conder, That the Writer is intereﬅed in his Story, and that it is his Buneſs to ſet it a-going at any Price: And indeed, from the Information of Perſons converſant in Paper and Print, I have very good Reaſon to believe, if he ould ſell every Pamphlet of them, he would inevitably be a Great Loſer by it, This I believe verily, and am,


  
    Dear Sir,


    Your obliged Friend


    and humble Servant,

  


  LAURENCE STERNE,


  Sutton on the Foreﬅ,

  Jan. 20, 1759


  ☜


  To Dr. TOPHAM.


  Sir,


  THOUGH the Reply to the Dean of York is not declared, in the Title-Page, or elſewhere, to be wrote by you,—Yet I take that Point for granted; and therefore beg Leave, in this public Manner, to write to you in Behalf of myſelf; with Intent to ſet you right in two Points where I ﬅand concerned in this Aﬀair; and which I ﬁnd you have miſapprehended, and conſequently (as I hope) miſrepreſented.


  The Firﬅ is, in reſpe of ſome Words, made uſe of in the Inﬅrument, gned by Dr Herring, Mr Berdmore and myſelf.—Namely, to the beﬅ of our Remembrance and Belief; which Words you have caught hold of, as implying ſome Abatement of our Certainty as to the Fas therein atteﬅed. Whether it was ſo with the other two Gentlemen who gned that Atteﬅation with me, it is not for me to ſay; they are able to anſwer for themſelves, and I dere to do ſo for myſelf; and therefore I declare to you, and to all Mankind, “That the Words in the ﬁrﬅ Paragraph, to the beﬅ of our Remembrance and Belief”, implied no Doubt remaining upon my Mind, nor any Diﬅruﬅ whatever of my Memory, from the Diﬅance of Time;—Nor, in ort, was it my Intention to atteﬅ the ſeveral Fas therein, as Matters of Belief—But as Matters of as much Certainty as a Man was capable of having, or giving Evidence to. In Conſequence of this Explanation of myſelf, I do declare myſelf ready to atteﬅ the ſame Inﬅrument over again, ﬅriking out the Words to the beﬅ of our Remembrance and Belief which I ſee, have raiſed this Exception to it.


  Whether I was miﬅaken or no, I leave to better Judges; but I underﬅood thoſe Words were a very common Preamble to Atteﬅations of Things, to which we bore the cleareﬅ Evidence;—However, Dr Topham, as you have claimed juﬅ ſuch another Indulgence yourſelf, in the Caſe of begging the Dean’s Authority to ſay, what, as you aﬃrm, you had ſuﬃcient Authority to ſay without, as a modeﬅ and Gentleman-like Way of Aﬃrmation;—I wi you had ſpared either the one or the other of your Remarks upon theſe two Paages:—Veniam petimus, demuſque vicim.


  There is another Obſervation relating to this Inﬅrument, which I perceive has eſcaped your Notice; which I take the Liberty to point out to you, namely, That the Words, To the beﬅ of our Remembrance and Belief, if they imply any Abatement of Certainty, ſeem only conﬁned to that Paragraph, and to what is immediately atteﬅed after them in it:—For in the ſecond Paragraph, wherein the main Points are minutely atteﬅed, and upon which the whole Diſpute, and main Charge againﬅ the Dean, turns, it is introduced thus:“We do particularly remember, That as ſoon as Dinner was over, &c.”


  In the ſecond Place you aﬃrm, “That it is not Paid, That Mr Sterne could aﬃrm he had heard you charge the Dean with a Promiſe, in its own Nature ſo very extraordinary, as of the Commiaryip of the Dean and Chapter!”—To this I anſwer, That my true Intent in ſubſcribing that very inﬅrument, and I ſuppoſe of others, was to atteﬅ this very Thing; and I have juﬅ now read that Part of the Inﬅrument over; and cannot, for my Life, aﬃrm it either more direly or exprey, than in the Words as they there ﬅand;—therefore pleaſe to let me tranſcribe them.


  “But being preſs’d by Mr Sterne with an undeniable Proof, That he, (Dr Topham) did propagate the ſaid Story, (viz: of a Promiſe from the Dean to Dr Topham of the Dean and Chapter’s Commiaryip)—Dr Topham did at laﬅ acknowledge it; adding, as his Reaſon or Excuſe for ſo doing, That he apprehended (or Words to that Eﬀe) he had a Promiſe under the Dean’s own Hand, of the Dean and Chapter’s Commiaryip.”


  This I have atteﬅed, and what Weight the Sanion of an Oath will add to it, I am willing and ready to give.


  As for Mr Ricard’s feeble Atteﬅation, brought to ake the Credit of this ﬁrm and ſolemn one, I have nothing to ſay to it, as it is only an Atteﬅation of Mr Ricard’s Conjeures upon the Subje.—But this I can ſay, That I had the Honour to be at the Deanery with the learned Counſel, when Mr Ricard underwent that moﬅ formidable Examination you ſpeak of,—and I ſolemnly aﬃrm, That he then ſaid, He knew nothing at all about the Matter, one Way or the other; and the Reaſons he gave for his utter Ignorance, were, ﬁrﬅ, That he was then ſo full of Concern, at the Diﬀerence which aroſe between two Gentlemen, both his Friends, that he did not attend to the Subje Matter of it,—and of which he declared again he knew nothing at all. And ſecondly, If he had underﬅood it then, the Diﬅance would have put it out of his Head by this Time.


  He has nce ſcower’d his Memory, I ween; for now he ſays, That he apprehended the Diſpute regarded ſomething in the Dean’s Gift, as he could not naturally ſuppoſe, &c. ’Tis certain, at the Deanery, he had naturally no Suppotions in his Head about this Aﬀair; ſo that I with this may not prove one of the After-Thoughts you ſpeak of, and not ſo much a natural as an artiﬁcial Suppotion of my good Friend’s.


  As for the formidable Enquiry you repreſent him as undergoing,—let me intreat you to give me Credit in what I ſay upon it,—namely,—That it was as much the Reverſe to every Idea that ever was couch’d under that Word, as Words can repreſent it to you. As for the learned Counſel and myſelf, who were in the Room all the Time, I do not remember that we, either of us, ſpoke ten Words. The Dean was the only one that aſk’d Mr Ricard what he remembered about the Aﬀair of the Seons Dinner; which he did in the moﬅ Gentleman-like and candid Manner,—and with an Air of as much Calmneſs and ſeeming Indiﬀerence, as if he had been queﬅioning him about the News in the laﬅ Bruels Gazette.


  What Mr Ricard ſaw to terrify him ſo ſadly, I cannot apprehend, unleſs the Dean’s Gothic Book-Caſe,—which I own has an odd Appearance to a Stranger; ſo that if he came terriﬁed in his Mind there, and with a Reſolution not to plead, he might naturally ſuppoſe it to be a great Engine brought there on purpoſe to exerciſe the Peine fort et dure upon him.—But to be ſerious; if Mr Ricard told you, That this Enquiry was moﬅ formidable, He was much to blame;—and if you have ſaid it, without his expreſs Information, then You are much to blame.


  This is all, I think, in your Reply, which concerns me to anſwer:—As for the many coarſe and unchriﬅian Innuations ſcatter’d throughout your Reply,—as it is my Duty to beg God to forgive you, ſo I do from my Heart: Believe me, Dr Topham, they hurt yourſelf more than the Perſon they are aimed at; and when the ﬁrﬅ Tranſport of Rage is a little over, they will grieve you more too.


  ———prima eﬅ hæc Ultio.


  But theſe I hold to be no anſwerable Part of a Controverſy;—and for the little that remains unanſwered in yours,—I believe I could, in another half Hour, ſet it right in the Eyes of the World: But this is not my Buneſs.—And is it is thought worth the while, which I hope it never will, I know no one more able to do it than the very Reverend and Worthy Gentleman whom you have ſo unhandſomely inſulted upon that Score.


  As for the ſuppoſed Compilers, whom you have been ſo wrath and ſo unmerciful againﬅ, I’ll be anſwerable for it, as they are Creatures of your own Fancy, they will bear you no Malice. However, I think the more potively any Charge is made, let it be againﬅ whom it will, the better it ould be ſupported; and therefore I ould be ſorry, for your own Honour, if you have not ſome better Grounds for all you have thrown out about them, than the mere Heat of your Imagination or Anger. To tell you truly, your Suppotions on this Head oft put me in Mind of Trim’s twelve Men in Buckram, which his diſordered Fancy repreſented as laying in Ambu in John the Clerk’s Houſe, and letting drive at him all together. I am,


  
    SIR


    Your moﬅ obedient


    And moﬅ humble Servant,

  


  LAWRENCE STERNE


  Sutton on the Foreﬅ,

  Jan. 20, 1759


  P.S. I beg Pardon for clapping this upon the Back of the Romance,—which is done out of no Diſreſpe to you.—But the Vehicle ﬅood ready at the Door,—and as I was to pay the whole Fare, and there was Room enough behind it,—it was the cheapeﬅ and readieﬅ Conveyance I could think of.


  F I N I S.


  ☜
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  One hundred and twenty-ﬁve copies printed for The Club of Odd Volumes, Boﬅon, in the month of Oober, 1914.


  bruce rogers.


  ☜


  
    The LIFE and OPINIONS of TRISTRAM SHANDY, Gentleman. Vol. I. [London, 1760.]


    ☜


    
      ☞ [Frontiſpiece.] | ☞ [Title page.] | ☞ [Dedication.] | ☞ CHAP. I. | ☞ CHAP. II. | ☞ CHAP. III. | ☞ CHAP. IV. | ☞ CHAP. V. | ☞ CHAP. VI. | ☞ CHAP. VII. | ☞ CHAP. VIII. | ☞ CHAP. IX. | ☞ CHAP. X. | ☞ CHAP. XI. | ☞ CHAP. XII. | ☞ CHAP. XIII. | ☞ CHAP. XIV. | ☞ CHAP. XV. | ☞ CHAP. XVI. | ☞ CHAP. XVII. | ☞ CHAP. XVIII. | ☞ CHAP. XIX. | ☞ CHAP. XX. | ☞ CHAP. XXI. | ☞ CHAP. XXII. | ☞ CHAP. XXIII. | ☞ CHAP. XXIV. | ☞ CHAP. XXV.

    

  


  [image: ]


  
    the


    LIFE


    and


    O P I N I O N S


    of


    TRISTRAM SHANDY,


    Gentleman.


    Ταράσσει τοὺς Ἀνθρώπους οὐ τὰ Πράγματα,

    Ἀλλὰ τὰ περὶ τῶν Πραγμάτων Δόγματα.


    VOL. I.


    1760.

  


  To the Right Honourable

  Mr. PITT.


  SIR,


  NEVER poor Wight of a Dedicator had leſs hopes from his Dedication, than I have from this of mine; for it is written in a bye corner of the kingdom, and in a retired thatch’d houſe, where I live in a conﬅant endeavour to fence againﬅ the inﬁrmities of ill health, and other evils of liſe, by mirth; being ﬁrmly perſuaded that every time a man ſmiles,—but much more ſo, when he laughs, that it adds ſomething to this Fragment of Life.


  I humbly beg, Sir, that you will honour this book by taking it—(not under your Proteion,—it muﬅ prote itſelf, but)—into the country with you; where, if I am ever told, it has made you ſmile, or can conceive it has beguiled you of one moment’s pain—I all think myſelf as happy as a miniﬅer of ﬅate;—perhaps much happier than any one (one only excepted) that I have ever read or heard of.


  
    I am, great Sir,


    (and what is more to your Honour,)


    I am, good Sir,


    Your Well-wier,


    and moﬅ humble Fellow-Subje,

  


  The Author.


  ☜


  the

  LIFE and OPINIONS

  of

  TRISTRAM SHANDY, Gent.

  


  CHAP. I.


  IWi either my father or my mother, or indeed both of them, as they were in duty both equally bound to it, had minded what they were about when they begot me; had they duly conder’d how much depended upon what they were then doing;—that not only the produion of a rational Being was concern’d in it, but that pobly the happy formation and temperature of his body, perhaps his genius and the very caﬅ of his mind;—and, for aught they knew to the contrary, even the fortunes of his whole houſe might take their turn from the humours and diſpotions which were then uppermoﬅ:—Had they duly weighed and condered all this, and proceeded accordingly,—I am verily perſuaded I ould have made a quite diﬀerent ﬁgure in the world, from that, in which the reader is likely to ſee me.—Believe me, good folks, this is not ſo inconderable a thing as many of you may think it;—you have all, I dare ſay, heard of the animal ſpirits, as how they are transfuſed from father to ſon, &c. &c.—and a great deal to that purpoſe:—Well, you may take my word, that nine parts in ten of a man’s ſenſe or his nonſenſe, his ſuccees and miſcarriages in this world depend upon their motions and aivity, and the diﬀerent tracks and trains you put them into, ſo that when they are once ſet a going, whether right or wrong, ’tis not a half penny matter,—away they go cluttering like hey-go-mad; and by treading the ſame ﬅeps over and over again, they preſently make a road of it, as plain and as ſmooth as a garden-walk, which, when they are once uſed to, the Devil himſelf ſometimes all not be able to drive them oﬀ it.


  Pray, my dear, quoth my mother, have you not forgot to wind up the clock?—Good G—! cried my father, making an exclamation, but taking care to moderate his voice at the ſame time,—Did ever woman, nce the creation of the world, interrupt a man with ſuch a lly queﬅion? Pray, what was your father ſaying?—Nothing.


  ☜


  CHAP. II.


  ——Then, potively, there is nothing in the queﬅion, that I can ſee, either good or bad.—Then let me tell you, Sir, it was a very unſeaſonable queﬅion at leaﬅ,—becauſe it ſcattered and diſperſed the animal ſpirits, whoſe buneſs it was to have eſcorted and gone hand-in-hand with the HOMUNCULUS, and condued him ſafe to the place deﬅined for his reception.


  The Homunculus, Sir, in how-ever low and ludicrous a light he may appear, in this age of levity, to the eye of folly or prejudice:—to the eye of reaſon in ſcientiﬁck reſearch, he ﬅands confeſs’d—a Being guarded and circumſcribed with rights:—The minuteﬅ philoſophers, who, by the bye, have the moﬅ enlarged underﬅandings, (their ſouls being inverſely as their enquiries) ew us inconteﬅably, That the Homunculus is created by the ſame hand,—engender’d in the ſame courſe of nature,—endowed with the ſame loco-motive powers and faculties with us:—That he conﬅs, as we do, of ſkin, hair, fat, ﬂe, veins, arteries, ligaments, nerves, cartileges, bones, marrow, brains, glands, genitals, humours, and articulations;—is a Being of as much aivity,—and, in all ſenſes of the word, as much and as truly our fellow-creature as my Lord Chancellor of England.—He may be beneﬁted, he may be injured,—he may obtain redreſs;—in a word, he has all the claims and rights of humanity, which Tully, Puﬀendorﬀ, or the beﬅ ethick writers allow to ariſe out of that ﬅate and relation.


  Now, dear Sir, what if any accident had befallen him in his way alone?—or that, thro’ terror of it, natural to ſo young a traveller, my little gentleman had got to his journey’s end miſerably ſpent;—his muſcular ﬅrength and virility worn down to a thread;—his own animal ſpirits ruﬄed beyond deſcription,—and that in this ſad diſorder’d ﬅate of nerves, he had laid down a prey to ſudden ﬅarts, or a ſeries of melancholy dreams and fancies for nine long, long months together.—I tremble to think what a foundation had been laid for a thouſand weaknees both of body and mind, which no ſkill of the phycian or the philoſopher could ever afterwards have ſet thoroughly to rights.


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  TO my uncle Mr. Toby Shandy do I ﬅand indebted for the preceding anecdote, to whom my father, who was an excellent natural philoſopher, and much given to cloſe reaſoning upon the ſmalleﬅ matters, had oft, and heavily, complain’d of the injury; but once more particularly, as my uncle Toby well remember’d, upon his obſerving a moﬅ unaccountable obliquity, (as he call’d it) in my manner of ſetting up my top, and juﬅifying the principles upon which I had done it,—the old gentleman ook his head, and in a tone more expreve by half of ſorrow than reproach,—he ſaid his heart all along foreboded, and he ſaw it veriﬁed in this, and from a thouſand other obſervations he had made upon me, That I ould neither think nor a like any other man’s child:—But alas! continued he, aking his head a ſecond time, and wiping away a tear which was trickling down his cheeks, My Triﬅram’s misfortunes began nine months before ever he came into the world.


  —My mother, who was tting by, look’d up,—but e knew no more than her backde what my father meant,—but my uncle, Mr. Toby Shandy, who had been often informed of the aﬀair,—underﬅood him very well.


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  IKnow there are readers in the world, as well as many other good people in it, who are no readers at all,—who ﬁnd themſelves ill at eaſe, unleſs they are let into the whole ſecret from ﬁrﬅ to laﬅ, of every thing which concerns you.


  It is in pure compliance with this humour of theirs, and from a backwardneſs in my nature to diſappoint any one ſoul living, that I have been ſo very particular already. As my life and opinions are likely to make ſome noiſe in the world, and, if I conjeure right, will take in all ranks, profeons, and denominations of men whatever,—be no leſs read than the Pilgrim’s Progreſs itſelf—and, in the end, prove the very thing which Montaigne dreaded his eays ould turn out, that is, a book for a parlour-window;—I ﬁnd it neceary to conſult every one a little in his turn; and therefore muﬅ beg pardon for going on a little further in the ſame way: For which cauſe, right glad I am, that I have begun the hiﬅory of myſelf in the way I have done; and that I am able to go on tracing every thing in it, as Horace ſays, ab Ovo.


  Horace, I know, does not recommend this faion altogether: But that gentleman is ſpeaking only of an epic poem or a tragedy;—(I forget which)—bedes, if it was not ſo, I ould beg Mr. Horace’s pardon;—for in writing what I have ſet about, I all conﬁne myſelf neither to his rules, nor to any man’s rules that ever lived.


  To ſuch, however, as do not chooſe to go ſo far back into theſe things, I can give no better advice, than that they ſkip over the remaining part of this Chapter; for I declare before hand, ’tis wrote only for the curious and inquitive.


  ——Shut the door.——I was begot in the night, betwixt the ﬁrﬅ Sunday and the ﬁrﬅ Monday in the month of March, in the year of our Lord one thouſand ſeven hundred and eighteen. I am potive I was.—But how I came to be ſo very particular in my account of a thing which happened before I was born, is owing to another ſmall anecdote known only in our own family, but now made publick for the better clearing up this point.


  My father, you muﬅ know, who was originally a Turkey merchant, but had left oﬀ buneſs for ſome years, in order to retire to, and die upon, his paternal eﬅate in the county of ——, was, I believe, one of the moﬅ regular men in every thing he did, whether ’twas matter of buneſs, or matter of amuſement, that ever lived. As a ſmall ſpecimen of this extreme exaneſs of his, to which he was in truth a ave,—he had made it a rule for many years of his life,—on the ﬁrﬅ Sunday night of every month throughout the whole year,—as certain as ever the Sunday night came,—to wind up a large houſe-clock which we had ﬅanding upon the back-ﬅairs head, with his own hands:—And being ſomewhere between ﬁfty and xty years of age, at the time I have been ſpeaking of,—he had likewiſe gradually brought ſome other little family concernments to the ſame period, in order, as he would often ſay to my uncle Toby, to get them all out of the way at one time, and be no more plagued and peﬅer’d with them the reﬅ of the month.


  It was attended but with one misfortune, which, in a great meaſure, fell upon myſelf, and the eﬀes of which I fear I all carry with me to my grave; namely, that, from an unhappy aociation of ideas which have no conneion in nature, it ſo fell out at length, that my poor mother could never hear the ſaid clock wound up,—but the thoughts of ſome other things unavoidably popp’d into her head,—& vice versâ:—which ﬅrange combination of ideas, the ſagacious Locke, who certainly underﬅood the nature of theſe things better than moﬅ men, aﬃrms to have produced more wry aions than all other ſources of prejudice whatſoever.


  But this by the bye.


  Now it appears, by a memorandum in my father’s pocket-book, which now lies upon the table, “That on Lady-Day, which was on the 25th of the ſame month in which I date my geniture,—my father ſet out upon his journey to London with my eldeﬅ brother Bobby, to ﬁx him at Weﬅminﬅer ſchool;” and, as it appears from the ſame authority, “That he did not get down to his wife and family till the ſecond week in May following,”—it brings the thing almoﬅ to a certainty. However, what follows in the beginning of the next chapter puts it beyond all pobility of doubt.


  —But pray, Sir, What was your father doing all December,—January, and February?—Why, Madam,—he was all that time aﬄied with a Sciatica.


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  ON the ﬁfth day of November, 1718, which to the aera ﬁxed on, was as near nine kalendar months as any huſband could in reaſon have expeed,—was I Triﬅram Shandy, Gentleman, brought forth into this ſcurvy and diſaﬅerous world of ours.—I wi I had been born in the Moon, or in any of the planets, (except Jupiter or Saturn, becauſe I never could bear cold weather) for it could not well have fared worſe with me in any of them (tho’ I will not anſwer for Venus) than it has in this vile, dirty planet of ours,—which o’ my conſcience, with reverence be it ſpoken, I take to be made up of the reds and clippings of the reﬅ;—not but the planet is well enough, provided a man could be born in it to a great title or to a great eﬅate; or could any how contrive to be called up to publick charges, and employments of dignity or power;—but that is not my caſe;—and therefore every man will ſpeak of the fair as his own market has gone in it;—for which cauſe I aﬃrm it over again to be one of the vileﬅ worlds that ever was made;—for I can truly ſay, that from the ﬁrﬅ hour I drew my breath in it, to this, that I can now ſcarce, draw it at all, for an aﬅhma I got in ſcating againﬅ the wind in Flanders;—I have been the continual ſport of what the world calls fortune; and though I will not wrong her by ſaying, She has ever made me feel the weight of any great or gnal evil;—yet with all the good temper in the world, I aﬃrm it of her, that in every ﬅage of my life, and ate very turn and corner where e could get fairly at me, the ungracious Ducheſs has pelted me with a ſet of as pitiful miſadventures and croſs accidents as ever ſmall Hero ſuﬅained.


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  IN the beginning of the laﬅ chapter, I inform’d you exaly when I was born;—but I did not inform you, how. No; that particular was reſerved entirely for a chapter by itſelf;—bedes, Sir, as you and I are in a manner perfe ﬅrangers to each other, it would not have been proper to have let you into too many circumﬅances relating to myſelf all at once.—You muﬅ have a little patience. I have undertaken, you ſee, to write not only my life, but my opinions alſo; hoping and expeing that your knowledge of my charaer, and of what kind of a mortal I am, by the one, would give you a better reli for the other: As you proceed further with me, the ight acquaintance which is now beginning betwixt us, will grow into familiarity; and that, unleſs one of us is in fault, will terminate in friendip.—O diem praeclarum!—then nothing which has touched me will be thought triﬂing in its nature, or tedious in its telling. Therefore, my dear friend and companion, if you ould think me ſomewhat ſparing of my narrative on my ﬁrﬅ ſetting out,—bear with me,—and let me go on, and tell my ﬅory my own way:—or if I ould ſeem now and then to triﬂe upon the road,—or ould ſometimes put on a fool’s cap with a bell to it, for a moment or two as we paſs along,—don’t ﬂy oﬀ,—but rather courteouy give me credit for a little more wiſdom than appears upon my outde;—and as we jogg on, either laugh with me, or at me, or in ort, do any thing,—only keep your temper.


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  IN the ſame village where my father and my mother dwelt, dwelt alſo a thin, upright, motherly, notable, good old body of a midwife, who, with the help of a little plain good ſenſe, and ſome years full employment in her buneſs, in which e had all along truﬅed little to her own eﬀorts, and a great deal to thoſe of dame nature,—had acquired, in her way, no ſmall degree of reputation in the world;—by which word world, need I in this place inform your worip, that I would be underﬅood to mean no more of it, than a ſmall circle deſcribed upon the circle of the great world, of four Engli miles diameter, or thereabouts, of which the cottage where the good old woman lived, is ſuppoſed to be the centre.—She had been left it, ſeems, a widow in great diﬅreſs, with three or four ſmall children, in her fortyſeventh year; and as e was at that time a perſon of decent carriage,—grave deportment,—a woman moreover of few words, and withall an obje of compaon, whoſe diﬅreſs and lence under it call’d out the louder for a friendly lift: the wife of the parſon of the pari was touch’d with pity; and having often lamented an inconvenience, to which her huſband’s ﬂock had for many years been expoſed, inaſmuch, as there was no ſuch thing as a midwife, of any kind or degree to be got at, let the caſe have been never ſo urgent, within leſs than x or ſeven long miles riding; which ſaid ſeven long miles in dark nights and diſmal roads, the country thereabouts being nothing but a deep clay, was almoﬅ equal to fourteen; and that in eﬀe was ſometimes next to having no midwife at all; it came into her head, that it would be doing as ſeaſonable a kindneſs to the whole pari, as to the poor creature herſelf, to get her a little inﬅrued in ſome of the plain principles of the buneſs, in order to ſet her up in it. As no woman thereabouts was better qualiﬁed to execute the plan e had formed than herſelf, the Gentlewoman very charitably undertook it; and having great inﬂuence over the female part of the pari, e found no diﬃculty in eﬀeing it to the utmoﬅ of her wies. In truth, the parſon join’d his intereﬅ with his wife’s in the whole aﬀair; and in order to do things as they ould be, and give the poor ſoul as good a title by law to praiſe, as his wife had given by inﬅitution,—he chearfully paid the fees for the ordinaries licence himſelf, amounting, in the whole, to the ſum of eighteen illings and fourpence; ſo that, betwixt them both, the good woman was fully inveﬅed in the real and corporal poeon of her oﬃce, together with all its rights, members, and appurtenances whatſoever.


  Theſe laﬅ words, you muﬅ know, were not according to the old form in which ſuch licences, faculties, and powers uſually ran, which in like caſes had heretofore been granted to the ﬅerhood. But it was according to a neat Formula of Didius his own deving, who having a particular turn for taking to pieces, and new framing over again, all kind of inﬅruments in that way, not only hit upon this dainty amendment, but coax’d many of the old licenſed matrons in the neighbourhood, to open their faculties afre, in order to have this whim-wham of his inſerted.


  I own I never could envy Didius in theſe kinds of fancies of his:—But every man to his own taﬅe.—Did not Dr. Kunaﬅrokius, that great man, at his leiſure hours, take the greateﬅ delight imaginable in combing of aes tails, and plucking the dead hairs out with his teeth, though he had tweezers always in his pocket? Nay, if you come to that, Sir, have not the wiſeﬅ of men in all ages, not excepting Solomon himſelf,—have they not had their Hobby-Horses;—their running horſes,—their coins and their cockle-ells, their drums and their trumpets, their ﬁddles, their pallets,—their maggots and their butterﬂies?—and ſo long as a man rides his Hobby-Horse peaceably and quietly along the King’s highway, and neither compels you or me to get up behind him,—pray, Sir, what have either you or I to do with it?


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  —Deguﬅibus non eﬅ diſputandum;—that is, there is no diſputing againﬅ Hobby-Horses; and, for my part, I ſeldom do; nor could I with any ſort of grace, had I been an enemy to them at the bottom; for happening, at certain intervals and changes of the Moon, to be both ﬁddler and painter, according as the ﬂy ﬅings:—Be it known to you, that I keep a couple of pads myſelf, upon which, in their turns, (nor do I care who knows it) I frequently ride out and take the air;—tho’ ſometimes, to my ame be it ſpoken, I take ſomewhat longer journies than what a wiſe man would think altogether right.—But the truth is,—I am not a wiſe man;—and bedes am a mortal of ſo little conſequence in the world, it is not much matter what I do; ſo I ſeldom fret or fume at all about it: Nor does it much diﬅurb my reﬅ when I ſee ſuch great Lords and tall Perſonages as hereafter follow;—ſuch, for inﬅance, as my Lord A, B, C, D, E, F, G, H, I, K, L, M, N, O, P, Q, and ſo on, all of a row, mounted upon their ſeveral horſes;—ſome with large ﬅirrups, getting on in a more grave and ſober pace;—others on the contrary, tuck’d up to their very chins, with whips acroſs their mouths, ſcouring and ſcampering it away like ſo many little party-colour’d devils aﬅride a mortgage,—and as if ſome of them were reſolved to break their necks.—So much the better—ſay I to myſelf;—for in caſe the worﬅ ould happen, the world will make a ift to do excellently well without them;—and for the reﬅ,—why,—God ſpeed them,—e’en let them ride on without oppotion from me; for were their lordips unhorſed this very night,—’tis ten to one but that many of them would be worſe mounted by one half before tomorrow morning.


  Not one of theſe inﬅances therefore can be ſaid to break in upon my reﬅ.—But there is an inﬅance, which I own puts me oﬀ my guard, and that is, when I ſee one born for great aions, and, what is ﬅill more for his honour, whoſe nature ever inclines him to good ones;—when I behold ſuch a one, my Lord, like yourſelf, whoſe principles and condu are as generous and noble as his blood, and whom, for that reaſon, a corrupt world cannot ſpare one moment;—when I ſee ſuch a one, my Lord, mounted, though it is but for a minute beyond the time which my love to my country has preſcribed to him, and my zeal for his glory wies,—then, my Lord, I ceaſe to be a philoſopher, and in the ﬁrﬅ tranſport of an honeﬅ impatience, I wi the Hobby-Horse, with all his fraternity, at the Devil.


  My Lord,


  I Maintain this to be a dedication, notwithﬅanding its ngularity in the three great eentials of matter, form and place: I beg, therefore, you will accept it as ſuch, and that you will permit me to lay it, with the moﬅ reſpeful humility, at your Lordip’s feet,—when you are upon them,—which you can be when you pleaſe;—and that is, my Lord, when ever there is occaon for it, and I will add, to the beﬅ purpoſes too. I have the honour to be,


  
    My Lord,


    Your Lordip’s moﬅ obedient,


    and moﬅ devoted,


    and moﬅ humble ſervant,

  


  Tristram Shandy.


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  ISolemnly declare to all mankind, that the above dedication was made for no one Prince, Prelate, Pope, or Potentate,—Duke, Marquis, Earl, Viſcount, or Baron of this, or any other Realm in Chriﬅendom;—nor has it yet been hawk’d about, or oﬀered publickly or privately, direly or indirely, to any one perſon or perſonage, great or ſmall; but is honeﬅly a true Virgin-Dedication untried on, upon any ſoul living.


  I labour this point ſo particularly, merely to remove any oﬀence or objeion which might ariſe againﬅ it, from the manner in which I propoſe to make the moﬅ of it;—which is the putting it up fairly to publick ſale; which I now do.


  —Every author has a way of his own, in bringing his points to bear;—for my own part, as I hate chaﬀering and higgling for a few guineas in a dark entry—I reſolved within myſelf, from the very beginning, to deal ſquarely and openly with your Great Folks in this aﬀair, and try whether I ould not come oﬀ the better by it.


  If therefore there is any one Duke, Marquis, Earl, Viſcount, or Baron, in theſe his Majeﬅy’s dominions, who ﬅands in need of a tight, genteel dedication, and whom the above will ſuit, (for by the bye, unleſs it ſuits in ſome degree, I will not part with it)—it is much at his ſervice for ﬁfty guineas;—which I am potive is twenty guineas leſs than it ought to be aﬀorded for, by any man of genius.


  My Lord, if you examine it over again, it is far from being a groſs piece of daubing, as ſome dedications are. The degn, your Lordip ſees, is good, the colouring tranſparent,—the drawing not amiſs;—or to ſpeak more like a man of ſcience—and meaſure my piece in the painter’s ſcale, divided into 20,—I believe, my Lord, the out-lines will turn out as 12,—the compotion as 9,—the colouring as 6,—the expreon 13 and a half,—and the degn,—if I may be allowed, my Lord, to underﬅand my own degn, and ſuppong abſolute perfeion in degning, to be as 20,—I think it cannot well fall ort of 19. Bedes all this,—there is keeping in it, and the dark ﬅrokes in the Hobby-Horse, (which is a ſecondary ﬁgure, and a kind of back-ground to the whole) give great force to the principal lights in your own ﬁgure, and make it come oﬀ wonderfully;—and bedes, there is an air of originality in the tout enſemble.


  Be pleaſed, my good Lord, to order the ſum to be paid into the hands of Mr. Dodey, for the beneﬁt of the author; and in the next edition care all be taken that this chapter be expunged, and your Lordip’s titles, diﬅinions, arms and good aions, be placed at the front of the preceding chapter: All which, from the words, De guﬅibus non eﬅ diſputandum, and whatever elſe in this book relates to Hobby-Horses, but no more, all ﬅand dedicated to your Lordip.—The reﬅ I dedicate to the Moon, who, by the bye, of all the Patrons or Matrons I can think of, has moﬅ power to ſet my book a-going, and make the world run mad after it.


  Bright Goddeſs,


  If thou art not too buſy with Candid and Miſs Cunegund’s aﬀairs,—take Triﬅram Shandy’s under thy proteion alſo.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  WHatever degree of ſmall merit, the a of benignity in favour of the midwife, might juﬅly claim, or in whom that claim truly reﬅed,—at ﬁrﬅ ght ſeems not very material to this hiﬅory;—certain however it was, that the gentlewoman, the parſon’s wife, did run away at that time with the whole of it: And yet, for my life, I cannot help thinking but that the parſon himſelf, tho’ he had not the good fortune to hit upon the degn ﬁrﬅ,—yet, as he heartily concurred in it the moment it was laid before him, and as heartily parted with his money to carry it into execution, had a claim to ſome are of it,—if not to a full half of whatever honour was due to it.


  The world at that time was pleaſed to determine the matter otherwiſe.


  Lay down the book, and I will allow you half a day to give a probable gueſs at the grounds of this procedure.


  Be it known then, that, for about ﬁve years before the date of the midwife’s licence, of which you have had ſo circumﬅantial an account,—the parſon we have to do with, had made himſelf a country-talk by a breach of all decorum, which he had committed againﬅ himſelf, his ﬅation, and his oﬃce;—and that was, in never appearing better, or otherwiſe mounted, than upon a lean, ſorry, jack-aſs of a horſe, value about one pound ﬁfteen illings; who, to orten all deſcription of him, was full brother to Ronante, as far as militude congenial could make him; for he anſwered his deſcription to a hair-breadth in every thing,—except that I do not remember ’tis any where ſaid, that Ronante was broken winded; and that, moreover, Ronante, as is the happineſs of moﬅ Spani horſes, fat or lean,—was undoubtedly a horſe at all points.


  I know very well that the Hero’S horſe was a horſe of chaﬅe deportment, which may have given grounds for a contrary opinion: But it is as certain at the ſame time, that Ronante’s continency (as may be demonﬅrated from the adventure of the Yanguean carriers) proceeded from no bodily defe or cauſe whatſoever, but from the temperance and orderly current of his blood.—And let me tell you, Madam, there is a great deal of very good chaﬅity in the world, in behalf of which you could not ſay more for your life.


  Let that be as it may, as my purpoſe is to do exa juﬅice to every creature brought upon the ﬅage of this dramatic work,—I could not ﬅiﬂe this diﬅinion in favour of Don Quixote’s horſe;—in all other points the parſon’s horſe, I ſay, was juﬅ ſuch another,—for he was as lean, and as lank, and as ſorry a jade, as Humility herſelf could have beﬅrided.


  In the eﬅimation of here and there a man of weak judgment, it was greatly in the parſon’s power to have helped the ﬁgure of this horſe of his,—for he was maﬅer of a very handſome demi-peak’d ſaddle, quilted on the ſeat with green plu, garnied with a double row of lver-headed ﬅuds, and a noble pair of ining braſs ﬅirrups, with a houng altogether ſuitable, of grey ſuperﬁne cloth, with an edging of black lace, terminating in a deep, black, lk fringe, poudrè d’or,—all which he had purchaſed in the pride and prime of his life, together with a grand emboed bridle, ornamented at all points as it ould be.—But not caring to banter his beaﬅ, he had hung all theſe up behind his ﬅudy door;—and, in lieu of them, had ſeriouy beﬁtted him with juﬅ ſuch a bridle and ſuch a ſaddle, as the ﬁgure and value of ſuch a ﬅeed might well and truly deſerve.


  In the ſeveral ſallies about his pari, and in the neighbouring vits to the gentry who lived around him,—you will ealy comprehend, that the parſon, ſo appointed, would both hear and ſee enough to keep his philoſophy from ruﬅing. To ſpeak the truth, he never could enter a village, but he caught the attention of both old and young.—Labour ﬅood ﬅill as he paſs’d,—the bucket hung ſuſpended in the middle of the well,—the ſpinning-wheel forgot its round,—even chuck-farthing and uﬄe-cap themſelves ﬅood gaping till he had got out of ght; and as his movement was not of the quickeﬅ, he had generally time enough upon his hands to make his obſervations,—to hear the groans of the ſerious,—and the laughter of the light-hearted;—all which he bore with excellent tranquility.—His charaer was,—he loved a jeﬅ in his heart—and as he ſaw himſelf in the true point of ridicule, he would ſay, he could not be angry with others for ſeeing him in a light, in which he ſo ﬅrongly ſaw himſelf: So that to his friends, who knew his foible was not the love of money, and who therefore made the leſs ſcruple in bantering the extravagance of his humour,—inﬅead of giving the true cauſe,—he choſe rather to join in the laugh againﬅ himſelf; and as he never carried one ngle ounce of ﬂe upon his own bones, being altogether as ſpare a ﬁgure as his beaﬅ,—he would ſometimes inﬅ upon it, that the horſe was as good as the rider deſerved;—that they were, centaur-like,—both of a piece. At other times, and in other moods, when his ſpirits were above the temptation of falſe wit,—he would ſay, he found himſelf going oﬀ faﬅ in a conſumption; and, with great gravity, would pretend, he could not bear the ght of a fat horſe without a dejeion of heart, and a ſenble alteration in his pulſe; and that he had made choice of the lean one he rode upon, not only to keep himſelf in countenance, but in ſpirits.


  At diﬀerent times he would give ﬁfty humourous and oppote reaſons for riding a meek-ſpirited jade of a brokenwinded horſe, preferably to one of mettle;—for on ſuch a one he could t mechanically, and meditate as delightfully de vanitate mundi et fugâ ſaeculi, as with the advantage of a death’s head before him;—that, in all other exercitations, he could ſpend his time, as he rode owly along,—to as much account as in his ﬅudy;—that he could draw up an argument in his ſermon,—or a hole in his breeches, as ﬅeadily on the one as in the other;—that briſk trotting and ow argumentation, like wit and judgment, were two incompatible movements.—But that upon his ﬅeed—he could unite and reconcile every thing,—he could compoſe his ſermon,—he could compoſe his cough,—and, in caſe nature gave a call that way, he could likewiſe compoſe himſelf to eep.—In ort, the parſon upon ſuch encounters would agn any cauſe, but the true cauſe,—and he withheld the true one, only out of a nicety of temper, becauſe he thought it did honour to him.


  But the truth of the ﬅory was as follows: In the ﬁrﬅ years of this gentleman’s life, and about the time when the ſuperb ſaddle and bridle were purchaſed by him, it had been his manner, or vanity, or call it what you will,—to run into the oppote extream.—In the language of the county where he dwelt, he was ſaid to have loved a good horſe, and generally had one of the beﬅ in the whole pari ﬅanding in his ﬅable always ready for ſaddling; and as the neareﬅ midwife, as I told you, did not live nearer to the village than ſeven miles, and in a vile country,—it ſo fell out that the poor gentleman was ſcarce a whole week together without ſome piteous application for his beaﬅ; and as he was not an unkind-hearted man, and every caſe was more preng and more diﬅreſsful than the laﬅ,—as much as he loved his beaﬅ, he had never a heart to refuſe him; the upot of which was generally this, that his horſe was either clapp’d, or ſpavin’d, or greaz’d;—or he was twitter-bon’d, or broken-winded, or ſomething, in ort, or other had befallen him which would let him carry no ﬂe;—ſo that he had every nine or ten months a bad horſe to get rid of,—and a good horſe to purchaſe in his ﬅead.


  What the loſs in ſuch a balance might amount to, communibus annis, I would leave to a ſpecial jury of ſuﬀerers in the ſame traﬃc, to determine;—but let it be what it would, the honeﬅ gentleman bore it for many years without a murmur, till at length, by repeated ill accidents of the kind, he found it neceary to take the thing under conderation; and upon weighing the whole, and ſumming it up in his mind, he found it not only diſproportion’d to his other expences, but withall ſo heavy an article in itſelf, as to diſable him from any other a of generoty in his pari: Bedes this he condered, that with half the ſum thus galloped away, he could do ten times as much good;—and what ﬅill weighed more with him than all other conderations put together, was this, that it conﬁned all his charity into one particular channel, and where, as he fancied, it was the leaﬅ wanted, namely, to the child-bearing and child-getting part of his pari; reſerving nothing for the impotent,—nothing for the aged,—nothing for the many comfortleſs ſcenes he was hourly called forth to vit, where poverty, and ckneſs, and aﬄiion dwelt together.


  For theſe reaſons he reſolved to diſcontinue the expence; and there appeared but two poble ways to extricate him clearly out of it;—and theſe were, either to make it an irrevocable law never more to lend his ﬅeed upon any application whatever,—or elſe be content to ride the laﬅ poor devil, ſuch as they had made him, with all his aches and inﬁrmities, to the very end of the chapter.


  As he dreaded his own conﬅancy in the ﬁrﬅ,—he very chearfully betook himſelf to the ſecond; and tho’ he could very well have explain’d it, as I ſaid, to his honour,—yet, for that very reaſon, he had a ſpirit above it; choong rather to bear the contempt of his enemies, and the laughter of his friends, than undergo the pain of telling a ﬅory, which might ſeem a panegyric upon himſelf.


  I have the higheﬅ idea of the ſpiritual and reﬁned ſentiments of this reverend gentleman, from this ngle ﬅroke in his charaer, which I think comes up to any of the honeﬅ reﬁnements of the peerleſs knight of La Mancha, whom, by the bye, with all his follies, I love more, and would aually have gone further to have paid a vit to, than the greateﬅ hero of antiquity.


  But this is not the moral of my ﬅory: The thing I had in view was to ew the temper of the world in the whole of this aﬀair.—For you muﬅ know, that ſo long as this explanation would have done the parſon credit,—the devil a ſoul could ﬁnd it out,—I ſuppoſe his enemies would not, and that his friends could not.—But no ſooner did he beﬅir himſelf in behalf of the midwife, and pay the expences of the ordinary’s licence to ſet her up,—but the whole ſecret came out; every horſe he had loﬅ, and two horſes more than ever he had loﬅ, with all the circumﬅances of their deﬅruion, were known and diﬅinly remembered.—The ﬅory ran like wild-ﬁre.—“The parſon had a returning ﬁt of pride which had juﬅ ſeized him; and he was going to be well mounted once again in his life; and if it was ſo, ’twas plain as the ſun at noon-day, he would pocket the expence of the licence, ten times told the very ﬁrﬅ year:—ſo that every body was left to judge what were his views in this a of charity.”


  What were his views in this, and in every other aion of his life,—or rather what were the opinions which ﬂoated in the brains of other people concerning it, was a thought which too much ﬂoated in his own, and too often broke in upon his reﬅ, when he ould have been ſound aeep.


  About ten years ago this gentleman had the good fortune to be made entirely eaſy upon that ſcore,—it being juﬅ ſo long nce he left his pari,—and the whole world at the ſame time behind him,—and ﬅands accountable to a judge of whom he will have no cauſe to complain.


  But there is a fatality attends the aions of ſome men: Order them as they will, they paſs thro’ a certain medium which ſo twiﬅs and refras them from their true direions—that, with all the titles to praiſe which a reitude of heart can give, the doers of them are nevertheleſs forced to live and die without it.


  Of the truth of which this gentleman was a painful example.—But to know by what means this came to paſs,—and to make that knowledge of uſe to you, I inﬅ upon it that you read the two following chapters, which contain ſuch a ſketch of his life and converſation, as will carry its moral along with it.—When this is done, if nothing ﬅops us in our way, we will go on with the midwife.


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  YORICK was this parſon’s name, and, what is very remarkable in it, (as appears from a moﬅ antient account of the family, wrote upon ﬅrong vellum, and now in perfe preſervation) it had been exaly ſo ſpelt for near,—I was within an ace of ſaying nine hundred years;—but I would not ake my credit in telling an improbable truth, however indiſputable in itſelf;—and therefore I all content myſelf with only ſaying,—It had been exaly ſo ſpelt, without the leaﬅ variation or tranſpotion of a ngle letter, for I do not know how long; which is more than I would venture to ſay of one half of the beﬅ ſurnames in the kingdom; which, in a courſe of years, have generally undergone as many chops and changes as their owners.—Has this been owing to the pride, or to the ame of the reſpeive proprietors?—In honeﬅ truth, I think, ſometimes to the one, and ſometimes to the other, juﬅ as the temptation has wrought. But a villainous aﬀair it is, and will one day ſo blend and confound us all together, that no one all be able to ﬅand up and ſwear, “That his own great grand father was the man who did either this or that.”


  This evil had been ſuﬃciently fenced againﬅ by the prudent care of the Yorick’s family, and their religious preſervation of theſe records I quote, which do further inform us, That the family was originally of Dani extraion, and had been tranſplanted into England as early as in the reign of Horwendillus, king of Denmark, in whoſe court it ſeems, an anceﬅor of this Mr. Yorick’s, and from whom he was lineally deſcended, held a conderable poﬅ to the day of his death. Of what nature this conderable poﬅ was, this record ſaith not;—it only adds, That, for near two centuries, it had been totally abolied as altogether unneceary, not only in that court, but in every other court of the Chriﬅian world.


  It has often come into my head, that this poﬅ could be no other than that of the king’s chief Jeﬅer;—and that Hamlet’s Yorick, in our Shakeſpear, many of whoſe plays, you know, are founded upon authenticated fas,—was certainly the very man.


  I have not the time to look into Saxo-Grammaticus’s Dani hiﬅory, to know the certainty of this;—but if you have leiſure, and can ealy get at the book, you may do it full as well yourſelf.


  I had juﬅ time, in my travels through Denmark with Mr. Noddy’s eldeﬅ ſon, whom, in the year 1741, I accompanied as governor, riding along with him at a prodigious rate thro’ moﬅ parts of Europe, and of which original journey perform’d by us two, a moﬅ deleable narrative will be given in the progreſs of this work. I had juﬅ time, I ſay, and that was all, to prove the truth of an obſervation made by a long ſojourner in that country;—namely, “That nature was neither very lavi, nor was e very ﬅingy in her gifts of genius and capacity to its inhabitants;—but, like a diſcreet parent, was moderately kind to them all; obſerving ſuch an equal tenor in the diﬅribution of her favours, as to bring them, in thoſe points, pretty near to a level with each other; ſo that you will meet with few inﬅances in that kingdom of reﬁn’d parts; but a great deal of good plain houold underﬅanding amongﬅ all ranks of people, of which every body has a are;” which is, I think, very right.


  With us, you ſee, the caſe is quite diﬀerent;—we are all ups and downs in this matter;—you are a great genius;—or ’tis ﬁfty to one, Sir, you are a great dunce and a blockhead;—not that there is a total want of intermediate ﬅeps,—no,—we are not ſo irregular as that comes to;—but the two extremes are more common, and in a greater degree in this unſettled iand, where nature, in her gifts and diſpotions of this kind, is moﬅ whimcal and capricious; fortune herſelf not being more ſo in the bequeﬅ of her goods and chattels than e.


  This is all that ever ﬅagger’d my faith in regard to Yorick’s extraion, who, by what I can remember of him, and by all the accounts I could ever get of him, ſeem’d not to have had one ngle drop of Dani blood in his whole cras; in nine hundred years, it might pobly have all run out:—I will not philoſophize one moment with you about it; for happen how it would, the fa was this:—That inﬅead of that cold phlegm and exa regularity of ſenſe and humours, you would have look’d for, in one ſo extraed;—he was, on the contrary, as mercurial and ſublimated a compotion,—as heteroclite a creature in all his declenons;—with as much life and whim, and gaité de coeur about him, as the kindlieﬅ climate could have engendered and put together. With all this ſail, poor Yorick carried not one ounce of ballaﬅ; he was utterly unpraiſed in the world; and, at the age of twenty-x, knew juﬅ about as well how to ﬅeer his courſe in it, as a romping, unſuſpicious girl of thirteen: So that upon his ﬁrﬅ ſetting out, the briſk gale of his ſpirits, as you will imagine, ran him foul ten times in a day of ſome body’s tackling; and as the grave and more ow-paced were ofteneﬅ in his way,—you may likewiſe imagine, ’twas with ſuch he had generally the ill luck to get the moﬅ entangled. For aught I know there might be ſome mixture of unlucky wit at the bottom of ſuch Fracas:—For, to ſpeak the truth, Yorick had an invincible diike and oppotion in his nature to gravity;—not to gravity as ſuch;—for where gravity was wanted, he would be the moﬅ grave or ſerious of mortal men for days and weeks together;—but he was an enemy to the aﬀeation of it, and declared open war againﬅ it, only as it appeared a cloak for ignorance, or for folly; and then, whenever it fell in his way, however eltered and proteed, he ſeldom gave it much quarter.


  Sometimes, in his wild way of talking, he would ſay, That gravity was an errant ſcoundrel; and he would add,—of the moﬅ dangerous kind too,—becauſe a ﬂy one; and that, he verily believed, more honeﬅ, well-meaning people were bubbled out of their goods and money by it in one twelve-month, than by pocket-picking and op-lifting in ſeven. In the naked temper which a merry heart diſcovered, he would ſay, There was no danger,—but to itſelf:—whereas the very eence of gravity was degn, and conſequently deceit;—’twas a taught trick to gain credit of the world for more ſenſe and knowledge than a man was worth; and that, with all its pretenons,—it was no better, but often worſe, than what a French wit had long ago deﬁned it,—viz. A myﬅerious carriage of the body to cover the defes of the mind;—which deﬁnition of gravity, Yorick, with great imprudence, would ſay, deſerved to be wrote in letters of gold.


  But, in plain truth, he was a man unhackneyed and unpraiſed in the world, and was altogether as indiſcreet and fooli on every other ſubje of diſcourſe where policy is wont to impreſs reﬅraint. Yorick had no impreon but one, and that was what aroſe from the nature of the deed ſpoken of; which impreon he would uſually tranate into plain Engli without any periphras,—and too oft without much diﬅinion of either perſonage, time, or place;—ſo that when mention was made of a pitiful or an ungenerous proceeding,—he never gave himſelf a moment’s time to reﬂe who was the Hero of the piece,—what his ﬅation,—or how far he had power to hurt him hereafter;—but if it was a dirty aion,—without more ado,—The man was a dirty fellow,—and ſo on:—And as his comments had uſually the ill fate to be terminated either in a bon mot, or to be enliven’d throughout with ſome drollery or humour of expreon, it gave wings to Yorick’s indiſcretion. In a word, tho’ he never ſought, yet, at the ſame time, as he ſeldom un’d occaons of ſaying what came uppermoﬅ, and without much ceremony;—he had but too many temptations in life, of ſcattering his wit and his humour,—his gibes and his jeﬅs about him.—They were not loﬅ for want of gathering.


  What were the conſequences, and what was Yorick’s cataﬅrophe thereupon, you will read in the next chapter.


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  THE Mortgager and Mortgagée diﬀer the one from the other, not more in length of purſe, than the Jeﬅer and Jeﬅée do, in that of memory. But in this the compariſon between them runs, as the ſcholiaﬅs call it, upon allfour; which, by the bye, is upon one or two legs more, than ſome of the beﬅ of Homer’s can pretend to;—namely, That the one raiſes a ſum and the other a laugh at your expence, and think no more about it. Intereﬅ, however, ﬅill runs on in both caſes;—the periodical or accidental payments of it, juﬅ ſerving to keep the memory of the aﬀair alive; till, at length, in ſome evil hour,—pop comes the creditor upon each, and by demanding principal upon the ſpot, together with full intereﬅ to the very day, makes them both feel the full extent of their obligations.


  As the reader (for I hate your ifs) has a thorough knowledge of human nature, I need not ſay more to ſatisfy him, that my Hero could not go on at this rate without ſome ight experience of theſe incidental mementos. To ſpeak the truth, he had wantonly involved himſelf in a multitude of ſmall book-debts of this ﬅamp, which, notwithﬅanding Eugenius’s frequent advice, he too much diſregarded; thinking, that as not one of them was contraed thro’ any malignancy;—but, on the contrary, from an honeﬅy of mind, and a mere jocundity of humour, they would all of them be croſs’d out in courſe.


  Eugenius would never admit this; and would often tell him, that one day or other he would certainly be reckoned with; and he would often add, in an accent of ſorrowful apprehenon,—to the uttermoﬅ mite. To which Yorick, with his uſual careleneſs of heart, would as often anſwer with a paw!—and if the ſubje was ﬅarted in the ﬁelds,—with a hop, ſkip, and a jump, at the end of it; but if cloſe pent up in the ſocial chimney corner, where the culprit was barricado’d in, with a table and a couple of arm chairs, and could not ſo readily ﬂy oﬀ in a tangent,—Eugenius would then go on with his leure upon diſcretion, in words to this purpoſe, though ſomewhat better put together.


  Truﬅ me, dear Yorick, this unwary pleaſantry of thine will ſooner or later bring thee into ſcrapes and diﬃculties, which no after-wit can extricate thee out of.—In theſe ſallies, too oft, I ſee, it happens, that a perſon laugh’d at, conders himſelf in the light of a perſon injured, with all the rights of ſuch a tuation belonging to him; and when thou vieweﬅ him in that light too, and reckons up his friends, his family, his kindred and allies,—and muﬅers up with them the many recruits which will liﬅ under him from a ſenſe of common danger;—’tis no extravagant arithmetic to ſay, that for every ten jokes,—thou haﬅ got a hundred enemies; and till thou haﬅ gone on, and raiſed a ſwarm of waſps about thy ears, and art half ﬅung to death by them, thou wilt never be convinced it is ſo.


  I cannot ſuſpe it in the man whom I eﬅeem, that there is the leaﬅ ſpur from ſpleen or malevolence of intent in theſe ſallies.—I believe and know them to be truly honeﬅ and ſportive:—But conder, my dear lad, that fools cannot diﬅingui this,—and that knaves will not; and thou knoweﬅ not what it is, either to provoke the one, or to make merry with the other,—whenever they aociate for mutual defence, depend upon it, they will carry on the war in ſuch a manner againﬅ thee, my dear friend, as to make thee heartily ck of it, and of thy life too.


  Revenge from ſome baneful corner all level a tale of dionour at thee, which no innocence of heart or integrity of condu all ſet right.—The fortunes of thy houſe all totter,—thy charaer, which led the way to them, all bleed on every de of it,—thy faith queﬅioned,—thy works belied,—thy wit forgotten,—thy learning trampled on. To wind up the laﬅ ſcene of thy tragedy, Cruelty and Cowardice, twin ruﬃans, hired and ſet on by Malice in the dark, all ﬅrike together at all thy inﬁrmities and miﬅakes:—the beﬅ of us, my dear lad, lye open there,—and truﬅ me,—truﬅ me, Yorick, When to gratify a private appetite, it is once reſolved upon, that an innocent and an helpleſs creature all be ſacriﬁced, ’tis an eaſy matter to pick up ﬅicks enew from any thicket where it has ﬅrayed, to make a ﬁre to oﬀer it up with.


  Yorick ſcarce ever heard this ſad vaticination of his deﬅiny read over to him, but with a tear ﬅealing from his eye, and a promiory look attending it, that he was reſolved, for the time to come, to ride his tit with more ſobriety.—But, alas, too late!—a grand confederacy, with ***** and ***** at the head of it, was form’d before the ﬁrﬅ prediion of it.—The whole plan of the attack, juﬅ as Eugenius had foreboded, was put in execution all at once,—with ſo little mercy on the de of the allies,—and ſo little ſuſpicion in Yorick, of what was carrying on againﬅ him,—that when he thought, good eaſy man! full ſurely preferment was o’ripening,—they had ſmote his root, and then he fell, as many a worthy man had fallen before him.


  Yorick, however, fought it out with all imaginable gallantry for ſome time; till, over-power’d by numbers, and worn out at length by the calamities of the war,—but more ſo, by the ungenerous manner in which it was carried on,—he threw down the ſword; and though he kept up his ſpirits in appearance to the laﬅ,—he died, nevertheleſs, as was generally thought, quite broken hearted.


  What inclined Eugenius to the ſame opinion, was as follows:


  A few hours before Yorick breath’d his laﬅ, Eugenius ﬅept in with an intent to take his laﬅ ght and laﬅ farewell of him: Upon his drawing Yorick’s curtain, and aſking how he felt himſelf, Yorick, looking up in his face, took hold of his hand,—and, after thanking him for the many tokens of his friendip to him, for which, he ſaid, if it was their fate to meet hereafter,—he would thank him again and again.—He told him, he was within a few hours of giving his enemies the ip for ever.—I hope not, anſwered Eugenius, with tears trickling down his cheeks, and with the tendereﬅ tone that ever man ſpoke,—I hope not, Yorick, ſaid he.—Yorick replied, with a look up, and a gentle ſqueeze of Eugenius’s hand, and that was all,—but it cut Eugenius to his heart.—Come,—come, Yorick, quoth Eugenius, wiping his eyes, and ſummoning up the man within him,—my dear lad, be comforted,—let not all thy ſpirits and fortitude forſake thee at this cris when thou moﬅ wants them;—who knows what reſources are in ﬅore, and what the power of God may yet do for thee?—Yorick laid his hand upon his heart, and gently ook his head;—for my part, continued Eugenius, crying bitterly as he uttered the words,—I declare I know not, Yorick, how to part with thee,—and would gladly ﬂatter my hopes, added Eugenius, chearing up his voice, that there is ﬅill enough left of thee to make a biop,—and that I may live to ſee it.—I beſeech thee, Eugenius, quoth Yorick, taking oﬀ his night-cap as well as he could with his left hand,—his right being ﬅill graſped cloſe in that of Eugenius,—I beſeech thee to take a view of my head.—I ſee nothing that ails it, replied Eugenius. Then, alas! my friend, ſaid Yorick, let me tell you, that ’tis ſo bruiſed and mis-apen’d with the blows which ***** and *****, and ſome others have ſo unhandſomely given me in the dark, that I might ſay with Sancho Pança, that ould I recover, and “Mitres thereupon be ſuﬀer’d to rain down from heaven as thick as hail, not one of ’em would ﬁt it.”—Yorick’s laﬅ breath was hanging upon his trembling lips ready to depart as he uttered this;—yet ﬅill it was utter’d with ſomething of a cervantick tone;—and as he ſpoke it, Eugenius could perceive a ﬅream of lambent ﬁre lighted up for a moment in his eyes;—faint piure of thoſe ﬂaes of his ſpirit, which (as Shakeſpear ſaid of his anceﬅor) were wont to ſet the table in a roar!


  Eugenius was convinced from this, that the heart of his friend was broke; he ſqueez’d his hand,—and then walk’d ſoftly out of the room, weeping as he walk’d. Yorick followed Eugenius with his eyes to the door,—he then cloſed them,—and never opened them more.


  He lies buried in a corner of his church-yard, in the pari of ——, under a plain marble abb, which his friend Eugenius, by leave of his executors, laid upon his grave, with no more than theſe three words of inſcription ſerving both for his epitaph and elegy.


  
    Alas, poor YORICK!

  


  Ten times in a day has Yorick’s ghoﬅ the conſolation to hear his monumental inſcription read over with ſuch a variety of plaintive tones, as denote a general pity and eﬅeem for him;—a foot way crong the church-yard cloſe by the de of his grave,—not a paenger goes by without ﬅopping to caﬅ a look upon it,—and ghing as he walks on,


  Alas, poor YORICK!
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  CHAP. XIII.


  IT is ſo long nce the reader of this rhapſodical work has been parted from the midwife, that it is high time to mention her again to him, merely to put him in mind that there is ſuch a body ﬅill in the world, and whom, upon the beﬅ judgment I can form upon my own plan at preſent,—I am going to introduce to him for good and all: But as fre matter may be ﬅarted, and much unexpeed buneſs fall out betwixt the reader and myſelf, which may require immediate diſpatch;—’twas right to take care that the poor woman ould not be loﬅ in the mean time;—becauſe when e is wanted, we can no way do without her.


  I think I told you that this good woman was a perſon of no ſmall note and conſequence throughout our whole village and townip;—that her fame had ſpread itſelf to the very out-edge and circumference of that circle of importance, of which kind every ſoul living, whether he has a irt to his back or no,—has one ſurrounding him;—which ſaid circle, by the way, whenever ’tis ſaid that ſuch a one is of great weight and importance in the world,—I dere may be enlarged or contraed in your worip’s fancy, in a compound-ratio of the ﬅation, profeon, knowledge, abilities, height and depth (meaſuring both ways) of the perſonage brought before you.


  In the preſent caſe, if I remember, I ﬁxed it at about four or ﬁve miles, which not only comprehended the whole pari, but extended itſelf to two or three of the adjacent hamlets in the ſkirts of the next pari; which made a conderable thing of it. I muﬅ add, That e was, moreover, very well looked on at one large grange-houſe and ſome other odd houſes and farms within two or three miles, as I ſaid, from the ſmoke of her own chimney:—But I muﬅ here, once for all, inform you, that all this will be more exaly delineated and explain’d in a map, now in the hands of the engraver, which, with many other pieces and developments to this work, will be added to the end of the twentieth volume,—not to ſwell the work,—I deteﬅ the thought of ſuch a thing;—but by way of commentary, ſcholium, illuﬅration, and key to ſuch paages, incidents, or inuendos as all be thought to be either of private interpretation, or of dark or doubtful meaning after my life and my opinions all have been read over, (now don’t forget the meaning of the word) by all the world;—which, betwixt you and me, and in ſpight of all the gentlemen reviewers in Great-Britain, and of all that their worips all undertake to write or ſay to the contrary,—I am determined all be the caſe.—I need not tell your worip, that all this is ſpoke in conﬁdence.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  UPON looking into my mother’s marriage ſettlement, in order to ſatisfy myſelf and reader in a point neceary to be clear’d up, before we could proceed any further in this hiﬅory;—I had the good fortune to pop upon the very thing I wanted before I had read a day and a half ﬅraight forwards,—it might have taken me up a month;—which ews plainly, that when a man ts down to write a hiﬅory,—tho’ it be but the hiﬅory of Jack Hickathrift or Tom Thumb, he knows no more than his heels what lets and confounded hinderances he is to meet with in his way,—or what a dance he may be led, by one excuron or another, before all is over. Could a hiﬅoriographer drive on his hiﬅory, as a muleteer drives on his mule,—ﬅraight forward;—for inﬅance, from Rome all the way to Loretto, without ever once turning his head ade either to the right hand or to the left,—he might venture to foretell you to an hour when he ould get to his journey’s end;—but the thing is, morally ſpeaking, impoble: For, if he is a man of the leaﬅ ſpirit, he will have ﬁfty deviations from a ﬅraight line to make with this or that party as he goes along, which he can no ways avoid. He will have views and proſpes to himſelf perpetually ſolliciting his eye, which he can no more help ﬅanding ﬅill to look at than he can ﬂy; he will moreover have various Accounts to reconcile:

  Anecdotes to pick up:

  Inſcriptions to make out:

  Stories to weave in:

  Traditions to ft:

  Perſonages to call upon:

  Panegyricks to paﬅe up at this door:Paſquinades at that:—All which both the man and his mule are quite exempt from. To ſum up all; there are archives at every ﬅage to be look’d into, and rolls, records, documents, and endleſs genealogies, which juﬅice ever and anon calls him back to ﬅay the reading of:—In ort, there is no end of it;—for my own part, I declare I have been at it theſe x weeks, making all the ſpeed I pobly could,—and am not yet born:—I have juﬅ been able, and that’s all, to tell you when it happen’d, but not how;—ſo that you ſee the thing is yet far from being accomplied.


  Theſe unforeſeen ﬅoppages, which I own I had no conception of when I ﬁrﬅ ſet out;—but which, I am convinced now, will rather increaſe than dimini as I advance,—have ﬅruck out a hint which I am reſolved to follow;—and that is,—not to be in a hurry;—but to go on leiſurely, writing and publiing two volumes of my life every year;—which, if I am ſuﬀered to go on quietly, and can make a tolerable bargain with my book-ſeller, I all continue to do as long as I live.


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  THE article in my mother’s marriage ſettlement, which I told the reader I was at the pains to ſearch for, and which, now that I have found it, I think proper to lay before him,—is ſo much more fully expreſs’d in the deed itſelf, than ever I can pretend to do it, that it would be barbarity to take it out of the lawyer’s hand:—It is as follows.


  “And this Indenture further witneſſeth, That the ſaid Walter Shandy, merchant, in conderation of the ſaid intended marriage to be had, and, by God’s bleng, to be well and truly ſolemnized and conſummated between the ſaid Walter Shandy and Elizabeth Mollineux aforeſaid, and divers other good and valuable cauſes and conderations him thereunto ſpecially moving,—doth grant, covenant, condeſcend, conſent, conclude, bargain, and fully agree to and with John Dixon and James Turner, Eſqrs. the abovenamed truﬅees, &c. &c.—to wit,—That in caſe it ould hereafter ſo fall out, chance, happen, or otherwiſe come to paſs,—That the ſaid Walter Shandy, merchant, all have left oﬀ buneſs before the time or times, that the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux all, according to the courſe of nature, or otherwiſe, have left oﬀ bearing and bringing forth children;—and that, in conſequence of the ſaid Walter Shandy having ſo left oﬀ buneſs, all, in deſpight, and againﬅ the free-will, conſent, and good-liking of the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux,—make a departure from the city of London, in order to retire to, and dwell upon, his eﬅate at Shandy-Hall, in the county of ——, or at any other country ſeat, caﬅle, hall, manon-houſe, meuage, or grainge-houſe, now purchaſed, or hereafter to be purchaſed, or upon any part or parcel thereof:—That then, and as often as the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux all happen to be enceint with child or children ſeverally and lawfully begot, or to be begotten, upon the body of the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux during her ſaid coverture,—he the ſaid Walter Shandy all, at his own proper coﬅ and charges, and out of his own proper monies, upon good and reaſonable notice, which is hereby agreed to be within x weeks of her the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux’s full reckoning, or time of ſuppoſed and computed delivery,—pay, or cauſe to be paid, the ſum of one hundred and twenty pounds of good and lawful money, to John Dixon and James Turner, Eſqrs. or agns,—upon Trust and conﬁdence, and for and unto the uſe and uſes, intent, end, and purpoſe following:—That is to ſay,—That the ſaid ſum of one hundred and twenty pounds all be paid into the hands of the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux, or to be otherwiſe applied by them the ſaid truﬅees, for the well and truly hiring of one coach, with able and ſuﬃcient horſes, to carry and convey the body of the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux and the child or children which e all be then and there enceint and pregnant with,— unto the city of London; and for the further paying and defraying of all other incidental coﬅs, charges, and expences whatſoever,—in and about, and for, and relating to her ſaid intended delivery and lying-in, in the ſaid city or ſuburbs thereof. And that the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux all and may, from time to time, and at all ſuch time and times as are here covenanted and agreed upon,—peaceably and quietly hire the ſaid coach and horſes, and have free ingreſs, egreſs, and regreſs throughout her journey, in and from the ſaid coach, according to the tenor, true intent, and meaning of theſe preſents, without any let, ſuit, trouble, diﬅurbance, moleﬅation, diſcharge, hinderance, forfeiture, eviion, vexation, interruption, or incumberance whatſoever.—And that it all moreover be lawful to and for the ſaid Elizabeth Mollineux, from time to time, and as oft or often as e all well and truly be advanced in her ſaid pregnancy, to the time heretofore ﬅipulated and agreed upon,—to live and rede in ſuch place or places, and in ſuch family or families, and with ſuch relations, friends, and other perſons within the ſaid city of London, as e, at her own will and pleaſure, notwithﬅanding her preſent coverture, and as if e was a femme ſole and unmarried,—all think ﬁt.—And this Indenture further witneſſeth, That for the more eﬀeually carrying of the ſaid covenant into execution, the ſaid Walter Shandy, merchant, doth hereby grant, bargain, ſell, releaſe, and conﬁrm unto the ſaid John Dixon, and James Turner, Eſqrs. their heirs, executors, and agns, in their aual poeon, now being by virtue of an indenture of bargain and ſale for a year to them the ſaid John Dixon and James Turner, Eſqrs. by him the ſaid Walter Shandy, merchant, thereof made; which ſaid bargain and ſale for a year, bears date the day next before the date of theſe preſents, and by force and virtue of the ﬅatute for transferring of uſes into poeon,—All that the manor and lordip of Shandy in the county of ——, with all the rights, members, and appurtenances thereof; and all and every the meuages, houſes, buildings, barns, ﬅables, orchards, gardens, backdes, tofts, crofts, garths, cottages, lands, meadows, feedings, paﬅures, mares, commons, woods, underwoods, drains, ﬁeries, waters, and water-courſes;— together with all rents, reverons, ſervices, annuities, fee-farms, knights fees, views of frank-pledge, eſcheats, reliefs, mines, quarries, goods and chattels of felons and fugitives, felons of themſelves, and put in exigent, deodands, free warrens, and all other royalties and ſeignories, rights and juriſdiions, privileges and hereditaments whatſoever.—And alſo the advowſon, donation, preſentation and free diſpotion of the reory or parſonage of Shandy aforeſaid, and all and every the tenths, tythes, glebe-lands”—In three words,—“My mother was to lay in, (if e choſe it) in London.”


  But in order to put a ﬅop to the praice of any unfair play on the part of my mother, which a marriage article of this nature too manifeﬅly opened a door to, and which indeed had never been thought of at all, but for my uncle Toby Shandy;—a clauſe was added in ſecurity of my father, which was this:—“That in caſe my mother hereafter ould, at any time, put my father to the trouble and expence of a London journey upon falſe cries and tokens;—that for every ſuch inﬅance e ould forfeit all the right and title which the covenant gave her to the next turn;—but to no more,—and ſo on, toties quoties, in as eﬀeual a manner, as if ſuch a covenant betwixt them had not been made.”—This, by the way, was no more than what was reaſonable;—and yet, as reaſonable as it was, I have ever thought it hard that the whole weight of the article ould have fallen entirely, as it did, upon myſelf.


  But I was begot and born to misfortunes;—for my poor mother, whether it was wind or water,—or a compound of both,—or neither;—or whether it was mply the mere ſwell of imagination and fancy in her;—or how far a ﬅrong wi and dere to have it ſo, might miead her judgment;—in ort, whether e was deceived or deceiving in this matter, it no way becomes me to decide. The fa was this, That, in the latter end of September, 1717, which was the year before I was born, my mother having carried my father up to town much againﬅ the grain,—he peremptorily inﬅed upon the clauſe;—ſo that I was doom’d, by marriage articles, to have my noſe ſqueez’d as ﬂat to my face, as if the deﬅinies had aually ſpun me without one.


  How this event came about,—and what a train of vexatious diſappointments, in one ﬅage or other of my life, have purſued me from the mere loſs, or rather compreon, of this one ngle member,—all be laid before the reader all in due time.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  MY father, as any body may naturally imagine, came down with my mother into the country, in but a petti kind of a humour. The ﬁrﬅ twenty or ﬁve-and-twenty miles he did nothing in the world but fret and teaze himſelf, and indeed my mother too, about the curſed expence, which he ſaid might every illing of it have been ſaved;—then what vexed him more than every thing elſe was the provoking time of the year,—which, as I told you, was towards the end of September, when his wall-fruit, and green gages eſpecially, in which he was very curious, were juﬅ ready for pulling:—“Had he been whiﬅled up to London, upon a Tom Fool’s errand in any other month of the whole year, he ould not have ſaid three words about it.”


  For the next two whole ﬅages, no ſubje would go down, but the heavy blow he had ſuﬅain’d from the loſs of a ſon, whom it ſeems he had fully reckon’d upon in his mind, and regiﬅer’d down in his pocket-book, as a ſecond ﬅaﬀ for his old age, in caſe Bobby ould fail him. “The diſappointment of this, he ſaid, was ten times more to a wiſe man than all the money which the journey, &c. had coﬅ him, put together,—rot the hundred and twenty pounds,—he did not mind it a ru.”


  From Stilton, all the way to Grantham, nothing in the whole aﬀair provoked him ſo much as the condolences of his friends, and the fooli ﬁgure they ould both make at church the ﬁrﬅ Sunday;—of which, in the ſatirical vehemence of his wit, now arpen’d a little by vexation, he would give ſo many humorous and provoking deſcriptions,—and place his rib and ſelf in ſo many tormenting lights and attitudes in the face of the whole congregation;—that my mother declared, theſe two ﬅages were ſo truly tragi-comical, that e did nothing but laugh and cry in a breath, from one end to the other of them all the way.


  From Grantham, till they had croſs’d the Trent, my father was out of all kind of patience at the vile trick and impotion which he fancied my mother had put upon him in this aﬀair.—“Certainly, he would ſay to himſelf, over and over again, “the woman could not be deceived herſelf;—if e could,—what weakneſs!—tormenting word! which led his imagination a thorny dance, and, before all was over, play’d the duce and all with him;”—for ſure as ever the word weakneſs was uttered, and ﬅruck full upon his brain,—ſo ſure it ſet him upon running divions upon how many kinds of weaknees there were;—that there was ſuch a thing as weakneſs of the body,—as well as weakneſs of the mind,—and then he would do nothing but ſyllogize within himſelf for a ﬅage or two together, How far the cauſe of all theſe vexations might, or might not, have ariſen out of himſelf.


  In ort, he had ſo many little ſubjes of diſquietude ſpringing out of this one aﬀair, all fretting ſuccevely in his mind as they roſe up in it, that my mother, whatever was her journey up, had but an uneaſy journey of it down.—In a word, as e complained to my uncle Toby, he would have tired out the patience of any ﬂe alive.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  THough my father travelled home-wards, as I told you, in none of the beﬅ of moods,—paw-ing and pi-ing all the way down,—yet he had the complaiſance to keep the worﬅ part of the ﬅory ﬅill to himſelf;—which was the reſolution he had taken of doing himſelf the juﬅice, which my uncle Toby’s clauſe in the marriage ſettlement empowered him; nor was it till the very night in which I was begot, which was thirteen months after, that e had the leaﬅ intimation of his degn;—when my father, happening, as you remember, to be a little chagrin’d and out of temper,—took occaon as they lay chatting gravely in bed afterwards, talking over what was to come,—to let her know that e muﬅ accommodate herſelf as well as e could to the bargain made between them in their marriage deeds; which was to lye-in of her next child in the country to balance the laﬅ year’s journey.


  My father was a gentleman of many virtues,—but he had a ﬅrong ſpice of that in his temper which might, or might not, add to the number.—’Tis known by the name of perſeverance in a good cauſe,—and of obﬅinacy in a bad one: Of this my mother had ſo much knowledge, that e knew ’twas to no purpoſe to make any remonﬅrance,—ſo e e’en reſolved to t down quietly, and make the moﬅ of it.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  AS the point was that night agreed, or rather determin’d, that my mother ould lye-in of me in the country, e took her meaſures accordingly; for which purpoſe, when e was three days, or thereabouts, gone with child, e began to caﬅ her eyes upon the midwife, whom you have ſo often heard me mention; and before the week was well got round, as the famous Dr. Maningham was not to be had, e had come to a ﬁnal determination in her mind,—notwithﬅanding there was a ſcientiﬁck operator within ſo near a call as eight miles of us, and who, moreover, had expreſy wrote a ﬁve illings book upon the ſubje of midwifery, in which he had expoſed, not only the blunders of the ﬅerhood itſelf,—but had likewiſe ſuperadded many curious improvements for the quicker extraion of the foetus in croſs births, and ſome other caſes of danger which belay us in getting into the world; notwithﬅanding all this, my mother, I ſay, was abſolutely determined to truﬅ her life and mine with it, into no ſoul’s hand but this old woman’s only.—Now this I like;—when we cannot get at the very thing we wi,—never to take up with the next beﬅ in degree to it;—no; that’s pitiful beyond deſcription;—it is no more than a week from this very day, in which I am now writing this book for the ediﬁcation of the world,—which is March 9, 1759,—that my dear, dear Jenny obſerving I look’d a little grave, as e ﬅood cheapening a lk of ﬁve-and-twenty illings a yard,—told the mercer, e was ſorry e had given him ſo much trouble;—and immediately went and bought herſelf a yard-wide ﬅuﬀ of ten-pence a yard.—’Tis the duplication of one and the ſame greatneſs of ſoul; only what leen’d the honour of it ſomewhat, in my mother’s caſe, was, that e could not heroine it into ſo violent and hazardous an extream, as one in her tuation might have wi’d, becauſe the old midwife had really ſome little claim to be depended upon,—as much, at leaﬅ, as ſucceſs could give her; having, in the courſe of her praice of near twenty years in the pari, brought every mother’s ſon of them into the world without any one ip or accident which could fairly be laid to her account.


  Theſe fas, tho’ they had their weight, yet did not altogether ſatisfy ſome few ſcruples and uneanees which hung upon my father’s ſpirits in relation to this choice.—To ſay nothing of the natural workings of humanity and juﬅice,—or of the yearnings of parental and connubial love, all which prompted him to leave as little to hazard as poble in a caſe of this kind;—he felt himſelf concern’d in a particular manner, that all ould go right in the preſent caſe;—from the accumulated ſorrow he lay open to, ould any evil betide his wife and child in lying-in at Shandy-Hall.—He knew the world judged by events, and would add to his aﬄiions in ſuch a misfortune, by loading him with the whole blame of it.—“Alas o’day;—had Mrs. Shandy, poor gentlewoman! had but her wi in going up to town juﬅ to lye-in and come down again;—which, they ſay, e begg’d and pray’d for upon her bare knees,—and which, in my opinion, condering the fortune which Mr. Shandy got with her,—was no ſuch mighty matter to have complied with, the lady and her babe might both of ’em have been alive at this hour.”


  This exclamation, my father knew was unanſwerable;—and yet, it was not merely to elter himſelf,—nor was it altogether for the care of his oﬀſpring and wife that he ſeem’d ſo extremely anxious about this point;—my father had extenve views of things,—and ﬅood, moreover, as he thought, deeply concern’d in it for the publick good, from the dread he entertained of the bad uſes an ill-fated inﬅance might be put to.


  He was very ſenble that all political writers upon the ſubje had unanimouy agreed and lamented, from the beginning of Queen Elizabeth’s reign down to his own time, that the current of men and money towards the metropolis, upon one frivolous errand or another,—ſet in ſo ﬅrong,—as to become dangerous to our civil rights;—tho’, by the bye,—a current was not the image he took moﬅ delight in,—a diﬅemper was here his favourite metaphor, and he would run it down into a perfe allegory, by maintaining it was identically the ſame in the body national as in the body natural, where blood and ſpirits were driven up into the head faﬅer than they could ﬁnd their ways down;—a ﬅoppage of circulation muﬅ enſue, which was death in both caſes.


  There was little danger, he would ſay, of long our liberties by French politicks or French invaons;—nor was he ſo much in pain of a conſumption from the maſs of corrupted matter and ulcerated humours in our conﬅitution,—which he hoped was not ſo bad as it was imagined;—but he verily feared, that in ſome violent pu, we ould go oﬀ, all at once, in a ﬅate-apoplexy;—and then he would ſay, The Lord have mercy upon us all.


  My father was never able to give the hiﬅory of this diﬅemper,—without the remedy along with it.


  “Was I an abſolute prince, he would ſay, pulling up his breeches with both his hands, as he roſe from his arm-chair, “I would appoint able judges, at every avenue of my metropolis, who ould take cognizance of every fool’s buneſs who came there;—and if, upon a fair and candid hearing, it appeared not of weight ſuﬃcient to leave his own home, and come up, bag and baggage, with his wife and children, farmers ſons, &c. &c. at his backde, they ould be all ſent back, from conﬅable to conﬅable, like vagrants as they were, to the place of their legal ſettlements. By this means I all take care, that my metropolis totter’d not thro’ its own weight;—that the head be no longer too big for the body;—that the extreams, now waﬅed and pin’d in, be reﬅored to their due are of nouriment, and regain, with it, their natural ﬅrength and beauty:—I would eﬀeually provide, That the meadows and corn-ﬁelds, of my dominions, ould laugh and ng;—that good chear and hoſpitality ﬂouri once more;—and that ſuch weight and inﬂuence be put thereby into the hands of the Squirality of my kingdom, as ould counterpoiſe what I perceive my Nobility are now taking from them.


  “Why are there ſo few palaces and gentlemen’s ſeats, he would aſk, with ſome emotion, as he walked a-croſs the room, “throughout ſo many delicious provinces in France? Whence is it that the few remaining Chateaus amongﬅ them are ſo diſmantled,—ſo unfurnied, and in ſo ruinous and deſolate a condition?—Becauſe, Sir, (he would ſay) “in that kingdom no man has any country-intereﬅ to ſupport;—the little intereﬅ of any kind, which any man has any where in it, is concentrated in the court, and the looks of the Grand Monarch; by the ſun-ine of whoſe countenance, or the clouds which paſs a-croſs it, every French man lives or dies.”


  Another political reaſon which prompted my father ſo ﬅrongly to guard againﬅ the leaﬅ evil accident in my mother’s lying-in in the country,—was, That any ſuch inﬅance would infallibly throw a balance of power, too great already, into the weaker veels of the gentry, in his own, or higher ﬅations;—which, with the many other uſurped rights which that part of the conﬅitution was hourly eﬅabliing,—would, in the end, prove fatal to the monarchical ſyﬅem of domeﬅick government eﬅablied in the ﬁrﬅ creation of things by God.


  In this point he was entirely of Sir Robert Filmer’s opinion, That the plans and inﬅitutions of the greateﬅ monarchies in the eaﬅern parts of the world, were, originally, all ﬅolen from that admirable pattern and prototype of this houold and paternal power;—which, for a century, he ſaid, and more, had gradually been degenerating away into a mix’d government;—the form of which, however derable in great combinations of the ſpecies,—was very troubleſome in ſmall ones,—and ſeldom produced any thing, that he ſaw, but ſorrow and confuon.


  For all theſe reaſons, private and publick, put together,—my father was for having the man-midwife by all means,—my mother by no means. My father begg’d and intreated, e would for once recede from her prerogative in this matter, and ſuﬀer him to chooſe for her;—my mother, on the contrary, inﬅed upon her privilege in this matter, to chooſe for herſelf,—and have no mortal’s help but the old woman’s.—What could my father do? He was almoﬅ at his wit’s end;—talked it over with her in all moods;—placed his arguments in all lights;—argued the matter with her like a chriﬅian,—like a heathen,—like a huſband,—like a father,—like a patriot,—like a man:—My mother anſwered every thing only like a woman; which was a little hard upon her;—for as e could not aume and ﬁght it out behind ſuch a variety of charaers,—’twas no fair match;—’twas ſeven to one.—What could my mother do?—She had the advantage (otherwiſe e had been certainly overpowered) of a ſmall reinforcement of chagrine perſonal at the bottom which bore her up, and enabled her to diſpute the aﬀair with my father with ſo equal an advantage,—that both des ſung Te Deum. In a word, my mother was to have the old woman,—and the operator was to have licence to drink a bottle of wine with my father and my uncle Toby Shandy in the back parlour,—for which he was to be paid ﬁve guineas.


  I muﬅ beg leave, before I ﬁni this chapter, to enter a caveat in the breaﬅ of my fair reader;—and it is this:—Not to take it abſolutely for granted from an unguarded word or two which I have dropp’d in it,—“That I am a married man.”—I own the tender appellation of my dear, dear Jenny,—with ſome other ﬅrokes of conjugal knowledge, interſperſed here and there, might, naturally enough, have mied the moﬅ candid judge in the world into ſuch a determination againﬅ me.—All I plead for, in this caſe, Madam, is ﬅri juﬅice, and that you do ſo much of it, to me as well as to yourſelf,—as not to prejudge or receive ſuch an impreon of me, till you have better evidence, than I am potive, at preſent, can be produced againﬅ me:—Not that I can be ſo vain or unreaſonable, Madam, as to dere you ould therefore think, that my dear, dear Jenny is my kept miﬅreſs;—no,—that would be ﬂattering my charaer in the other extream, and giving it an air of freedom, which, perhaps, it has no kind of right to. All I contend for, is the utter impobility for ſome volumes, that you, or the moﬅ penetrating ſpirit upon earth, ould know how this matter really ﬅands.—It is not impoble, but that my dear, dear Jenny! tender as the appellation is, may be my child.—Conder,—I was born in the year eighteen.—Nor is there any thing unnatural or extravagant in the ſuppotion, that my dear Jenny may be my friend.—Friend!—My friend.—Surely, Madam, a friendip between the two ſexes may ſubﬅ, and be ſupported without —— Fy! Mr. Shandy:—Without any thing, Madam, but that tender and delicious ſentiment, which ever mixes in friendip, where there is a diﬀerence of ſex. Let me intreat you to ﬅudy the pure and ſentimental parts of the beﬅ French Romances;—it will really, Madam, aﬅoni you to ſee with what a variety of chaﬅe expreon this delicious ſentiment, which I have the honour to ſpeak of, is dreſs’d out.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  IWould ſooner undertake to explain the hardeﬅ problem in Geometry, than pretend to account for it, that a gentleman of my father’s great good ſenſe,—knowing, as the reader muﬅ have obſerved him, and curious too, in philoſophy,—wiſe alſo in political reaſoning,—and in polemical (as he will ﬁnd) no way ignorant,—could be capable of entertaining a notion in his head, ſo out of the common track,—that I fear the reader, when I come to mention it to him, if he is the leaﬅ of a cholerick temper, will immediately throw the book by; if mercurial, he will laugh moﬅ heartily at it;—and if he is of a grave and ſaturnine caﬅ, he will, at ﬁrﬅ ght, abſolutely condemn as fanciful and extravagant; and that was in reſpe to the choice and impotion of Chriﬅian names, on which he thought a great deal more depended than what ſuperﬁcial minds were capable of conceiving.


  His opinion, in this matter, was, That there was a ﬅrange kind of magick bias, which good or bad names, as he called them, irreﬅibly impreſs’d upon our charaers and condu.


  The Hero of Cervantes argued not the point with more ſeriouſneſs,—nor had he more faith,—or more to ſay on the powers of Necromancy in dionouring his deeds,—or on Dulcinea’s name, in edding luﬅre upon them, than my father had on thoſe of Trismegistus or Archimedes, on the one hand,—or of Nyky and Simkin on the other. How many Cæsars and Pompeys, he would ſay, by mere inſpiration of the names, have been render’d worthy of them? And how many, he would add, are there who might have done exceeding well in the world, had not their charaers and ſpirits been totally depreſs’d and Nicodemus’D into nothing.


  I ſee plainly, Sir, by your looks, (or as the caſe happen’d) my father would ſay,—that you do not heartily ſubſcribe to this opinion of mine,—which, to thoſe, he would add, who have not carefully fted it to the bottom,—I own has an air more of fancy than of ſolid reaſoning in it;—and yet, my dear Sir, if I may preſume to know your charaer, I am morally aured, I ould hazard little in ﬅating a caſe to you,—not as a party in the diſpute,—but as a judge, and truﬅing my appeal upon it to your own good ſenſe and candid diſquition in this matter;—you are a perſon free from as many narrow prejudices of education as moﬅ men;—and, if I may preſume to penetrate further into you,—of a liberality of genius above bearing down an opinion, merely becauſe it wants friends. Your ſon!—your dear ſon,—from whoſe ſweet and open temper you have ſo much to expe.—Your Billy, Sir!—would you, for the world, have called him Judas?—Would you, my dear Sir, he would ſay, laying his hand upon your breaﬅ, with the genteeleﬅ addreſs,—and in that ſoft and irreﬅible piano of voice, which the nature of the argumentum ad hominem abſolutely requires,—Would you, Sir, if a Jew of a godfather had propoſed the name for your child, and oﬀered you his purſe along with it, would you have confented to ſuch a deſecration of him?—O my God! he would ſay, looking up, if I know your temper right, Sir,—you are incapable of it;—you would have trampled upon the oﬀer;— you would have thrown the temptation at the tempter’s head with abhorrence.


  Your greatneſs of mind in this aion, which I admire, with that generous contempt of money which you ew me in the whole tranſaion, is really noble;—and what renders it more ſo, is the principle of it;—the workings of a parent’s love upon the truth and conviion of this very hypothes, namely, That was your ſon called Judas,—the fordid and treacherous idea, ſo inſeparable from the name, would have accompanied him thro’ life like his adow, and, in the end, made a miſer and a raſcal of him, in ſpight, Sir, of your example.


  I never knew a man able to anſwer this argument.—But, indeed, to ſpeak of my father as he was;—he was certainly irreﬅible, both in his orations and diſputations;—he was born an orator;—Θεοδίδακτος.—Perſuaon hung upon his lips, and the elements of Logick and Rhetorick were ſo blended up in him,—and, withall, he had ſo rewd gueſs at the weaknees and paons of his reſpondent,—that Nature might have ﬅood up and ſaid,—“This man is eloquent.” In ort, whether he was on the weak or the ﬅrong de of the queﬅion, ’twas hazardous in either caſe to attack him:—And yet, ’tis ﬅrange, he had never read Cicero nor Quintilian de Oratore, nor Iſocrates, nor Ariﬅotle, nor Longinus amongﬅ the antients;—nor Vous, nor Skioppius, nor Ramus, nor Farnaby amongﬅ the moderns;—and what is more aﬅoniing, he had never in his whole life the leaﬅ light or ſpark of ſubtilty ﬅruck into his mind, by one ngle leure upon Crackenthorp or Burgerſdicius, or any Dutch logician or commentator;—he knew not ſo much as in what the diﬀerence of an argument ad ignorantiam, and an argument ad hominem conﬅed; ſo that I well remember, when he went up along with me to enter my name at Jeſus College in ****,—it was a matter of juﬅ wonder with my worthy tutor, and two or three fellows of that learned ſociety,—that a man who knew not ſo much as the names of his tools, ould be able to work after that faion with ’em.


  To work with them in the beﬅ manner he could, was what my father was, however, perpetually forced upon;—for he had a thouſand little ſceptical notions of the comick kind to defend,—moﬅ of which notions, I verily believe, at ﬁrﬅ enter’d upon the footing of mere whims, and of a vive la Bagatelle; and as ſuch he would make merry with them for half an hour or ſo, and having arpen’d his wit upon ’em, diſmiſs them till another day.


  I mention this, not only as matter of hypothes or conjeure upon the progreſs and eﬅabliment of my father’s many odd opinions,—but as a warning to the learned reader againﬅ the indiſcreet reception of ſuch gueﬅs, who, after a free and undiﬅurbed enterance, for ſome years, into our brains,—at length claim a kind of ſettlement there,—working ſometimes like yeaﬅ;—but more generally after the manner of the gentle paon, beginning in jeﬅ,—but ending in downright earneﬅ.


  Whether this was the caſe of the ngularity of my father’s notions,—or that his judgment, at length, became the dupe of his wit;—or how far, in many of his notions, he might, tho’ odd, be abſolutely right;—the reader, as he comes at them, all decide. All that I maintain here, is, that in this one, of the inﬂuence of Chriﬅian names, however it gain’d footing, he was ſerious;—he was all uniformity;—he was ſyﬅematical, and, like all ſyﬅematick reaſoners, he would move both heaven and earth, and twiﬅ and torture every thing in nature to ſupport his hypothes. In a word, I repeat it over again;—he was ſerious;—and, in conſequence of it, he would loſe all kind of patience whenever he ſaw people, eſpecially of condition, who ould have known better,—as careleſs and as indiﬀerent about the name they impoſed upon their child,—or more ſo, than in the choice of Ponto or Cupid for their puppy dog.


  This, he would ſay, look’d ill;—and had, moreover, this particular aggravation in it, viz. That when once a vile name was wrongfully or injudiciouy given, ’twas not like the caſe of a man’s charaer, which, when wrong’d, might hereafter be clear’d;—and, pobly, ſometime or other, if not in the man’s life, at leaﬅ after his death,—be, ſomehow or other, ſet to rights with the world: But the injury of this, he would ſay, could never be undone;—nay, he doubted even whether an a of parliament could reach it:—He knew as well as you, that the legiature aum’d a power over ſurnames;—but for very ﬅrong reaſons, which he could give, it had never yet adventured, he would ſay, to go a ﬅep further.


  It was obſervable, that tho’ my father, in conſequence of this opinion, had, as I have told you, the ﬅrongeﬅ likings and diikings towards certain names;—that there were ﬅill numbers of names which hung ſo equally in the balance before him, that they were abſolutely indiﬀerent to him. Jack, Dick, and Tom were of this claſs: Theſe my father call’d neutral names;—aﬃrming of them, without a ſatyr, That there had been as many knaves and fools, at leaﬅ, as wiſe and good men, nce the world began, who had indiﬀerently borne them;—ſo that, like equal forces aing againﬅ each other in contrary direions, he thought they mutually deﬅroyed each others eﬀes; for which reaſon, he would often declare, He would not give a cherry-ﬅone to chooſe amongﬅ them. Bob, which was my brother’s name, was another of theſe neutral kinds of Chriﬅian names, which operated very little either way; and as my father happen’d to be at Epſom, when it was given him,—he would oft times thank heaven it was no worſe. Andrew was ſomething like a negative quantity in Algebra with him;—’twas worſe, he ſaid, than nothing.—William ﬅood pretty high:—Numps again was low with him;—and Nick, he ſaid, was the Devil.


  But, of all the names in the univerſe, he had the moﬅ unconquerable averon for Tristram;—he had the loweﬅ and moﬅ contemptible opinion of it of any thing in the world,—thinking it could pobly produce nothing in rerum naturâ, but what was extreamly mean and pitiful: So that in the midﬅ of a diſpute on the ſubje, in which, by the bye, he was frequently involved,—he would ſometimes break oﬀ in a ſudden and ſpirited Epiphonema, or rather Erotesis, raiſed a third, and ſometimes a full ﬁfth, above the key of the diſcourſe,—and demand it categorically of his antagoniﬅ, Whether he would take upon him to ſay, he had ever remember’d,—whether he had ever read,—or even whether he had ever heard tell of a man, call’d Triﬅram, performing any thing great or worth recording?—No—, he would ſay,—Tristram!—The thing is impoble.


  What could be wanting in my father but to have wrote a book to publi this notion of his to the world? Little boots it to the ſubtle ſpeculatiﬅ to ﬅand ngle in his opinions,—unleſs he gives them proper vent:—It was the identical thing which my father did;—for in the year xteen, which was two years before I was born, he was at the pains of writing an expreſs Dissertation mply upon the word Triﬅram,—ewing the world, with great candour and modeﬅy, the grounds of his great abhorrence to the name.


  When this ﬅory is compared with the title-page,—Will not the gentle reader pity my father from his ſoul?—to ſee an orderly and well-diſpoſed gentleman, who tho’ ngular,—yet inoﬀenve in his notions,—ſo played upon in them by croſs purpoſes;—to look down upon the ﬅage, and ſee him baﬄed and overthrown in all his little ſyﬅems and wies; to behold a train of events perpetually falling out againﬅ him, and in ſo critical and cruel a way, as if they had purpoſedly been plann’d and pointed againﬅ him, merely to inſult his ſpeculations.—In a word, to behold ſuch a one, in his old age, ill-ﬁtted for troubles, ten times in a day ſuﬀering ſorrow;—ten times in a day calling the child of his prayers Tristram!—Melancholy diyllable of ſound! which, to his ears, was uniſon to Nicompoop, and every name vituperative under heaven.—By his aes! I ſwear it,—if ever malignant ſpirit took pleaſure, or bued itſelf in traverng the purpoſes of mortal man,—it muﬅ have been here;—and if it was not neceary I ould be born before I was chriﬅened, I would this moment give the reader an account of it.


  ☜


  CHAP. XX.


  —How could you, Madam, be ſo inattentive in reading the laﬅ chapter? I told you in it, That my mother was not a papiﬅ.—Papiﬅ! You told me no ſuch thing, Sir. Madam, I beg leave to repeat it over again, That I told you as plain, at leaﬅ, as words, by dire inference, could tell you ſuch a thing.—Then, Sir, I muﬅ have miſs’d a page.—No, Madam,—you have not miſs’d a word.—Then I was aeep, Sir.—My pride, Madam, cannot allow you that refuge.—Then, I declare, I know nothing at all about the matter.—That, Madam, is the very fault I lay to your charge; and as a puniment for it, I do inﬅ upon it, that you immediately turn back, that is, as ſoon as you get to the next full ﬅop, and read the whole chapter over again.


  I have impoſed this penance upon the lady, neither out of wantonneſs or cruelty, but from the beﬅ of motives; and therefore all make her no apology for it when e returns back:—’Tis to rebuke a vicious taﬅe which has crept into thouſands bedes herſelf,—of reading ﬅraight forwards, more in queﬅ of the adventures, than of the deep erudition and knowledge which a book of this caﬅ, if read over as it ould be, would infallibly impart with them.—The mind ould be accuﬅomed to make wiſe reﬂeions, and draw curious concluons as it goes along; the habitude of which made Pliny the younger aﬃrm, “That he never read a book ſo bad, but he drew ſome proﬁt from it.” The ﬅories of Greece and Rome, run over without this turn and application,—do leſs ſervice, I aﬃrm it, than the hiﬅory of Pariſmus and Pariſmenus, or of the Seven Champions of England, read with it.


  —But here comes my fair Lady. Have you read over again the chapter, Madam, as I dered you?—You have: And did you not obſerve the paage, upon the ſecond reading, which admits the inference?—Not a word like it! Then, Madam, be pleaſed to ponder well the laﬅ line but one of the chapter, where I take upon me to ſay, “It was neceary I ould be born before I was chriﬅen’d.” Had my mother, Madam, been a Papiﬅ, that conſequence did not follow *.


  It is a terrible misfortune for this ſame book of mine, but more ſo to the Republick of Letters;—ſo that my own is quite ſwallowed up in the conderation of it,—that this ſelf-ſame vile pruriency for fre adventures in all things, has got ſo ﬅrongly into our habit and humours,—and ſo wholly intent are we upon ſatisfying the impatience of our concupiſcence that way,—that nothing but the groſs and more carnal parts of a compotion will go down:—The ſubtle hints and y communications of ſcience ﬂy oﬀ, like ſpirits, upwards;—the heavy moral eſcapes downwards; and both the one and the other are as much loﬅ to the world, as if they were ﬅill left in the bottom of the ink-horn.


  I wi the male-reader has not paſs’d by many a one, as quaint and curious as this one, in which the female-reader has been deteed. I wi it may have its eﬀes;—and that all good people, both male and female, from her example, may be taught to think as well as read.


  ☜


  Memoire preſenté à Meeurs les Doeurs de Sorbonne *.


  UN Chirurgien Accoucheur, repreſente à Meeurs les Doeurs de Sorbonne, qu’ il y a des cas, quoique trés rares, oú une mere ne sçauroit accoucher, & même oú l’enfant eﬅ tellement renfermê dans le ſein de ſa mere, qu’ il ne fait parôitre aucune partie de ſon corps, ce qui ſeroit un cas, ſuivant les Rituels, de lui conférer, du moins ſous condition, le baptême. Le Chirurgien, qui conſulte, prétend, par le moyen d’une petite canulle, de pouvoir baptiſer immediatement l’enfant, ſans faire aucun tort à la mere.—Il demand  ce moyen, qu’ il vient de propoſer, eﬅ permis & légitime, et s’il peut s’en ſervir dans le cas qu’ il vient d’ expoſer.


  REPONSE.


  LE Conſeil eﬅime, que la queﬅion proposée ſouﬀre de grandes diﬃcultes. Les Théologiens poſent d’un coté pour principe, que le baptéme, qui eﬅ une naiance ſpirituelle, ſuppoſe une premiere naiance; il faut être né dans le monde, pour renâitre en Jeſus Chriﬅ, comme ils l’enſeignent. S. Thomas, 3 part. quaeﬅ. 88. artic. 11. ſuit cette dorine comme une verité conﬅante; l’on ne peut, dit ce S. Doeur, baptiſer les enfans qui ſont renfermés dans le ſein de leurs Meres, et S. Thomas eﬅ fondé ſur ce, que les enfans ne ſont point nés, & ne peuvent être comptés parmi les autres hommes; d’ou il conclud, qu’ils ne peuvent être l’obje d’une aion extérieure, pour recevoir par leur miniﬅére, les ſacremens néceaires au ſalut: Pueri in maternis uteris exiﬅentes nondum prodierant in lucem ut cum aliis hominibus vitam ducant; unde non pount ſubjici aioni humanae, ut per eorum miniﬅerium ſacramenta recipiant ad ſalutem. Les rituels ordonnent dans la pratique ce que les théologiens ont établi ſur les mêmes matiéres, & ils deﬀendent tous d’une maniére uniforme de baptiſer les enfans qui ſont renfermés dans le ſein de leurs meres, s’ils ne font paroitre quelque partie de leurs corps. Le concours des théologiens, & des rituels, qui ſont les régles des diocéſes, parôit former une autorité qui termine la queﬅion preſente; cependant le conſeil de conſcience conderant d’un coté, que le raiſonnement des théologiens eﬅ uniquement fondé ſur une raiſon de convenance, & que la deﬀenſe des rituels, ſuppoſe que l’on ne peut baptiſer immediatement les enfans ain renfermés dans le ſein de leurs meres, ce qui eﬅ contre la ſuppotion preſente; & d’un autre côté, conderant que les mêmes théologiens enſeignent, que l’on peut riſquer les ſacremens qu’ Jeſus Chriﬅ a établis comme des moyens faciles, mais néceaires pour ſaniﬁer les hommes; & d’ailleurs eﬅimant, que les enfans renfermés dans le ſein de leurs meres, pourroient être capables de ſalut, parce qu’ils ſont capables de damnation;—pour ces conderations, & eu égard a l’exposé, ſuivant lequel on aure avoir trouvé un moyen certain de baptiſer ces enfans ain renfermés, ſans faire aucun tort à la mere, le Conſeil eﬅime que l’on pourroit ſe ſervir du moyen proposé, dans la conﬁance qu’il a, que Dieu n’ a point laiſsé ces ſortes d’enfans ſans aucuns ſecours, & ſuppoſant, comme il eﬅ exposé, que le moyen dont il s’agit eﬅ propre à leur procurer le baptême; cependant comme il s’agiroit, en autoriſant la pratique proposée, de changer une régle univerſellement établie, le Conſeil croit que celui qui conſulte doit s’addreer a ſon évêque, & à qui il appartient de juger de l’utilité, & du danger du moyen proposé, & comme, ſous le bon plair de l’evéque, le conſeil eﬅime qu’il faudroit recourir au Pape, qui a le droit d’expliquer les régles de l’egliſe, et d’ y déroger dans le cas, ou la loi ne sçauroit obliger, quelque ſage & quelque utile que paroie la maniére de baptiſer dont il s’agit, le conſeil ne pourroit l’approuver ſans le concours de ces deux autorités. On conſeile au moins à celui qui conſulte, de s’addreer à ſon evêque, & de lui faire part de la preſente décion, aﬁn que,  le prelat entre dans les raiſons ſur leſquelles les doeurs ſougnés s’appuyent, il puie être autorisé dans le cas de néceté, ou il riſqueroit trop d’attendre que la permion fût demandée & accordée d’employer le moyen qu’ il propoſe  avantageux au ſalut de l’enfant. Au reﬅe le conſeil, en eﬅimant que l’on pourroit s’en ſervir croit cependant, que  les enfans dont il s’agit, venoient au monde, contre l’eſperance de ceux qui ſe séroient ſervis du même moyen, il séroit néceaire de les baptiſer ſous condition, & en cela le conſeil ſe conforme à tous les rituels, qui en autoriſant le baptême d’un enfant qui fait paroître quelque partie de ſon corps, enjoignent néantmoins, & ordonnent de le baptiſer ſous condition, s’il vient heureuſement au monde.


  
    Déliberé en Sorbonne,le 10 Avril, 1733.

  


  A. Le Moyne,

  L. De Romigny,

  De Marcilly.


  Mr. Triﬅram Shandy’s compliments to Mers. Le Moyne, De Romigny, and De Marcilly, hopes they all reﬅed well the night after ſo tireſome a conſultation.—He begs to know, whether, after the ceremony of marriage, and before that of conſummation, the baptizing all the Homunculi at once, ap-da, by injeion, would not be a orter and ſafer cut ﬅill; on condition, as above, That if the Homunculi do well and come ſafe into the world after this, That each and every of them all be baptized again (ſous condition.)—And provided, in the ſecond place, That the thing can be done, which Mr. Shandy apprehends it may, par le moyen d’une petite canulle, and ſans faire aucun tort au pere.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXI.


  —I wonder what’s all that noiſe, and running backwards and forwards for, above ﬅairs, quoth my father, addreng himſelf, after an hour and a half’s lence, to my uncle Toby,—who you muﬅ know, was tting on the oppote de of the ﬁre, ſmoking his ſocial pipe all the time, in mute contemplation of a new pair of black-plu-breeches which he had got on;—What can they be doing brother? quoth my father,—we can ſcarce hear ourſelves talk.


  I think, replied my uncle Toby, taking his pipe from his mouth, and ﬅriking the head of it two or three times upon the nail of his left thumb, as he began his ſentence,—I think, ſays he:—But to enter rightly into my uncle Toby’s ſentiments upon this matter, you muﬅ be made to enter ﬁrﬅ a little into his charaer, the out-lines of which I all juﬅ give you, and then the dialogue between him and my father will go on as well again.


  —Pray what was that man’s name,—for I write in ſuch a hurry, I have no time to recolle or look for it,—who ﬁrﬅ made the obſervation, “That there was great inconﬅancy in our air and climate?” Whoever he was, ’twas a juﬅ and good obſervation in him.—But the corollary drawn from it, namely, “That it is this which has furnied us with ſuch a variety of odd and whimcal charaers;”—that was not his;—it was found out by another man, at leaﬅ a century and a half after him:—Then again,—that this copious ﬅore-houſe of original materials, is the true and natural cauſe that our Comedies are ſo much better than thoſe of France, or any others that either have, or can be wrote upon the Continent;—that diſcovery was not fully made till about the middle of king William’s reign,—when the great Dryden, in writing one of his long prefaces, (if I miﬅake not) moﬅ fortunately hit upon it. Indeed towards the latter end of queen Anne, the great Addiſon began to patronize the notion, and more fully explained it to the world in one or two of his Speators;—but the diſcovery was not his.—Then, fourthly and laﬅly, that this ﬅrange irregularity in our climate, producing ſo ﬅrange an irregularity in our charaers,—doth thereby, in ſome ſort, make us amends, by giving us ſomewhat to make us merry with when the weather will not ſuﬀer us to go out of doors,—that obſervation is my own;—and was ﬅruck out by me this very rainy day, March 26, 1759, and betwixt the hours of nine and ten in the morning.


  Thus,—thus my fellow labourers and aociates in this great harveﬅ of our learning, now ripening before our eyes; thus it is, by ow ﬅeps of caſual increaſe, that our knowledge phycal, metaphycal, phyological, polemical, nautical, mathematical, aenigmatical, technical, biographical, romantical, chemical, and obﬅetrical, with ﬁfty other branches of it, (moﬅ of ’em ending, as theſe do, in ical) have, for theſe two laﬅ centuries and more, gradually been creeping upwards towards that Ἀκμὴ of their perfeions, from which, if we may form a conjeure from the advances of theſe laﬅ ſeven years, we cannot pobly be far oﬀ.


  When that happens, it is to be hoped, it will put an end to all kind of writings whatſoever;—the want of all kind of writing will put an end to all kind of reading;—and that in time, As war begets poverty, poverty peace,—muﬅ, in courſe, put an end to all kind of knowledge,—and then—we all have all to begin over again; or, in other words, be exaly where we ﬅarted.


  —Happy! thrice happy Times! I only wi that the aera of my begetting, as well as the mode and manner of it, had been a little alter’d,—or that it could have been put oﬀ with any convenience to my father or mother, for ſome twenty or ﬁve-and-twenty years longer, when a man in the literary world might have ﬅood ſome chance.—


  But I forget my uncle Toby, whom all this while we have left knocking the aes out of his tobacco pipe.


  His humour was of that particular ſpecies, which does honour to our atmoſphere; and I ould have made no ſcruple of ranking him amongﬅ one of the ﬁrﬅ-rate produions of it, had not there appear’d too many ﬅrong lines in it of a family-likeneſs, which ewed that he derived the ngularity of his temper more from blood, than either wind or water, or any modiﬁcations or combinations of them whatever: And I have, therefore, oft times wondered, that my father, tho’ I believe he had his reaſons for it, upon his obſerving ſome tokens of excentricity in my courſe when I was a boy,—ould never once endeavour to account for them in this way; for all the Shandy Family were of an original charaer throughout;—I mean the males,—the females had no charaer at all,—except, indeed, my great aunt Dinah, who, about xty years ago, was married and got with child by the coachman, for which my father, according to his hypothes of Chriﬅian names, would often ſay, She might thank her godfathers and godmothers.


  It will ſeem very ﬅrange,—and I would as ſoon think of dropping a riddle in the reader’s way, which is not my intereﬅ to do, as ſet him upon gueng how it could come to paſs, that an event of this kind, ſo many years after it had happened, ould be reſerved for the interruption of the peace and unity, which otherwiſe ſo cordially ſubﬅed, between my father and my uncle Toby. One would have thought, that the whole force of the misfortune ould have ſpent and waﬅed itſelf in the family at ﬁrﬅ,—as is generally the caſe:—But nothing ever wrought with our family after the ordinary way. Pobly at the very time this happened, it might have ſomething elſe to aﬄi it; and as aﬄiions are ſent down for our good, and that as this had never done the Shandy Family any good at all, it might lye waiting till apt times and circumﬅances ould give it an opportunity to diſcharge its oﬃce.—Obſerve, I determine nothing upon this.—My way is ever to point out to the curious, diﬀerent tras of inveﬅigation, to come at the ﬁrﬅ ſprings of the events I tell;—not with a pedantic Feſcue,—or in the decive Manner of Tacitus, who outwits himſelf and his reader;—but with the oﬃcious humility of a heart devoted to the aﬅance merely of the inquitive;—to them I write,—and by them I all be read,—if any ſuch reading as this could be ſuppoſed to hold out ſo long, to the very end of the world.


  Why this cauſe of ſorrow, therefore, was thus reſerved for my father and uncle, is undetermined by me. But how and in what direion it exerted itſelf, ſo as to become the cauſe of diatisfaion between them, after it began to operate, is what I am able to explain with great exaneſs, and is as follows:


  My uncle Toby Shandy, Madam, was a gentleman, who, with the virtues which uſually conﬅitute the charaer of a man of honour and reitude,—poeed one in a very eminent degree, which is ſeldom or never put into the catalogue; and that was a moﬅ extream and unparallel’d modeﬅy of nature;—tho’ I corre the word nature, for this reaſon, that I may not prejudge a point which muﬅ ortly come to a hearing; and that is, Whether this modeﬅy of his was natural or acquir’d.—Which ever way my uncle Toby came by it, ’twas nevertheleſs modeﬅy in the trueﬅ ſenſe of it; and that is, Madam, not in regard to words, for he was ſo unhappy as to have very little choice in them,—but to things;—and this kind of modeﬅy ſo poeſs’d him, and it aroſe to ſuch a height in him, as almoﬅ to equal, if ſuch a thing could be, even the modeﬅy of a woman: That female nicety, Madam, and inward cleanlineſs of mind and fancy, in your ſex, which makes you ſo much the awe of ours.


  You will imagine, Madam, that my uncle Toby had contraed all this from this very ſource;—that he had ſpent a great part of his time in converſe with your ſex; and that, from a thorough knowledge of you, and the force of imitation which ſuch fair examples render irreﬅable,—he had acquired this amiable turn of mind.


  I wi I could ſay ſo,—for unleſs it was with his ﬅer-in-law, my father’s wife and my mother,—my uncle Toby ſcarce exchanged three words with the ſex in as many years;—no, he got it, Madam, by a blow.—A blow!—Yes, Madam, it was owing to a blow from a ﬅone, broke oﬀ by a ball from the parapet of a horn-work at the ege of Namur, which ﬅruck full upon my uncle Toby’s groin.—Which way could that eﬀe it? The ﬅory of that, Madam, is long and intereﬅing;—but it would be running my hiﬅory all upon heaps to give it you here.—’Tis for an epiſode hereafter; and every circumﬅance relating to it in its proper place, all be faithfully laid before you:—’Till then, it is not in my power to give further light into this matter, or ſay more than what I have ſaid already,—That my uncle Toby was a gentleman of unparallel’d modeﬅy, which happening to be ſomewhat ſubtilized and rariﬁed by the conﬅant heat of a little family-pride,—they both ſo wrought together within him, that he could never bear to hear the aﬀair of my aunt Dinah touch’d upon, but with the greateﬅ emotion.—The leaﬅ hint of it was enough to make the blood ﬂy into his face;—but when my father enlarged upon the ﬅory in mixed companies, which the illuﬅration of his hypothes frequently obliged him to do,—the unfortunate blight of one of the faireﬅ branches of the family, would ſet my uncle Toby’s honour and modeﬅy o’bleeding; and he would often take my father ade, in the greateﬅ concern imaginable, to expoﬅulate and tell him, he would give him any thing in the world, only to let the ﬅory reﬅ.


  My father, I believe, had the trueﬅ love and tenderneſs for my uncle Toby, that ever one brother bore towards another, and would have done any thing in nature, which one brother in reaſon could have der’d of another, to have made my uncle Toby’s heart eaſy in this, or any other point. But this lay out of his power.


  —My father, as I told you, was a philoſopher in grain,—ſpeculative,—ſyﬅematical;—and my aunt Dinah’s aﬀair was a matter of as much conſequence to him, as the retrogradation of the planets to Copernicus:—The backidings of Venus in her orbit fortiﬁed the Copernican ſyﬅem, call’d ſo after his name; and the backidings of my aunt Dinah in her orbit, did the ſame ſervice in eﬅabliing my father’s ſyﬅem, which, I truﬅ, will for ever hereafter be call’d the Shandean Syﬅem, after his.


  In any other family dionour, my father, I believe, had as nice a ſenſe of ame as any man whatever;—and neither he, nor, I dare ſay, Copernicus, would have divulged the aﬀair in either caſe, or have taken the leaﬅ notice of it to the world, but for the obligations they owed, as they thought, to truth.—Amicus Plato, my father would ſay, conﬅruing the words to my uncle Toby, as he went along, Amicus Plato; that is, Dinah was my aunt;—ſed magis amica veritas—but Truth is my ﬅer.


  This contrariety of humours betwixt my father and my uncle, was the ſource of many a fraternal ſquabble. The one could not bear to hear the tale of family diſgrace recorded,—and the other would ſcarce ever let a day paſs to an end without ſome hint at it.


  For God’s ſake, my uncle Toby would cry,—and for my ſake, and for all our ſakes, my dear brother Shandy,—do let this ﬅory of our aunt’s and her aes eep in peace;—how can you,—how can you have ſo little feeling and compaon for the charaer of our family:—What is the charaer of a family to an hypothes? my father would reply.—Nay, if you come to that—what is the life of a family:—The life of a family!—my uncle Toby would ſay, throwing himſelf back in his arm-chair, and lifting up his hands, his eyes, and one leg.—Yes the life,—my father would ſay, maintaining his point. How many thouſands of ’em are there every year that comes caﬅ away, (in all civilized countries at leaﬅ)—and conder’d as nothing but common air, in competition of an hypothes. In my plain ſenſe of things, my uncle Toby, would anſwer,—every ſuch inﬅance is downright Murder, let who will commit it.—There lies your miﬅake, my father would reply;—for, in Foro Scientiae there is no ſuch thing as Murder,—’tis only Death, brother.


  My uncle Toby would never oﬀer to anſwer this by any other kind of argument, than that of whiﬅling half a dozen bars of Lillabullero.—You muﬅ know it was the uſual channel thro’ which his paons got vent, when any thing ocked or ſurpriſed him;—but eſpecially when any thing, which he deem’d very abſurd, was oﬀered.


  As not one of our logical writers, nor any of the commentators upon them, that I remember, have thought proper to give a name to this particular ſpecies of argument,—I here take the liberty to do it myſelf, for two reaſons. Firﬅ, That, in order to prevent all confuon in diſputes, it may ﬅand as much diﬅinguied for ever, from every other ſpecies of argument,—as the Argumentum ad Verecundiam, ex Abſurdo, ex Fortiori, or any other argument whatſoever:—And, ſecondly, That it may be ſaid by my children’s children, when my head is laid to reﬅ,—that their learned grand-father’s head had been bued to as much purpoſe once, as other people’s:—That he had invented a name,—and generouy thrown it into the Treasury of the Ars Logica, for one of the moﬅ unanſwerable arguments in the whole ſcience. And if the end of diſputation is more to lence than convince,—they may add, if they pleaſe, to one of the beﬅ arguments too.


  I do therefore, by theſe preſents, ﬅrily order and command, That it be known and diﬅinguied by the name and title of the Argumentum Fiﬅulatorium, and no other;—and that it rank hereafter with the Argumentum Baculinum, and the Argumentum ad Crumenam, and for ever hereafter be treated of in the ſame chapter.


  As for the Argumentum Tripodium, which is never uſed but by the woman againﬅ the man;—and the Argumentum ad Rem, which, contrarywiſe, is made uſe of by the man only againﬅ the woman:—As theſe two are enough in conſcience for one leure;—and, moreover, as the one is the beﬅ anſwer to the other,—let them likewiſe be kept apart, and be treated of in a place by themſelves.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXII.


  THE learned Biop Hall, I mean the famous Dr. Joſeph Hall, who was Biop of Exeter in King James the Firﬅ’s reign, tells us in one of his Decads, at the end of his divine art of meditation, imprinted at London, in the year 1610, by John Beal, dwelling in Alderſgate-ﬅreet, “That it is an abominable thing for a man to commend himſelf;”—and I really think it is ſo.


  And yet, on the other hand, when a thing is executed in a maﬅerly kind of a faion, which thing is not likely to be found out;—I think it is full as abominable, that a man ould loſe the honour of it, and go out of the world with the conceit of it rotting in his head.


  This is preciſely my tuation.


  For in this long digreon which I was accidentally led into, as in all my digreons (one only excepted) there is a maﬅer-ﬅroke of digreve ſkill, the merit of which has all along, I fear, been overlooked by my reader,—not for want of penetration in him,—but becauſe ’tis an excellence ſeldom looked for, or expeed indeed, in a digreon;—and it is this: That tho’ my digreons are all fair, as you obſerve,—and that I ﬂy oﬀ from what I am about, as far and as often too as any writer in Great-Britain; yet I conﬅantly take care to order aﬀairs ſo, that my main buneſs does not ﬅand ﬅill in my abſence.


  I was juﬅ going, for example, to have given you the great out-lines of my uncle Toby’s moﬅ whimcal charaer;—when my aunt Dinah and the coachman came a-croſs us, and led us a vagary ſome millions of miles into the very heart of the planetary ſyﬅem: Notwithﬅanding all this you perceive that the drawing of my uncle Toby’s charaer went on gently all the time;—not the great contours of it,—that was impoble,—but ſome familiar ﬅrokes and faint degnations of it, were here and there touch’d in, as we went along, ſo that you are much better acquainted with my uncle Toby now than you was before.


  By this contrivance the machinery of my work is of a ſpecies by itſelf; two contrary motions are introduced into it, and reconciled, which were thought to be at variance with each other. In a word, my work is digreve, and it is progreve too,—and at the ſame time.


  This, Sir, is a very diﬀerent ﬅory from that of the earth’s moving round her axis, in her diurnal rotation, with her progreſs in her elliptick orbit which brings about the year, and conﬅitutes that variety and vicitude of ſeaſons we enjoy;—though I own it ſuggeﬅed the thought,—as I believe the greateﬅ of our boaﬅed improvements and diſcoveries have come from ſome ſuch triﬂing hints.


  Digreons, inconteﬅably, are the ſun-ine;—they are the life, the ſoul of reading;—take them out of this book for inﬅance,—you might as well take the book along with them;—one cold eternal winter would reign in every page of it; reﬅore them to the writer;—he ﬅeps forth like a bridegroom,—bids All hail; brings in variety, and forbids the appetite to fail.


  All the dexterity is in the good cookery and management of them, ſo as to be not only for the advantage of the reader, but alſo of the author, whoſe diﬅreſs, in this matter, is truely pitiable: For, if he begins a digreon,—from that moment, I obſerve, his whole work ﬅands ﬅock-ﬅill;—and if he goes on with his main work,—then there is an end of his digreon.


  —This is vile work.—For which reaſon, from the beginning of this, you ſee, I have conﬅrued the main work and the adventitious parts of it with ſuch interſeions, and have ſo complicated and involved the digreve and progeve movements, one wheel within another, that the whole machine, in general, has been kept a-going;—and, what’s more, it all be kept a-going theſe forty years, if it pleaſes the fountain of health to bleſs me ſo long with life and good ſpirits.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIII.


  IHave a ﬅrong propenty in me to begin this chapter very nonſencally, and I will not balk my fancy.—Accordingly I ſet oﬀ thus.


  If the ﬁxure of Momus’s glaſs, in the human breaﬅ, according to the propoſed emendation of that arch-critick, had taken place,—ﬁrﬅ, This fooli conſequence would certainly have followed,—That the very wiſeﬅ and the very graveﬅ of us all, in one coin or other, muﬅ have paid window-money every day of our lives.


  And, ſecondly, That had the ſaid glaſs been there ſet up, nothing more would have been wanting, in order to have taken a man’s charaer, but to have taken a chair and gone ſoftly, as you would to a dioptrical bee-hive, and look’d in,—view’d the ſoul ﬅark naked;—obſerv’d all her motions,—her machinations;—traced all her maggots from their ﬁrﬅ engendering to their crawling forth;—watched her looſe in her friſks, her gambols, her capricios; and ofter ſome notice of her more ſolemn deportment, conſequent upon ſuch friſks, &c.—then taken your pen and ink and ſet down nothing but what you had ſeen, and could have ſworn to:—But this is an advantage not to be had by the biographer in this planet,—in the planet Mercury (belike) it may be ſo, if not better, ﬅill for him;—for there the intenſe heat of the country, which is proved by computators, from its vicinity to the ſun, to be more than equal to that of red hot iron,—muﬅ, I think, long ago have vitriﬁed the bodies of the inhabitants, (as the eﬃcient cauſe) to ſuit them for the climate (which is the ﬁnal cauſe); ſo that, betwixt them both, all the tenements of their ſouls, from top to bottom, may be nothing elſe, for aught the ſoundeﬅ philoſophy can ew to the contrary, but one ﬁne tranſparent body of clear glaſs (bating the umbilical knot);—ſo, that till the inhabitants grow old and tolerably wrinkled, whereby the rays of light, in pang through them, become ſo monﬅrouy refraed,—or return reﬂeed from their ſurfaces in ſuch tranſverſe lines to the eye, that a man cannot be ſeen thro’;—his ſoul might as well, unleſs, for more ceremony,—or the triﬂing advantage which the umbilical point gave her,—might, upon all other accounts, I ſay, as well play the fool out o’doors as in her own houſe.


  But this, as I ſaid above, is not the caſe of the inhabitants of this earth;—our minds ine not through the body, but are wrapt up here in a dark covering of uncryﬅalized ﬂe and blood; ſo that if we would come to the ſpeciﬁck charaers of them, we muﬅ go ſome other way to work.


  Many, in good truth, are the ways which human wit has been forced to take to do this thing with exaneſs.


  Some, for inﬅance, draw all their charaers with wind inﬅruments.—Virgil takes notice of that way in the aﬀair of Dido and Æneas;—but it is as fallacious as the breath of fame;—and, moreover, beſpeaks a narrow genius. I am not ignorant that the Italians pretend to a mathematical exaneſs in their degnations of one particular ſort of charaer among them, from the forte or piano of a certain wind inﬅrument they uſe,—which they ſay is infallible.—I dare not mention the name of the inﬅrument in this place;—’tis ſuﬃcient we have it amongﬅ us,—but never think of making a drawing by it;—this is aenigmatical, and intended to be ſo, at leaﬅ, ad populum:—And therefore I beg, Madam, when you come here, that you read on as faﬅ as you can, and never ﬅop to make any inquiry about it.


  There are others again, who will draw a man’s charaer from no other helps in the world, but merely from his evacuations;—but this often gives a very incorre out-line,—unleſs, indeed, you take a ſketch of his repletions too; and by correing one drawing from the other, compound one good ﬁgure out of them both.


  I ould have no objeion to this method, but that I think it muﬅ ſmell too ﬅrong of the lamp,—and be render’d ﬅill more operoſe, by forcing you to have an eye to the reﬅ of his Non-Naturals.—Why the moﬅ natural aions of a man’s life ould be call’d his Non-Naturals,—is another queﬅion.


  There are others, fourthly, who diſdain every one of theſe expedients;—not from any fertility of his own, but from the various ways of doing it, which they have borrowed from the honourable devices which the Pentagraphic Brethren * of the bru have ewn in taking copies.—Theſe, you muﬅ know, are your great hiﬅorians.


  One of theſe you will ſee drawing a full-length charaer againﬅ the light;—that’s illiberal,—dioneﬅ,—and hard upon the charaer of the man who ts.


  Others, to mend the matter, will make a drawing of you in the Camera;—that is moﬅ unfair of all,—becauſe, there you are ſure to be repreſented in ſome of your moﬅ ridiculous attitudes.


  To avoid all and every one of theſe errors, in giving you my uncle Toby’s charaer, I am determin’d to draw it by no mechanical help whatever;—nor all my pencil be guided by any one wind inﬅrument which ever was blown upon, either on this, or on the other de of the Alps;—nor will I conder either his repletions or his diſcharges,—or touch upon his Non-Naturals;—but, in a word, I will draw my uncle Toby’s charaer from his Hobby-Horse.
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  CHAP. XXIV.


  IF I was not morally ſure that the reader muﬅ be out of all patience for my uncle Toby’s charaer,—I would here previouy have convinced him, that there is no inﬅrument ſo ﬁt to draw ſuch a thing with, as that which I have pitch’d upon.


  A man and his Hobby-Horse, tho’ I cannot ſay that they a and re-a exaly after the ſame manner in which the ſoul and body do upon each other: Yet doubtleſs there is a communication between them of ſome kind, and my opinion rather is, that there is ſomething in it more of the manner of eleriﬁed bodies,—and that by means of the heated parts of the rider, which come immediately into conta with the back of the Hobby-Horse.—By long journies and much friion, it ſo happens that the body of the rider is at length ﬁll’d as full of Hobby-Horsical matter as it can hold;—ſo that if you are able to give but a clear deſcription of the nature of the one, you may form a pretty exa notion of the genius and charaer of the other.


  Now the Hobby-Horse which my uncle Toby always rode upon, was, in my opinion, an Hobby-Horse well worth giving a deſcription of, if it was only upon the ſcore of his great ngularity; for you might have travelled from York to Dover,—from Dover to Penzance in Cornwall, and from Penzance to York back again, and not have ſeen ſuch another upon the road; or if you had ſeen ſuch a one, whatever haﬅe you had been in, you muﬅ infallibly have ﬅopp’d to have taken a view of him. Indeed, the gait and ﬁgure of him was ſo ﬅrange, and ſo utterly unlike was he, from his head to his tail, to any one of the whole ſpecies, that it was now and then made a matter of diſpute,—whether he was really a Hobby-Horse or no: But as the Philoſopher would uſe no other argument to the ſceptic, who diſputed with him againﬅ the reality of motion, ſave that of ring up upon his legs, and walking a croſs the room;—ſo would my uncle Toby uſe no other argument to prove his Hobby-Horse was a Hobby-Horse indeed, but by getting upon his back and riding him about;—leaving the world after that to determine the point as it thought ﬁt.


  In good truth, my uncle Toby mounted him with ſo much pleaſure, and he carried my uncle Toby ſo well,—that he troubled his head very little with what the world either ſaid or thought about it.


  It is now high time, however, that I give you a deſcription of him:—But to go on regularly, I only beg you will give me leave to acquaint you ﬁrﬅ, how my uncle Toby came by him.
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  CHAP. XXV.


  THE wound in my uncle Toby’s groin, which he received at the ege of Namur, rendering him unﬁt for the ſervice, it was thought expedient he ould return to England, in order, if poble, to be ſet to rights.


  He was four years totally conﬁned,—part of it to his bed, and all of it to his room; and in the courſe of his cure, which was all that time in hand, ſuﬀer’d unſpeakable miſeries,—owing to a ſucceon of exfoliations from the oſs pubis, and the outward edge of that part of the coxendix called the oſs illeum,—both which bones were diſmally cru’d, as much by the irregularity of the ﬅone, which I told you was broke oﬀ the parapet,—as by its ze,—(though it was pretty large) which inclined the ſurgeon all along to think, that the great injury which it had done my uncle Toby’s groin, was more owing to the gravity of the ﬅone itſelf, than to the projeile force of it,—which he would often tell him was a great happineſs.


  My father at that time was juﬅ beginning buneſs in London, and had taken a houſe;—and as the trueﬅ friendip and cordiality ſubﬅed between the two brothers,—and that my father thought my uncle Toby could no where be ſo well nurſed and taken care of as in his own houſe,—he agn’d him the very beﬅ apartment in it.—And what was a much more ncere mark of his aﬀeion ﬅill, he would never ſuﬀer a friend or an acquaintance to ﬅep into the houſe on any occaon, but he would take him by the hand, and lead him up ﬅairs to ſee his brother Toby, and chat an hour by his bed de.


  The hiﬅory of a ſoldier’s wound beguiles the pain of it;—my uncle’s viters at leaﬅ thought ſo, and in their daily calls upon him, from the courteſy aring out of that belief, they would frequently turn the diſcourſe to that ſubje,—and from that ſubje the diſcourſe would generally roll on to the ege itſelf.


  Theſe converſations were inﬁnitely kind; and my uncle Toby received great relief from them, and would have received much more, but that they brought him into ſome unforeſeen perplexities, which, for three months together, retarded his cure greatly; and if he had not hit upon an expedient to extricate himſelf out of them, I verily believe they would have laid him in his grave.


  What theſe perplexities of my uncle Toby were,—’tis impoble for you to gueſs;—if you could,—I ould blu; not as a relation,—not as a man,—nor even as a woman,—but I ould blu as an author; inaſmuch as I ſet no ſmall ﬅore by myſelf upon this very account, that my reader has never yet been able to gueſs at any thing. And in this, Sir, I am of ſo nice and ngular a humour, that if I thought you was able to form the leaﬅ judgment or probable conjeure to yourſelf, of what was to come in the next page,—I would tear it out of my book.


  END of the First Volume.
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  CHAP. I.


  IHave begun a new book, on purpoſe that I might have room enough to explain the nature of the perplexities in which my uncle Toby was involved, from the many diſcourſes and interrogations about the ege of Namur, where he received his wound.


  I muﬅ remind the reader, in caſe he has read the hiﬅory of King William’s wars,—but if he has not,—I then inform him, that one of the moﬅ memorable attacks in that ege, was that which was made by the Engli and Dutch upon the point of the advanced counterſcarp, before the gate of St. Nicolas, which incloſed the great uice or water-ﬅop, where the Engli were terribly expoſed to the ot of the counter-guard and demibaﬅion of St. Roch: The iue of which hot diſpute, in three words, was this; That the Dutch lodged themſelves upon the counter-guard,—and that the Engli made themſelves maﬅers of the covered way before St. Nicolas’s gate, notwithﬅanding the gallantry of the French oﬃcers, who expoſed themſelves upon the glacis ſword in hand.


  As this was the principal attack of which my uncle Toby was an eye-witneſs at Namur,—the army of the beegers being cut oﬀ, by the conﬂuence of the Maes and Sambre, from ſeeing much of each other’s operations,—my uncle Toby was generally more eloquent and particular in his account of it; and the many perplexities he was in, aroſe out of the almoﬅ inſurmountable diﬃculties he found in telling his ﬅory intelligibly, and giving ſuch clear ideas of the diﬀerences and diﬅinions between the ſcarp and counterſcarp,—the glacis and covered way,—the half-moon and ravelin,—as to make his company fully comprehend where and what he was about.


  Writers themſelves are too apt to confound theſe terms;—ſo that you will the leſs wonder, if in his endeavours to explain them, and in oppotion to many miſconceptions, that my uncle Toby did oft times puzzle his viters, and ſometimes himſelf too.


  To ſpeak the truth, unleſs the company my father led up ﬅairs were tolerably clear-headed, or my uncle Toby was in one of his beﬅ explanatory moods, ’twas a diﬃcult thing, do what he could, to keep the diſcourſe free from obſcurity.


  What rendered the account of this aﬀair the more intricate to my uncle Toby, was this,—that in the attack of the counterſcarp before the gate of St. Nicolas, extending itſelf from the bank of the Maes, quite up to the great waterﬅop;—the ground was cut and croſs-cut with ſuch a multitude of dykes, drains, rivulets, and uices, on all des,—and he would get ſo ſadly bewilder’d and ſet faﬅ amongﬅ them, that frequently he could neither get backwards or forwards to ſave his life; and was oft times obliged to give up the attack upon that very account only.


  Theſe perplexing rebuﬀs gave my uncle Toby Shandy more perturbations than you would imagine; and as my father’s kindneſs to him was continually dragging up fre friends and fre inquirers,—he had but a very uneaſy taſk of it.


  No doubt my uncle Toby had great command of himſelf,—and could guard appearances, I believe, as well as moﬅ men;—yet any one may imagine, that when he could not retreat out of the ravelin without getting into the half-moon, or get out of the covered way without falling down the counterſcarp, nor croſs the dyke without danger of ipping into the ditch, but that he muﬅ have fretted and fumed inwardly:—He did ſo;—and theſe little and hourly vexations, which may ſeem triﬂing and of no account to the man who has not read Hippocrates, yet, whoever has read Hippocrates, or Dr. James Mackenzie, and has condered well the eﬀes which the paons and aﬀeions of the mind have upon the digeﬅion,—(Why not of a wound as well as of a dinner?)—may ealy conceive what arp paroxiſms and exacerbations of his wound my uncle Toby muﬅ have undergone upon that ſcore only.


  —My uncle Toby could not philoſophize upon it;—’twas enough he felt it was ſo,—and having ſuﬅained the pain and ſorrows of it for three months together, he was reſolved ſome way or other to extricate himſelf.


  He was one morning lying upon his back in his bed, the angui and nature of the wound upon his groin ſuﬀering him to lye in no other potion, when a thought came into his head, that if he could purchaſe ſuch a thing, and have it paﬅed down upon a board, as a large map of the fortiﬁcations of the town and citadel of Namur, with its environs, it might be a means of giving him eaſe.—I take notice of his dere to have the environs along with the town and citadel, for this reaſon,—becauſe my uncle Toby’s wound was got in one of the traverſes, about thirty toiſes from the returning angle of the trench, oppote to the ſalient angle of the demi-baﬅion of St. Roch;—ſo that he was pretty conﬁdent he could ﬅick a pin upon the identical ſpot of ground where he was ﬅanding in when the ﬅone ﬅruck him.


  All this ſucceeded to his wies, and not only freed him from a world of ſad explanations, but, in the end, it prov’d the happy means, as you will read, of procuring my uncle Toby his Hobby-Horse.
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  CHAP. II.


  THERE is nothing ſo fooli, when you are at the expence of making an entertainment of this kind, as to order things ſo badly, as to let your criticks and gentry of reﬁned taﬅe run it down: Nor is there any thing ſo likely to make them do it, as that of leaving them out of the party, or, what is full as oﬀenve, of beﬅowing your attention upon the reﬅ of your gueﬅs in ſo particular a way, as if there was no ſuch thing as a critick (by occupation) at table.


  —I guard againﬅ both; for, in the ﬁrﬅ place, I have left half a dozen places purpoſely open for them;—and, in the next place, I pay them all court,—Gentlemen, I kiſs your hands,—I proteﬅ no company could give me half the pleaſure,—by my ſoul I am glad to ſee you,—I beg only you will make no ﬅrangers of yourſelves, but t down without any ceremony, and fall on heartily.


  I ſaid I had left x places, and I was upon the point of carrying my complaiſance ſo far, as to have left a ſeventh open for them,—and in this very ſpot I ﬅand on;—but being told by a critick, (tho’ not by occupation,—but by nature) that I had acquitted myſelf well enough, I all ﬁll it up direly, hoping, in the mean time, that I all be able to make a great deal of more room next year.


  —How, in the name of wonder! could your uncle Toby, who, it ſeems, was a military man, and whom you have repreſented as no fool,—be at the ſame time ſuch a confuſed, pudding-headed, muddle-headed fellow, as—Go look.


  So, Sir Critick, I could have replied; but I ſcorn it.—’Tis language unurbane,—and only beﬁtting the man who cannot give clear and ſatisfaory accounts of things, or dive deep enough into the ﬁrﬅ cauſes of human ignorance and confuon. It is moreover the reply valiant,—and therefore I reje it; for tho’ it might have ſuited my uncle Toby’s charaer as a ſoldier excellently well,—and had he not accuﬅomed himſelf, in ſuch attacks, to whiﬅle the Lillabullero,—as he wanted no courage, ’tis the very anſwer he would have given; yet it would by no means have done for me. You ſee as plain as can be, that I write as a man of erudition;—that even my milies, my alluons, my illuﬅrations, my metaphors, are erudite,—and that I muﬅ ſuﬅain my charaer properly, and contraﬅ it properly too,—elſe what would become of me? Why, Sir, I ould be undone;—at this very moment that I am going here to ﬁll up one place againﬅ a critick,—I ould have made an opening for a couple.


  —Therefore I anſwer thus:


  Pray, Sir, in all the reading which you have ever read, did you ever read ſuch a book as Locke’s Eay upon the Human Underﬅanding?—Don’t anſwer me raly,—becauſe many, I know, quote the book, who have not read it,—and many have read it who underﬅand it not:—If either of theſe is your caſe, as I write to inﬅru, I will tell you in three words what the book is.—It is a hiﬅory.—A hiﬅory! of who? what? where? when? Don’t hurry yourſelf.—It is a hiﬅory-book, Sir, (which may pobly recommend it to the world) of what paes in a man’s own mind; and if you will ſay ſo much of the book, and no more, believe me, you will cut no contemptible ﬁgure in a metaphyc circle.


  But this by the way.


  Now if you will venture to go along with me, and look down into the bottom of this matter, it will be found that the cauſe of obſcurity and confuon, in the mind of man, is threefold.


  Dull organs, dear Sir, in the ﬁrﬅ place. Secondly, ight and tranent impreons made by objes when the ſaid organs are not dull. And, thirdly, a memory like unto a eve, not able to retain what it has received.—Call down Dolly your chamber-maid, and I will give you my cap and bell along with it, if I make not this matter ſo plain that Dolly herſelf all underﬅand it as well as Malbranch.— When Dolly has indited her epiﬅle to Robin, and has thruﬅ her arm into the bottom of her pocket hanging by her right-de;—take that opportunity to recolle that the organs and faculties of perception, can, by nothing in this world, be ſo aptly typiﬁed and explained as by that one thing which Dolly’s hand is in ſearch of.—Your organs are not ſo dull that I ould inform you,—’tis an inch, Sir, of red ſeal-wax.


  When this is melted and dropped upon the letter, if Dolly fumbles too long for her thimble, till the wax is over harden’d, it will not receive the mark of her thimble from the uſual impulſe which was wont to imprint it. Very well: If Dolly’s wax, for want of better, is bees-wax, or of a temper too ſoft,—tho’ it may receive,—it will not hold the impreon, how hard ſoever Dolly thruﬅs againﬅ it; and laﬅ of all, ſuppong the wax good, and eke the thimble, but applied thereto in careleſs haﬅe, as her Miﬅreſs rings the bell;—in any one of theſe three caſes, the print, left by the thimble, will be as unlike the prototype as a brajack.


  Now you muﬅ underﬅand that not one of theſe was the true cauſe of the confuon in my uncle Toby’s diſcourſe; and it is for that very reaſon I enlarge upon them ſo long, after the manner of great phyologiﬅs,—to ew the world what it did not ariſe from.


  What it did ariſe from, I have hinted above, and a fertile ſource of obſcurity it is,—and ever will be,—and that is the unﬅeady uſes of words which have perplexed the cleareﬅ and moﬅ exalted underﬅandings.


  It is ten to one (at Arthur’s) whether you have ever read the literary hiﬅories of paﬅ ages;—if you have,—what terrible battles, ’yclept logomachies, have they occaoned and perpetuated with ſo much gall and ink-ed,—that a good natured man cannot read the accounts of them without tears in his eyes.


  Gentle critick! when thou haﬅ weigh’d all this, and conder’d within thyſelf how much of thy own knowledge, diſcourſe, and converſation has been peﬅered and diſordered, at one time or other, by this, and this only:—What a pudder and racket in Councils about οὐσία and ὑπόστασις; and in the Schools of the learned about power and about ſpirit;—about eences, and about quinteences;—about ſubﬅances, and about ſpace.—What confuon in greater Theatres from words of little meaning, and as indeterminate a ſenſe;—when thou conders this, thou wilt not wonder at my uncle Toby’s perplexities,—thou wilt drop a tear of pity upon his ſcarp and his counterſcarp;—his glacis and his covered-way;—his ravelin and his half-moon: ’Twas not by ideas,—by heaven! his life was put in jeopardy by words.


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  WHEN my uncle Toby got his map of Namur to his mind, he began immediately to apply himſelf, and with the utmoﬅ diligence, to the ﬅudy of it; for nothing being of more importance to him than his recovery, and his recovery depending, as you have read, upon the paons and aﬀeions of his mind, it behoved him to take the niceﬅ care to make himſelf ſo far maﬅer of his ſubje, as to be able to talk upon it without emotion.


  In a fortnight’s cloſe and painful application, which, by the bye, did my uncle Toby’s wound, upon his groin, no good,—he was enabled, by the help of ſome marginal documents at the feet of the elephant, together with Gobeus’s military architeure and pyroballogy, tranated from the Flemi, to form his diſcourſe with paable perſpicuity; and before he was two full months gone,—he was right eloquent upon it, and could make not only the attack of the advanced counterſcarp with great order;—but having, by that time, gone much deeper into the art, than what his ﬁrﬅ motive made neceary,—my uncle Toby was able to croſs the Maes and Sambre; make diverons as far as Vauban’s line, the abbey of Salnes, &c. and give his viters as diﬅin a hiﬅory of each of their attacks, as of that of the gate of St. Nicolas, where he had the honour to receive his wound.


  But the dere of knowledge, like the thirﬅ of riches, increaſes ever with the acquition of it. The more my uncle Toby pored over his map, the more he took a liking to it;—by the ſame proceſs and elerical amilation, as I told you, thro’ which I ween the ſouls of connoieurs themſelves, by long friion and incumbition, have the happineſs, at length, to get all be-virtu’d,—be-piur’d,—be-butterﬂied, and be-ﬁddled.


  The more my uncle Toby drank of this ſweet fountain of ſcience, the greater was the heat and impatience of his thirﬅ, ſo that, before the ﬁrﬅ year of his conﬁnement had well gone round, there was ſcarce a fortiﬁed town in Italy or Flanders, of which, by one means or other, he had not procured a plan, reading over as he got them, and carefully collating therewith the hiﬅories of their eges, their demolitions, their improvements, and new works, all which he would read with that intenſe application and delight, that he would forget himſelf, his wound, his conﬁnement, his dinner.


  In the ſecond year my uncle Toby purchaſed Ramelli and Cataneo, tranated from the Italian;—likewiſe Stevinus, Marolis, the Chevalier de Ville, Lorini, Cochorn, Sheeter, the Count de Pagan, the Maral Vauban, Mons. Blondel, with almoﬅ as many more books of military architeure, as Don Quixote was found to have of chivalry, when the curate and barber invaded his library.


  Towards the beginning of the third year, which was in Auguﬅ, ninety-nine, my uncle Toby found it neceary to underﬅand a little of projeiles:—And having judged it beﬅ to draw his knowledge from the fountain-head, he began with N. Tartaglia, who it ſeems was the ﬁrﬅ man who deteed the impotion of a canon-ball’s doing all that miſchief under the notion of a right line.—This N. Tartaglia proved to my uncle Toby to be an impoble thing.


  —Endleſs is the Search of Truth!


  No ſooner was my uncle Toby ſatisﬁed which road the cannon-ball did not go, but he was inſenbly led on, and reſolved in his mind to enquire and ﬁnd out which road the ball did go: For which purpoſe he was obliged to ſet oﬀ afre with old Maltus, and ﬅudied him devoutly.—He proceeded next to Gallileo and Torricellius, wherein, by certain geometrical rules, infallibly laid down, he found the preciſe path to be a Parabola,—or elſe an Hyperbola,—and that the parameter, or latus reum, of the conic ſeion of the ſaid path, was to the quantity and amplitude in a dire ratio, as the whole line to the ne of double the angle of incidence, form’d by the breech upon an horizontal plane;—and that the ſemiparameter,—ﬅop! my dear uncle Toby,—ﬅop!—go not one foot further into this thorny and bewilder’d track,—intricate are the ﬅeps! intricate are the maſes of this labyrinth! intricate are the troubles which the purſuit of this bewitching phantom, Knowledge, will bring upon thee.—O my uncle! ﬂy—ﬂy—ﬂy from it as from a ſerpent.—Is it ﬁt, good-natur’d man! thou ould’ﬅ ﬁt up, with the wound upon thy groin, whole nights baking thy blood with heic watchings?—Alas! ’twill exaſperate thy ſymptoms,—check thy perſpirations,—evaporate thy ſpirits,—waﬅe thy animal ﬅrength,—dry up thy radical moiﬅure,—bring thee into a coﬅive habit of body, impair thy health,—and haﬅen all the inﬁrmities of thy old age.—O my uncle! my uncle Toby!


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  IWould not give a groat for that man’s knowledge in pen-craft, who does not underﬅand this,—That the beﬅ plain narrative in the world, tack’d very cloſe to the laﬅ ſpirited apoﬅrophe to my uncle Toby,—would have felt both cold and vapid upon the reader’s palate;—therefore I forthwith put an end to the chapter,—though I was in the middle of my ﬅory.


  —Writers of my ﬅamp have one principle in common with painters.—Where an exa copying makes our piures leſs ﬅriking, we chooſe the leſs evil; deeming it even more pardonable to treſpaſs againﬅ truth, than beauty.—This is to be underﬅood cum grano ſalis; but be it as it will,—as the parallel is made more for the ſake of letting the apoﬅrophe cool, than any thing elſe,—’tis not very material whether upon any other ſcore the reader approves of it or not.


  In the latter end of the third year, my uncle Toby perceiving that the parameter and ſemi-parameter of the conic ſeion, angered his wound, he left oﬀ the ﬅudy of projeiles in a kind of a huﬀ, and betook himſelf to the praical part of fortiﬁcation only; the pleaſure of which, like a ſpring held back, returned upon him with redoubled force.


  It was in this year that my uncle began to break in upon the daily regularity of a clean irt,—to diſmiſs his barber unaven,—and to allow his ſurgeon ſcarce time ſuﬃcient to dreſs his wound, concerning himſelf ſo little about it, as not to aſk him once in ſeven times dreng how it went on: When, lo!—all of a ſudden, for the change was as quick as lightening, he began to gh heavily for his recovery,—complain’d to my father, grew impatient with the ſurgeon;—and one morning as he heard his foot coming up ﬅairs, he ut up his books, and thruﬅ ade his inﬅruments, in order to expoﬅulate with him upon the protraion of his cure, which, he told him, might ſurely have been accomplied at leaﬅ by that time:—He dwelt long upon the miſeries he had undergone, and the ſorrows of his four years melancholy impriſonment;—adding, that had it not been for the kind looks, and fraternal chearings of the beﬅ of brothers,—he had long nce ſunk under his misfortunes.—My father was by: My uncle Toby’s eloquence brought tears into his eyes;—’twas unexpeed.—My uncle Toby, by nature, was not eloquent;—it had the greater eﬀe.—The ſurgeon was confounded;—not that there wanted grounds for ſuch, or greater, marks of impatience,—but ’twas unexpeed too; in the four years he had attended him, he had never ſeen any thing like it in my uncle Toby’s carriage;—he had never once dropp’d one fretful or diſcontented word;—he had been all patience,—all ſubmion.


  —We loſe the right of complaining ſometimes by forbearing it;—but we oftner treble the force:—The ſurgeon was aﬅonied;—but much more ſo, when he heard my uncle Toby go on, and peremptorily inﬅ upon his healing up the wound direly,—or ſending for Moneur Ronjat, the King’s Serjeant-Surgeon, to do it for him.


  The dere of life and health is implanted in man’s nature;—the love of liberty and enlargement is a ﬅer-paon to it: Theſe my uncle Toby had in common with his ſpecies;—and either of them had been ſuﬃcient to account for his earneﬅ dere to get well and out of doors;—but I have told you before that nothing wrought with our family after the common way;—and from the time and manner in which this eager dere ew’d itſelf in the preſent caſe, the penetrating reader will ſuſpe there was ſome other cauſe or crotchet for it in my uncle Toby’s head:—There was ſo, and ’tis the ſubje of the next chapter to ſet forth what that cauſe and crotchet was. I own, when that’s done, ’twill be time to return back to the parlour ﬁre-de, where we left my uncle Toby in the middle of his ſentence.


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  WHEN a man gives himſelf up to the government of a ruling paon,—or, in other words, when his Hobby-Horse grows head-ﬅrong,—farewell cool reaſon and fair diſcretion!


  My uncle Toby’s wound was near well, and as ſoon as the ſurgeon recovered his ſurprize, and could get leave to ſay as much—he told him, ’twas juﬅ beginning to incarnate; and that if no fre exfoliation happen’d, which there was no gns of,—it would be dried up in ﬁve or x weeks. The ſound of as many olympiads twelve hours before, would have convey’d an idea of orter duration to my uncle Toby’s mind.—The ſucceon of his ideas was now rapid,—he broil’d with impatience to put his degn in execution;—and ſo, without conſulting further with any ſoul living,—which, by the bye, I think is right, when you are predetermined to take no one ſoul’s advice,—he privately ordered Trim, his man, to pack up a bundle of lint and drengs, and hire a chariot and four to be at the door exaly by twelve o’clock that day, when he knew my father would be upon ’Change.—So leaving a bank-note upon the table for the ſurgeon’s care of him, and a letter of tender thanks for his brother’s,—he pack’d up his maps, his books of fortiﬁcation, his inﬅruments, &c.—and, by the help of a crutch on one de, and Trim on the other,—my uncle Toby embark’d for Shandy-Hall.


  The reaſon, or rather the riſe, of this ſudden demigration, was as follows:


  The table in my uncle Toby’s room, and at which, the night before this change happened, he was tting with his maps, &c. about him,—being ſomewhat of the ſmalleﬅ, for that inﬁnity of great and ſmall inﬅruments of knowledge which uſually lay crouded upon it;—he had the accident, in reaching over for his tobacco-box, to throw down his compaes, and in ﬅooping to take the compaes up, with his eeve he threw down his caſe of inﬅruments and ſnuﬀers;—and as the dice took a run againﬅ him, in his endeavouring to catch the ſnuﬀers in falling,—he thruﬅ Moneur Blondel oﬀ the table and Count de Pagan o’top of him.


  ’Twas to no purpoſe for a man, lame as my uncle Toby was, to think of redreng all theſe evils by himſelf,—he rung his bell for his man Trim;—Trim! quoth my uncle Toby, pri’thee ſee what confuon I have here been making.—I muﬅ have ſome better contrivance, Trim.—Can’ﬅ not thou take my rule and meaſure the length and breadth of this table, and then go and beſpeak me one as big again?—Yes, an’ pleaſe your Honour, replied Trim, making a bow;—but I hope your Honour will be ſoon well enough to get down to your country ſeat, where,—as your Honour takes ſo much pleaſure in fortiﬁcation, we could manage this matter to a T.


  I muﬅ here inform you, that this ſervant of my uncle Toby’s, who went by the name of Trim, had been a Corporal in my uncle’s own company,—his real name was James Butler,—but having got the nick-name of Trim in the regiment, my uncle Toby, unleſs when he happened to be very angry with him, would never call him by any other name.


  The poor fellow had been diſabled for the ſervice, by a wound on his left knee by a muſket-bullet, at the battle of Landen, which was two years before the aﬀair of Namur;—and as the fellow was well beloved in the regiment, and a handy fellow into the bargain, my uncle Toby took him for his ſervant, and of excellent uſe was he, attending my uncle Toby in the camp and in his quarters as valet, groom, barber, cook, ſempﬅer, and nurſe; and indeed, from ﬁrﬅ to laﬅ, waited upon him and ſerved him with great ﬁdelity and aﬀeion.


  My uncle Toby loved the man in return, and what attached him more to him ﬅill, was the militude of their knowledge:—For Corporal Trim, (for ſo, for the future, I all call him) by four years occaonal attention to his Maﬅer’s diſcourſe upon fortiﬁed towns, and the advantage of prying and peeping continually into his Maﬅer’s plans, &c. excluve and bedes what he gained Hobby-Horsically, as a body-ſervant, Non Hobby-Horcal per ſe;—had become no mean proﬁcient in the ſcience; and was thought, by the cook and chamber-maid, to know as much of the nature of ﬅrong-holds as my uncle Toby himſelf.


  I have but one more ﬅroke to give to ﬁni Corporal Trim’s charaer,—and it is the only dark line in it.—The fellow lov’d to adviſe,—or rather to hear himſelf talk; his carriage, however, was ſo perfely reſpeful, ’twas eaſy to keep him lent when you had him ſo; but ſet his tongue a-going,—you had no hold of him;—he was voluble;—the eternal interlardings of your Honour, with the reſpefulneſs of Corporal Trim’s manner, interceding ſo ﬅrong in behalf of his elocution,—that tho’ you might have been incommoded,—you could not well be angry. My uncle Toby was ſeldom either the one or the other with him,—or, at leaﬅ, this fault, in Trim, broke no ſquares with ’em. My uncle Toby, as I ſaid, loved the man;—and bedes, as he ever looked upon a faithful ſervant,—but as a humble friend,—he could not bear to ﬅop his mouth.—Such was Corporal Trim.


  If I durﬅ preſume, continued Trim, to give your Honour my advice, and ſpeak my opinion in this matter.—Thou art welcome, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby,—ſpeak,—ſpeak what thou thinkeﬅ upon the ſubje, man, without fear. Why then, replied Trim, (not hanging his ears and ſcratching his head like a country lout, but) ﬅroking his hair back from his forehead, and ﬅanding ere as before his divion.—I think, quoth Trim, advancing his left, which was his lame leg, a little forwards,—and pointing with his right hand open towards a map of Dunkirk, which was pinn’d againﬅ the hangings,—I think, quoth Corporal Trim, with humble ſubmion to your Honour’s better judgment,—that theſe ravelins, baﬅions, curtins, and horn-works make but a poor, contemptible, ﬁddle faddle piece of work of it here upon paper, compared to what your Honour and I could make of it, were we in the country by ourſelves, and had but a rood, or a rood and a half of ground to do what we pleaſed with: As ſummer is coming on, continued Trim, your Honour might t out of doors, and give me the nography—(call it ichnography, quoth my uncle)—of the town or citadel, your Honour was pleaſed to t down before,—and I will be ot by your Honour upon the glacis of it, if I did not fortify it to your Honour’s mind.—I dare ſay thou would’ﬅ, Trim, quoth my uncle.—For if your Honour, continued the Corporal, could but mark me the polygon, with its exa lines and angles.—That I could do very well, quoth my uncle.—I would begin with the foſsé, and if your Honour could tell me the proper depth and breadth,—I can to a hair’s breadth, Trim, replied my uncle,—I would throw out the earth upon this hand towards the town for the ſcarp,—and on that hand towards the campaign for the counterſcarp.—Very right, Trim; quoth my uncle Toby.—And when I had oped them to your mind,—an’ pleaſe your Honour, I would face the glacis, as the ﬁneﬅ fortiﬁcations are done in Flanders, with ſods,—and as your Honour knows they ould be,—and I would make the walls and parapets with ſods too;—The beﬅ engineers call them gazons, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby;—Whether they are gazons or ſods, is not much matter, replied Trim, your Honour knows they are ten times beyond a facing either of brick or ﬅone;—I know they are, Trim, in ſome reſpes,—quoth my uncle Toby, nodding his head;—for a cannon-ball enters into the gazon right onwards, without bringing any rubbi down with it, which might ﬁll the foſsé, (as was the caſe at St. Nicolas’s Gate) and facilitate the paage over it.


  Your Honour underﬅands theſe matters, replied Corporal Trim, better than any oﬃcer in his Majeﬅy’s ſervice;—but would your Honour pleaſe to let the beſpeaking of the table alone, and let us but go into the country, I would work under your Honour’s direions like a horſe, and make fortiﬁcations for you ſomething like a tanſy, with all their batteries, ſaps, ditches, and paliſadoes, that it ould be worth all the world’s riding twenty miles to go and ſee it.


  My uncle Toby blued as red as ſcarlet as Trim went on;—but it was not a blu of guilt,—of modeﬅy,—or of anger;—it was a blu of joy;—he was ﬁred with Corporal Trim’s proje and deſcription.—Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby, thou haﬅ ſaid enough.—We might begin the campaign, continued Trim, on the very day that his Majeﬅy and the Allies take the ﬁeld, and demoli them town by town as faﬅ as—Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, ſay no more.—Your Honour, continued Trim, might t in your arm-chair (pointing to it) this ﬁne weather, giving me your orders, and I would—Say no more, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby.—Bedes, your Honour would get not only pleaſure and good paﬅime,—but good air, and good exerciſe, and good health,—and your Honour’s wound would be well in a month. Thou haﬅ ſaid enough, Trim,—quoth my uncle Toby (putting his hand into his breeches-pocket)—I like thy proje mightily;—And if your Honour pleaſes, I’ll, this moment, go and buy a pioneer’s ſpade to take down with us, and I’ll beſpeak a ovel and a pick-ax, and a couple of—Say no more, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, leaping up upon one leg, quite overcome with rapture,—and thruﬅing a guinea into Trim’s hand,—Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, ſay no more;—but go down, Trim, this moment, my lad, and bring up my ſupper this inﬅant.


  Trim ran down and brought up his Maﬅer’s ſupper,—to no purpoſe:—Trim’s plan of operation ran ſo in my uncle Toby’s head, he could not taﬅe it.—Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, get me to-bed;—’twas all one.—Corporal Trim’s deſcription had ﬁred his imagination,—my uncle Toby could not ut his eyes.—The more he conder’d it, the more bewitching the ſcene appeared to him;—ſo that, two full hours before day-light, he had come to a ﬁnal determination, and had concerted the whole plan of his and Corporal Trim’s decampment.


  My uncle Toby had a little neat country-houſe of his own, in the village where my father’s eﬅate lay at Shandy, which had been left him by an old uncle, with a ſmall eﬅate of about one hundred pounds a year. Behind this houſe, and contiguous to it, was a kitchen-garden of about half an acre;—and at the bottom of the garden, and cut oﬀ from it by a tall yew hedge, was a bowling-green, containing juﬅ about as much ground as Corporal Trim wied for;—ſo that as Trim uttered the words, “A rood and a half of ground to do what they would with:”—this identical bowling-green inﬅantly preſented itſelf, and became curiouy painted, all at once, upon the retina of my uncle Toby’s fancy;—which was the phycal cauſe of making him change colour, or at leaﬅ, of heightening his blu to that immoderate degree I ſpoke of.


  Never did lover poﬅ down to a belov’d miﬅreſs with more heat and expeation, than my uncle Toby did, to enjoy this ſelf-ſame thing in private;—I ſay in private;—for it was eltered from the houſe, as I told you, by a tall yew hedge, and was covered on the other three des, from mortal ght, by rough holly and thickſet ﬂowering rubs;—ſo that the idea of not being ſeen, did not a little contribute to the idea of pleaſure preconceived in my uncle Toby’s mind.—Vain thought! however thick it was planted about,—or private ſoever it might ſeem,—to think, dear uncle Toby, of enjoying a thing which took up a whole rood and a half of ground,—and not have it known!


  How my uncle Toby and Corporal Trim managed this matter,—with the hiﬅory of their campaigns, which were no way barren of events,—may make no unintereﬅing under-plot in the epitas and working up of this drama.—At preſent the ſcene muﬅ drop,—and change for the parlour ﬁre-de.


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  —What can they be doing, brother? ſaid my father.—I think, replied my uncle Toby,—taking, as I told you, his pipe from his mouth, and ﬅriking the aes out of it as he began his ſentence;—I think, replied he,—it would not be amiſs, brother, if we rung the bell.


  Pray, what’s all that racket over our heads, Obadiah?—quoth my father;—my brother and I can ſcarce hear ourſelves ſpeak.


  Sir, anſwer’d Obadiah, making a bow towards his left-oulder,—my Miﬅreſs is taken very badly;—and where’s Suſannah running down the garden there, as if they were going to ravi her?—Sir, e is running the orteﬅ cut into the town, replied Obadiah, to fetch the old midwife.—Then ſaddle a horſe, quoth my father, and do you go direly for Dr. Slop, the man-midwife, with all our ſervices,—and let him know your Miﬅreſs is fallen into labour,—and that I dere he will return with you with all ſpeed.


  It is very ﬅrange, ſays my father, addreng himſelf to my uncle Toby, as Obadiah ut the door,—as there is ſo expert an operator as Dr. Slop ſo near—that my wife ould perﬅ to the very laﬅ in this obﬅinate humour of hers, in truﬅing the life of my child, who has had one misfortune already, to the ignorance of an old woman;—and not only the life of my child, brother,—but her own life, and with it the lives of all the children I might, peradventure, have begot out of her hereafter.


  Mayhap, brother, replied my uncle Toby, my ﬅer does it to ſave the expence:—A pudding’s end,—replied my father,—the door muﬅ be paid the ſame for inaion as aion,—if not better,—to keep him in temper.


  —Then it can be out of nothing in the whole world, quoth my uncle Toby, in the mplicity of his heart,—but Modesty:—My ﬅer, I dare ſay, added he, does not care to let a man come ſo near her ****. I will not ſay whether my uncle Toby had completed the ſentence or not;—’tis for his advantage to ſuppoſe he had,—as, I think, he could have added no One Word which would have improved it.


  If, on the contrary, my uncle Toby had not fully arrived at his period’s end,—then the world ﬅands indebted to the ſudden ſnapping of my father’s tobacco-pipe, for one of the neateﬅ examples of that ornamental ﬁgure in oratory, which Rhetoricians ﬅile the Apoopes.—Juﬅ heaven! how does the Poco piu and the Poco meno of the Italian artiﬅs;—the inſenble more or less, determine the preciſe line of beauty in the ſentence, as well as in the ﬅatue! How do the ight touches of the chifel, the pencil, the pen, the ﬁddle-ﬅick, et caetera,—give the true ſwell, which give the true pleaſure!—O my countrymen!—be nice;—be cautious of your language;—and never, O! never let it be forgotten upon what ſmall particles your eloquence and your fame depend.


  —“My ﬅer, mayhap,” quoth my uncle Toby, “does not chooſe to let a man come ſo near her ****” Make this da,—’tis an Apoopes.—Take the da away, and write Backde,—’tis Bawdy.—Scratch Backde out, and put Cover’d-way in,—’tis a Metaphor;—and, I dare ſay, as fortiﬁcation ran ſo much in my uncle Toby’s head, that if he had been left to have added one word to the ſentence,—that word was it.


  But whether that was the caſe or not the caſe;—or whether the ſnapping of my father’s tobacco-pipe ſo critically, happened thro’ accident or anger,—will be ſeen in due time.


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  THO’ my father was a good natural philoſopher,—yet he was ſomething of a moral philoſopher too; for which reaſon, when his tobacco-pipe ſnapp’d ort in the middle,—he had nothing to do,—as ſuch,—but to have taken hold of the two pieces, and thrown them gently upon the back of the ﬁre.—He did no ſuch thing;—he threw them with all the violence in the world;—and, to give the aion ﬅill more emphas,—he ﬅarted up upon both his legs to do it.


  This look’d ſomething like heat;—and the manner of his reply to what my uncle Toby was ſaying, prov’d it was ſo.


  —“Not chooſe,” quoth my father, repeating my uncle Toby’s words) “to let a man come ſo near her.”—By heaven, brother Toby! you would try the patience of a Job;—and I think I have the plagues of one already, without it.—Why?—Where?—Wherein?—Wherefore?—Upon what account, replied my uncle Toby, in the utmoﬅ aﬅoniment.—To think, ſaid my father, of a man living to your age, brother, and knowing ſo little about women!—I know nothing at all about them,—replied my uncle Toby; and I think, continued he, that the ock I received the year after the demolition of Dunkirk, in my aﬀair with widow Wadman;—which ock you know I ould not have received, but from my total ignorance of the ſex,—has given me juﬅ cauſe to ſay, That I neither know, nor do pretend to know, any thing about ’em, or their concerns either.—Methinks, brother, replied my father, you might, at leaﬅ, know ſo much as the right end of a woman from the wrong.


  It is ſaid in Ariﬅotle’s Maﬅer-Piece, “That when a man doth think of any thing which is paﬅ,—he looketh down upon the ground;—but that when he thinketh of ſomething which is to come, he looketh up towards the heavens.”


  My uncle Toby, I ſuppoſe, thought of neither,—for he look’d horizontally.—Right end,—quoth my uncle Toby, muttering the two words low to himſelf, and ﬁxing his two eyes inſenbly as he muttered them, upon a ſmall crevice, form’d by a bad joint in the chimney-piece.—Right end of a woman!—I declare, quoth my uncle, I know no more which it is, than the man in the moon;—and if I was to think, continued my uncle Toby, (keeping his eye ﬅill ﬁx’d upon the bad joint) this month together, I am ſure I ould not be able to ﬁnd it out.


  Then brother Toby, replied my father, I will tell you.


  Every thing in this world, continued my father (ﬁlling a fre pipe)—every thing in this earthly world, my dear brother Toby, has two handles.—Not always, quoth my uncle Toby.—At leaﬅ, replied my father, every one has two hands,—which comes to the ſame thing.—Now, if a man was to t down cooly, and conder within himſelf the make, the ape, the conﬅruion, com-at-ability, and convenience of all the parts which conﬅitute the whole of that animal, call’d Woman, and compare them analogically.—I never underﬅood rightly the meaning of that word,—quoth my uncle Toby.—Analogy, replied my father, is the certain relation and agreement, which diﬀerent—Here a devil of a rap at the door ſnapp’d my father’s deﬁnition (like his tobacco pipe) in two,—and, at the ſame time, crued the head of as notable and curious a diertation as ever was engendered in the womb of ſpeculation;—it was ſome months before my father could get an opportunity to be ſafely deliver’d of it:—And, at this hour, it is a thing full as problematical as the ſubje of the diertation itſelf,—(condering the confuon and diﬅrees of our domeﬅic miſadventures, which are now coming thick one upon the back of another) whether I all be able to ﬁnd a place for it in the third volume or not.


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  IT is about an hour and a half’s tolerable good reading nce my uncle Toby rung the bell, when Obadiah was order’d to ſaddle a horſe, and go for Dr. Slop the man-midwife;—ſo that no one can ſay, with reaſon, that I have not allowed Obadiah time enough, poetically ſpeaking, and condering the emergency too, both to go and come;—tho’, morally and truly ſpeaking, the man, perhaps, has ſcarce had time to get on his boots.


  If the hypercritic will go upon this; and is reſolved after all to take a pendulum, and meaſure the true diﬅance betwixt the ringing of the bell, and the rap at the door;—and, after ﬁnding it to be no more than two minutes, thirteen ſeconds, and three ﬁfths,—ould take upon him to inſult over me for ſuch a breach in the unity, or rather probability, of time;—I would remind him, that the idea of duration and of its mple modes, is got merely from the train and ſucceon of our ideas,—and is the true ſcholaﬅic pendulum,—and by which, as a ſcholar, I will be tried in this matter,—abjuring and deteﬅing the juriſdiion of all other pendulums whatever.


  I would, therefore, dere him to conder that it is but poor eight miles from Shandy-Hall to Dr. Slop, the man midwife’s houſe;—and that whilﬅ Obadiah has been going thoſe ſaid miles and back, I have brought my uncle Toby from Namur, quite acroſs all Flanders, into England:—That I have had him ill upon my hands near four years;—and have nce travelled him and Corporal Trim, in a chariot and four, a journey of near two hundred miles down into Yorkire;—all which put together, muﬅ have prepared the reader’s imagination for the entrance of Dr. Slop upon the ﬅage,—as much, at leaﬅ (I hope) as a dance, a ſong, or a concerto between the as.


  If my hypercritic is intraable,—alledging, that two minutes and thirteen ſeconds are no more than two minutes and thirteen ſeconds,—when I have ſaid all I can about them;—and that this plea, tho’ it might ſave me dramatically, will damn me biographically, rendering my book, from this very moment, a profeſs’d Romance, which, before, was a book apocryphal:—If I am thus preed.—I then put an end to the whole objeion and controverſy about it all at once,—by acquainting him, that Obadiah had not got above threeſcore yards from the ﬅable-yard before he met with Dr. Slop;—and indeed he gave a dirty proof that he had met with him,—and was within an ace of giving a tragical one too.


  Imagine to yourſelf;—but this had better begin a new chapter.


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  IMagine to yourſelf a little, ſquat, uncourtly ﬁgure of a Door Slop, of about four feet and a half perpendicular height, with a breadth of back, and a ſeſquipedality of belly, which might have done honour to a ſerjeant in the horſe-guards.


  Such were the out-lines of Dr. Slop’s ﬁgure, which,—if you have read Hogarth’s analys of beauty, and if you have not, I wi you would;—you muﬅ know, may as certainly be caracatur’d, and convey’d to the mind by three ﬅrokes as three hundred.


  Imagine ſuch a one,—for ſuch, I ſay, were the out-lines of Dr. Slop’s ﬁgure, coming owly along, foot by foot, waddling thro’ the dirt upon the vertebrae of a little diminutive pony,—of a pretty colour;—but of ﬅrength,—alack!—ſcarce able to have made an amble of it, under ſuch a fardel, had the roads been in an ambling condition.—They were not.—Imagine to yourſelf, Obadiah mounted upon a ﬅrong monﬅer of a coach-horſe, prick’d into a full gallop, and making all praicable ſpeed the adverſe way.


  Pray, Sir, let me intereﬅ you a moment in this deſcription.


  Had Dr. Slop beheld Obadiah a mile oﬀ, poﬅing in a narrow lane direly towards him, at that monﬅrous rate,—ſplaing and plunging like a devil thro’ thick and thin, as he approach’d, would not ſuch a phaenomenon, with ſuch a vortex of mud and water moving along with it, round its axis,—have been a ſubje of juﬅer apprehenon to Dr. Slop in his tuation, than the worﬅ of Whiﬅon’s comets?—To ſay nothing of the Nucleus; that is, of Obadiah and the coach-horſe.—In my idea, the vortex alone of ’em was enough to have involved and carried, if not the door, at leaﬅ the door’s pony quite away with it. What then do you think muﬅ the terror and hydrophobia of Dr. Slop have been, when you read (which you are juﬅ going to do) that he was advancing thus warily along towards Shandy-Hall, and had approach’d to within xty yards of it, and within ﬁve yards of a ſudden turn, made by an acute angle of the garden wall,—and in the dirtieﬅ part of a dirty lane,—when Obadiah and his coach-horſe turn’d the corner, rapid, furious,—pop,—full upon him!—Nothing, I think, in nature, can be ſuppoſed more terrible, than ſuch a Rencounter,—ſo imprompt! ſo ill prepared to ﬅand the ock of it as Dr. Slop was!


  What could Dr. Slop do?—He croſs’d himſelf † —Pugh!—but the door, Sir, was a Papiﬅ.—No matter; he had better have kept hold of the pummel. He had ſo;—nay, as it happened, he had better have done nothing at all;—for in crong himſelf he let go his whip,—and in attempting to ſave his whip betwixt his knee and his ſaddle’s ſkirt, as it ipp’d, he loﬅ his ﬅirrup,—in long which, he loﬅ his ſeat;—and in the multitude of all theſe loes (which, by the bye, ews what little advantage there is in crong) the unfortunate door loﬅ his preſence of mind. So that, without waiting for Obadiah’s onſet, he left his pony to its deﬅiny, tumbling oﬀ it diagonally, ſomething in the ﬅile and manner of a pack of wool, and without any other conſequence from the fall, ſave that of being left (as it would have been) with the broadeﬅ part of him ſunk about twelve inches deep in the mire.


  Obadiah pull’d oﬀ his cap twice to Dr. Slop;—once as he was falling,—and then again when he ſaw him ſeated.—Illtimed complaiſance!—had not the fellow better have ﬅopp’d his horſe, and got oﬀ and help’d him?—Sir, he did all that his tuation would allow;—but the Momentum of the coach-horſe was ſo great, that Obadiah could not do it all at once;—he rode in a circle three times round Dr. Slop, before he could fully accompli it any how;—and at the laﬅ, when he did ﬅop his beaﬅ, ’twas done with ſuch an exploon of mud, that Obadiah had better have been a league oﬀ. In ort, never was a Dr. Slop ſo beluted, and ſo tranſubﬅantiated, nce that aﬀair came into faion.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  WHEN Dr. Slop entered the back-parlour, where my father and my uncle Toby were diſcourng upon the nature of women,—it was hard to determine whether Dr. Slop’s ﬁgure, or Dr. Slop’s preſence, occaoned more ſurprize to them; for as the accident happened ſo near the houſe, as not to make it worth while for Obadiah to remount him,—Obadiah had led him in as he was, unwiped, unappointed, unanealed, with all his ﬅains and blotches on him.—He ﬅood like Hamlet’s ghoﬅ, motionleſs and ſpeechleſs, for a full minute and a half, at the parlour door (Obadiah ﬅill holding his hand) with all the majeﬅy of mud. His hinder parts, upon which he had received his fall, totally beſmear’d,—and in every other part of him, blotched over in ſuch a manner with Obadiah’s exploon, that you would have ſworn (without mental reſervation) that every grain of it had taken eﬀe.


  Here was a fair opportunity for my uncle Toby to have triumph’d over my father in his turn;—for no mortal, who had beheld Dr. Slop in that pickle, could have diented from ſo much, at leaﬅ, of my uncle Toby’s opinion, “That may-hap his ﬅer might not care to let ſuch a Dr. Slop come ſo near her ****” But it was the Argumentum ad hominem; and if my uncle Toby was not very expert at it, you may think, he might not care to uſe it.—No; the reaſon was,—’twas not his nature to inſult.


  Dr. Slop’s preſence, at that time, was no leſs problematical than the mode of it; tho’, it is certain, one moment’s reﬂeion in my father might have ſolved it; for he had apprized Dr. Slop but the week before, that my mother was at her full reckoning; and as the door had heard nothing nce, ’twas natural and very political too in him, to have taken a ride to Shandy-Hall, as he did, merely to ſee how matters went on.


  But my father’s mind took unfortunately a wrong turn in the inveﬅigation; running, like the hypercritic’s, altogether upon the ringing of the bell and the rap upon the door,—meaſuring their diﬅance,—and keeping his mind ſo intent upon the operation, as to have power to think of nothing elſe,—common-place inﬁrmity of the greateﬅ mathematicians! working with might and main at the demonﬅration, and ſo waﬅing all their ﬅrength upon it, that they have none left in them to draw the corollary, to do good with.


  The ringing of the bell and the rap upon the door, ﬅruck likewiſe ﬅrong upon the ſenſorium of my uncle Toby,—but it excited a very diﬀerent train of thoughts;—the two irreconcileable pulſations inﬅantly brought Stevinus, the great engineer, along with them, into my uncle Toby’s mind:—What buneſs Stevinus had in this aﬀair,—is the greateﬅ problem of all;—it all be ſolved,—but not in the next chapter.


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  WRiting, when properly managed, (as you may be ſure I think mine is) is but a diﬀerent name for converſation: As no one, who knows what he is about in good company, would venture to talk all;—ſo no author, who underﬅands the juﬅ boundaries of decorum and good breeding, would preſume to think all: The trueﬅ reſpe which you can pay to the reader’s underﬅanding, is to halve this matter amicably, and leave him ſomething to imagine, in his turn, as well as yourſelf.


  For my own part, I am eternally paying him compliments of this kind, and do all that lies in my power to keep his imagination as buſy as my own.


  ’Tis his turn now;—I have given an ample deſcription of Dr. Slop’s ſad overthrow, and of his ſad appearance in the back parlour;—his imagination muﬅ now go on with it for a while.


  Let the reader imagine then, that Dr. Slop has told his tale;—and in what words, and with what aggravations his fancy chooſes:—Let him ſuppoſe, that Obadiah has told his tale alſo, and with ſuch rueful looks of aﬀeed concern, as he thinks will beﬅ contraﬅ the two ﬁgures as they ﬅand by each other:—Let him imagine, that my father has ﬅepp’d up ﬅairs to ſee my mother:—And, to conclude this work of imagination,—let him imagine the door wa’d,—rubb’d down,—condoled with,—felicitated,—got into a pair of Obadiah’s pumps, ﬅepping forwards towards the door, upon the very point of entring upon aion.


  Truce!—truce, good Dr. Slop!—ﬅay thy obﬅetric hand;—return it ſafe into thy boſom to keep it warm;—little doﬅ thou know what obﬅacles;—little doﬅ thou think what hidden cauſes retard its operation!—Haﬅ thou, Dr. Slop,—haﬅ thou been intruﬅed with the ſecret articles of this ſolemn treaty which has brought thee into this place?—Art thou aware that, at this inﬅant, a daughter of Lucina is put obﬅetrically over thy head? Alas! ’tis too true.—Bedes, great ſon of Pilumnus! what canﬅ thou do?—Thou haﬅ come forth unarm’d;—thou haﬅ left thy tire tête,—thy new-invented forceps,—thy crotchet,—thy ſquirt, and all thy inﬅruments of ſalvation and deliverance behind thee.—By heaven! at this moment they are hanging up in a green bays bag, betwixt thy two piﬅols, at thy bed’s head!—Ring;—call;—ſend Obadiah back upon the coach-horſe to bring them with all ſpeed.


  —Make great haﬅe, Obadiah, quoth my father, and I’ll give thee a crown;—and, quoth my uncle Toby, I’ll give him another.


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  YOUR ſudden and unexpeed arrival, quoth my uncle Toby, addreng himſelf to Dr. Slop (all three of them tting down to the ﬁre together, as my uncle Toby began to ſpeak)—inﬅantly brought the great Stevinus into my head, who, you muﬅ know, is a favourite author with me.—Then, added my father, making uſe of the argument Ad Crumenam,—I will lay twenty guineas to a ngle crown piece, (which will ſerve to give away to Obadiah when he gets back) that this ſame Stevinus was ſome engineer or other,—or has wrote ſomething or other, either direly or indirely, upon the ſcience of fortiﬁcation.


  He has ſo,—replied my uncle Toby.—I knew it, ſaid my father;—tho’, for the ſoul of me, I cannot ſee what kind of conneion there can be betwixt Dr. Slop’s ſudden coming, and a diſcourſe upon fortiﬁcation;—yet I fear’d it.—Talk of what we will, brother,—or let the occaon be never ſo foreign or unﬁt for the ſubje,—you are ſure to bring it in: I would not, brother Toby, continued my father,—I declare I would not have my head ſo full of curtins and horn-works.—That, I dare ſay, you would not, quoth Dr. Slop, interrupting him, and laughing moﬅ immoderately at his pun.


  Dennis the critic could not deteﬅ and abhor a pun, or the innuation of a pun, more cordially than my father;—he would grow teﬅy upon it at any time;—but to be broke in upon by one, in a ſerious diſcourſe, was as bad, he would ſay, as a ﬁllip upon the noſe;—he ſaw no diﬀerence.


  Sir, quoth my uncle Toby, addreng himſelf to Dr. Slop,—the curtins my brother Shandy mentions here, have nothing to do with bed-ﬅeads;—tho’, I know, Du Cange ſays, “That bed-curtains, in all probability, have taken their name from them;”—nor have the horn-works, he ſpeaks of, any thing in the world to do with the horn-works of cuckoldom:—But the curtin, Sir, is the word we uſe in fortiﬁcation, for that part of the wall or rampart which lies between the two baﬅions and joins them.—Beegers ſeldom oﬀer to carry on their attacks direly againﬅ the curtin, for this reaſon, becauſe they are ſo well ﬂanked. (’Tis the caſe of other curtins, quoth Dr. Slop, laughing). However, continued my uncle Toby, to make them ſure, we generally chooſe to place ravelins before them, taking care only to extend them beyond the foſsé or ditch:—The common men, who know very little of fortiﬁcation, confound the ravelin and the half-moon together,—tho’ they are very diﬀerent things;—not in their ﬁgure or conﬅruion, for we make them exaly aliks in all points;—for they always conﬅ of two faces, making a ſalient angle, with the gorges, not ﬅraight, but in form of a creſcent.—Where then lies the diﬀerence? (quoth my father, a little teﬅily.)—In their tuations, anſwered my uncle Toby:—For when a ravelin, brother, ﬅands before the curtin, it is a ravelin; and when a ravelin ﬅands before a baﬅion, then the ravelin is not a ravelin;—it is a half-moon;—a half-moon likewiſe is a half-moon, and no more, ſo long as it ﬅands before its baﬅion;—but was it to change place, and get before the curtin,—’twould be no longer a half-moon; a half-moon, in that caſe, is not a half-moon;—’tis no more than a ravelin.—I think, quoth my father, that the noble ſcience of defence has its weak des,—as well as others.


  —As for the horn-works (high! ho! gh’d my father) which, continued my uncle Toby, my brother was ſpeaking of, they are a very conderable part of an outwork;—they are called by the French engineers, Ouvrage à corne, and we generally make them to cover ſuch places as we ſuſpe to be weaker than the reﬅ;—’tis form’d by two epaulments or demibaﬅions,—they are very pretty, and if you will take a walk, I’ll engage to ew you one well worth your trouble.—I own, continued my uncle Toby, when we crown them,—they are much ﬅronger, but then they are very expenve, and take up a great deal of ground; ſo that, in my opinion, they are moﬅ of uſe to cover or defend the head of a camp; otherwiſe the double tenaille—By the mother who bore us!—brother Toby, quoth my father, not able to hold out any longer,—you would provoke a ſaint;—here have you got us, I know not how, not only ſouſe into the middle of the old ſubje again:—But ſo full is your head of theſe confounded works, that tho’ my wife is this moment in the pains of labour,—and you hear her cry out,—yet nothing will ſerve you but to carry oﬀ the man-midwife.—Accoucheur,—if you pleaſe, quoth Dr. Slop.—With all my heart, replied my father, I don’t care what they call you,—but I wi the whole ſcience of fortiﬁcation, with all its inventors, at the devil;—it has been the death of thouſands,—and it will be mine, in the end.—I would not, I would not, brother Toby, have my brains ſo full of ſaps, mines, blinds, gabions, paliſadoes, ravelins, half-moons, and ſuch trumpery, to be proprietor of Namur, and of all the towns in Flanders with it.


  My uncle Toby was a man patient of injuries;—not from want of courage,—I have told you in the ﬁfth chapter of this ſecond book, “That he was a man of courage:”—And will add here, that where juﬅ occaons preſented, or called it forth,—I know no man under whoſe arm I would ſooner have taken elter; nor did this ariſe from any inſenbility or obtuſeneſs of his intelleual parts;—for he felt this inſult of my father’s as feelingly as a man could do;—but he was of a peaceful, placid nature,—no jarring element in it,—all was mix’d up ſo kindly within him; my uncle Toby had ſcarce a heart to retaliate upon a ﬂy.


  —Go—ſays he, one day at dinner, to an over-grown one which had buzz’d about his noſe, and tormented him cruelly all dinner-time,—and which, after inﬁnite attempts, he had caught at laﬅ, as it ﬂew by him;—I’ll not hurt thee, ſays my uncle Toby, ring from his chair, and going a-croſs the room, with the ﬂy in his hand,—I’ll not hurt a hair of thy head:—Go, ſays he, lifting up the ſa, and opening his hand as he ſpoke, to let it eſcape;—go poor devil, get thee gone, why ould I hurt thee?—This world ſurely is wide enough to hold both thee and me.


  I was but ten years old when this happened;—but whether it was, that the aion itſelf was more in uniſon to my nerves at that age of pity, which inﬅantly ſet my whole frame into one vibration of moﬅ pleaſurable ſenſation;—or how far the manner and expreon of it might go towards it;—or in what degree, or by what ſecret magic,—a tone of voice and harmony of movement, attuned by mercy, might ﬁnd a paage to my heart, I know not;—this I know, that the leon of univerſal good-will then taught and imprinted by my uncle Toby, has never nce been worn out of my mind: And tho’ I would not depreciate what the ﬅudy of the Literae humaniores, at the univerty, have done for me in that reſpe, or diſcredit the other helps of an expenve education beﬅowed upon me, both at home and abroad nce;—yet I often think that I owe one half of my philanthropy to that one accidental impreon.


  ☞ This is to ſerve for parents and governors inﬅead of a whole volume upon the ſubje.


  I could not give the reader this ﬅroke in my uncle Toby’s piure, by the inﬅrument with which I drew the other parts of it,—that taking in no more than the mere Hobby-Horsical likeneſs;—this is a part of his moral charaer. My father, in this patient endurance of wrongs, which I mention, was very diﬀerent, as the reader muﬅ long ago have noted; he had a much more acute and quick ſenbility of nature, attended with a little ſoreneſs of temper; tho’ this never tranſported him to any thing which looked like malignancy;—yet, in the little rubs and vexations of life, ’twas apt to ew itſelf in a drolli and witty kind of peevineſs:—He was, however, frank and generous in his nature;—at all times open to conviion; and in the little ebullitions of this ſubacid humour towards others, but particularly towards my uncle Toby, whom he truly loved;—he would feel more pain, ten times told (except in the aﬀair of my aunt Dinah, or where an hypothes was concerned) than what he ever gave.


  The charaers of the two brothers, in this view of them, reﬂeed light upon each other, and appear’d with great advantage in this aﬀair which aroſe about Stevinus.


  I need not tell the reader, if he keeps a Hobby-Horse,—that a man’s Hobby-Horse is as tender a part as he has about him; and that theſe unprovoked ﬅrokes, at my uncle Toby’s could not be unfelt by him.—No;—as I ſaid above, my uncle Toby did feel them, and very ſenbly too.


  Pray, Sir, what ſaid he?—How did he behave?—Oh, Sir!—it was great: For as ſoon as my father had done inſulting his Hobby-Horse,—he turned his head, without the leaﬅ emotion, from Dr. Slop, to whom he was addreng his diſcourſe, and look’d up into my father’s face, with a countenance ſpread over with ſo much good nature;—ſo placid;—ſo fraternal;—ſo inexprebly tender towards him;—it penetrated my father to his heart: He roſe up haﬅily from his chair, and ſeizing hold of both my uncle Toby’s hands as he ſpoke.—Brother Toby, ſaid he,—I beg thy pardon;—forgive, I pray thee, this ra humour which my mother gave me.—My dear, dear brother, anſwer’d my uncle Toby, ring up by my father’s help, ſay no more about it;—you are heartily welcome, had it been ten times as much, brother. But ’tis ungenerous, replied, my father, to hurt any man;—a brother worſe;—but to hurt a brother of ſuch gentle manners,—ſo unprovoking,—and ſo unreſenting;—’tis baſe:—By heaven, ’tis cowardly.—You are heartily welcome, brother, quoth my uncle Toby,—had it been ﬁfty times as much.—Bedes, what have I to do, my dear Toby, cried my father, either with your amuſements or your pleaſures, unleſs it was in my power (which it is not) to increaſe their meaſure?


  —Brother Shandy, anſwer’d my uncle Toby, looking wiﬅfully in his face,—you are much miﬅaken in this point;—for you do increaſe my pleaſure very much, in begetting children for the Shandy family at your time of life.—But, by that, Sir, quoth Dr. Slop, Mr. Shandy increaſes his own.—Not a jot, quoth my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIII.


  MY brother, does it, quoth my uncle Toby, out of principle.—In a family-way, I ſuppoſe, quoth Dr. Slop.—Paw!—ſaid my father,—’tis not worth talking of.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  AT the end of the laﬅ chapter, my father and my uncle Toby were left both ﬅanding, like Brutus and Caus at the cloſe of the ſcene making up their accounts.


  As my father ſpoke the three laﬅ words,—he ſat down;—my uncle Toby exaly followed his example, only, that before he took his chair, he rung the bell, to order Corporal Trim, who was in waiting, to ﬅep home for Stevinus;—my uncle Toby’s houſe being no further oﬀ than the oppote de of the way.


  Some men would have dropp’d the ſubje of Stevinus;—but my uncle Toby had no reſentment in his heart, and he went on with the ſubje, to ew my father that he had none.


  Your ſudden appearance, Dr. Slop, quoth my uncle, reſuming the diſcourſe, inﬅantly brought Stevinus into my head. (My father, you may be ſure, did not oﬀer to lay any more wagers upon Stevinus’s head)—Becauſe, continued my uncle Toby, the celebrated ſailing chariot, which belonged to Prince Maurice, and was of ſuch wonderful contrivance and velocity, as to carry half a dozen people thirty German miles, in I don’t know how few minutes,—was invented by Stevinus, that great mathematician and engineer.


  You might have ſpared your ſervant the trouble, quoth Dr. Slop (as the fellow is lame) of going for Stevinus’s account of it, becauſe, in my return from Leyden thro’ the Hague, I walked as far as Schevling, which is two long miles, on purpoſe to take a view of it.


  —That’s nothing, replied my uncle Toby, to what the learned Peireſkius did, who walked a matter of ﬁve hundred miles, reckoning from Paris to Schevling, and from Schevling to Paris back again, in order to ſee it,—and nothing elſe.


  Some men cannot bear to be out-gone.


  The more fool Peireſkius, replied Dr. Slop. But mark, ’twas out of no contempt of Peireſkius at all;—but that Peireſkius’s indefatigable labour in trudging ſo far on foot out of love for the ſciences, reduced the exploit of Dr. Slop, in that aﬀair, to nothing;—the more fool Peireſkius, ſaid he again:—Why ſo?—replied my father, taking his brother’s part, not only to make reparation as faﬅ as he could for the inſult he had given him, which ſat ﬅill upon my father’s mind;—but partly, that my father began really to intereﬅ himſelf in the diſcourſe.—Why ſo?—ſaid he. Why is Peireſkius, or any man elſe, to be abuſed for an appetite for that, or any other morſel of ſound knowledge? For, notwithﬅanding I know nothing of the chariot in queﬅion, continued he, the inventor of it muﬅ have had a very mechanical head; and tho’ I cannot gueſs upon what principles of philoſophy he has atchiev’d it;—yet certainly his machine has been conﬅrued upon ſolid ones, be they what they will, or it could not have anſwer’d at the rate my brother mentions.


  It anſwered, replied my uncle Toby, as well, if not better; for, as Peireſkius elegantly exprees it, ſpeaking of the velocity of its motion, Tam citus erat, quam erat ventus; which, unleſs I have forgot my Latin, is, that it was as ſwift as the wind itſelf.


  But pray, Dr. Slop, quoth my father, interrupting my uncle (tho’ not without begging pardon for it, at the ſame time) upon what principles was this ſelfsame chariot ſet a-going?—Upon very pretty principles to be ſure, replied Dr. Slop;—and I have often wondered, continued he, evading the queﬅion, why none of our gentry, who live upon large plains like this of ours,—(eſpecially they whoſe wives are not paﬅ child-bearing) attempt nothing of this kind; for it would not only be inﬁnitely expeditious upon ſudden calls, to which the ſex is ſubje,—if the wind only ſerved,—but would be excellent good huſbandry to make uſe of the winds, which coﬅ nothing, and which eat nothing, rather than horſes, which (the devil take ’em) both coﬅ and eat a great deal.


  For that very reaſon, replied my father, “Becauſe they coﬅ nothing, and becauſe they eat nothing,”—the ſcheme is bad;—it is the conſumption of our produs, as well as the manufaures of them, which gives bread to the hungry, circulates trade,—brings in money, and ſupports the value of our lands;—and tho’, I own, if I was a prince, I would generouy recompenſe the ſcientiﬁc head which brought forth ſuch contrivances;—yet I would as peremptorily ſuppreſs the uſe of them.


  My father here had got into his element,—and was going on as proſperouy with his diertation upon trade, as my uncle Toby had before, upon his of fortiﬁcation;—but, to the loſs of much ſound knowledge, the deﬅinies in the morning had decreed that no diertation of any kind ould be ſpun by my father that day;—for as he opened his mouth to begin the next ſentence,


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  IN popp’d Corporal Trim with Stevinus:—But ’twas too late,—all the diſcourſe had been exhauﬅed without him, and was running into a new channel.


  —You may take the book home again, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, nodding to him.


  But pri’thee, Corporal, quoth my father, drolling,—look ﬁrﬅ into it, and ſee if thou canﬅ ſpy aught of a ſailing chariot in it.


  Corporal Trim, by being in the ſervice, had learned to obey,—and not to remonﬅrate;—ſo taking the book to a de-table, and running over the leaves; an’ pleaſe your Honour, ſaid Trim, I can ſee no ſuch thing;—however, continued the Corporal, drolling a little in his turn, I’ll make ſure work of it, an’ pleaſe your Honour;—ſo taking hold of the two covers of the book, one in each hand, and letting the leaves fall down, as he bent the covers back, he gave the book a good ſound ake.


  There is ſomething fallen out, however, ſaid Trim, an’ pleaſe your Honour; but it is not a chariot, or any thing like one:—Pri’thee Corporal, ſaid my father, ſmiling, what is it then?—I think, anſwered Trim, ﬅooping to take it up,—’tis more like a ſermon,—for it begins, with a text of ſcripture, and the chapter and verſe;—and then goes on, not as a chariot,—but like a ſermon direly.


  The company ſmiled.


  I cannot conceive how it is poble, quoth my uncle Toby, for ſuch a thing as a ſermon to have got into my Stevinus.


  I think ’tis a ſermon, replied Trim;—but if it pleaſe your Honours, as it is a fair hand, I will read you a page;—for Trim, you muﬅ know, loved to hear himſelf read almoﬅ as well as talk.


  I have ever a ﬅrong propenty, ſaid my father, to look into things which croſs my way, by ſuch ﬅrange fatalities as theſe;—and as we have nothing better to do, at leaﬅ till Obadiah gets back, I ould be obliged to you, brother, if Dr. Slop has no objeion to it, to order the Corporal to give us a page or two of it,—if he is as able to do it, as he ſeems willing. An’ pleaſe your Honour, quoth Trim, I oﬃciated two whole campaigns in Flanders, as clerk to the chaplain of the regiment.—He can read it, quoth my uncle Toby, as well as I can.—Trim, I aure you, was the beﬅ ſcholar in my company, and ould have had the next halberd, but for the poor fellow’s misfortune. Corporal Trim laid his hand upon his heart, and made an humble bow to his maﬅer;—then laying down his hat upon the ﬂoor, and taking up the ſermon in his left-hand, in order to have his right at liberty,—he advanced, nothing doubting, into the middle of the room, where he could beﬅ ſee, and be beﬅ ſeen by, his audience.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  —If you have any objeion,—ſaid my father, addreng himſelf to Dr. Slop. Not in the leaﬅ, replied Dr. Slop;—for it does not appear on which de of the queﬅion it is wrote;—it may be a compotion of a divine of our church, as well as yours,—ſo that we run equal riſks.—’Tis wrote upon neither de, quoth Trim, for ’tis only upon Conſcience, an’ pleaſe your Honours.


  Trim’s reaſon put his audience into good humour,—all but Dr. Slop, who, turning his head about towards Trim, look’d a little angry.


  Begin, Trim,—and read diﬅinly, quoth my father;—I will, an’ pleaſe your Honour, replied the Corporal, making a bow, and beſpeaking attention with a ight movement of his right-hand.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  —But before the Corporal begins, I muﬅ ﬁrﬅ give you a deſcription of his attitude;—otherwiſe he will naturally ﬅand repreſented, by your imagination, in an uneaſy poﬅure,—ﬅiﬀ,—perpendicular,—dividing the weight of his body equally upon both legs;—his eye ﬁx’d, as if on duty;—his look determined,—clinching the ſermon in his left-hand, like his ﬁrelock:—In a word, you would be apt to paint Trim, as if he was ﬅanding in his platoon ready for aion:—His attitude was as unlike all this as you can conceive.


  He ﬅood before them with his body ſwayed, and bent forwards juﬅ ſo far, as to make an angle of 85 degrees and a half upon the plain of the horizon;—which ſound orators, to whom I addreſs this, know very well, to be the true perſuave angle of incidence;—in any other angle you may talk and preach;—’tis certain,—and it is done every day;—but with what eﬀe,—I leave the world to judge!


  The necety of this preciſe angle of 85 degrees and a half to a mathematical exaneſs,—does it not ew us, by the way,—how the arts and ſciences mutually befriend each other?


  How the duce Corporal Trim, who knew not ſo much as an acute angle from an obtuſe one, came to hit it ſo exaly;—or whether it was chance or nature, or good ſenſe or imitation, &c. all be commented upon in that part of this cyclopaedia of arts and ſciences, where the inﬅrumental parts of the eloquence of the ſenate, the pulpit, the bar, the coﬀee-houſe, the bed-chamber, and ﬁre-de, fall under conderation.


  He ﬅood,—for I repeat it, to take the piure of him in at one view, with his body ſway’d, and ſomewhat bent forwards,—his right-leg ﬁrm under him, ſuﬅaining ſeven-eighths of his whole weight,—the foot of his left-leg, the defe of which was no diſadvantage to his attitude, advanced a little,—not laterally, nor forwards, but in a line betwixt them;—his knee bent, but that not violently,—but ſo as to fall within the limits of the line of beauty;—and I add, of the line of ſcience too;—for conder, it had one eighth part of his body to bear up;—ſo that in this caſe the potion of the leg is determined,—becauſe the foot could be no further advanced, or the knee more bent, than what would allow him mechanically, to receive an eighth part of his whole weight under it,—and to carry it too.


  ☞ This I recommend to painters?—need I add,—to orators?—I think not; for, unleſs they praiſe it,—they muﬅ fall upon their noſes.


  So much for Corporal Trim’s body and legs.—He held the ſermon looſely,—not careleſy, in his left-hand, raiſed ſomething above his ﬅomach, and detach’d a little from his breaﬅ;—his right-arm falling negligently by his de, as nature and the laws of gravity ordered it,—but with the palm of it open and turned towards his audience, ready to aid the ſentiment, in caſe it ﬅood in need.


  Corporal Trim’s eyes and the muſcles of his face were in full harmony with the other parts of him;—he look’d frank,—unconﬅrained,—ſomething aured,—but not bordering upon aurance.


  Let not the critic aſk how Corporal Trim could come by all this; I’ve told him it all be explained;—but ſo he ﬅood before my father, my uncle Toby, and Dr. Slop,—ſo ſwayed his body, ſo contraﬅed his limbs, and with ſuch an oratorical ſweep throughout the whole ﬁgure,—a ﬅatuary might have modell’d from it;—nay, I doubt whether the oldeﬅ Fellow of a College,—or the Hebrew Profeor himſelf, could have much mended it.


  Trim made a bow, and read as follows:


  The SERMON.


  Hebrews xiii. 18.


  —For we truﬅ we have a good Conſcience.—


  “TRuﬅ!—Truﬅ we have a good conſcience!”


  [Certainly, Trim, quoth my father, interrupting him, you give that ſentence a very improper accent; for you curl up your noſe, man, and read it with ſuch a ſneering tone, as if the Parſon was going to abuſe the Apoﬅle.


  He is, an’ pleaſe your Honour, replied Trim. Pugh! ſaid my father, ſmiling.


  Sir, quoth Dr. Slop, Trim is certainly in the right; for the writer (who I perceive is a Proteﬅant) by the ſnappi manner in which he takes up the Apoﬅle, is certainly going to abuſe him,—if this treatment of him has not done it already. But from whence, replied my father, have you concluded ſo ſoon, Dr. Slop, that the writer is of our Church?—for aught I can ſee yet,—he may be of any Church:—Becauſe, anſwered Dr. Slop, if he was of ours.—he durﬅ no more take ſuch a licence,—than a bear by his beard:—If, in our communion, Sir, a man was to inſult an Apoﬅle,—a ſaint,—or even the paring of a ſaint’s nail,—he would have his eyes ſcratched out.—What, by the ſaint, quoth my uncle Toby. No, replied Dr. Slop,—he would have an old houſe over his head. Pray is the Inquition an antient building, anſwered my uncle Toby, or is it a modern one?—I know nothing of architeure, replied Dr. Slop.—An’ pleaſe your Honours, quoth Trim, the Inquition is the vileﬅ—Pri’thee ſpare thy deſcription, Trim, I hate the very name of it, ſaid my father.—No matter for that, anſwered Dr. Slop,—it has its uſes; for tho’ I’m no great advocate for it, yet in ſuch a caſe as this, he would ſoon be taught better manners; and I can tell him, if he went on at that rate, would be ﬂung into the Inquition for his pains. God help him then, quoth my uncle Toby. Amen, added Trim; for, heaven above knows, I have a poor brother who has been fourteen years a captive in it.—I never heard one word of it before, ſaid my uncle Toby, haﬅily:—How came he there, Trim?—O, Sir! the ﬅory will make your heart bleed,—as it has made mine a thouſand times;—but it is too long to be told now;—your Honour all hear it from ﬁrﬅ to laﬅ ſome day when I am working bede you in our fortiﬁcations;—but the ort of the ﬅory is this:—That my brother Tom went over a ſervant to Liſbon,—and then married a Jew’s widow, who kept a ſmall op, and ſold ſauſages, which, ſome how or other, was the cauſe of his being taken in the middle of the night out of his bed, where he was lying with his wife and two ſmall children, and carried direly to the Inquition, where, God help him, continued Trim, fetching a gh from the bottom of his heart,—the poor honeﬅ lad lies conﬁned at this hour;—he was as honeﬅ a ſoul, added Trim, (pulling out his handkerchief) as ever blood warm’d.—


  —The tears trickled down Trim’s cheeks faﬅer than he could well wipe them away.—A dead lence in the room enſued for ſome minutes.—Certain proof of pity!


  Come, Trim, quoth my father, after he ſaw the poor fellow’s grief had got a little vent,—read on,—and put this melancholy ﬅory out of thy head:—I grieve that I interrupted thee;—but pri’thee begin the ſermon again;—for if the ﬁrﬅ ſentence in it is matter of abuſe, as thou ſayeﬅ, I have a great dere to know what kind of provocation the Apoﬅle has given.


  Corporal Trim wiped his face, and returning his handkerchief into his pocket, and, making a bow as he did it,—he began again.]


  The SERMON.


  Hebrews xiii. 18.


  —For we truﬅ we have a good Conſcience.—


  “TRuﬅ! truﬅ we have a good conſcience! Surely if there is any thing in this life which a man may depend upon, and to the knowledge of which he is capable of arriving upon the moﬅ indiſputable evidence, it muﬅ be this very thing,—whether he has a good conſcience or no.”


  [I am potive I am right, quoth Dr. Slop.]


  “If a man thinks at all, he cannot well be a ﬅranger to the true ﬅate of this account;—he muﬅ be privy to his own thoughts and deres;—he muﬅ remember his paﬅ purſuits, and know certainly the true ſprings and motives, which, in general, have governed the aions of his life.”


  [I defy him, without an aﬅant, quoth Dr. Slop.]


  “In other matters we may be deceived by falſe appearances; and, as the wiſe man: complains, hardly do we gueſs aright at the things that are upon the earth, and with labour do we ﬁnd the things that are before us. But here the mind has all the evidence and fas within herſelf;—is conſcious of the web e has wove;—knows its texture and ﬁneneſs, and the exa are which every paon has had in working upon the ſeveral degns which virtue or vice has plann’d before her.”


  [The language is good, and I declare Trim reads very well, quoth my father.]


  “Now,—as conſcience is nothing elſe but the knowledge which the mind has within herſelf of this; and the judgment, either of approbation or cenſure, which it unavoidably makes upon the ſucceve aions of our lives; ’tis plain you will ſay, from the very terms of the propotion,—whenever this inward teﬅimony goes againﬅ a man, and he ﬅands ſelf-accuſed,—that he muﬅ necearily be a guilty man.—And, on the contrary, when the report is favourable on his de, and his heart condemns him not;—that it is not a mater of truﬅ, as the Apoﬅle intimates,—but a matter of certainty and fa, that the conſcience is good, and that the man muﬅ be good alſo.”


  [Then the Apoﬅle is altogether in the wrong, I ſuppoſe, quoth Dr. Slop, and the Proteﬅant divine is in the right. Sir, have patience, replied my father, for I think it will preſently appear that St. Paul and the Proteﬅant divine are both of an opinion.—As nearly ſo, quoth Dr. Slop, as eaﬅ is to weﬅ;—but this, continued he, lifting both hands, comes from the liberty of the preſs.


  It is no more, at the worﬅ, replied my uncle Toby, than the liberty of the pulpit; for it does not appear that the ſermon is printed, or ever likely to be.


  Go on, Trim, quoth my father.]


  “At ﬁrﬅ ght this may ſeem to be a true ﬅate of the caſe; and I make no doubt but the knowledge of right and wrong is ſo truly impreed upon the mind of man,—that did no ſuch thing ever happen, as that the conſcience of a man, by long habits of n, might (as the ſcripture aures it may) inſenbly become hard;—and, like ſome tender parts of his body, by much ﬅreſs and continual hard uſage, loſe, by degrees, that nice ſenſe and perception with which God and nature endow’d it:—Did this never happen;—or was it certain that ſelf-love could never hang the leaﬅ bias upon the judgment;—or that the little intereﬅs below, could riſe up and perplex the faculties of our upper regions, and encompaſs them about with clouds and thick darkneſs:—Could no ſuch thing as favour and aﬀeion enter this ſacred Court:—Did Wit diſdain to take a bribe in it;—or was aam’d to ew its face as an advocate for an unwarrantable enjoyment:—Or, laﬅly, were we aured, that Interest ﬅood always unconcern’d whilﬅ the cauſe was hearing,—and that paon never got into the judgment-ſeat, and pronounc’d ſentence in the ﬅead of reaſon, which is ſuppoſed always to prede and determine upon the caſe:—Was this truly ſo, as the objeion muﬅ ſuppoſe;—no doubt then, the religious and moral ﬅate of a man would be exaly what he himſelf eﬅeem’d it;—and the guilt or innocence of every man’s life could be known, in general, by no better meaſure, than the degrees of his own approbation and cenſure.”


  “I own, in one caſe, whenever a man’s conſcience does accuſe him (as it ſeldom errs on that de) that he is guilty; and, unleſs in melancholy and hypocondriac caſes, we may ſafely pronounce upon it, that there is always ſuﬃcient grounds for the accuſation.


  “But the converſe of the propotion will not hold true;—namely, that whenever there is guilt, the conſcience muﬅ accuſe; and if it does not, that a man is therefore innocent.—This is not fa:—So that the common conſolation which ſome good chriﬅian or other is hourly adminiﬅring to himſelf,—that he thanks God his mind does not miſgive him; and that, conſequently, he has a good conſcience, becauſe he has a quiet one,—is fallacious;—and as current as the inference is, and as infallible as the rule appears at ﬁrﬅ ght, yet, when you look nearer to it, and try the truth of this rule upon plain fas,—you ſee it liable to ſo much error from a falſe application;—the principle upon which it goes ſo often perverted;—the whole force of it loﬅ, and ſometimes ſo vilely caﬅ away, that it is painful to produce the common examples from human life which conﬁrm the account.


  “A man all be vicious and utterly debauched in his principles;—exceptionable in his condu to the world; all live ameleſs, in the open commion of a n which no reaſon or pretence can juﬅify;—a n, by which contrary to all the workings of humanity, he all ruin for ever the deluded partner of his guilt;—rob her of her beﬅ dowry; and not only cover her own head with dionour,—but involve a whole virtuous family in ame and ſorrow for her ſake.—Surely, you will think conſcience muﬅ lead ſuch a man a troubleſome life;—he can have no reﬅ night or day from its reproaches.


  “Alas! Conscience had ſomething elſe to do, all this time, than break in upon him; as Elijah reproached the God Baal,—this domeﬅic God was either talking, or purſuing, or was in a journey, or peradventure he ept and could not be awoke.


  “Perhaps He was gone out in company with Honour to ﬁght a duel; to pay oﬀ ſome debt at play;—or dirty annuity, the bargain of his luﬅ: Perhaps Conscience all this time was engaged at home, talking loud againﬅ petty larceny, and executing vengeance upon ſome ſuch puny crimes as his fortune and rank in life ſecured him againﬅ all temptation of committing; ſo that he lives as merrily,” [If he was of our church tho’, quoth Dr. Slop, he could not]—“eeps as ſoundly in his bed;—and at laﬅ meets death as unconcernedly;—perhaps much more ſo than a much better man.”


  All this is impoble with us, quoth Dr. Slop, turning to my father,—the caſe could not happen in our church.—It happens in ours, however, replied my father, but too often.—I own, quoth Dr. Slop (ﬅruck a little with my father’s frank acknowledgment)—that a man in the Romi church may live as badly;—but then he cannot ealy die ſo.—’Tis little matter, replied my father, with an air of indiﬀerence,—how a raſcal dies.—I mean, anſwer’d Dr. Slop, he would be denied the beneﬁts of the laﬅ ſacraments.—Pray how many have you in all, ſaid my uncle Toby,—for I always forget?—Seven, anſwered Dr. Slop.—Humph!—ſaid my uncle Toby;—tho’ not accented as a note of acquieſcence,—but as an interjeion of that particular ſpecies of ſurprize, when a man, in looking into a drawer, ﬁnds more of a thing than he expeed.—Humph! replied my uncle Toby. Dr. Slop, who had an ear, underﬅood my uncle Toby as well as if he had wrote a whole volume againﬅ the ſeven ſacraments.—Humph! replied Dr. Slop, (ﬅating my uncle Toby’s argument over, again to him)—Why, Sir, are there not ſeven cardinal virtues?—Seven mortal ns?—Seven golden candle-ﬅicks?—Seven heavens?—’Tis more than I know, replied my uncle Toby.—Are there are not ſeven wonders of the world?—Seven days of the creation?—Seven planets?—Seven plagues?—That there are, quoth my father, with a moﬅ aﬀeed gravity. But pri’thee, continued he, go on with the reﬅ of thy charaers, Trim.]


  “Another is ſordid, unmerciful,” (here Trim waved his right-hand) “a ﬅrait-hearted, ſelﬁ wretch, incapable either of private friendip or public ſpirit. Take notice how he paes by the widow and orphan in their diﬅreſs, and ſees all the miſeries incident to human life without a gh or a prayer.” [And pleaſe your Honours, cried Trim, I think this is a viler man than the other.]


  “Shall not conſcience riſe up and ﬅing him on ſuch occaons?—No; thank God there is no occaon; I pay every man his own;—I have no fornication to anſwer to my conſcience;—no faithleſs vows or promiſes to make up;—I have debauched no man’s wife or child; thank God, I am not as other men, adulterers, unjuﬅ, or even as this libertine, who ﬅands before me.”


  “A third is crafty and degning in his nature. View his whole life;—’tis nothing but a cunning contexture of dark arts and unequitable ſubterfuges, baſely to defeat the true intent of all laws,—plain dealing and the ſafe enjoyment of our ſeveral properties.— You will ſee ſuch a one working out a frame of little degns upon the ignorance and perplexities of the poor and needy man;—all raiſe a fortune upon the inexperience of a youth, or the unſuſpeing temper of his friend, who would have truﬅed him with his life.


  “When old age comes on, and repentance calls him to look back upon this black account, and ﬅate it over again with his conſcience,—Conscience looks into the Statutes at Large;—ﬁnds no expreſs law broken by what he has done;—perceives no penalty or forfeiture of goods and chattels incurred;—ſees no ſcourge waving over his head, or priſon opening his gates upon him:—What is there to aﬀright his conſcience?—Conſcience has got ſafely entrenched behind the Letter of the Law; ts there invulnerable, fortiﬁed with Caſes and Reports ſo ﬅrongly on all des;—that it is not preaching can diſpoeſs it of its hold.”


  [Here Corporal Trim and my uncle Toby exchanged looks with each other.—Aye,—aye, Trim! quoth my uncle Toby, aking his head,—theſe are but ſorry fortiﬁcations, Trim.—O! very poor work, anſwered Trim, to what your Honour and I make of it.—The charaer of this laﬅ man, ſaid Dr. Slop, interrupting Trim, is more deteﬅable than all the reﬅ;—and ſeems to have been taken from ſome pettifogging Lawyer amongﬅ you:—Amongﬅ us, a man’s conſcience could not pobly continue ſo long blinded;—three times in a year, at leaﬅ, he muﬅ go to confeon. Will that reﬅore it to ght, quoth my uncle Toby?—Go on, Trim, quoth my father, or Obadiah will have got back before thou haﬅ got to the end of thy ſermon;—’tis a very ort one, replied Trim.—I wi it was longer, quoth my uncle Toby, for I like it hugely.—Trim went on.]


  “A fourth man all want even this refuge;—all break through all this ceremony of ow chicane;—ſcorns the doubtful workings of ſecret plots and cautious trains to bring about his purpoſe:—See the bare-faced villain, how he cheats, lies, perjures, robs, murders.—Horrid!—But indeed much better was not to be expeed, in the preſent caſe,—the poor man was in the dark!—his prieﬅ had got the keeping of his conſcience;—and all he would let him know of it, was, That he muﬅ believe in the Pope;—go to Maſs;—croſs himſelf;—tell his beads;—be a good Catholic, and that this, in all conſcience, was enough to carry him to heaven. What;—if he perjures!—Why;—he had a mental reſervation in it.—But if he is ſo wicked and abandoned a wretch as you repreſent him;—if he robs,—if he ﬅabs,—will not conſcience, on every ſuch a, receive a wound itſelf? Aye,—but the man has carried it to confeon;—the wound digeﬅs there, and will do well enough, and in a ort time be quite healed up by abſolution. O Popery! what haﬅ thou to anſwer for?—when, not content with the too many natural and fatal ways, thro’ which the heart of man is every day thus treacherous to itſelf above all things;—thou haﬅ wilfully ſet open this wide gate of deceit before the face of this unwary traveller, too apt, God knows, to go aﬅray of himſelf; and conﬁdently ſpeak peace to himſelf, when there is no peace.


  “Of this the common inﬅances which I have drawn out of life, are too notorious to require much evidence. If any man doubts the reality of them, or thinks it impoble for a man to be ſuch a bubble to himſelf,—I muﬅ refer him a moment to his own reﬂeions, and will then venture to truﬅ my appeal with his own heart.


  “Let him conder in how diﬀerent a degree of deteﬅation, numbers of wicked aions ﬅand there, tho’ equally bad and vicious in their own natures;—he will ſoon ﬁnd that ſuch of them, as ﬅrong inclination and cuﬅom have prompted him to commit, are generally dreſs’d out and painted with all the falſe beauties, which a ſoft and a ﬂattering hand can give them;—and that the others, to which he feels no propenty, appear, at once, naked and deformed, ſurrounded with all the true circumﬅances of folly and dionour.


  “When David ſurprized Saul eeping in the cave, and cut oﬀ the ſkirt of his robe,—we read his heart ſmote him for what he had done:—But in the matter of Uriah, where a faithful and gallant ſervant, whom he ought to have loved and honoured, fell to make way for his luﬅ,—where conſcience had ſo much greater reaſon to take the alarm, his heart ſmote him not. A whole year had almoﬅ paed from the ﬁrﬅ commion of that crime, to the time Nathan was ſent to reprove him; and we read not once of the leaﬅ ſorrow or compunion of heart which he teﬅiﬁed, during all that time, for what he had done.


  “Thus conſcience, this once able monitor,—placed on high as a judge within us, and intended by our maker as a juﬅ and equitable one too,—by an unhappy train of cauſes and impediments, takes often ſuch imperfe cognizance of what paes,—does its oﬃce ſo negligently,—ſometimes ſo corruptly,—that it is not to be truﬅed alone; and therefore we ﬁnd there is a necety, an abſolute necety of joining another principle with it to aid, if not govern, its determinations.


  “So that if you would form a juﬅ judgment of what is of inﬁnite importance to you not to be mied in,—namely, in what degree of real merit you ﬅand either as an honeﬅ man, an uſeful citizen, a faithful ſubje to your king, or a good ſervant to your God,—call in religion and morality.—Look,—What is written in the law of God?—How readeﬅ thou?—Conſult calm reaſon and the unchangeable obligations of juﬅice and truth;—what ſay they?


  “Let Conscience determine the matter upon theſe reports;—and then if they heart condemns thee not, which is the caſe the Apoﬅle ſuppoſes,—the rule will be infallible;” [Here Dr. Slop fell aeep] “thou wilt have conﬁdence towards God;—that is, have juﬅ grounds to believe the judgment thou haﬅ paﬅ upon thyſelf, is the judgment of God; and nothing elſe but an anticipation of that righteous ſentence which will be pronounced upon thee hereafter by that Being, to whom thou art ﬁnally to give an account of thy aions.


  “Bleed is the man, indeed then, as the author of the book of Eccleaﬅicus exprees it, who is not prick’d with the multitude of his ns: Bleed is the man whoſe heart hath not condemn’d him; whether he be rich, or whether he be poor, if he have a good heart (a heart thus guided and informed) he all at all times rejoice in a chearful countenance; his mind all tell him more than ſeven watch-men that t above upon a tower on high.”—[A tower has no ﬅrength, quoth my uncle Toby, unleſs ’tis ﬂank’d.] “In the darkeﬅ doubts it all condu him ſafer than a thouſand caſuiﬅs, and give the ﬅate he lives in a better ſecurity for his behaviour than all the clauſes and reﬅriions put together, which lawmakers are forced to multiply:—Forced, I ſay, as things ﬅand; human laws not being a matter of original choice, but of pure necety, brought in to fence againﬅ the miſchievous eﬀes of thoſe conſciences which are no law unto themſelves; well intending, by the many provions made,—that in all ſuch corrupt and miſguided caſes, where principles and the checks of conſcience will not make us upright,—to ſupply their force, and, by the terrors of goals and halters, oblige us to it.”


  [I ſee plainly, ſaid my father, that this ſermon has been compoſed to be preached at the Temple,—or at ſome Aze.—I like the reaſoning,—and am ſorry that Dr. Slop has fallen aeep before the time of his conviion;—for it is now clear, that the Parſon, as I thought at ﬁrﬅ, never inſulted St. Paul in the leaﬅ;—nor has there been, brother, the leaﬅ diﬀerence between them.—A great matter, if they had diﬀered, replied my uncle Toby,—the beﬅ friends in the world may diﬀer ſometimes.—True,—brother Toby, quoth my father, aking hands with him,—we’ll ﬁll our pipes, brother, and then. Trim all go on.


  Well,—what doﬅ thou think of it? ſaid my father, ſpeaking to Corporal Trim, as he reach’d his tobacco-box.


  I think, anſwer’d the Corporal, that the ſeven watch-men upon the tower, who, I ſuppoſe, are all centinels there,—are more, an’ pleaſe your Honour, than were neceary;—and, to go on at that rate, would harraſs a regiment all to pieces, which a commanding oﬃcer, who loves his men, will never do, if he can help it; becauſe two centinels, added the Corporal, are as good as twenty.—I have been a commanding oﬃcer myſelf in the Corps de Garde a hundred times, continued Trim, ring an inch higher in his ﬁgure, as he ſpoke,—and all the time I had the honour to ſerve his Majeﬅy King William, in relieving the moﬅ conderable poﬅs, I never left more than two in my life.— Very right, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby,—but you do not conder, Trim, that the towers, in Solomon’s days, were not ſuch things as our baﬅions, ﬂank’d and defended by other works;—this, Trim, was an invention nce Solomon’s death; nor had they horn-works, or ravelins before the curtin, in his time;—or ſuch a foſsé as we make with a cuvette in the middle of it, and with cover’d-ways and counterſcarps palliſadoed along it, to guard againﬅ a Coup de main:—So that the ſeven men upon the tower were a party, I dare ſay, from the Corps de Garde, ſet there, not only to look out, but to defend it.—They could be no more, an’ pleaſe your Honour, than a Corporal’s Guard.—My father ſmiled inwardly,—but not outwardly;—the ſubje between my uncle Toby and Corporal Trim being rather too ſerious, condering what had happened, to make a jeﬅ of:—So putting his pipe into his mouth, which he had juﬅ lighted,—he contented himſelf with ordering Trim to read on. He read on as follows:]


  “To have the fear of God before our eyes, and, in our mutual dealings with each other, to govern our aions by the eternal meaſures of right and wrong:—The ﬁrﬅ of theſe will comprehend the duties of religion;—the ſecond, thoſe of morality, which are ſo inſeparably conneed together, that you cannot divide theſe two tables, even in imagination (tho’ the attempt is often made in praice) without breaking and mutually deﬅroying them both.


  “I ſaid the attempt is often made, and ſo it is;—there being nothing more common than to ſee a man who has no ſenſe at all of religion,—and indeed has ſo much honeﬅy as to pretend to none, who would take it as the bittereﬅ aﬀront, ould you but hint at a ſuſpicion of his moral charaer,—or imagine he was not conſcientiouy juﬅ and ſcrupulous to the uttermoﬅ mite.


  “When there is ſome appearance that it is ſo,—tho’ one is unwilling even to ſuſpe the appearance of ſo amiable a virtue as moral honeﬅy, yet were we to look into the grounds of it, in the preſent caſe, I am perſuaded we ould ﬁnd little reaſon to envy ſuch a one the honour of his motive.


  “Let him declaim as pompouy as he chooſes upon the ſubje, it will be found to reﬅ upon no better foundation than either his intereﬅ, his pride, his eaſe, or ſome ſuch little and changeable paon as will give us but ſmall dependance upon his aions in matters of great ﬅreſs.


  “I will illuﬅrate this by an example.


  “I know the banker I deal with, or the phycian I uſually call in,” [There is no need, cried Dr. Slop, (waking) to call in any phycian in this caſe] “to be neither of them men of much religion: I hear them make a jeﬅ of it every day, and treat all its ſanions with ſo much ſcorn, as to put the matter paﬅ doubt. Well;—notwithﬅanding this, I put my fortune into the hands of the one;—and what is dearer ﬅill to me, I truﬅ my life to the honeﬅ ſkill of the other.


  “Now, let me examine what is my reaſon for this great conﬁdence.—Why, in the ﬁrﬅ place, I believe there is no probability that either of them will employ the power I put into their hands to my diſadvantage;—I conder that honeﬅy ſerves the purpoſes of this life:—I know their ſucceſs in the world depends upon the fairneſs of their charaers.—In a word,—I’m perſuaded that they cannot hurt me, without hurting themſelves more.


  “But put it otherwiſe, namely, that intereﬅ lay, for once, on the other de; that a caſe ould happen, wherein the one, without ﬅain to his reputation, could ſecrete my fortune, and leave me naked in the world;—or that the other could ſend me out of it, and enjoy an eﬅate by my death, without dionour to himſelf or his art:—In this caſe, what hold have I of either of them?—Religion, the ﬅrongeﬅ of all motives, is out of the queﬅion:—Intereﬅ, the next moﬅ powerful motive in the world, is ﬅrongly againﬅ me:—What have I left to caﬅ into the oppote ſcale to balance this temptation?—Alas! I have nothing,—nothing but what is lighter than a bubble—I muﬅ lay at the mercy of Honour, or ſome ſuch capricious principle.—Strait ſecurity for two of my moﬅ valuable blengs!—my property and my life.


  “As, therefore, we can have no dependence upon morality without religion;—ſo, on the other hand, there is nothing better to be expeed from religion without morality;—nevertheleſs, ’tis no prodigy to ſee a man whoſe real moral charaer ﬅands very low, who yet entertains the higheﬅ notion of himſelf, in the light of a religious man.


  “He all not only be covetous, revengeful, implacable,—but even wanting in points of common honeﬅy; yet, inaſmuch as he talks aloud againﬅ the inﬁdelity of the age,—is zealous for ſome points of religion,—goes twice a day to church,—attends the ſacraments,—and amuſes himſelf with a few inﬅrumental parts of religion,—all cheat his conſcience into a judgment that, for this, he is a religious man, and has diſcharged truly his duty to God: And you will ﬁnd that ſuch a man, through force of this deluon, generally looks down with ſpiritual pride upon every other man who has leſs aﬀeation of piety,—though, perhaps, ten times more moral honeﬅy than, himſelf.


  “This likewiſe is a ſore evil under the ſun; and, I believe there is no one miﬅaken principle, which, for its time, has wrought more ſerious miſchiefs.—For a general proof of this,—examine the hiﬅory of the Romi church;”—[Well, what can you make of that, cried Dr. Slop?]—“ſee what ſcenes of cruelty, murders, rapines, blood-ed,” [They may thank their own obﬅinacy, cried Dr. Slop] “have all been ſaniﬁed by a religion not ﬅrily governed by morality.


  “In how many kingdoms of the world,” [Here Trim kept waving his right-hand from the ſermon to the extent of his arm, returning it backwards and forwards to the concluon of the paragraph.]


  “In how many kingdoms of the world has the cruſading ſword of this miſguided ſaint-errant ſpared neither age, or merit, or ſex, or condition?—and, as he fought under the banners of a religion which ſet him looſe from juﬅice and humanity, he ew’d none; mercileſy trampled upon both,—heard neither the cries of the unfortunate, nor pitied their diﬅrees.”


  [I have been in many a battle, an’ pleaſe your Honour, quoth Trim, ghing, but never in ſo melancholy a one as this.—I would not have drawn a tricker in it, againﬅ theſe poor ſouls,—to have been made a general oﬃcer.—Why? what do you underﬅand of the aﬀair? ſaid Dr. Slop, looking towards Trim with ſomething more contempt than the Corporal’s honeﬅ heart deſerved.—What do you know, friend, about this battle you talk of?—I know, replied Trim, that I never refuſed quarter in my life to any man who cried out for it;—but to a woman or a child, continued Trim, before I would level my muſket at them, I would loſe my life a thouſand times.—Here’s a crown for thee, Trim, to drink with Obadiah to-night, quoth my uncle Toby, and I’ll give Obadiah another too.—God bleſs your Honour, replied Trim,—I had rather theſe poor women and children had it.—Thou art an honeﬅ fellow, quoth my uncle Toby.—My father nodded his head,—as much as to ſay,—and ſo he is.—


  But pri’thee Trim, ſaid my father, make an end,—for I ſee thou haﬅ but a leaf or two left.]


  Corporal Trim read on.


  “If the teﬅimony of paﬅ centuries in this matter is not ſuﬃcient,—conder at this inﬅant, how the votaries of that religion are every day thinking to do ſervice and honour to God, by aions which are a dionour and ſcandal to themſelves.


  “To be convinced of this, go with me for a moment into the priſons of the inquition.” [God help my poor brother Tom.]—“Behold Religion, with Mercy and Juﬅice chained down under her feet,—there tting ghaﬅly upon a black tribunal, propp’d up with racks and inﬅruments of torment. Hark!—hark! what a piteous groan!” [Here Trim’s face turned as pale as aes.] “See the melancholy wretch who utter’d it,”—[Here the tears began to trickle down] “juﬅ brought forth to undergo the angui of a mock trial, and endure the utmoﬅ pains that a ﬅudied ſyﬅem of cruelty has been able to invent.”—[D—n them all, quoth Trim, his colour returning into his face as red as blood.]—“Behold this helpleſs viim delivered up to his tormentors,—his body ſo waﬅed with ſorrow and conﬁnement.”—[Oh! ’tis my brother, cried poor Trim in a moﬅ paonate exclamation, dropping the ſermon upon the ground, and clapping his hands together—I fear ’tis poor Tom. My father’s and my uncle Toby’s hearts yearn’d with ſympathy for the poor fellow’s diﬅreſs,—even Slop himſelf acknowledged pity for him.—Why, Trim, ſaid my father, this is not a hiﬅory,—’tis a ſermon thou art reading;—pri’thee begin the ſentence again.]—“Behold this helpleſs viim deliver’d up to his tormentors,—his body ſo waﬅed with ſorrow and conﬁnement, you will ſee every nerve and muſcle as it ſuﬀers.


  “Obſerve the laﬅ movement of that horrid engine!” [I would rather face a cannon, quoth Trim, ﬅamping.]—“See what convulons it has thrown him into!—Conder the nature of the poﬅure in which he now lies ﬅretched,—what exquite tortures he endures by it!”—[I hope ’tis not in Portugal.]—“’Tis all nature can bear! Good God! ſee how it keeps his weary ſoul hanging upon his trembling lips!” [I would not read another line of it, quoth Trim, for all this world;—I fear, an’ pleaſe your Honours, all this is in Portugal, where my poor brother Tom is. I tell thee, Trim, again, quoth my father, ’tis not an hiﬅorical account,—’tis a deſcription.—’Tis only a deſcription, honeﬅ man, quoth Slop, there’s not a word of truth in it.—That’s another ﬅory, replied my father.—However, as Trim reads it with ſo much concern,—’tis cruelty to force him to go on with it.—Give me hold of the ſermon, Trim,—I’ll ﬁni it for thee, and thou mayﬅ go. I muﬅ ﬅay and hear it too, replied Trim, if your Honour will allow me;—tho’ I would not read it myſelf for a Colonel’s pay.— Poor Trim! quoth my uncle Toby. My father went on.]


  “—Conder the nature of the poﬅure in which he now lies ﬅretch’d,—what exquite torture he endures by it!—’Tis all nature can bear!—Good God! See how it keeps his weary ſoul hanging upon his trembling lips,—willing to take its leave,—but not ſuﬀered to depart!—Behold the unhappy wretch led back to his cell!” [Then, thank God, however, quoth Trim, they have not killed him]—“See him dragg’d out of it again to meet the ﬂames, and the inſults in his laﬅ agonies, which this principle,—this principle, that there can be religion without mercy, has prepared for him.” [Then, thank God,—he is dead, quoth Trim,—he is out of his pain,—and they have done their worﬅ at him.—O Sirs!—Hold your peace, Trim, ſaid my father, going on with the ſermon, leﬅ Trim ould incenſe Dr. Slop,—we all never have done at this rate.]


  “The ſureﬅ way to try the merit of any diſputed notion is, to trace down the conſequences ſuch a notion has produced, and compare them with the ſpirit of Chriﬅianity;—’tis the ort and decive rule which our Saviour hath left us, for theſe and ſuch-like caſes, and it is worth a thouſand arguments,—By their fruits ye all know them.


  “I will add no further to the length of this ſermon, than, by two or three ort and independent rules deducible from it.


  “Firﬅ, Whenever a man talks loudly againﬅ religion,—always ſuſpe that it is not his reaſon, but his paons which have got the better of his Creed. A bad life and a good belief are diſagreeable and troubleſome neighbours, and where they ſeparate, depend upon it, ’tis for no other cauſe but quietneſs ſake.


  “Secondly, When a man, thus repreſented, tells you in any particular inﬅance,—That ſuch a thing goes againﬅ his conſcience,—always believe he means exaly the ſame thing, as when he tells you ſuch a thing goes againﬅ his ﬅomach;—a preſent want of appetite being generally the true cauſe of both.


  “In a word,—truﬅ that man in nothing, who has not a Conscience in every thing.


  “And, in your own caſe, remember this plain diﬅinion, a miﬅake in which has ruined thouſands,—that your conſcience is not a law:—No, God and reaſon made the law, and have placed conſcience within you to determine;—not like an Aatic Cadi, according to the ebbs and ﬂows of his own paons,—but like a Briti judge in this land of liberty and good ſenſe, who makes no new law, but faithfully declares that law which he knows already written.”


  FINIS.


  Thou haﬅ read the ſermon extremely well, Trim, quoth my father.—If he had ſpared his comments, replied Dr. Slop, he would have read it much better. I ould have read it ten times better, Sir, anſwered Trim, but that my heart was ſo full.—That was the very reaſon, Trim, replied my father, which has made thee read the ſermon as well as thou haﬅ done; and if the clergy of our church, continued my father, addreng himſelf to Dr. Slop, would take part in what they deliver, as deeply as this poor fellow has done,—as their compotions are ﬁne; (I deny it, quoth Dr. Slop) I maintain it, that the eloquence of our pulpits, with ſuch ſubjes to inﬂame it,—would be a model for the whole world:—But, alas! continued my father, and I own it, Sir, with ſorrow, that, like French politicians in this reſpe, what they gain in the cabinet they loſe in the ﬁeld.—’Twere a pity, quoth my uncle, that this ould be loﬅ. I like the ſermon well, replied my father,—’tis dramatic,—and there is ſomething in that way of writing, when ſkilfully managed, which catches the attention.—We preach much in that way with us, ſaid Dr. Slop.—I know that very well, ſaid my father,—but in a tone and manner which diſguﬅed Dr. Slop, full as much as his aent, mply, could have pleaſed him.—But in this, added Dr. Slop, a little piqued,—our ſermons have greatly the advantage, that we never introduce any charaer into them below a patriarch or a patriarch’s wife, or a martyr or a ſaint.—There are ſome very bad charaers in this, however, ſaid my father, and I do not think the ſermon a jot the worſe for ’em.—But pray, quoth my uncle Toby,—who’s can this be?—How could it get into my Stevinus? A man muﬅ be as great a conjurer as Stevinus, ſaid my father, to reſolve the ſecond queﬅion:—The ﬁrﬅ, I think, is not ſo diﬃcult;—for unleſs my judgment greatly deceives me,—I know the author, for ’tis wrote, certainly, by the parſon of the pari.


  The militude of the ﬅile and manner of it, with thoſe my father conﬅantly had heard preach’d in his pari-church, was the ground of his conjeure,—proving it as ﬅrongly, as an argument à priori, could prove ſuch a thing to a philoſophic mind, That it was Yorick’s and no one’s elſe:—It was proved to be ſo à poﬅeriori, the day after, when Yorick ſent a ſervant to my uncle Toby’s houſe to enquire after it.


  It ſeems that Yorick, who was inquitive after all kinds of knowledge, had borrowed Stevinus of my uncle Toby, and had careley popp’d his ſermon, as ſoon as he had made it, into the middle of Stevinus; and, by an a of forgetfulneſs, to which he was ever ſubje, he had ſent Stevinus home, and his ſermon to keep him company.


  Ill-fated ſermon! Thou waﬅ loﬅ, after this recovery of thee, a ſecond time, dropp’d thro’ an unſuſpeed ﬁure in thy maﬅer’s pocket, down into a treacherous and a tatter’d lining,—trod deep into the dirt by the left hind foot of his Ronante, inhumanly ﬅepping upon thee as thou falledﬅ;—buried ten days in the mire,—raiſed up out of it by a beggar, ſold for a halfpenny to a pari-clerk,—transferred to his parſon,—loﬅ for ever to thy own, the remainder of his days,—nor reﬅored to his reﬅleſs Manes till this very moment, that I tell the world the ﬅory.


  Can the reader believe, that this ſermon of Yorick’s was preach’d at an aze, in the cathedral of York, before a thouſand witnees, ready to give oath of it, by a certain prebendary of that church, and aually printed by him when he had done,—and within ſo ort a ſpace as two years and three months after Yorick’s death.—Yorick, indeed, was never better ſerved in his life!—but it was a little hard to male-treat him after, and plunder him after he was laid in his grave.


  However, as the gentleman who did it, was in perfe charity with Yorick,—and, in conſcious juﬅice, printed but a few copies to give away;—and that, I am told, he could moreover have made as good a one himſelf, had he thought ﬁt,—I declare I would not have publied this anecdote to the world;—nor do I publi it with an intent to hurt his charaer and advancement in the church;—I leave that to others;—but I ﬁnd myſelf impelled by two reaſons, which I cannot withﬅand.


  The ﬁrﬅ is, That, in doing juﬅice, I may give reﬅ to Yorick’s ghoﬅ;—which, as the country people,—and ſome others, believe,—ﬅill walks.


  The ſecond reaſon is, That, by laying open this ﬅory to the world, I gain an opportunity of informing it,—That in caſe the charaer of parſon Yorick, and this ſample of his ſermons is liked,—that there are now in the poeon of the Shandy family, as many as will make a handſome volume, at the world’s ſervice,—and much good may they do it.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  OBADIAH gain’d the two crowns without diſpute; for he came in jingling, with all the inﬅruments in the green bays bag we ſpoke of, ung acroſs his body, juﬅ as Corporal Trim went out of the room.


  It is now proper, I think, quoth Dr. Slop (clearing up his looks) as we are in a condition to be of ſome ſervice to Mrs. Shandy, to ſend up ﬅairs to know how e goes on.


  I have ordered, anſwered my father, the old midwife to come down to us upon the leaﬅ diﬃculty;—for you muﬅ know, Dr. Slop, continued my father, with a perplexed kind of a ſmile upon his countenance, that by expreſs treaty, ſolemnly ratiﬁed between me and my wife, you are no more than an auxiliary in this aﬀair,—and not ſo much as that,—unleſs the lean old mother of a midwife above ﬅairs cannot do without you.—Women have their particular fancies, and in points of this nature, continued my father, where they bear the whole burden, and ſuﬀer ſo much acute pain for the advantage of our families, and the good of the ſpecies,—they claim a right of deciding, en Soveraines, in whoſe hands, and in what faion, they chuſe to undergo it.


  They are in the right of it,—quoth my uncle Toby. But, Sir, replied Dr. Slop, not taking notice of my uncle Toby’s opinion, but turning to my father,—they had better govern in other points;—and a father of a family, who wied its perpetuity, in my opinion, had better exchange this prerogative with them, and give up ſome other rights in lieu of it.—I know not, quoth my father, anſwering a little too teﬅily, to be quite diſpaonate in what he ſaid,—I know not, quoth he, what we have left to give up, in lieu of who all bring our children into the world,—unleſs that,—of who all beget them.—One would almoﬅ give up any thing, replied Dr. Slop.—I beg your pardon,—anſwered my uncle Toby.—Sir, replied Dr. Slop, it would aﬅoni you to know what Improvements we have made of late years in all branches of obﬅetrical knowledge, but particularly in that one ngle point of the ſafe and expeditious extraion of the foetus,—which has received ſuch lights, that, for my part (holding up his hands) I declare I wonder how the world has—I wi, quoth my uncle Toby, you had ſeen what prodigious armies we had in Flanders.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  IHave dropp’d the curtain over this ſcene for a minute,—to remind you of one thing,—and to inform you of another.


  What I have to inform you, comes, I own, a little out of its due courſe;—for it ould have been told a hundred and ﬁfty pages ago, but that I foreſaw then ’twould come in pat hereafter, and be of more advantage here than elſewhere.—Writers had need look before them to keep up the ſpirit and conneion of what they have in hand.


  When theſe two things are done,—the curtain all be drawn up again, and my uncle Toby, my father, and Dr. Slop all go on with their diſcourſe, without any more interruption.


  Firﬅ, then, the matter which I have to remind you of, is this;—that from the ſpecimens of ngularity in my father’s notions in the point of Chriﬅian-names, and that other point previous thereto,—you was led, I think, into an opinion, (and I am ſure I ſaid as much) that my father was a gentleman altogether as odd and whimcal in ﬁfty other opinions. In truth, there was not a ﬅage in the life of man, from the very ﬁrﬅ a of his begetting,—down to the lean and ipper’d pantaloon in his ſecond childineſs, but he had ſome favourite notion to himſelf, ſpringing out of it, as ſceptical, and as far out of the high-way of thinking, as theſe two which have been explained.


  —Mr. Shandy, my father, Sir, would ſee nothing in the light in which others placed it;—he placed things in his own light;—he would weigh nothing in common ſcales;—no,—he was too reﬁned a reſearcher to lay open to ſo groſs an impotion.—To come at the exa weight of things in the ſcientiﬁc ﬅeel-yard, the fulcrum, he would ſay, ould be almoﬅ invible, to avoid all friion from popular tenets;—without this the minutiae of philoſophy, which ould always turn the balance, will have no weight at all.—Knowledge, like matter, he would aﬃrm, was divible in inﬁnitum;—that the grains and ſcruples were as much a part of it, as the gravitation of the whole world.—In a word, he would ſay, error was error,—no matter where it fell,—whether in a fraion,—or a pound,—’twas alike fatal to truth, and e was kept down at the bottom of her well as inevitably by a miﬅake in the duﬅ of a butterﬂy’s wing,—as in the diſk of the ſun, the moon, and all the ﬅars of heaven put together.


  He would often lament that it was for want of condering this properly, and of applying it ſkilfully to civil matters, as well as to ſpeculative truths, that ſo many things in this world were out of joint;—that the political arch was giving way;— and that the very foundations of our excellent conﬅitution in church and ﬅate, were ſo ſapp’d as eﬅimators had reported.


  You cry out, he would ſay, we are a ruined, undone people.—Why? he would aſk, making uſe of the ſorites or fyllogiſm of Zeno and Chryppus, without knowing it belonged to them.—Why? why are we a ruined people?—Becauſe we are corrupted.—Whence is it, dear Sir, that we are corrupted?—Becauſe we are needy;—our poverty, and not our wills, conſent.—And wherefore, he would add,—are we needy?—From the negle, he would anſwer, of our pence and our halfpence:—Our bank-notes, Sir, our guineas,—nay our illings, take care of themſelves.


  ’Tis the ſame, he would ſay, throughout the whole circle of the ſciences;— the great, the eﬅablied points of them, are not to be broke in upon.—The laws of nature will defend themſelves;—but error—(he would add, looking earneﬅly at my mother)—error, Sir, creeps in thro’ the minute holes, and ſmall crevices, which human nature leaves unguarded.


  This turn of thinking in my father, is what I had to remind you of:—The point you are to be informed of, and which I have reſerved for this place, is as follows:


  Amongﬅ the many and excellent reaſons, with which my father had urged my mother to accept of Dr. Slop’s aﬅance preferably to that of the old woman,—there was one of a very ngular nature; which, when he had done arguing the matter with her as a Chriﬅian, and came to argue it over again with her as a philoſopher, he had put his whole ﬅrength to, depending indeed upon it as his eet anchor.—It failed him; tho’ from no defe in the argument itſelf; but that, do what he could, he was not able for his ſoul to make her comprehend the drift of it.—Curſed luck!—ſaid he to himſelf, one afternoon, as he walk’d out of the room, after he had been ﬅating it for an hour and a half to her, to no manner of purpoſe;—curſed luck! ſaid he, biting his lip as he ut the door,—for a man to be maﬅer of one of the ﬁneﬅ chains of reaſoning in nature,—and have a wife at the ſame time with ſuch a head-piece, that he cannot hang up a ngle inference within de of it, to ſave his ſoul from deﬅruion.


  This argument, tho’ it was intirely loﬅ upon my mother,—had more weight with him, than all his other arguments joined together:—I will therefore endeavour to do it juﬅice,—and ſet it forth with all the perſpicuity I am maﬅer of.


  My father ſet out upon the ﬅrength of theſe two following axioms:


  Firﬅ, That an ounce of a man’s own wit, was worth a tun of other peoples; and,


  Secondly, (Which, by the bye, was the ground-work of the ﬁrﬅ axiom,—tho’ it comes laﬅ) That every man’s wit muﬅ come from every man’s own ſoul,—and no other body’s.


  Now, as it was plain to my father, that all ſouls were by nature equal,—and that the great diﬀerence between the moﬅ acute and the moﬅ obtuſe underﬅanding,—was from no original arpneſs or bluntneſs of one thinking ſubﬅance above or below another,—but aroſe merely from the lucky or unlucky organization of the body, in that part where the ſoul principally took up her redence,—he had made it the ſubje of his enquiry to ﬁnd out the identical place.


  Now, from the beﬅ accounts he had been able to get of this matter, he was ſatisﬁed it could not be where Des Cartes had ﬁxed it, upon the top of the pineal gland of the brain; which, as he philoſophiſed, formed a cuion for her about the ze of a marrow pea; tho’ to ſpeak the truth, as ſo many nerves did terminate all in that one place,—’twas no bad conjeure;—and my father had certainly fallen with that great philoſopher plumb into the center of the miﬅake, had it not been for my uncle Toby, who reſcued him out of it, by a ﬅory he told him of a Walloon oﬃcer at the battle of Landen, who had one part of his brain ot away by a muſket-ball,—and another part of it taken out after by a French ſurgeon; and, after all, recovered, and did his duty very well without it.


  If death, ſaid my father, reaſoning with himſelf, is nothing but the ſeparation of the ſoul from the body;—and if it is true that people can walk about and do their buneſs without brains,—then certes the ſoul does not inhabit there. Q. E. D.


  As for that certain, very thin, ſubtle, and very fragrant juice which Coglionimo Borri, the great Milaneze phycian, aﬃrms, in a letter to Bartholine, to have diſcovered in the cellulae of the occipital parts of the cerebellum, and which he likewiſe aﬃrms to be the principal ſeat of the reaſonable ſoul (for, you muﬅ know, in theſe latter and more enlightened ages, there are two ſouls in every man living,—the one, according to the great Metheglingius, being called the Animus, the other the Anima);—as for this opinion, I ſay, of Borri,—my father could never ſubſcribe to it by any means; the very idea of ſo noble, ſo reﬁned, ſo immaterial, and ſo exalted a being as the Anima, or even the Animus, taking up her redence, and tting dabbling, like a tad-pole, all day long, both ſummer and winter, in a puddle,—or in a liquid of any kind, how thick or thin ſoever, he would ſay, ock’d his imagination; he would ſcarce give the dorine a hearing.


  What, therefore, ſeem’d the leaﬅ liable to objeions of any, was, that the chief ſenſorium, or head-quarters of the ſoul, and to which place all intelligences were referred, and from whence all her mandates were iued,—was in, or near, the cerebellum,—or rather ſome-where about the medulla oblongata, wherein it was generally agreed by Dutch anatomiﬅs, that all the minute nerves from all the organs of the ſeven ſenſes concentered, like ﬅreets and winding alleys, into a ſquare.


  So far there was nothing ngular in my father’s opinion,—he had the beﬅ of philoſophers, of all ages and climates, to go along with him.—But here he took a road of his own, ſetting up another Shandean hypothes upon theſe corner-ﬅones they had laid for him;—and which ſaid hypothes equally ﬅood its ground; whether the ſubtilty and ﬁneneſs of the ſoul depended upon the temperature and clearneſs of the ſaid liquor, or of the ﬁner net-work and texture in the cerebellum itſelf; which opinion he favoured.


  He maintained, that next to the due care to be taken in the a of propagation of each individual, which required all the thought in the world, as it laid the foundation of this incomprehenble contexture in which wit, memory, fancy, eloquence, and what is uſually meant by the name of good natural parts, do conﬅ;—that next to this and his Chriﬅianname, which were the two original and moﬅ eﬃcacious cauſes of all;—that the third cauſe, or rather what logicians call the Cauſa ne quâ non, and without which all that was done was of no manner of gniﬁcance,—was the preſervation of this delicate and ﬁne-ſpun web, from the havock which was generally made in it by the violent compreon and cru which the head was made to undergo, by the nonſencal method of bringing us into the world by that part foremoﬅ.


  —This requires explanation.


  My father, who dipp’d into all kinds of books, upon looking into Lithopaedus Senones de Partu diﬃcili*, publied by Adrianus Smelvgot, had found out, That the lax and pliable ﬅate of a child’s head in parturition, the bones of the cranium having no futures at that time, was ſuch,—that by force of the woman’s eﬀorts, which, in ﬅrong labour-pains, was equal, upon an average, to a weight of 470 pounds averdupoiſe aing perpendicularly upon it;—it ſo happened that, in 49 inﬅances out of 50, the ſaid head was compreed and moulded into the ape of an oblong conical piece of dough, ſuch as a paﬅry-cook generally rolls up in order to make a pye of.—Good God! cried my father, what havock and deﬅruion muﬅ this make in the inﬁnitely ﬁne and tender texture of the cerebellum!—Or if there is ſuch a juice as Borri pretends,—is it not enough to make the cleareﬅ liquor in the world both feculent and mothery?


  But how great was his apprehenon, when he further underﬅood, that this force, aing upon the very vertex of the head, not only injured the brain itſelf or cerebrum,—but that it necearily ſqueez’d and propell’d the cerebrum towards the cerebellum, which was the immediate ſeat of the underﬅanding.—Angels and Miniﬅers of grace defend us! cried my father,—can any ſoul withﬅand this ock?—No wonder the intelleual web is ſo rent and tatter’d as we ſee it; and that ſo many of our beﬅ heads are no better than a puzzled ſkein of lk,—all perplexity,—all confuon within de.


  But when my father read on, and was let into the ſecret, that when a child was turn’d topſy-turvy, which was eaſy for an operator to do, and was extraed by the feet;—that inﬅead of the cerebrum being propell’d towards the cerebellum, the cerebellum, on the contrary, was propell’d mply towards the cerebrum where it could do no manner of hurt:—By heavens! cried he, the world is in a conſpiracy to drive out what little wit God has given us,—and the profeors of the obﬅetric art are liﬅed into the ſame conſpiracy.—What is it to me which end of my ſon comes foremoﬅ into the world, provided all goes right after, and his cerebellum eſcapes uncrued?


  It is the nature of an hypothes, when once a man has conceived it, that it amilates every thing to itſelf as proper nouriment; and, from the ﬁrﬅ moment of your begetting it, it generally grows the ﬅronger by every thing you ſee, hear, read, or underﬅand. This is of great uſe.


  When my father was gone with this about a month, there was ſcarce a phaenomenon of ﬅupidity or of genius, which he could not readily ſolve by it;—it accounted for the eldeﬅ ſon being the greateﬅ blockhead in the family.—Poor devil, he would ſay,—he made way for the capacity of his younger brothers.—It unriddled the obſervation of drivellers and monﬅrous heads,—ewing, à priori, it could not be otherwiſe,—unleſs **** I don’t know what. It wonderfully explain’d and accounted for the acumen of the Aatic genius, and that ſprightlier turn, and a more penetrating intuition of minds, in warmer climates; not from the looſe and common-place ſolution of a clearer ſky, and a more perpetual ſun-ine, &c.—which, for aught he knew, might as well rarify and dilute the faculties of the ſoul into nothing, by one extreme,—as they are condenſed in colder climates by the other;—but he traced the aﬀair up to its ſpring-head;—ew’d that, in warmer climates, nature had laid a lighter tax upon the faireﬅ parts of the creation;—their pleaſures more;—the necety of their pains leſs, inſomuch that the preure and reﬅance upon the vertex was ſo ight, that the whole organization of the cerebellum was preſerved;—nay, he did not believe, in natural births, that ſo much as a ngle thread of the net-work was broke or diſplaced,—ſo that the ſoul might juﬅ a as e liked.


  When my father had got ſo far,—what a blaze of light did the accounts of the Cæſarian ſeion, and of the towering geniuſes who had come ſafe into the world by it, caﬅ upon this hypothes? Here you ſee, he would ſay, there was no injury done to the ſenſorium;—no preure of the head againﬅ the pelvis;—no propulon of the cerebrum towards the cerebellum, either by the os pubis on this de, or the os coxcygis on that;—and, pray, what were the happy conſequences? Why, Sir, your Julius Cæſar, who gave the operation a name;—and your Hermes Triſmegiﬅus, who was born ſo before ever the operation had a name;—your Scipio Africanus; your Manlius Torquatus; our Edward the Sixth,—who, had he lived, would have done the ſame honour to the hypothes:—Theſe, and many more, who ﬁgur’d high in the annals of fame,—all came de-way, Sir, into the world.


  This incion of the abdomen and uterus, ran for x weeks together in my father’s head;—he had read, and was ſatisﬁed, that wounds in the epigaﬅrium, and thoſe in the matrix, were not mortal;—ſo that the belly of the mother might be opened extremely well to give a paage to the child.—He mentioned the thing one afternoon to my mother,—merely as a matter of fa;—but ſeeing her turn as pale as aes at the very mention of it, as much as the operation ﬂattered his hopes,—he thought it as well to ſay no more of it,—contenting himſelf with admiring—what he thought was to no purpoſe to propoſe.


  This was my father Mr. Shandy’s hypothes; concerning which I have only to add, that my brother Bobby did as great honour to it (whatever he did to the family) as any one of the great heroes we ſpoke of:—For happening not only to be chriﬅen’d, as I told you, but to be born too, when my father was at Epſom,—being moreover my mother’s ﬁrﬅ child,—coming into the world with his head foremoﬅ,—and turning out afterwards a lad of wonderful ow parts,—my father ſpelt all theſe together into his opinion; and as he had failed at one end,—he was determined to try the other.


  This was not to be expeed from one of the ﬅerhood, who are not ealy to be put out of their way,—and was therefore one of my father’s great reaſons in favour of a man of ſcience, whom he could better deal with.


  Of all men in the world, Dr. Slop was the ﬁtteﬅ for my father’s purpoſe;—for though his new-invented forceps was the armour he had proved, and what he maintained, to be the ſafeﬅ inﬅrument of deliverance,—yet, it ſeems, he had ſcattered a word or two in his book, in favour of the very thing which ran in my father’s fancy;—tho’ not with a view to the ſoul’s good in extraing by the feet, as was my father’s ſyﬅem,—but for reaſons merely obﬅetrical.


  This will account for the coalition betwixt my father and Dr. Slop, in the enſuing diſcourſe, which went a little hard againﬅ my uncle Toby.—In what manner a plain man, with nothing but common ſenſe, could bear up againﬅ two ſuch allies in ſcience,—is hard to conceive.—You may conjeure upon it, if you pleaſe,—and whilﬅ your imagination is in motion, you may encourage it to go on, and diſcover by what cauſes and eﬀes in nature it could come to paſs, that my uncle Toby got his modeﬅy by the wound he received upon his groin.—You may raiſe a ſyﬅem to account for the loſs of my noſe by marriage articles,—and ew the world how it could happen, that I ould have the misfortune to be called Tristram, in oppotion to my father’s hypothes, and the wi of the whole family, God-fathers and God-mothers not excepted.—Theſe, with ﬁfty other points left yet unraveled, you may endeavour to ſolve if you have time;—but I tell you before-hand it will be in vain,—for not the ſage Alquiſe, the magician in Don Belianis of Greece, nor the no leſs famous Urganda, the ſorcereſs his wife, (were they alive) could pretend to come within a league of the truth.


  The reader will be content to wait for a full explanation of theſe matters till the next year,—when a ſeries of things will be laid open which he little expes.


  END of the Second Volume.
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  PREFACE.


  THE ſermon which gave riſe to the publication of theſe, having been oﬀer’d to the world as a ſermon of Yorick’s, I hope the moﬅ ſerious reader will ﬁnd nothing to oﬀend him, in my continuing theſe two volumes under the ſame title: leﬅ it ould be otherwiſe, I have added a ſecond title page with the real name of the author:—the ﬁrﬅ will ſerve the bookſeller’s purpoſe, as Yorick’s name is pobly of the two the more known;—and the ſecond will eaſe the minds of thoſe who ſee a jeﬅ, and the danger which lurks under it, where no jeﬅ was meant.


  I ſuppoſe it is needleſs to inform the publick, that the reaſon of printing theſe ſermons, ariſes altogether from the favourable reception, which the ſermon given as a ſample of them in Tristram Shandy, met with from the world;—That ſermon was printed by itſelf ſome years ago, but could ﬁnd neither purchaſers or readers, ſo that I apprehended little hazard from a promiſe I made upon its republication, “That if the ſermon was liked, theſe ould be alſo at the world’s ſervice;” which, to be as good as my word, they here are, and I pray to God, they may do the ſervice I wi it. I have little to ſay in their behalf, except this, that not one of them was compoſed with any thoughts of being printed,—they have been haﬅily wrote, and carry the marks of it along with them.—This may be no recommendation;—I mean it however as ſuch; for as the ſermons turn chieﬂy upon philanthropy, and thoſe kindred virtues to it, upon which hang all the law and the prophets, I truﬅ they will be no leſs felt, or worſe received, for the evidence they bear, of proceeding more from the heart than the head. I have nothing to add, but that the reader, upon old and beaten ſubjes, muﬅ not look for many new thoughts,—’tis well if he has new language; in three or four paages, where he has neither the one or the other, I have quoted the author I made free with—there are ſome other paages, where I ſuſpe I may have taken the ſame liberty,—but ’tis only ſuſpicion, for I do not remember it is ſo, otherwiſe I ould have reﬅored them to their proper owners, ſo that I put it in here more as a general ſaving, than from a conſciouſneſs of having much to anſwer for upon that ſcore: in this however, and every thing elſe, which I oﬀer, or all oﬀer to the world, I reﬅ, with a heart much at eaſe, upon the proteion of the humane and candid, from whom I have received many favours, for which I beg leave to return them thanks—thanks.
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  SERMON I.


  Inquiry after Happineſs.


  VOL I.


  SERMON I.


  
    Psalm IV. 5, 6.


    There be many that ſay, who will ew us any good?—Lord lift thou up the light of thy countenance upon us.

  


  THE great purſuit of man is after happineſs: it is the ﬁrﬅ and ﬅrongeﬅ dere of his nature—in every ﬅage of his life, he ſearches for it, as for hid treaſure—courts it under a thouſand diﬀerent apes—and though perpetually diſappointed,—ﬅill perﬅs—runs after and enquires for it afre—aſks every paenger who comes in his way—Who will ew him any good?—who will aﬅ him in the attainment of it, or dire him to the diſcovery of this great end of all his wies?


  He is told by one, to ſearch for it amongﬅ the more gay and youthful pleaſures of life, in ſcenes of mirth and ſprightlineſs where happineſs ever predes, and is ever to be known by the joy and laughter which he will ſee, at once painted in her looks.


  A ſecond, with a graver aſpe, points out to the coﬅly dwellings which pride and extravagance have ereed—tells the enquirer that the obje he is in ſearch of inhabits there—that happineſs lives only in company with the great in the midﬅ of much pomp and outward ﬅate. That he will ealy ﬁnd her out by the coat of many colours e has on, and the great luxury and expence of equipage and furniture with which e always ts ſurrounded.


  The miſer blees God!—wonders how any one would miead, and wilfully put him upon ſo wrong a ſcent—convinces him that happineſs and extravagance never inhabited under the ſame roof—that if he would not be diſappointed in his ſearch, he muﬅ look into the plain and thrifty dwelling of the prudent man, who knows and underﬅands the worth of money, and cautiouy lays it up againﬅ an evil hour: that it is not the proﬅitution of wealth upon the paons, or the parting with it at all, that conﬅitutes happineſs—but that it is the keeping it together, and the having and holding it faﬅ to their heirs for ever which are the chief attributes that form this great idol of human worip to which ſo much incenſe is oﬀered up every day.


  The epicure, though he ealy reiﬁes ſo groſs a miﬅake, yet at the ſame time he plunges him, if poble, into a greater; for, hearing the obje of his purſuit to be happineſs, and knowing of no other happineſs than what is ſeated immediately in the ſenſes—He ſends the enquirer there—tells him ’tis in vain to ſearch elſewhere for it, than where nature herſelf has placed it—in the indulgence and gratiﬁcation of the appetites which are given us for that end: and in a word—if he will not take his opinion in the matter—he may truﬅ the word of a much wiſer man who has aured us—that there is nothing better in this world, than that a man ould eat and drink and rejoice in his works, and make his ſoul enjoy good in his labour—for that is his portion.


  To reſcue him from this brutal experiment—ambition takes him by the hand and carries him into the world—ews him all the kingdoms of the earth and the glory of them—points out the many ways of advancing his fortune and raing himſelf to honour—lays before his eyes all the charms and bewitching temptations of power, and aſks if there can be any happineſs in this world like that of being careed, courted, ﬂattered and followed?


  To cloſe all, the philoſopher meets him buﬅling in the full career of this purſuit—ﬅops him—tells him, if he is in ſearch of happineſs, he is far gone out of his way.


  That this deity has long been banied from noiſe and tumults, where there was no reﬅ found for her, and was ﬂed into ſolitude far from all commerce of the world; and in a word, if he would ﬁnd her, he muﬅ leave this buſy and intriguing ſcene, and go back to that peaceful ſcene of retirement and books, from which he at ﬁrﬅ ſet out.


  In this circle too often does man run, tries all experiments, and generally ts down weary and diatisﬁed with them all at laﬅ—in utter deſpair of ever accompliing what he wants—nor knowing what to truﬅ to after ſo many diſappointments; or where to lay the fault, whether in the incapacity of his own nature, or the inſuﬃciency of the enjoyments themſelves.


  In this uncertain and perplexed ﬅate—without knowledge which way to turn or where to betake ourſelves for refuge—ſo often abuſed and deceived by the many who pretend thus to ew us any good—Lord! ſays the pſalmiﬅ, Lift up the light of thy countenance upon us. Send us, ſome rays of thy grace and heavenly wiſdom in this benighted ſearch after happineſs to dire us ſafely to it. O God! let us not wander for ever without a guide in this dark region in endleſs purſuit of our miﬅaken good, but lighten our eyes that we eep not in death—but open to them the comforts of thy holy word and religion—lift up the light of thy countenance upon us,—and make us know the joy and ſatisfaion of living in the true faith and fear of thee, which only can carry us to this haven of reﬅ where we would be—that ſure haven, where true joys are to be found, which will at length not only anſwer all our expeations—but ſatisfy the moﬅ unbounded of our wies for ever and ever.


  The words thus opened, naturally reduce the remaining part of the diſcourſe under two heads—The ﬁrﬅ part of the verſe—there be many that ſay, who will ew us any good—To make ſome reﬂeions upon the inſuﬃciency of moﬅ of our enjoyments towards the attainment of happineſs, upon ſome of the moﬅ received plans on which ’tis generally ſought.


  The examination of which will lead us up to the ſource, and true ſecret of all happineſs, ſuggeﬅed to us in the latter part of the verſe—Lord! lift thou up the light of thy countenance upon us—that there can be no real happineſs without religion and virtue, and the aﬅance of God’s grace and Holy Spirit to dire our lives in the true purſuit of it.


  Let us enquire into the Diſappointments of human happineſs, on ſome of the moﬅ received plans on which ’tis generally ſought for and expeed, by the bulk of mankind.


  There is hardly any ſubje more exhauﬅed, or which at one time or other has aﬀorded more matter for argument and declamation, than this one, of the inſuﬃciency of our enjoyments. Scarce a reformed ſenſualiﬅ from Solomon down to our own days, who has not in ſome ﬁts of repentance or diſappointment uttered ſome arp reﬂeion upon the emptineſs of human pleaſure, and of the vanity of vanities which diſcovers itſelf in all the purſuits of mortal man.—But the miſchief has been, that though ſo many good things have been ſaid, they have generally had the fate to be condered either as the overﬂowings of diſguﬅ from ſated appetites which could no longer reli the pleaſures of life, or as the declamatory opinions of recluſe and ſplenetic men who had never taﬅed them at all, and conſequently were thought no judges of the matter. So that ’tis no great wonder, if the greateﬅ part of ſuch reﬂeions, however juﬅ in themſelves and founded on truth and a knowledge of the world, are found to leave little impreon where the imagination was already heated with great expeations of future happineſs; and that the beﬅ leures that have been read upon the vanity of the world, ſo ſeldom ﬅop a man in the purſuit of the obje of his dere, or give him half the conviion, that the poeon of it will, and what the experience of his own life, or a careful obſervation upon the life of others, do at length generally conﬁrm to us all.


  Let us endeavour then to try the cauſe upon this iue; and inﬅead of recurring to the common arguments or taking any one’s word in the caſe, let us truﬅ to matter of fa; and if upon enquiry, it appears that the aions of mankind are not to be accounted for upon any other principle, but this of the inſuﬃciency of our enjoyments, ’twill go further towards the eﬅabliment of the truth of this part of the diſcourſe, than a thouſand ſpeculative arguments which might be oﬀered upon the occaon.


  Now if we take a ſurvey of the life of man from the time he is come to reaſon, to the lateﬅ decline of it in old age.—we all ﬁnd him engaged, and generally hurried on in ſuch a ſucceon of diﬀerent purſuits, and diﬀerent opinions of things, through the diﬀerent ﬅages of his life—as will admit of no explication, but this, that he ﬁnds no reﬅ for the ſole of his foot, on any of the plans where he has been led to expe it.


  The moment he is got looſe from tutors and governors, and is left to judge for himſelf, and purſue this ſcheme his own way—his ﬁrﬅ thoughts are generally full of the mighty happineſs which he is going to enter upon, from the free enjoyment of the pleaſures in which he ſees others of his age and fortune engaged.


  In conſequence of this—take notice, how his imagination is caught by every glittering appearance that ﬂatters this expeation.—Obſerve what impreons are made upon his ſenſes, by diverons, muc, dreſs and beauty—and how his ſpirits are upon the wing, ﬂying in purſuit of them; that you would think he could never have enough.


  Leave him to himſelf a few years, till the edge of appetite is wore down—and you will ſcarce know him again. You will ﬁnd him entered into engagements, and ſetting up for a man of buneſs and condu, talking of no other happineſs but what centers in projes of making the moﬅ of this world, and providing for his children, and children’s children after them. Examine his notions, he will tell you, that the gayer pleaſures of youth, are ﬁt only for thoſe who know not how to diſpoſe of themſelves and time to better advantage. That however fair and proming they might appear to a man unpraiced in them—they were no better than a life of folly and impertinence, and ſo far from anſwering your expeations of happineſs, ’twas well if you eſcaped without pain.—That in every experiment he had tried, he had found more bitter than ſweet, and for the little pleaſure one could ſnatch—it too often left a terrible ﬅing behind it: Bedes, did the ballance lay on the other de, he would tell you, there could be no true ſatisfaion where a life runs on in ſo giddy a circle, out of which a wiſe man ould extricate himſelf as ſoon as he can, that he may begin to look forwards.—That it becomes a man of charaer and conſequence to lay ade childi things, to take care of his intereﬅs, to eﬅabli the fortune of his family, and place it out of want and dependance: and in a word, if there is ſuch a thing as happineſs upon earth, it muﬅ conﬅ in the accompliment of this;—and for his own part, if God ould proſper his endeavours ſo as to be worth ſuch a ſum, or to be able to bring ſuch a point to bear—he all be one of the happieﬅ of the ſons of men.—In full aurance of this, on he drudges—plots—contrives—riſes early—late takes reﬅ, and eats the bread of carefulneſs, till at length, by hard labour and perſeverance, he has reached, if not outgone the obje he had ﬁrﬅ in view.—When he has got thus far—if he is a plain and ncere man, he will make no ſcruple to acknowledge truly, what alteration he has found in himſelf—if you aſk him—he will tell you, that his imagination painted ſomething before his eyes, the reality of which he has not yet attained to: that with all the accumulation of his wealth, he neither lives the merrier, eeps the ſounder, or has leſs care and anxiety upon his ſpirits, than at his ﬁrﬅ ſetting out.


  Perhaps, you’ll ſay, ſome dignity, honour, or title is only wanting—Oh! could I accompli that, as there would be nothing left then for me to wi, good God! how happy ould I be?—’tis ﬅill the ſame—the dignity or title—though they crown his head with honor—add not one cubit to his happineſs. Upon ſumming up the account, all is found to be ſeated merely in the imagination—The faﬅer he has purſued, the faﬅer the phantom ﬂed before him, and to uſe the Satyriﬅ’s compariſon of the chariot wheels,—haﬅe as they will, they muﬅ for ever keep the ſame diﬅance.


  But what? though I have been thus far diſappointed in my expeations of happineſs from the poeon of riches—“Let me try, whether I all not meet with it, in the ſpending and faionable enjoyment of them.”


  Behold! I will get me down, and make me great works, and build me houſes, and plant me vineyards, and make me gardens and pools of water. And I will get me ſervants and maidens, and whatſoever my eyes dere, I will not keep from them.


  In proſecution of this—he drops all gainful purſuits—withdraws himſelf from the buſy part of the world—realizes—pulls down—builds up again.—Buys ﬅatues, piures—plants—and plucks up by the roots—levels mountains—and ﬁlls up vallies—turns rivers into dry ground, and dry ground into rivers.—Says unto this man, go, and he goeth, and unto another, do this, and he doeth it,—and whatſoever his ſoul luﬅeth after of this kind, he withholds not from it. When every thing is thus planned by himſelf, and executed according to his wi and direion, ſurely he is arrived to the accompliment of his wies, and has got to the ſummit of all human happineſs?—Let the moﬅ fortunate adventurers in this way, anſwer the queﬅion for him, and ſay—how often, it riſes higher than a bare and mple amuſement—and well, if you can compound for that—nce ’tis often purchaſed at ſo high a price, and ſoured by a mixture of other incidental vexations, as to become too often a work of repentance, which in the end will extort the ſame ſorrowful confeon from him, which it did from Solomon, in the like caſe.—Lo! I looked on all the Works that my hands had wrought, and on the labour that I had laboured to do—and behold all was vanity and vexation of ſpirit—and there was no proﬁt to me under the ſun.


  To inﬂame this account the more—’twill be no miracle, if upon caﬅing up he has gone further lengths than he ﬁrﬅ intended, run into expences which have entangled his fortune, and brought himſelf into ſuch diﬃculties as to make way for the laﬅ experiment he can try—to turn miſer with no happineſs in view but what is to riſe out of the little degns of a ſordid mind, ſet upon ſaving and ſcraping up—all he has injudiciouy ſpent. In this laﬅ ﬅage—behold him a poor trembling wretch, ut up from all mankind—nking into utter contempt, ſpending careful days and eepleſs nights in purſuit of what a narrow and contraed heart can never enjoy:—And here let us leave him to the conviion he will one day ﬁnd—That there is no end of his labour—That his eyes will never be ſatisﬁed with riches, or will ſay—For whom do I labour and bereave myſelf of reﬅ?—This is alſo a ſore travel.


  I believe this is no uncommon piure of the diſappointments of human life—and the manner our pleaſures and enjoyments ip from under us in every ﬅage of our life. And though I would not be thought by it, as if I was denying the reality of pleaſures, diſputing the being of them, any more, than one would, the reality of pain—Yet I muﬅ obſerve on this head, that there is a plain diﬅinion to be made betwixt pleaſure and happineſs. For tho’ there can be no happineſs without pleaſure—yet the converſe of the propotion will not hold true.—We are ſo made, that from the common gratiﬁcations of our appetites, and the impreons of a thouſand objes, we ſnatch the one, like a tranent gleam, without being ſuﬀered to taﬅe the other, and enjoy that perpetual ſun-ine and fair weather which conﬅantly attend it. This, I contend, is only to be found in religion—in the conſciouſneſs of virtue—and the ſure and certain hopes of a better life, which brightens all our proſpes, and leaves no room to dread diſappointments—becauſe the expeation of it is built upon a rock, whoſe foundations are as deep as thoſe of heaven and hell.


  And tho’ in our pilgrimage through this world—ſome of us may be ſo fortunate as to meet with ſome clear fountains by the way, that may cool for a few moments, the heat of this great thirﬅ of happineſs—yet our Saviour, who knew the world, tho’ he enjoyed but little of it, tells us, that whoſoever drinketh of this water will thirﬅ again:—and we all ﬁnd by experience it is ſo, and by reaſon that it always muﬅ be ſo.


  I conclude with a ort obſervation upon Solomon’s evidence in this caſe.


  Never did the buſy brain of a lean and heick chymiﬅ ſearch for the philoſopher’s ﬅone with more pains and ardour than this great man did after happineſs.—He was one of the wiſeﬅ enquirers into nature—had tried all her powers and capacities, and after a thouſand vain ſpeculations and vile experiments, he aﬃrmed at length, it lay hid in no one thing he had tried—like the chymick’s projeions, all had ended in ſmoak, or what was worſe, in vanity and vexation of ſpirit:—the concluon of the whole matter was this—that he adviſes every man who would be happy, to fear God and keep his commandments.


  ☜


  SERMON II.


  The Houſe of Feaﬅing

  and

  The Houſe of Mourning

  Deſcribed.


  SERMON II.


  
    Ecclesiastes VII. 2, 3.


    It is better to go to the houſe of mourning, than to the houſe of feaﬅing.—

  


  THAT I deny—but let us hear the wiſe man’s reaſoning upon it—for that is the end of all men, and the living will lay it to his heart: ſorrow is better than laughter—for a crack’d-brain’d order of Carthuan monks, I grant, but not for men of the world: For what purpoſe do you imagine, has God made us? for the ſocial ſweets of the well watered vallies where he has planted us, or for the dry and diſmal deſerts of a Sierra Morena? are the ſad accidents of life, and the uncheery hours which perpetually overtake us, are they not enough, but we muﬅ ſally forth in queﬅ of them,—belie our own hearts, and ſay, as your text would have us, that they are better than thoſe of joy? did the Beﬅ of Beings ſend us into the world for this end—to go weeping through it,—to vex and orten a life ort and vexatious enough already? do you think my good preacher, that he who is inﬁnitely happy, can envy us our enjoyments? or that a being ſo inﬁnitely kind would grudge a mournful traveller, the ort reﬅ and refrements neceary to ſupport his ſpirits through the ﬅages of a weary pilgrimage? or that he would call him to a ſevere reckoning, becauſe in his way he had haﬅily ſnatch’d at ſome little fugacious pleaſures, merely to ſweeten this uneaſy journey of life, and reconcile him to the ruggedneſs of the road, and the many hard juﬅlings he is ſure to meet with? Conder, I beſeech you, what provion and accommodation, the Author of our being has prepared for us, that we might not go on our way ſorrowing—how many caravanſera’s of reﬅ—what powers and faculties he has given us for taking it—what apt objes he has placed in our way to entertain us;—ſome of which he has made ſo fair, ſo exquitely for this end, that they have power over us for a time to charm away the ſenſe of pain, to cheer up the dejeed heart under poverty and ckneſs, and make it go and remember its miſeries no more.


  I will not contend at preſent againﬅ this rhetorick; I would chooſe rather for a moment to go on with the allegory, and ſay we are travellers, and, in the moﬅ aﬀeing ſenſe of that idea, that like travellers, though upon buneſs of the laﬅ and neareﬅ concern to us, may ſurely be allowed to amuſe ourſelves with the natural or artiﬁcial beauties of the country we are pang through, without reproach of forgetting the main errand we are ſent upon; and if we can ſo order it, as not to be led out of the way, by the variety of proſpes, ediﬁces, and ruins which ſollicit us, it would be a nonſencal piece of ſaint errantry to ut our eyes.


  But let us not loſe ght of the argument in purſuit of the mile.


  Let us remember various as our excurons are,—that we have ﬅill ſet our faces towards Jeruſalem—that we have a place of reﬅ and happineſs, towards which we haﬅen, and that the way to get there is not ſo much to pleaſe our hearts, as to improve them in virtue;—that mirth and feaﬅing are uſually no friends to atchievements of this kind—but that a ſeaſon of aﬄiion is in ſome ſort a ſeaſon of piety—not only becauſe our ſuﬀerings are apt to put us in mind of our ns, but that by the check and interruption which they give to our purſuits, they allow us what the hurry and buﬅle of the world too often deny us,—and that is a little time for reﬂeion, which is all that moﬅ of us want to make us wiſer and better men;—that at certain times it is ſo neceary a man’s mind ould be turned towards itſelf, that rather than want occaons, he had better purchaſe them at the expence of his preſent happineſs.—He had better, as the text exprees it, go to the houſe of mourning, where he will meet with ſomething to ſubdue his paons, than to the houſe of feaﬅing, where the joy and gaity of the place is likely to excite them—That whereas the entertainments and carees of the one place, expoſe his heart and lay it open to temptations—the ſorrows of the other defend it, and as naturally ut them from it. So ﬅrange and unaccountable a creature is man! he is ſo framed, that he cannot but purſue happineſs—and yet unleſs he is made ſometimes miſerable, how apt is he to miﬅake the way which can only lead him to the accompliment of his own wies!


  This is the full force of the wiſe man’s declaration.—But to do further juﬅice to his words, I would endeavour to bring the ſubje ﬅill nearer.—For which purpoſe, it will be neceary to ﬅop here, and take a tranent view of the two places here referred to,—the houſe of mourning, and the houſe of feaﬅing. Give me leave therefore, I beſeech you, to recall both of them for a moment, to your imaginations, that from thence I may appeal to your hearts, how faithfully, and upon what good grounds, the eﬀes and natural operations of each upon our minds are intimated in the text.


  And ﬁrﬅ, let us look into the houſe of feaﬅing.


  And here, to be as fair and candid as poble in the deſcription of this, we will not take it from the worﬅ originals, ſuch as are opened merely for the ſale of virtue, and ſo calculated for the end, that the diſguiſe each is under not only gives power ſafely to drive on the bargain, but ſafely to carry it into execution too.


  This, we will not ſuppoſe to be the caſe—nor let us even imagine, the houſe of feaﬅing, to be ſuch a ſcene of intemperance and exceſs, as the houſe of feaﬅing does often exhibit;—but let us take it from one, as little exceptionable as we can—where there is, or at leaﬅ appears nothing really criminal,—but where every thing ſeems to be kept within the vible bounds of moderation and ſobriety.


  Imagine then, ſuch a houſe of feaﬅing, where either by conſent or invitation a number of each ſex is drawn together for no other purpoſe but the enjoyment and mutual entertainment of each other, which we will ſuppoſe all ariſe from no other pleaſures but what cuﬅom authoriſes, and religion does not abſolutely forbid.


  Before we enter—let us examine, what muﬅ be the ſentiments of each individual previous to his arrival, and we all ﬁnd that however they may diﬀer from one another in tempers and opinions, that every one ſeems to agree in this—that as he is going to a houſe dedicated to joy and mirth, it was ﬁt he ould diveﬅ himſelf of whatever was likely to contradi that intention, or be inconﬅent with it.—That for this purpoſe, he had left his cares—his ſerious thoughts—and his moral reﬂeions behind him, and was come forth from home with only ſuch diſpotions and gaiety of heart as ſuited the occaon, and promoted the intended mirth and jollity of the place. With this preparation of mind, which is as little as can be ſuppoſed, nce it will amount to no more than a dere in each to render himſelf an acceptable gueﬅ,—let us conceive them entering into the houſe of feaﬅing, with hearts ſet looſe from grave reﬅraints, and open to the expeations of receiving pleaſure. It is not neceary, as I premiſed, to bring intemperance into this ſcene—or to ſuppoſe ſuch an exceſs in the gratiﬁcation of the appetites as all ferment the blood and ſet the deres in a ﬂame:—Let us admit no more of it therefore, than will gently ﬅir them, and ﬁt them for the impreons which ſo benevolent a commerce will naturally excite. In this diſpotion thus wrought upon beforehand and already improved to this purpoſe,—take notice, how mechanically the thoughts and ſpirits riſe—how ſoon, and inſenbly, they are got above the pitch and ﬁrﬅ bounds which cooler hours would have marked.


  When the gay and ſmiling aſpe of things has begun to leave the paages to a man’s heart thus thoughtleſy unguarded—when kind and careng looks of every obje without that can ﬂatter his ſenſes, have conſpired with the enemy within to betray him, and put him oﬀ his defence—when muc likewiſe has lent her aid, and tried her power upon his paons—when the voice of nging men, and the voice of nging women with the ſound of the viol and the lute have broke in upon his ſoul, and in ſome tender notes have touched the ſecret ſprings of rapture—that moment let us die and look into his heart—ſee how vain! how weak! how empty a thing it is! Look through its ſeveral recees,—thoſe pure manons formed for the reception of innocence and virtue—ſad ſpeacle! Behold thoſe fair inhabitants now diſpoeed—turned out of their ſacred dwellings to make room—for what?—at the beﬅ for levity and indiſcretion—perhaps for folly—it may be for more impure gueﬅs, which pobly in ſo general a riot of the mind and ſenſes may take occaon to enter unſuſpeed at the ſame time.


  In a ſcene and diſpotion thus deſcribed—can the moﬅ cautious ſay—thus far all my deres go—and no farther? or will the cooleﬅ and moﬅ circumſpe ſay, when pleaſure has taken full poeon of his heart, that no thought nor purpoſe all ariſe there, which he would have concealed?—In thoſe looſe and unguarded moments the imagination is not always at command—in ſpite of reaſon and reﬂeion, it will forceably carry him ſometimes whither he would not—like the unclean ſpirit, in the parent’s ſad deſcription of his child’s caſe, which took him, and oft times caﬅ him into the ﬁre to deﬅroy him, and whereſoever it taketh him, it teareth him, and hardly departeth from him.


  But this, you’ll ſay, is the worﬅ account of what the mind may ſuﬀer here.


  Why may we not make more favourable ſuppotions?—that numbers by exerciſe and cuﬅom to ſuch encounters, learn gradually to deſpiſe and triumph over them;—that the minds of many are not ſo ſuſceptible of warm impreons, or ſo badly fortiﬁed againﬅ them, that pleaſure ould ealy corrupt or ſoften them;—that it would be hard to ſuppoſe, of the great multitudes which daily throng and preſs into this houſe of feaﬅing, but that numbers come out of it again, with all the innocence with which they entered;—and that if both ſexes are included in the computation, what fair examples all we ſee of many of ſo pure and chaﬅe a turn of mind—that the houſe of feaﬅing, with all its charms and temptations, was never able to excite a thought, or awaken an inclination which virtue need to blu at—or which the moﬅ ſcrupulous conſcience might not ſupport. God forbid we ould ſay otherwiſe:—no doubt, numbers of all ages eſcape unhurt, and get oﬀ this dangerous ſea without ipwreck. Yet, are they not to be reckoned amongﬅ the more fortunate adventurers?—and though one would abſolutely prohibit the attempt, or be ſo cynical as to condemn every one who tries it, nce there are ſo many I ſuppoſe who cannot well do otherwiſe, and whoſe condition and tuation in life unavoidably force them upon it—yet we may be allowed to deſcribe this fair and ﬂattering coaﬅ—we may point out the unſuſpeed dangers of it, and warn the unwary paenger, where they lay. We may ew him what hazards his youth and inexperience will run, how little he can gain by the venture, and how much wiſer and better it would be [as is implied in the text] to ſeek occaons rather to improve his little ﬅock of virtue than incautiouy expoſe it to ſo unequal a chance, where the beﬅ he can hope is to return ſafe with what treaſure he carried out—but where probably, he may be ſo unfortunate as to loſe it all—be loﬅ himſelf, and undone for ever.


  Thus much for the houſe of feaﬅing; which, by the way, though generally open at other times of the year throughout the world, is ſuppoſed in chriﬅian countries, now every where to be univerſally ut up. And, in truth, I have been more full in my cautions againﬅ it, not only as reaſon requires,—but in reverence to this ſeaſon * wherein our church exas a more particular forbearance and ſelf-denial in this point, and thereby adds to the reﬅraints upon pleaſure and entertainments which this repreſentation of things has ſuggeﬅed againﬅ them already.


  Here then, let us turn ade, from this gay ſcene; and ſuﬀer me to take you with me for a moment to one much ﬁtter for your meditation. Let us go into the houſe of mourning, made ſo, by ſuch aﬄiions as have been brought in, merely by the common croſs accidents and diſaﬅers to which our condition is expoſed,—where perhaps, the aged parents t broken hearted, pierced to their ſouls with the folly and indiſcretion of a thankleſs child—the child of their prayers, in whom all their hopes and expeations centred:—perhaps a more aﬀeing ſcene—a virtuous family lying pinched with want, where the unfortunate ſupport of it, having long ﬅruggled with a train of misfortunes, and bravely fought up againﬅ them—is now piteouy borne down at the laﬅ—overwhelmed with a cruel blow which no forecaﬅ or frugality could have prevented.—O God! look upon his aﬄiions.—Behold him diﬅraed with many ſorrows, ſurrounded with the tender pledges of his love, and the partner of his cares—without bread to give them,—unable, from the remembrance of better days, to dig;—to beg, aamed.


  When we enter into the houſe of mourning ſuch as this,—it is impoble to inſult the unfortunate even with an improper look—under whatever levity and dipation of heart. Such objes catch our eyes,—they catch likewiſe our attentions, colle and call home our ſcattered thoughts, and exerciſe them with wiſdom. A tranent ſcene of diﬅreſs, ſuch as is here ſketch’d, how ſoon does it furni materials to ſet the mind at work? how necearily does it engage it to the conderation of the miſeries and misfortunes, the dangers and calamities to which the life of man is ſubje. By holding up ſuch a glaſs before it, it forces the mind to ſee and reﬂe upon the vanity,—the periing condition and uncertain tenure of every thing in this world. From reﬂeions of this ſerious caﬅ, the thoughts inſenbly carry us farther—and from condering, what we are—what kind of world we live in, and what evils befall us in it, they ſet us to look forwards at what pobly we all be—for what kind of world we are intended—what evils may befall us there—and what provion we ould make againﬅ them, here, whilﬅ we have time and opportunity.


  If theſe leons are ſo inſeparable from the houſe of mourning here ſuppoſed—we all ﬁnd it a ﬅill more inﬅruive ſchool of wiſdom when we take a view of the place in that more aﬀeing light in which the wiſe man ſeems to conﬁne it in the text, in which, by the houſe of mourning, I believe, he means that particular ſcene of ſorrow where there is lamentation and mourning for the dead.


  Turn in hither, I beſeech you, for a moment. Behold a dead man ready to be carried out, the only ſon of his mother, and e a widow. Perhaps a more aﬀeing ſpeacle—a kind and an indulgent father of a numerous family, lies breathleſs—ſnatch’d away in the ﬅrength of his age—torn in an evil hour from his children and the boſom of a diſconſolate wife.


  Behold much people of the city gathered together to mix their tears, with ſettled ſorrow in their looks, going heavily along to the houſe of mourning, to perform that laﬅ melancholy oﬃce, which when the debt of nature is payed, we are called upon to pay each other.


  If this ſad occaon which leads him there, has not done it already, take notice, to what a ſerious and devout frame of mind every man is reduced, the moment he enters this gate of aﬄiion. The buſy and ﬂuttering ſpirits, which in the houſe of mirth were wont to tranſport him from one diverting obje to another—ſee how they are fallen! how peaceably they are laid! in this gloomy manon full of ades and uncomfortable damps to ſeize the ſoul—ſee, the light and eaſy heart, which never knew what it was to think before, how penve it is now, how ſoft, how ſuſceptible, how full of religious impreons, how deeply it is ſmitten with ſenſe and with a love of virtue. Could we, in this cris, whilﬅ this empire of reaſon and religion laﬅs, and the heart is thus exerciſed with wiſdom and bued with heavenly contemplations—could we ſee it naked as it is—ﬅripped of all its paons, unſpotted by the world, and regardleſs of its pleaſures—we might then ſafely reﬅ our cauſe, upon this ngle evidence, and appeal to the moﬅ ſenſual, whether Solomon has not made a juﬅ determination here, in favour of the houſe of mourning?—not for its own ſake, but as it is fruitful in virtue, and becomes the occaon of ſo much good. Without this end, ſorrow I own has no uſe, but to orten a man’s days—nor can gravity, with all its ﬅudied ſolemnity of look and carriage, ſerve any end but to make one half of the world merry, and impoſe upon the other.


  Conder what has been ſaid, and may God of his mercy bleſs you. Amen.


  ☜
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  SERMON III.


  
    Luke x. 36, 37.


    Which now of theſe three, thinkeﬅ thou, was neighbour unto him that fell amongﬅ the thieves?—And he ſaid, he that ewed mercy on him. Then ſaid Jeſus unto him—Go, and do thou likewiſe.

  


  IN the foregoing verſes of this chapter, the Evangeliﬅ relates, that a certain lawyer ﬅood up and tempted Jesus, ſaying, maﬅer, what all I do to inherit eternal life?—To which enquiry, our Saviour, as his manner was, when any enſnaring queﬅion was put to him, which he ſaw proceeded more from a degn to entangle him, than an honeﬅ view of getting information—inﬅead of giving a dire anſwer which might aﬀord a handle to malice, or at beﬅ ſerve only to gratify an impertinent humour—he immediately retorts the queﬅion upon the man who aſked it, and unavoidably puts him upon the necety of anſwering himſelf;—and as in the preſent caſe, the particular profeon of the enquirer, and his ſuppoſed general knowledge of all other branches of learning, left no room to ſuſpe, he could be ignorant of the true anſwer to his queﬅion, and eſpecially of what every one knew was delivered upon that head by their great Legiator, our Saviour therefore refers him to his own memory of what he had found there in the courſe of his ﬅudies—What is written in the law, how readeﬅ thou?—upon which the enquirer reciting the general heads of our duty to God and Man as delivered in the 18th of Leviticus and the 6th of Deuteronomy,—namely—That we ould worip the Lord our God with all our hearts, and love our neighbour as ourſelves; our bleed Saviour tells him, he had anſwered right, and if he followed that leon, he could not fail of the bleng he ſeemed derous to inherit.—This do and thou alt live.


  But he, as the context tell us, willing to juﬅify himſelf—willing pobly to gain more credit in the conference, or hoping perhaps to hear ſuch a partial and narrow deﬁnition of the word neighbour as would ſuit his own principles, and juﬅify ſome particular oppreons of his own, or thoſe of which his whole order lay under an accuſation—ſays unto Jesus in the 29th verſe,—And who is my neighbour? though the demand at ﬁrﬅ ght may ſeem utterly triﬂing, yet was it far from being ſo in fa. For according as you underﬅood the term in a more or a leſs reﬅrained ſenſe—it produced many neceary variations in the duties you owed from that relation.—Our bleed Saviour, to reify any partial and pernicious miﬅake in this matter, and place at once this duty of the love of our neighbour upon its true bottom of philanthropy and univerſal kindneſs, makes anſwer to the propoſed queﬅion, not by any far fetch’d reﬁnement from the ſchools of the Rabbis, which might have ſooner lenced than convinced the man—but by a dire appeal to human nature in an inﬅance he relates of a man falling amongﬅ thieves, left in the greateﬅ diﬅreſs imaginable, till by chance a Samaritan, an utter ﬅranger, coming where he was, by an a of great goodneſs and compaon, not only relieved him at preſent, but took him under his proteion, and generouy provided for his future ſafety.


  On the cloſe of which engaging account—our Saviour appeals to the man’s own heart in the ﬁrﬅ verſe of the text—Which now of theſe three thinkeﬅ thou was neighbour unto him that fell amongﬅ the thieves? and inﬅead of drawing the inference himſelf, leaves him to decide in favour of ſo noble a principle ſo evidently founded in mercy.—The lawyer, ﬅruck with the truth and juﬅice of the dorine, and frankly acknowledging the force of it, our bleed Saviour concludes the debate with a ort admonition, that he would praiſe what he had approved—and go, and imitate that fair example of univerſal benevolence which it had ſet before him.


  In the remaining part of the diſcourſe I all follow the ſame plan; and therefore all beg leave to enlarge ﬁrﬅ upon the ﬅory itſelf, with ſuch reﬂeions as will riſe from it; and conclude, as our Saviour has done, with the ſame exhortation to kindneſs and humanity which ſo naturally falls from it.


  A certain man, ſays our Saviour, went down from Jeruſalem to Jericho and fell among thieves, who ﬅripped him of his rayment and departed, leaving him half dead. There is ſomething in our nature which engages us to take part in every accident to which man is ſubje, from what cauſe ſoever it may have happened; but in ſuch calamities as a man has fallen into through mere misfortune, to be charged upon no fault or indiſcretion of himſelf, there is ſomething then ſo truly intereﬅing, that at the ﬁrﬅ ght we generally make them our own, not altogether from a reﬂeion that they might have been or may be ſo, but oftener from a certain generoty and tenderneſs of nature which diſpoſes us for compaon, abﬅraed from all conderations of ſelf. So that without any obſervable a of the will, we ſuﬀer with the unfortunate, and feel a weight upon our ſpirits we know not why, on ſeeing the moﬅ common inﬅances of their diﬅreſs. But where the ſpeacle is uncommonly tragical, and complicated with many circumﬅances of miſery, the mind is then taken captive at once, and, were it inclined to it, has no power to make reﬅance, but ſurrenders itſelf to all the tender emotions of pity and deep concern. So that when one conders this friendly part of our nature without looking farther, one would think it impoble for man to look upon miſery, without ﬁnding himſelf in ſome meaſure attached to the intereﬅ of him who ſuﬀers it.—I ſay, one would think it impoble—for there are ſome tempers—how all I deſcribe them?—formed either of ſuch impenetrable matter, or wrought up by habitual ſelﬁneſs to ſuch an utter inſenbility of what becomes of the fortunes of their fellow-creatures, as if they were not partakers of the ſame nature, or had no lot or conneion at all with the ſpecies.


  Of this charaer, our Saviour produces two diſgraceful inﬅances in the behaviour of a prieﬅ and a levite, whom in this account he repreſents as coming to the place where the unhappy man was—both pang by without either ﬅretching forth a hand to aﬅ, or uttering a word to comfort him in his diﬅreſs.


  And by chance there came down a certain prieﬅ!—merciful God! that a teacher of thy religion ould ever want humanity—or that a man whoſe head might be thought full of the one, ould have a heart void of the other!—This however was the caſe before us—and though in theory one would ſcarce ſuſpe that the leaﬅ pretence to religion and an open diſregard to ſo main a part of it, could ever meet together in one perſon—yet in fa it is no ﬁitious charaer.


  Look into the world—how often do you behold a ſordid wretch, whoſe ﬅraight heart is open to no man’s aﬄiion, taking elter behind an appearance of piety, and putting on the garb of religion, which none but the merciful and compaonate have a title to wear. Take notice with what ſanity he goes to the end of his days, in the ſame ſelﬁ track in which he at ﬁrﬅ ſet out—turning neither to the right hand nor to the left—but plods on—pores all his life long upon the ground, as if afraid to look up, leﬅ peradventure he ould ſee aught which might turn him one moment out of that ﬅraight line where intereﬅ is carrying him—or if, by chance, he ﬅumbles upon a hapleſs obje of diﬅreſs, which threatens ſuch a diſaﬅer to him—like the man here repreſented, devoutly pang by on the other de, as if unwilling to truﬅ himſelf to the impreons of nature, or hazard the inconveniences which pity might lead him into upon the occaon.


  There is but one ﬅroke wanting in this piure of an unmerciful man to render the charaer utterly odious, and that our Saviour gives it in the following inﬅance he relates upon it. And likewiſe, ſays he, a Levite, when he was at the place, came and looked at him. It was not a tranent overght, the haﬅy or ill adviſed negle of an uncondering humour, with which the beﬅ diſpoſed are ſometimes overtaken, and led on beyond the point where otherwiſe they would have wied to ﬅop.—No!—on the contrary, it had all the aggravation of a deliberate a of inſenbility proceeding from a hard heart. When he was at the place, he came, and looked at him—condered his misfortunes, gave time for reaſon and nature to have awoke—ſaw the imminent danger he was in—and the preng necety of immediate help, which ſo violent a caſe called aloud for—and after all—turned ade and unmercifully left him to all the diﬅrees of his condition.


  In all unmerciful aions, the worﬅ of men pay this compliment at leaﬅ to humanity, as to endeavour to wear as much of the appearance of it, as the caſe will well let them—ſo that in the hardeﬅ as a man all be guilty of, he has ſome motives true or falſe always ready to oﬀer, either to ſatisfy himſelf or the world, and, God knows, too often to impoſe both upon the one and the other. And therefore it would be no hard matter here to give a probable gueſs at what paed in the Levite’s mind in the preſent caſe, and ew, was it neceary, by what kind of caſuiﬅry he ſettled the matter with his conſcience as he paed by, and guarded all the paages to his heart againﬅ the inroads which pity might attempt to make upon the occaon.—But it is painful to dwell long upon this diſagreeable part of the ﬅory; I therefore haﬅen to the concluding incident of it, which is ſo amiable that one cannot ealy be too copious in reﬂeions upon it.—And behold, ſays our Saviour, a certain Samaritan as he journeyed came where he was; and when he ſaw him he had compaon on him—and went to him—bound up his wounds, pouring in oil and wine—ſet him upon his own beaﬅ, brought him to an inn and took care of him. I ſuppoſe, it will be ſcarce neceary here to remind you that the Jews had no dealings with the Samaritans—an old religious grudge—the worﬅ of all grudges, had wrought ſuch a diike between both people, that they held themſelves mutually diſcharged not only from all oﬃces of friendip and kindneſs, but even from the moﬅ common as of courteſy and good manners. This operated ſo ﬅrongly in our Saviour’s time, that the woman of Samaria ſeemed aﬅonied that he, being a Jew, ould aſk water of her who was a Samaritan—ſo that with ſuch a prepoeon, however diﬅreſsful the caſe of the unfortunate man was, and how reaſonably ſoever he might plead for pity from another man, there was little aid or conſolation to be looked for from ſo unproming a quarter. Alas! after I have been twice paed by, negleed by men of my own nation and religion bound by ſo many ties to aﬅ me, left here friendleſs and unpitied both by a Prieﬅ and Levite, men whoſe profeon and ſuperior advantages of knowledge could not leave them in the dark in what manner they ould diſcharge this debt which my condition claims—after this—what hopes? what expeations from a paenger, not only a ﬅranger,—but a Samaritan releaſed from all obligations to me, and by a national diike inﬂamed by mutual ill oﬃces, now made my enemy, and more likely to rejoice at the evils which have fallen upon me, than to ﬅretch forth a hand to ſave me from them.


  ’Tis no unnatural ſoliloquy to imagine; but the aions of generous and compaonate tempers baﬄe all little reaſonings about them.—True charity, in the apoﬅle’s deſcription, as it is kind, and is not ealy provoked, ſo it manifeﬅed this charaer—for we ﬁnd when he came where he was, and beheld his diﬅreſs,—all the unfriendly paons, which at another time might have roſe within him, now utterly forſook him and ﬂed: when he ſaw his misfortunes—he forgot his enmity towards the man,—dropped all the prejudices which education had planted againﬅ him, and in the room of them, all that was good and compaonate was ſuﬀered to ſpeak in his behalf.


  In benevolent natures the impulſe to pity is ſo ſudden, that like inﬅruments of muc which only obey the touch—the objes which are ﬁtted to excite ſuch impreons work ſo inﬅantaneous an eﬀe, that you would think the will was ſcarce concerned, and that the mind was altogether pave in the ſympathy which her own goodneſs has excited. The truth is,—the ſoul is generally in ſuch caſes ſo buly taken up and wholly engroed by the obje of pity, that e does not attend to her own operations, or take leiſure to examine the principles upon which e as. So that the Samaritan, though the moment he ſaw him he had compaon on him, yet ſudden as the emotion is repreſented, you are not to imagine that it was mechanical, but that there was a ſettled principle of humanity and goodneſs which operated within him, and inﬂuenced not only the ﬁrﬅ impulſe of kindneſs, but the continuation of it throughout the reﬅ, of ſo engaging a behaviour. And becauſe it is a pleaſure to look into a good mind, and trace out as far as one is able what paes within it on ſuch occaons, I all beg leave for a moment, to ﬅate an account of what was likely to paſs in his, and in what manner ſo diﬅreſsful a caſe would necearily work upon ſuch a diſpotion.


  As he approached the place where the unfortunate man lay, the inﬅant he beheld him, no doubt ſome ſuch train of reﬂeions as this would riſe in his mind. “Good God! what a ſpeacle of miſery do I behold—a man ﬅripped of his raiment—wounded—lying languiing before me upon the ground juﬅ ready to expire,—without the comfort of a friend to ſupport him in his laﬅ agonies, or the proſpe of a hand to cloſe his eyes when his pains are over. But perhaps my concern ould leen when I reﬂe on the relations in which we ﬅand to each other—that he is a Jew and I a Samaritan.—But are we not ﬅill both men? partakers of the ſame nature—and ſubje to the ſame evils?—let me change conditions with him for a moment and conder, had his lot befallen me as I journeyed in the way, what meaſure I ould have expeed at his hands.—Should I wi when he beheld me wounded and half-dead, that he ould ut up his bowels of compaon from me, and double the weight of my miſeries by pang by and leaving them unpitied?—But I am a ﬅranger to the man—be it ſo,—but I am no ﬅranger to his condition—misfortunes are of no particular tribe or nation, but belong to us all, and have a general claim upon us, without diﬅinion of climate, country or religion. Bedes, though I am a ﬅranger—’tis no fault of his that I do not know him, and therefore unequitable he ould ſuﬀer by it:—Had I known him, pobly I ould have had cauſe to love and pity him the more—for aught I know, he is ſome one of uncommon merit, whoſe life is rendered ﬅill more precious, as the lives and happineſs of others may be involved in it: perhaps at this inﬅant that he lies here forſaken, in all this miſery, a whole virtuous family is joyfully looking for his return, and aﬀeionately counting the hours of his delay. Oh! did they know what evil hath befallen him—how would they ﬂy to ſuccour him.—Let me then haﬅen to ſupply thoſe tender oﬃces of binding up his wounds, and carrying him to a place of ſafety—or if that aﬅance comes too late, I all comfort him at leaﬅ in his laﬅ hour—and, if I can do nothing elſe,—I all ſoften his misfortunes by dropping a tear of pity over them.”


  ’Tis almoﬅ neceary to imagine the good Samaritan was inﬂuenced by ſome ſuch thoughts as theſe, from the uncommon generoty of his behaviour, which is repreſented by our Saviour operating like the warm zeal of a brother, mixed with the aﬀeionate diſcretion and care of a parent, who was not ſatisﬁed with taking him under his proteion, and ſupplying his preſent wants, but in looking forwards for him, and taking care that his wants ould be ſupplied when he ould be gone, and no longer near to befriend him.


  I think there needs no ﬅronger argument to prove how univerſally and deeply the ſeeds of this virtue of compaon are planted in the heart of man, than in the pleaſure we take in ſuch repreſentations of it: and though ſome men have repreſented human nature in other colours, (though to what end I know not) that the matter of fa is ſo ﬅrong againﬅ them, that from the general propenty to pity the unfortunate, we expreſs that ſenſation by the word humanity, as if it was inſeparable from our nature. That it is not inſeparable, I have allowed in the former part of this diſcourſe, from ſome reproachful inﬅances of ſelﬁ tempers, which ſeem to take part in nothing beyond themſelves; yet I am perſwaded and aﬃrm ’tis ﬅill ſo great and noble a part of our nature, that a man muﬅ do great violence to himſelf, and ſuﬀer many a painful conﬂi, before he has brought himſelf to a diﬀerent diſpotion.


  ’Tis obſervable in the foregoing account, that when the prieﬅ came to the place where he was, he paed by on the other de—he might have paed by, you’ll ſay, without turning ade.—No, there is a ſecret ame which attends every a of inhumanity not to be conquered in the hardeﬅ natures, ſo that, as in other caſes, ſo eſpecially in this, many a man will do a cruel a, who at the ſame time would blu to look you in the face, and is forced to turn ade before he can have a heart to execute his purpoſe.


  Inconﬅent creature that man is! who at that inﬅant that he does what is wrong, is not able to withhold his teﬅimony to what is good and praiſe worthy.


  I have now done with the parable, which was the ﬁrﬅ part propoſed to be condered in this diſcourſe; and ould proceed to the ſecond, which ſo naturally falls from it, of exhorting you, as our Saviour did the lawyer upon it, to go and do ſo likewiſe: but I have been ſo copious in my reﬂeions upon the ﬅory itſelf, that I ﬁnd I have inſenbly incorporated into them almoﬅ all that I ould have ſaid here in recommending ſo amiable an example; by which means I have unawares anticipated the taſk I propoſed. I all therefore detain you no longer than with a ngle remark upon the ſubje in general, which is this, ’Tis obſervable in many places of ſcripture, that our bleed Saviour in deſcribing the day of judgment does it in ſuch a manner, as if the great enquiry then, was to relate principally to this one virtue of compaon—and as if our ﬁnal ſentence at that ſolemnity was to be pronounced exaly according to the degrees of it. I was a hungred and ye gave me meat—thirﬅy and ye gave me drink—naked and ye cloathed me—I was ck and ye vited me—in priſon and ye came unto me. Not that we are to imagine from thence, as if any other good or evil aion ould then be overlooked by the eye of the All-ſeeing Judge, but barely to intimate to us, that a charitable and benevolent diſpotion is ſo principal and ruling a part of a man’s charaer, as to be a conderable teﬅ by itſelf of the whole frame and temper of his mind, with which all other virtues and vices reſpeively riſe and fall, and will almoﬅ necearily be conneed.—Tell me therefore of a compaonate man, you repreſent to me a man of a thouſand other good qualities—on whom I can depend—whom I may ſafely truﬅ with my wife—my children, my fortune and reputation. ’Tis for this, as the apoﬅle argues from the ſame principle—that he will not commit adultery—that he will not kill—that he will not ﬅeal—that he will not bear falſe witneſs. That is, the ſorrows which are ﬅirred up in mens hearts by ſuch treſpaes are ſo tenderly felt by a compaonate man, that it is not in his power or his nature to commit them.


  So that well might he conclude, that charity, by which he means, the love to your neighbour, was the end of the commandment, and that whoſoever fulﬁlled it, had fulﬁlled the law.


  Now to God, &c. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON IV.


  SELF KNOWLEDGE.


  SERMON IV.


  
    2 Samuel xii. 7. 1ﬅ part.


    And Nathan ſaid unto David thou art the man.

  


  THERE is no hiﬅorical paage in ſcripture, which gives a more remarkable inﬅance of the deceitfulneſs of the heart of man to itſelf, and of how little we truly know of ourſelves, than this, wherein David is convied out of his own mouth, and is led by the prophet to condemn and pronounce a ſevere judgment upon another, for an a of injuﬅice, which he had paed over in himſelf, and pobly reconciled to his own conſcience. To know one’s ſelf, one would think could be no very diﬃcult leon;—for who, you’ll ſay, can well be truly ignorant of himſelf and the true diſpotion of his own heart. If a man thinks at all, he cannot be a ﬅranger to what paes there—he muﬅ be conſcious of his own thoughts and deres, he muﬅ remember his paﬅ purſuits, and the true ſprings and motives which in general have direed the aions of his life: he may hang out falſe colours and deceive the world, but how can a man deceive himſelf? That a man can—is evident, becauſe he daily does ſo.—Scripture tells us, and gives us many hiﬅorical proofs of it, bedes this to which the text refers—that the heart of man is treacherous to itſelf and deceitful above all things; and experience and every hour’s commerce with the world conﬁrms the truth of this ſeeming paradox, “That though man is the only creature endowed with reﬂeion, and conſequently qualiﬁed to know the moﬅ of himſelf—yet ſo it happens, that he generally knows the leaﬅ—and with all the power which God has given him of turning his eyes inwards upon himſelf, and taking notice of the chain of his own thoughts and deres—yet in fa, is generally ſo inattentive, but always ſo partial an obſerver of what paes, that he is as much, nay often, a much greater ﬅranger to his own diſpotion and true charaer than all the world bedes.”


  By what means he is brought under ſo manifeﬅ a deluon, and how he ſuﬀers himſelf to be ſo groy impoſed upon in a point which he is capable of knowing ſo much better than others, is not hard to give an account of, nor need we ſeek further for it, than amongﬅ the cauſes which are every day perverting his reaſon and mieading him. We are deceived in judging of ourſelves, juﬅ as we are in judging of other things, when our paons and inclinations are called in as counſellors, and we ſuﬀer ourſelves to ſee and reaſon juﬅ ſo far and no farther than they give us leave. How hard do we ﬁnd it to paſs an equitable and ſound judgment in a matter where our intereﬅ is deeply concerned?—and even where there is the remoteﬅ conderations of ſelf, conneed with the point before us, what a ﬅrange bias does it hang upon our minds, and how diﬃcult is it to diſengage our judgments entirely from it? with what reluance are we brought to think evil of a friend whom we have long loved and eﬅeemed, and though there happens to be ﬅrong appearances againﬅ him, how apt are we to overlook or put favourable conﬅruions upon them, and even ſometimes, when our zeal and friendip tranſport us, to agn the beﬅ and kindeﬅ motives for the worﬅ and moﬅ unjuﬅiﬁable parts of his condu.


  We are ﬅill worſe caſuiﬅs, and the deceit is proportionably ﬅronger with a man, when he is going to judge of himſelf—that deareﬅ of all parties,—ſo cloſely conneed with him—ſo much and ſo long beloved—of whom he has ſo early conceived the higheﬅ opinion and eﬅeem, and with whoſe merit he has all-along, no doubt, found ſo much reaſon to be contented. It is not an eaſy matter to be ſevere, where there is ſuch an impulſe to be kind, or to eﬀace at once all the tender impreons in favour of ſo old a friend, which diſable us from thinking of him, as he is, and ſeeing him in the light, may be, in which every one elſe ſees him.


  So that however eaſy this knowledge of one’s-ſelf may appear at ﬁrﬅ ght, it is otherwiſe when we come to examine; nce not only in praice but even in ſpeculation and theory, we ﬁnd it one of the hardeﬅ and moﬅ painful leons. Some of the earlieﬅ inﬅruors of mankind, no doubt, found it ſo too, and for that reaſon, ſoon ſaw the necety of laying ſuch a ﬅreſs upon this great precept of ſelf knowledge, which for its excellent wiſdom and uſefulneſs, many of them ſuppoſed to be a divine direion; that it came down from Heaven, and comprehended the whole circle both of knowledge and the duty of man. And indeed their zeal might ealy be allowed in ſo high an encomium upon the attainment of a virtue, the want of which ſo often baﬄed their inﬅruions, and rendered their endeavours of reforming the heart vain and uſeleſs. For who could think of a reformation of the faults within him, who knew not where they lay, or could ſet about correing, till he had ﬁrﬅ come to a ſenſe of the defes which required it.


  But this was a point always much eaer recommended by public inﬅruors than ewn how to be put in praice, and therefore others, who equally ſought the reformation of mankind, obſerving that this dire road which led to it was guarded on all des by ſelf-love, and conſequently very diﬃcult of open acceſs, ſoon found out that a diﬀerent and more artful courſe was requite; as they had not ﬅrength to remove this ﬂattering paon which ﬅood in their way and blocked up all the paages to the heart, they endeavoured by ﬅratagem to get beyond it, and by a ſkilful addreſs, if poble, to deceive it. This gave riſe to the early manner of conveying their inﬅruions in parables, fables, and ſuch ſort of indire applications, which, tho’ they could not conquer this principle of ſelf-love, yet often laid it aeep, or at leaﬅ over-reached it for a few moments, till a juﬅ judgment could be procured.


  The prophet Nathan ſeems to have been a great maﬅer in this way of addreſs. David had greatly diſpleaſed God by two grievous ns which he had committed, and the prophet’s commion was to go and bring him to a conviion of them, and touch his heart with a ſenſe of guilt for what he had done againﬅ the honour and life of Uriah.


  The holy man knew, that was it any one’s caſe but David’s own, no man would have been ſo quick-ghted in diſcerning the nature of the injury,—more ready to have redreed it, or who would have felt more compaon for the party who had ſuﬀered it, than he himſelf.


  Inﬅead therefore of declaring the real intention of his errand, by a dire accuſation and reproof for the crimes he had committed; he comes to him with a ﬁitious complaint of a cruel a of injuﬅice done by another, and accordingly he frames a caſe, not ſo parallel to David’s as he ſuppoſed would awaken his ſuſpicion, and prevent a patient and candid hearing, and yet not ſo void of reſemblance in the main circumﬅances, as to fail of ﬅriking him, when ewn in a proper light.


  And Nathan came and ſaid unto him, “There were two men in one city, the one rich and the other poor—the rich man had exceeding many ﬂocks and herds, but the poor man had nothing, ſave one little ewe lamb which he had bought and nouried up—and it grew up together with him and with his children—it did eat of his own meat, and drank of his own cup, and lay in his boſom, and was unto him as a daughter—and there came a traveller unto the rich man, and he ſpared to take of his own ﬂock and of his own herd to dreſs for the wayfaring man that was come unto him, but took the poor man’s lamb and dreed it for the man that was come unto him.”


  The caſe was drawn up with great judgment and beauty—the ſeveral minute circumﬅances which heightened the injury truly aﬀeing—and ſo ﬅrongly urged, that it would have been impoble for any man with a previous ſenſe of guilt upon his mind, to have defended himſelf from ſome degree of remorſe, which it muﬅ naturally have excited.


  The ﬅory, though it ſpoke only of the injuﬅice and oppreve a of another man—yet it pointed to what he had lately done himſelf, with all the circumﬅances of its aggravation—and withal, the whole was ſo tenderly addreed to the heart and paons, as to kindle at once the utmoﬅ horror and indignation. And ſo it did,—but not againﬅ the proper perſon. In his tranſport he forgot himſelf—his anger greatly kindled againﬅ the man—and he ſaid unto Nathan, “As the Lord liveth, the man that hath done this thing, all ſurely die, and he all reﬅore the lamb fourfold, becauſe he did this thing and becauſe he had no pity.”


  It can ſcarce be doubted here, but that David’s anger was real, and that he was what he appeared to be, greatly provoked and exaſperated againﬅ the oﬀender: and, indeed, his ſentence againﬅ him proves he was ſo above meaſure. For to puni the man with death, and oblige him to reﬅore fourfold bedes, was highly unequitable, and not only diſproportioned to the oﬀence, but far above the utmoﬅ rigour and ſeverity of the law, which allowed a much ſofter attonement, requiring in ſuch a caſe, no more than an ample reﬅitution and recompence in kind. The judgment however, ſeems to have been truly ncere and well meant, and beſpoke rather the honeﬅ raneſs of an unſuſpicious judge, than the cool determination of a conſcious and guilty man, who knew he was going to paſs ſentence upon himſelf.


  I take notice of this particular, becauſe it places this inﬅance of ſelf deceit, which is the ſubje of the diſcourſe, in the ﬅrongeﬅ light, and fully demonﬅrates the truth of a fa in this great man, which happens every day amongﬅ ourſelves, namely, that a man may be guilty of very bad and dioneﬅ aions, and yet reﬂe ſo little, or ſo partially, upon what he has done, as to keep his conſcience free, not only from guilt, but even the remoteﬅ ſuſpicions, that he is the man which in truth he is, and what the tenor and evidence of his life demonﬅrate. If we look into the world—David’s is no uncommon caſe—we ſee ſome one or other perpetually copying this bad original, tting in judgment upon himſelf—hearing his own cauſe, and not knowing what he is doing; haﬅy in pang ſentence, and even executing it too with wrath upon the perſon of another, when in the language of the phophet, one might ſay to him with juﬅice,


  
    “thou art the man.”

  


  Of the many revengeful, covetous, falſe and ill-natured perſons which we complain of in the world, though we all join in the cry againﬅ them, what man amongﬅ us ngles out himſelf as a criminal, or ever once takes it into his head that he adds to the number?—or where is there a man ſo bad, who would not think it the hardeﬅ and moﬅ unfair imputation to have any of thoſe particular vices laid to his charge?


  If he has the ſymptoms never ſo ﬅrong upon him, which he would pronounce infallible in another, they are indications of no ſuch malady in himſelf.—He ſees what no one elſe ſees, ſome ſecret and ﬂattering circumﬅances in his favour, which no doubt make a wide diﬀerence betwixt his caſe and the parties which he condemns.


  What other man ſpeaks ſo often and vehemently againﬅ the vice of pride, ſets the weakneſs of it in a more odious light, or is more hurt with it in another, than the proud man himſelf? It is the ſame with the paonate, the degning, the ambitious, and ſome other common charaers in life; and being a conſequence of the nature of ſuch vices, and almoﬅ inſeparable from them, the eﬀes of it are generally ſo groſs and abſurd, that where pity does not forbid, ’tis pleaſant to obſerve and trace the cheat through the ſeveral turns and windings of the heart, and dete it through all the apes and appearances which it puts on.


  Next to theſe inﬅances of ſelf deceit and utter ignorance of our true diſpotion and charaer, which appears in not ſeeing that in ourſelves which ocks us in another man, there is another ſpecies ﬅill more dangerous and deluve, and which the more guarded perpetually fall into from the judgments they make of diﬀerent vices, according to their age and complexion, and the various ebbs and ﬂows of their paons and deres.


  To conceive this, let any man look into his own heart, and obſerve in how diﬀerent a degree of deteﬅation, numbers of aions ﬅand there, though equally bad and vicious in themſelves: he will ſoon ﬁnd that ſuch of them, as ﬅrong inclination or cuﬅom has prompted him to commit, are generally dreed out, and painted with all the falſe beauties which a ſoft and ﬂattering hand can give them; and that the others, to which he feels no propenty, appear at once naked and deformed, ſurrounded with all the true circumﬅances of their folly and dionour.


  When David ſurprized Saul eeping in the cave, and cut oﬀ the ſkirt of his robe, we read, his heart ſmote him for what he had done—ﬅrange! it ſmote him not in the matter of Uriah, where it had ſo much ﬅronger reaſon to take the alarm.—A whole year had almoﬅ paed from the ﬁrﬅ commion of that injuﬅice, to the time the prophet was ſent to reprove him—and we read not once of any remorſe or compunion of heart for what he had done: and it is not to be doubted, had the ſame prophet met him when he was returning up out of the cave—and told him, that ſcrupulous and conſcientious as he then ſeemed and thought himſelf to be, that he was deceiving himſelf, and was capable of committing the fouleﬅ and moﬅ dionourable aions;—that he ould one day murder a faithful and a valiant ſervant, whom he ought in juﬅice to have loved and honoured,—that he ould without pity ﬁrﬅ wound him in the tendereﬅ part, by taking away his deareﬅ poeon,—and then unmercifully and treacherouy rob him of his life.—Had Nathan in a prophetic ſpirit foretold to David, that he was capable of this, and that he ould one day aually do it, and from no other motive but the momentary gratiﬁcation of a baſe and unworthy paon, he would have received the prediion with horror, and ſaid pobly with Hazael upon juﬅ ſuch another occaon, and with the ſame ignorance of himſelf—What? is thy ſervant a dog that he ould do this great thing. And yet in all likelihood, at that very time there wanted nothing but the ſame degree of temptation, and the ſame opportunity, to induce him to the n which afterwards overcame him.


  Thus the caſe ﬅands with us ﬅill. When the paons are warmed, and the n which preſents itſelf exaly tallies to the dere, obſerve how impetuouy a man will ru into it, and a againﬅ all principles of honour, juﬅice and mercy.—Talk to him the moment after upon the nature of another vice to which he is not addied, and from which perhaps his age, his temper, or rank in life ſecure him—take notice, how well he reaſons—with what equity he determines—what an honeﬅ indignation and arpneſs he exprees againﬅ it, and how inſenbly his anger kindles againﬅ the man who hath done this thing.


  Thus are we nice in grains and ſcruples—but knaves in matters of a pound weight—every day ﬅraining at gnats, yet ſwallowing camels—miſerably cheating ourſelves, and torturing our reaſon to bring us in ſuch a report of the n as ſuits the preſent appetite and inclination.


  Moﬅ of us are aware of and pretend to deteﬅ the barefaced inﬅances of that hypocriſy by which men deceive others, but few of us are upon our guard or ſee that more fatal hypocriſy by which we deceive and over-reach our own hearts. It is a ﬂattering and dangerous diﬅemper, which has undone thouſands—we bring the ſeeds of it along with us into the world—they inſenbly grow up with us from our childhood—they lye long concealed and undiﬅurbed, and have generally got ſuch deep root in our natures by the time we are come to years of underﬅanding and reﬂeion, that it requires all we have got to defend ourſelves from their eﬀes.


  To make the caſe ﬅill worſe on our des, ’tis with this as with every grievous diﬅemper of the body—the remedies are dangerous and doubtful, in proportion to our miﬅakes and ignorance of the cauſe: for in the inﬅances of ſelf-deceit, though the head is ck, and the whole heart faint, the patient ſeldom knows what he ails:—of all the things we know and learn, this neceary knowledge comes to us the laﬅ.


  Upon what principles it happens thus, I have endeavoured to lay open in the ﬁrﬅ part of this diſcourſe; which I conclude with a ſerious exhortation to ﬅruggle againﬅ them; which we can only hope to do, by converng more and oftener with ourſelves, than the buneſs and diverons of the world generally give us leave.


  We have a chain of thoughts, deres, engagements and idlenees, which perpetually return upon us in their proper time and order,—let us, I beſeech you, agn and ſet apart ſome ſmall portion of the day for this purpoſe—of retiring into ourſelves, and ſearching into the dark corners and recees of the heart, and taking notice of what is pang there. If a man can bring himſelf to do this taſk with a curious and impartial eye, he will quickly ﬁnd the fruits of it will more than recompenſe his time and labour. He will ſee ſeveral irregularities and unſuſpeed paons within him which he never was aware of,—he will diſcover in his progreſs many ſecret turns and windings in his heart to which he was a ﬅranger, which now gradually open and diſcloſe themſelves to him upon a nearer view; in theſe labyrinths he will trace out ſuch hidden ſprings and motives for many of his moﬅ applauded aions, as will make him rather ſorry, and aamed of himſelf, than proud.


  In a word, he will underﬅand his errors, and then ſee the necety, with David, of imploring God to cleanſe him from his ſecret faults—and with ſome hope and conﬁdence to ſay, with this great man after his conviion—“Try me, O God! and ſeek the ground of my heart,—prove me and examine my thoughts,—look well if there be any way of wickedneſs in me, and lead me in the way everlaﬅing.”


  Now to God the Father, &c. &c.


  ☜


  SERMON V.


  A Charity Sermon.


  ADVERTISEMENT.


  THIS Sermon, with the following Dedication to the Lord Biop of Carlie, then Dean of York, was printed ſome Years ago, but was read by very few; it is therefore reprinted in this colleion.


  to the

  

  Very Reverend


  Richard Oſbaldeﬅon, D.D.

  Dean of York.


  SIR,


  IHave taken the liberty to inſcribe this diſcourſe to you, in teﬅimony of the great reſpe which I owe to your charaer in general; and from a ſenſe of what is due to it in particular from every member of the Church of York.


  I wi I had as good a reaſon for doing that, which has given me the opportunity of making ſo publick and juﬅ an acknowledgment; being afraid there can be little left to be ſaid upon the ſubje of Charity, which has not been often thought, and much better expreed by many who have gone before: and indeed, it ſeems ſo beaten and common a path, that it is not an eaſy matter for a new comer to diﬅingui himſelf in it, by any thing except the novelty of his Vehicle.


  I beg, however, Sir, your kind acceptance of it, and of the motives which have induced me to addreſs it to you; one of which, I cannot conceal in juﬅice to myſelf, becauſe it has proceeded from the ſenſe of many favours and civilities which I have received from you. I am,


  
    Reverend Sir,


    Your moﬅ obliged,


    and faithful


    Humble Servant,

  


  Laurence Sterne.


  SERMON V.


  
    1 Kings xvii. 16.


    And the barrel of meal waﬅed not, neither did the cruſe of oil fail, according to the word of the Lord which he ſpake by the prophet Elijah.

  


  THE words of the text are the record of a miracle wrought in behalf of the widow of Zerephath, who had charitably taken Elijah under her roof, and adminiﬅered unto him in a time of great ſcarcity and diﬅreſs. There is ſomething very intereﬅing and aﬀeionate in the manner this ﬅory is related in holy writ; and as it concludes with a ſecond ﬅill more remarkable proof of God’s favour to the ſame perſon, in the reﬅoration of her dead ſon to life, one cannot but conder both miracles as rewards of that a of piety, wrought by inﬁnite power, and left upon record in ſcripture, not merely as teﬅimonies of the prophet’s divine mion, but likewiſe as two encouraging inﬅances of God Almighty’s bleng upon works of charity and benevolence.


  In this view I have made choice of this piece of ſacred ﬅory, which I all beg leave to make uſe of as the groundwork for an exhortation to charity in general: and that it may better anſwer the particular purpoſe of this ſolemnity, I will endeavour to enlarge upon it with ſuch reﬂeions, as, I truﬅ in God, will excite ſome ſentiments of compaon which may be proﬁtable to ſo pious a degn.


  Elijah had ﬂed from two dreadful evils, the approach of a famine, and the perſecution of Ahab an enraged enemy: and in obedience to the command of God had hid himſelf by the brook Cherith, that is before Jordan. In this ſafe and peaceful ſolitude, bleed with daily marks of God’s providence, the holy man dwelt free both from the cares and glories of the world: by miraculous impulſe the ravens brought him bread and ﬂe in the morning, and bread and ﬂe in the evening, and he drank of the brook; till by continuance of drought, (the windows of heaven being ut up in thoſe days for three years and x months, which was the natural cauſe likewiſe of the famine,) it came to paſs after a while that the brook, the great fountain of his ſupport, dried up; and he is again direed by the word of the Lord where to betake himſelf for elter. He is commanded to ariſe and go to Zerephath, which belongeth to Zidon, with an aurance that he had diſpoſed the heart of a widow-woman there to ſuﬅain him.


  The prophet follows the call of his God:—the ſame hand which brought him to the gate of the city, had led alſo the poor widow out of her doors, oppreed with ſorrow. She had come forth upon a melancholy errand, to make preperation to eat her laﬅ meal, and are it with her child.


  No doubt, e had long fenced againﬅ this tragical, event with all the thrifty management which ſelf-preſervation and parental love could inſpire; full, no doubt, of cares and many tender apprehenons leﬅ her ender ﬅock ould fail them before the return of plenty.


  But as e was a widow, having loﬅ the only faithful friend who would beﬅ have aﬅed her in this virtuous ﬅruggle, the preng necety of the times at length overcame her; and e was juﬅ falling down an eaſy prey to it, when Elijah came to the place where e was. And he called unto her her, and ſaid, fetch me, I pray thee, a little water in a veel that I may drink. And as e was going to fetch it, he called unto her and ſaid, bring me, I pray thee, a morſel of bread in thine hand. And e ſaid, as the Lord thy God liveth, I have not a cake, but a handful of meal in a barrel, and a little oil in a cruſe, and behold I am gathering two ﬅicks, that I may go in and dreſs it for me and my ſon, that we may eat it and die. And Elijah ſaid unto her, fear not, but go, and do as thou haﬅ ſaid; but make me thereof a little cake ﬁrﬅ, and bring it unto me, and after make for thee and for thy ſon. For thus ſays the Lord God of Iſrael, the barrel of meal all not waﬅe, neither all the cruſe of oil fail, until the day that the Lord ſendeth rain upon the earth.


  True charity is always unwilling to ﬁnd excuſes—elſe here was a fair opportunity of pleading many: e might have inﬅed over again upon her tuation, which necearily tied up her hands;—e might have urged the unreaſonableneſs of the requeﬅ;—that e was reduced to the loweﬅ extremity already;—and that it was contrary to juﬅice and the ﬁrﬅ law of nature, to rob herſelf and child of their laﬅ morſel, and give it to a ﬅranger.


  But, in generous ſpirits, compaon is ſometimes more than a ballance for ſelf-preſervation. For, as God certainly interwove that friendly ſoftneſs in our nature to be a check upon too great a propenty towards ſelf-love—ſo it ſeemed to operate here.—For it is obſervable, that though the prophet backed his requeﬅ with the promiſe or an immediate recompence in multiplying her ﬅock; yet it is not evident, e was inﬂuenced at all by that temptation. For if e had, doubtleſs it muﬅ have wrought ſuch a mixture of ſelf-intereﬅ into the motive of her compliance, as muﬅ greatly have allayed the merit of the aion. But this I ſay, does not appear, but rather the contrary, from the reﬂeion e makes upon the whole in the laﬅ verſe of the chapter. Now by this I know that thou art a man of God, and that the word of the Lord in thy mouth is truth.


  Bedes as e was an inhabitant of Zerephath, (or, as it is called by St. Luke, Sarepta, ſubje to Sidon the metropolis of Phoenicia, without the bounds of God’s people,) e had been brought up in groſs darkneſs and idolatry, in utter ignorance of the Lord God of Iſrael: or, if e had heard of his name, which is all that ſeems probable, e had been taught to diſbelieve the mighty wonders of his hand, and was ﬅill leſs likely to believe his prophet.


  Moreover e might argue, if this man by ſome ſecret myﬅery of his own, or through the power of his God, is able to procure ſo preternatural a ſupply for me, whence comes it to paſs, that he now ﬅands in want himſelf, oppreed both with hunger and thirﬅ?


  It appears therefore, that e muﬅ have been wrought upon by an unmixed principle of humanity.—She look’d upon him as a fellow-partner almoﬅ in the ſame aﬄiion with herſelf.—She condered he had come a weary pilgrimage, in a ſultry climate, through an exhauﬅed country; where neither bread or water were to be had, but by as of liberality.—That he had come an unknown traveller, and as a hard heart never wants a pretence, that this circumﬅance, which ould rather have befriended, might have helped to oppreſs him.—She condered, for charity is ever fruitful in kind reaſons, that he was now far from his own country, and had ﬅrayed out of the reach of the tender oﬃces of ſome one who aﬀeionately mourned his abſence—her heart was touched with pity.—She turned in lence and went and did according as he had ſaid. And behold, both e and he and her houſe did eat many days; or, as in the margin, one whole year. And the barrel of meal waﬅed not, neither did the cruſe of oil fail, until the day that God ſent rain upon the earth.


  Though it may not ſeem neceary to raiſe conjeures here upon this event, yet it is natural to ſuppoſe, the danger of the famine being thus unexpeedly got over, that the mother began to look hopefully forwards upon the reﬅ of her days. There were many widows in Iſrael at that time, when the heavens were ut up for three years and x months, yet, as St. Luke obſerves, to none of them was the prophet ſent, ſave to this widow of Sarepta: in all likelihood, e would not be the laﬅ in making the ſame obſervation, and drawing from it ſome ﬂattering concluon in favour of her ſon.—Many a parent would build high, upon a worſe foundation.—“Since the God of Iſrael has thus ſent his own meenger to us in our diﬅreſs, to paſs by ſo many houſes of his own people, and ﬅop at mine, to ſave it in ſo miraculous a manner from deﬅruion; doubtleſs, this is but an earneﬅ of his future kind intentions to us: at leaﬅ, his goodneſs has decreed to comfort my old age by the long life and health of my ſon:—but perhaps, he has ſomething greater ﬅill in ﬅore for him, and I all live to ſee the ſame hand hereafter crown his head with glory and honour?” We may naturally ſuppoſe her innocently carried away with ſuch thoughts, when e is called back by an unexpeed diﬅemper which ſurpriſes her ſon, and in one moment brings down all her hopes—for his ckneſs was ſo ſore that there was no breath left in him.—


  The expoﬅulations of immoderate grief are ſeldom juﬅ—For, though Elijah had already preſerved her ſon, as well as herſelf from immediate death, and was the laﬅ cauſe to be ſuſpeed of ſo ſad an accident; yet the paonate mother in the ﬁrﬅ tranſport challenges him as the author of her misfortune;—as if he had brought down ſorrow upon a houſe, which had ſo hoſpitably eltered him. The prophet was too full of compaon, to make reply to ſo unkind an accuſation. He takes the dead child out of his mother’s boſom, and laid him upon his own bed; and he cried unto the Lord and ſaid, O Lord my God! haﬅ thou brought evil upon the widow with whom I ſojourn, by aying her ſon? “Is this the reward of all her charity and goodneſs? thou haﬅ before this robbed her of the dear partner of all her joys and all her cares; and now that e is a widow, and has moﬅ reaſon to expe thy proteion; behold thou haﬅ withdrawn her laﬅ prop: thou haﬅ taken away her child, the only ﬅay e had to reﬅ on.”—And Elijah cried unto God, and ſaid, O Lord my God, I pray thee, let this child’s ſoul come into him again.


  The prayer was urgent, and beſpoke the diﬅreſs of a humane mind deeply ſuﬀering in the misfortunes of another;—moreover his heart was rent with other paons.—He was zealous for the name and honour of his God, and thought not only his omnipotence, but his glorious attribute of mercy concern’d in the event: for, oh! with what triumph would the prophets of Baal retort his own bitter taunt, and ſay, his God was either talking, or he was purſuing, or was in a journey; or peradventure he ept and ould have been awaked.—He was moreover involved in the ſucceſs of his prayer himſelf;—honeﬅ minds are moﬅ hurt by ſcandal.—And he was afraid, leﬅ ſo foul a one, ſo unworthy of his charaer, might ariſe amongﬅ the heathen, who would report with pleaſure, “Lo! the widow of Zerephath took the meenger of the God of Iſrael under her roof, and kindly entertained him, and ſee how e is rewarded; ſurely the prophet was ungrateful, he wanted power, or what is worſe, he wanted pity!”


  Bedes all this, he pleaded not only the cauſe of the widow; it was the cauſe of charity itſelf, which had received a deep wound already, and would ſuﬀer ﬅill more ould God deny it this teﬅimony of his favour. So the Lord hearkned unto the voice of Elijah, and the ſoul of the child came into him again, and he revived. And Elijah took the child and brought him down out of the chamber into the houſe, and delivered him unto his mother; and Elijah ſaid, ſee thy ſon liveth.


  It would be a pleaſure to a good mind to ﬅop here a moment, and ﬁgure to itſelf the piure of ſo joyful an event.—To behold on one hand the raptures of the parent, overcome with ſurprize and gratitude, and imagine how a ſudden ﬅroke of ſuch impetuous joy muﬅ operate on a deſpairing countenance, long accuﬅomed to ſadneſs,—To conceive on the other de of the piece, the holy man approaching with the child in his arms—full of honeﬅ triumph in his looks, but ſweetened with all the kind ſympathy which a gentle nature could overﬂow with upon ſo happy an event. It is a ſubje one might recommend to the pencil of a great genius, and would even aﬀord matter for deſcription here; but that it would lead us too far from the particular purpoſe, for which I have enlarged upon thus much of the ﬅory already; the chief degn of which is to illuﬅrate by a fa, what is evident both in reaſon and ſcripture, that a charitable and good aion is ſeldom caﬅ away, but that even in this life it is more than probable, that what is ſo ſcattered all be gathered again with increaſe. Caﬅ thy bread upon the waters, and thou alt ﬁnd it after many days. Be as a father unto the fatherleſs and inﬅead of a huſband unto their mother, ſo alt thou be as the ſon of the Moﬅ High, and he will love thee more than thy mother doth. Be mindful of good turns, for thou knoweﬅ not what evil all come upon the earth; and when thou falleﬅ thou alt ﬁnd a ﬅay. It all preſerve thee from all aﬄiion, and ﬁght for thee againﬅ thy enemies better than a mighty ield and a ﬅrong ſpear.


  The great inﬅability of temporal aﬀairs, and conﬅant ﬂuuation of every thing in this world, aﬀord perpetual occaons of taking refuge in ſuch a ſecurity.


  What by ſucceve misfortunes; by failings and croſs accidents in trade; by miſcarriage of projes:—what by unſuitable expences of parents, extravagance of children, and the many other ſecret ways whereby riches make themſelves wings and ﬂy away; ſo many ſurpring revolutions do every day happen in families, that it may not ſeem ﬅrange to ſay, that the poﬅerity of ſome of the moﬅ liberal contributors here, in the changes which one century may produce, may pobly ﬁnd elter under this very plant which they now ſo kindly water. Nay, ſo quickly ſometimes has the wheel turned round, that many a man has lived to enjoy the beneﬁt of that charity which his own piety projeed.


  But bedes this, and excluve of the right which God’s promiſe gives it to proteion hereafter, charity and benevolence, in the ordinary chain of eﬀes, have a natural and more immediate tendency in themſelves to reſcue a man from the accidents of the world, by ſoftening the hearts, and winning every man’s wies to its intereﬅ. When a compaonate man falls, who would not pity him? who, that had power to do it, would not befriend and raiſe him up? or could the moﬅ barbarous temper oﬀer an inſult to his diﬅreſs without pain and reluance? ſo that it is almoﬅ a wonder that covetouſneſs, even in ſpite of itſelf, does not ſometimes argue a man into charity, by its own principle of looking forwards, and the ﬁrm expeation it would delight in of receiving its own again with uſury.—So evident is it in the courſe of God’s providence and the natural ﬅream of things, that a good oﬃce one time or other generally meets with a reward.—Generally, did I ſay—how can it ever fail?—when bedes all this, ſo large a are of the recompence is ſo inſeparable even from the aion itſelf. Aſk the man who has a tear of tenderneſs always ready to ed over the unfortunate; who, withal, is ready to diﬅribute and willing to communicate: aſk him if the beﬅ things, which wits have ſaid of pleaſure, have expreed what he has felt, when by a ſeaſonable kindneſs, he has made the heart of the widow ng for joy. Mark then the expreons of unutterable pleaſure and harmony in his looks; and ſay, whether Solomon has not ﬁxed the point of true enjoyment in the right place, when he declares, “that he knew no good there was in any of the riches or honours of this world, but for a man to do good with them in his life.” Nor was it without reaſon he made this judgment.—Doubtleſs he had found and ſeen the inſuﬃciency of all ſenſual pleaſures; how unable to furni either a rational or a laﬅing ſcheme of happineſs: how ſoon the beﬅ of them vanied; the leſs exceptionable in vanity, but the guilty both in vanity and vexation of ſpirit. But that this was of ſo pure and reﬁned a nature it burned without conſuming: it was ﬁguratively the widow’s barrel of meal which waﬅed not, and cruſe of oil which never failed.


  It is not an eaſy matter to add weight to the teﬅimony of the wiſeﬅ man, upon the pleaſure of doing good; or elſe the evidence of the philoſopher Epicurus is very remarkable, whoſe word in this matter is the more to be truﬅed, becauſe a profeed ſenſualiﬅ; who amidﬅ all the the delicacies and improvements of pleaſure which a luxuriant fancy might ﬅrike out, ﬅill maintained, that the beﬅ way of enlarging human happineſs was, by a communication of it to others.


  And if it was neceary here, or there was time to reﬁne upon this dorine, one might further maintain, excluve of the happineſs which the mind itſelf feels in the exerciſe of this virtue, that the very body of man is never in a better ﬅate than when he is moﬅ inclined to do good oﬃces:—that as nothing more contributes to health than a benevolence of temper, ſo nothing generally was a ﬅronger indication of it.


  And what ſeems to conﬁrm this opinion, is an obſervation, the truth of which muﬅ be ſubmitted to every one’s reﬂeion—namely—that a dinclination and backwardneſs to do good, is often attended, if not produced, by an indiſpotion of the animal as well as rational part of us:—So naturally do the ſoul and body, as in other caſes ſo in this, mutually befriend, or prey upon each other. And indeed, ſetting ade all abﬅruſer reaſoning upon the point, I cannot conceive, but that the very mechanical motions which maintain life, muﬅ be performed with more equal vigour and freedom in that man whom a great and good ſoul perpetually inclines to ew mercy to the miſerable, than they can be in a poor, ſordid, ſelﬁ wretch, whoſe little, contraed heart, melts at no man’s aﬄiion; but ts brooding ſo intently over its own plots and concerns, as to ſee and feel nothing; and in truth, enjoy nothing beyond himſelf: and of whom one may ſay what that great maﬅer of nature has, ſpeaking of a natural ſenſe of harmony, which I think, with more juﬅice may be ſaid of compaon, that the man who had it not,—


  
    “—Was ﬁt for treaſons, ﬅratagems and ſpoils:


    “The Motions of his ſpirits are dull as night;


    “And his aﬀeions dark as Erebus:


    “—Let no ſuch man be truﬅed.—

  


  What divines ſay of the mind, naturaliﬅs have obſerved of the body; that there is no paon ſo natural to it as love, which is the principle of doing good;—and though inﬅances like this juﬅ mentioned ſeem far from being proofs of it, yet it is not to be doubted, but that every hard-hearted man has felt much inward oppotion before he could prevail upon himſelf to do aught to ﬁx and deſerve the charaer: and that what we ſay of long habits of vice, that they are hard to be ſubdued, may with equal truth be ſaid concerning the natural impreons of benevolence, that a man muﬅ do much violence to himſelf, and ſuﬀer many a painful ﬅruggle, before he can tear away ſo great and noble a part of his nature.—Of this antiquity has preſerved a beautiful inﬅance in an anecdote of Alexander, the tyrant of Pheres, who though he had ſo induﬅriouy hardned his heart, as to ſeem to take delight in cruelty, inſomuch as to murder many of his ſubjes every day, without cauſe and without pity; yet, at the bare repreſentation of a tragedy which related the misfortunes of Hecuba and Andromache, he was ſo touched with the ﬁitious diﬅreſs which the poet had wrought up in it, that he burﬅ out into a ﬂood of tears. The explication of which inconﬅency is eaſy, and caﬅs as great a luﬅre upon human nature, as the man himſelf was a diſgrace to it. The caſe ſeems to have been this: in real life he had been blinded with paons, and thoughtleſy hurried on by intereﬅ or reſentment:—but here, there was no room for motives of that kind; ſo that his attention being ﬁrﬅ caught hold of, and all his vices laid aeep;—then Nature awoke in triumph, and ewed how deeply e had ſown the ſeeds of compaon in every man’s breaﬅ; when tyrants, with vices the moﬅ at enmity with it, were not able entirely to root it out.


  But this is painting an amiable virtue, and ſetting her oﬀ, with ades which wickedneſs lends us, when one might ſafely truﬅ to the force of her own natural charms, and aſk, whether any thing under Heaven in its own nature, is more lovely and engaging?—To illuﬅrate this the more, let us turn our thoughts within ourſelves; and for a moment, let any number of us here imagine ourſelves at this inﬅant engaged in drawing the moﬅ perfe and amiable charaer, ſuch, as according to our conceptions of the deity, we ould think moﬅ acceptable to him, and moﬅ likely to be univerſally admired by all mankind.—I appeal to your own thoughts, whether the ﬁrﬅ idea which oﬀered itſelf to moﬅ of our imaginations, would not be that of a compaonate benefaor, ﬅretching forth his hands to raiſe up the helpleſs orphan? whatever other virtues we ould give our hero, we ould all agree in making him a generous friend, who thought the opportunities of doing good to be the only charm of his proſperity: we ould paint him like the pſalmiﬅ’s river of God overﬂowing the thirﬅy parts of the earth, that he might enrich them, carrying plenty and gladneſs along with him. If this was not ſuﬃcient, and we were ﬅill derous of adding a farther degree of perfeion to ſo great a charaer; we ould endeavour to think of ſome one, if human nature could furni ſuch a pattern, who, if occaon required, was willing to undergo all kinds of aﬄiion, to ſacriﬁce himſelf, to forget his deareﬅ intereﬅs, and even lay down his life for the good of mankind.—And here,—O merciful Saviour! how would the bright original of thy unbounded goodneſs break in upon our hearts? Thou who becameﬅ poor, that we might be rich—though Lord of all this world, yet hadﬅ not where to lay thy head.—And though equal in power and glory to the great God of Nature, yet madeﬅ thyſelf of no reputation, tookeﬅ upon thee the form of a ſervant,—ſubmitting thyſelf, without opening thy mouth, to all the indignities which a thankleſs and undiſcerning people could oﬀer; and at length, to accompli our ſalvation, becameﬅ obedient unto death, ſuﬀering thyſelf, as on this day *, to be led like a lamb to the aughter!


  The conderation of this ﬅupendous inﬅance of compaon, in the Son of God, is the moﬅ unanſwerable appeal that can be made to the heart of man, for the reaſonableneſs of it in himſelf.—It is the great argument which the apoﬅles uſe in almoﬅ all their exhortations to good works.—Beloved, if Chriﬅ ſo loved us—the inference is unvoidable; and gives ﬅrength and beauty to every thing elſe which can be urged upon the ſubje. And therefore I have reſerved it for my laﬅ and warmeﬅ appeal, with which I would gladly ﬁni this diſcourſe; that at leaﬅ for their ſakes for whom it is preached, we might be left to the full impreon of ſo exalted and ſo ſeaſonable a motive.—That by reﬂeing upon the inﬁnite labour of this day’s love, in the inﬅance of Christ’s death, we may conder what an immenſe debt we owe each other: and by calling to mind the amiable pattern of his life, in doing good, we might learn in what manner we may beﬅ diſcharge it.


  And indeed, of all the methods in which a good mind would be willing to do it, I believe there can be none more beneﬁcial, or comprehenve in its eﬀes, than that for which we are here met together.—The proper education of poor children being the ground-work of almoﬅ every other kind of charity, as that which makes every other ſubſequent a of it anſwer the pious expeation of the giver.


  Without this foundation ﬁrﬅ laid, how much kindneſs in the progreſs of a benevolent man’s life is unavoidably caﬅ away? and ſometimes where it is as ſenſeleſs as the expong a tender plant to all the inclemencies of a cruel ſeaſon, and then going with ſorrow to take it in, when the root is already dead. I ſaid, therefore, this was the foundation of almoﬅ every kind of charity,—and might not one have added, of all policy too? nce the many ill conſequences which attend the want of it, though grievouy felt by the parties themſelves, are no leſs ſo by the community of which they are members; and moreover, of all miſchiefs ſeem the hardeﬅ to be redreed.—Inſomuch, that when one conders the dioyal ſeduions of popery on one hand, and on the other, that no bad man, whatever he profees, can be a good ſubje, one may venture to ſay, it had been cheaper and better for the nation to have bore the expence of inﬅilling ſound principles and good morals, into the negleed children of the lower ſort, eſpecially in ſome parts of Great-Britain, than to be obliged, ſo often as we have been within this laﬅ century, to riſe up and arm ourſelves againﬅ the rebellious eﬀes which the want of them have brought down even to our doors. And in fa, if we are to truﬅ antiquity, the truth of which in this caſe we have no reaſon to diſpute, this matter has been looked upon of ſuch vaﬅ importance to the civil happineſs and peace of a people, that ſome commonwealths, the moﬅ eminent for political wiſdom, have choſe to make a publick concern of it; thinking it much ſafer to be entruﬅed to the prudence of the magiﬅrate, than to the miﬅaken tenderneſs or natural partiality of the parent.


  It was conﬅent with this, and beſpoke a very reﬁned ſenſe of policy in the Lacedaemonians, (though by the way, I believe, diﬀerent from what more modern politics would have direed in like circumﬅances) when Antipater demanded of them ﬁfty children, as hoﬅages for the ſecurity of a diﬅant engagement, they made this brave and wiſe anſwer, “They would not,—they could not conſent:—they would rather give him double the number of their beﬅ up-grown men”—Intimating, that however they were diﬅreed, they would chuſe any inconvenience rather than ſuﬀer the loſs of their country’s education; and the opportunity (which if once loﬅ can never be regained) of giving their youth an early tinure of religion, and bringing them up to a love of induﬅry and a love of the laws and conﬅitution of their country.—If this ews the great importance of a proper education to children of all ranks and conditions, what all we ſay then of thoſe whom the providence of God has placed in the very loweﬅ lot of life, utterly caﬅ out of the way of knowledge, without a parent—ſometimes may be without a friend to guide and inﬅru them; but what common pity and the necety of their ſad tuation engages:—where the dangers which ſurround them on every de are ſo great and many, that for one fortunate paenger in life, who makes his way well in the world with ſuch early diſadvantages and ſo diſmal a ſetting out, we may reckon thouſands who every day ſuﬀer ipwreck, and are loﬅ for ever.


  If there is a caſe under Heaven which calls out aloud for the more immediate exerciſe of compaon, and which may be looked upon as the compendium of all charity, ſurely it is this: and I’m perſuaded there would want nothing more to convince the greateﬅ enemy to theſe kinds of charities that it is ſo, but a bare opportunity of taking a nearer view of ſome of the more diﬅreſsful objes of it.


  Let him go into the dwellings of the unfortunate, into ſome mournful cottage, where poverty and aﬄiion reign together. There let him behold the diſconſolate widow—tting—ﬅeeped in tears;—thus ſorrowing over the infant, e knows not how to ſuccour—“O my child, thou art now left expoſed to a wide and a vicious world, too full of ſnares and temptations for thy tender and unpraiſed age. Perhaps a parent’s love may magnify thoſe dangers.—But when I conder thou art driven out naked into the midﬅ of them, without friends, without fortune, without inﬅruion, my heart bleeds beforehand for the evils which may come upon thee. God, in whom we truﬅed, is witneſs, ſo low had his providence placed us, that we never indulged one wi to have made thee rich,—virtuous we would have made thee;—for thy father, my huſband, was a good man and feared the Lord,—and though all the fruits of his care and induﬅry were little enough for our ſupport, yet he honeﬅly had determined to have ſpared ſome portion of it, ſcanty as it was, to have placed thee ſafely in the way of knowledge and inﬅruion—But alas! he is gone from us, never to return more, and with him are ﬂed the means of doing it:—For, Behold the creditor is come upon us, to take all that we have.”—Grief is eloquent, and will not ealy be imitated.—But let the man, who is the leaﬅ friend to diﬅrees of this nature, conceive ſome diſconſolate widow uttering her complaint even in this manner, and then let him conder, if there is any ſorrowlike this ſorrow, wherewith the Lord has aﬄied her? or, whether there can be any charity like that, of taking the child out of the mother’s boſom, and reſcuing her from theſe apprehenons. Should a heathen, a ﬅranger to our holy religion and the love it teaches, ould he, as he journeyed, come to the place where e lay, when he ſaw, would he not have compaon on her? God forbid, a chriﬅian ould this day want it; or at any time look upon ſuch a diﬅreſs, and paſs by on the other de.


  Rather, let him do, as his Saviour taught him, bind up the wounds, and pour comfort into the heart of one, whom the hand of God has ſo bruiſed. Let him praiſe what it is, with Elijah’s tranſport, to ſay to the aﬄied widow—See, thy ſon liveth!—liveth by my charity, and the bounty of this hour, to all the purpoſes which make life derable,—to be made a good man, and a proﬁtable ſubje: on one hand to be trained up to ſuch a ſenſe of his duty, as may ſecure him an intereﬅ in the world to come; and with regard to this world, to be ſo brought up in it, to a love of honeﬅ labour and induﬅry, as all his life long to earn and eat his bread with joy and thankfulneſs.


  “Much peace and happineſs reﬅ upon the head and heart of every one who thus brings children to Christ—May the bleng of him that was ready to peri come ſeaſonably upon him.—The Lord comfort him, when he moﬅ wants it, when he lays ck upon his bed; make thou, O God! all his bed in his ckneſs; and for what he now ſcatters, give him, then, that peace of thine which paeth all underﬅanding, and which nothing in this world can either give or take away.” Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON VI.


  Pharisee and Publican

  In the Temple.


  SERMON VI.


  
    Luke xviii. 14. 1ﬅ Part.


    I tell you, this man went down to his houſe, juﬅiﬁed rather than the other:—

  


  THESE words are the judgment which our Sauiour has left upon the behaviour and diﬀerent degrees of merit in the two men, the phariſee and publican, whom he repreſents in the foregoing parable as going up into the temple to pray; in what manner they diſcharged this great and ſolemn duty, will beﬅ be ſeen from a conderation of the prayer, which each is ſaid to have addreed to God upon the occaon.


  The phariſee, inﬅead of an a of humiliation in that awful preſence before which he ﬅood,—with an air of triumph and ſelf-ſuﬃciency, thanks God that he had not made him like others—extortioners, adulterers, unjuﬅ, or even as this publican.—The publican is repreſented as ﬅanding afar oﬀ, and with a heart touched with humility from a juﬅ ſenſe of his own unworthineſs, is ſaid only to have ſmote upon his breaﬅ, ſaying—God be merciful to me a nner. I tell you, adds our Saviour, this man went down to his houſe juﬅiﬁed rather than the other.


  Though the juﬅice of this determination ﬅrikes every one at ﬁrﬅ ght, it may not be amiſs to enter into a more particular examination of the evidence and reaſons upon which it might be founded, not only becauſe it may place the equity of this decion in favour of the publican in a ﬅronger light, but that the ſubje ſeems likely to lead me to a train of reﬂeions not unſuitable to the ſolemnity of the ſeaſon*.


  The phariſee was one of that ſe, who, in our Saviour’s time, what by the auﬅerity of their lives—their public alms-deeds, and greater pretences to piety than other men, had gradually wrought themſelves into much credit and reputation with the people: and indeed as the bulk of theſe are ealy caught with appearances, their charaer ſeems to have been admirably well ſuited to ſuch a purpoſe—If you looked no farther than the outward part of it, you would think it made up of all goodneſs and perfeion; an uncommon ſanity of life, guarded by great decorum and ſeverity of manners,—profuſe and frequent charities to the poor,—many as of religion, much obſervance of the law—much, abﬅinence—much prayer.—


  It is painful to ſuſpe the appearance of ſo much good—and would have been ſo here, had not our bleed Saviour left us their real charaer upon record, and drawn up by himſelf in one word—that the ſe were like whitened ſepulchres, all fair and beautiful without, and enriched there with whatever could attra the eye of the beholder; but, when ſearched withinde, were full of corruption and of whatever could ock and diſguﬅ the ſearcher. So that with all their aﬀeation of piety, and more extraordinary ﬅrineſs and regularity in their outward deportment, all was irregular and uncultivated within—and all theſe fair pretences, how proming ſoever, blaﬅed by the indulgence of the worﬅ of human paons;—pride—ſpiritual pride, the worﬅ of all pride—hypocriſy, ſelf-love, covetuouſneſs, extortion, cruelty and revenge. What pity it is that the ſacred name of religion ould ever have been borrowed, and employed in ſo bad a work, as in covering over ſuch a black catalogue of vices—or that the fair form of virtue ould have been thus diſgraced and for ever drawn into ſuſpicion, from the unworthy uſes of this kind, to which the artful and abandoned have often put her. The phariſee ſeems to have had not many ſcruples of this kind, and the prayer he makes uſe of in the temple is a true piure of the man’s heart, and ews with what a diſpotion and frame of mind he came to worip.—


  God! I thank thee that thou haﬅ formed me of diﬀerent materials from the reﬅ of my ſpecies, whom thou haﬅ created frail and vain by nature, but by choice and diſpotion utterly corrupt and wicked.


  Me, thou haﬅ faioned in a diﬀerent mould, and haﬅ infuſed ſo large a portion of thy ſpirit into me, lo! I am raiſed above the temptations and deres to which ﬂe and blood are ſubje—I thank thee that thou haﬅ made me thus—not a frail veel of clay, like that of other men—or even this publican, but that I ﬅand here a choſen and ſaniﬁed veel unto thee.


  After this obvious paraphraſe upon the words, which ſpeaks no more than the true ſpirit of the phariſee’s prayer,—you will naturally aſk what reaſon was there for all this triumph—or what foundation could he have to inſult in this manner over the inﬁrmities of mankind—or even thoſe of the humble publican who ﬅood before him?—why, ſays he, I give tithes of all that I poeſs.—Truly a very indiﬀerent account of himſelf—and if that was all he had to oﬀer in his own behalf, God knows, it was but a weak foundation to ſupport ſo much arrogance and ſelf-conceit; becauſe the obſervance of both the one and the other of theſe ordinances might be ſuppoſed well enough to be conﬅent with the moﬅ proﬂigate, of life and manners.


  The condu and behaviour of the publican appears very diﬀerent—and indeed as much the reverſe to this, as you could conceive. But before we enter upon that, as I have ſpoke largely to the charaer of the phariſee, ’twill be but juﬅice to ſay a word or two in general to his.—The publican was one of that order of men employed by the Roman emperors in levying the taxes and contributions which were from time to time exaed from Judea as a conquered nation. Whether, from the particular fate of that employment, owing to the ﬁxed averon which men have to part with what is their own, or from whatever other cauſes it happened—ſo it was, that the whole ſet of men were odious, inſomuch that the name of a publican was a term of reproach and infamy amongﬅ the Jews.


  Perhaps the many inﬅances of rigour to which their oﬃce might dire them—heightened ſometimes by a mixture of cruelty and inſolence of their own—and pobly always made to appear worſe than they were by the loud clamours and miſrepreſentations of others—all might have contributed to form and ﬁx this odium. But it was here no doubt, as in all other claes of men, whoſe profeons expoſe them to more temptations than that of others—that there are numbers who ﬅill behave well, and who, amidﬅ all the ſnares and opportunities which lye in their way,—paſs through them, not only with an unblemied charaer, but with the inward teﬅimony of a good conſcience.


  The publican in all likelihood was one of theſe—and the ſentiments of candour and humility which the view of his condition inſpired, are ſuch as could come only from a heart and charaer thus deſcribed.


  He goes up into the temple to pay his ſacriﬁce of prayer—in the diſcharge of which, he pleads no merit of his own—enters into no compariſon with others,—or juﬅiﬁcation of himſelf with God, but in reverence to that holier part of the temple where his preſence was ſuppoſed more immediately to be diſplayed—he keeps afar oﬀ—is afraid to lift up his eyes towards heaven—but ſmites upon his breaﬅ, and in a ort but fervent ejaculation—ſubmively begs God to have mercy upon his ns. O God! how precious! how amiable! is true humility? what a diﬀerence in thy ght does it make to conﬅ betwixt man and man! Pride was not made for a creature with ſuch manifold imperfeions—religious pride is a dreſs which ﬅill worſe becomes him—becauſe, of all others, ’tis that to which he has leaﬅ pretence—the beﬅ of us fall ſeven times a day, and thereby add ſome degree of unproﬁtableneſs to the charaer of thoſe who do all that is commanded them—was I perfe therefore, ſays Job, I would not know my ſoul, I would be lent, I would be ignorant of my own righteouſneſs, for ould I ſay I was perfe, it would prove me to be perverſe. From this introduion I will take occaon to recommend this virtue of religious humility which ſo naturally falls from the ſubje, and which cannot more eﬀeually be enforced, than by an enquiry into the chief cauſes which produce the oppote vice to it—that of ſpiritual pride—for in this malady of the mind of man—the caſe is parallel with moﬅ others of his body, the dangers of which can never rightly be apprehended; or can remedies be applied either with judgment or ſucceſs, till they are traced back to their ﬁrﬅ principles, and the ſeeds of the diſorder are laid open and condered. And ﬁrﬅ, I believe, one of the moﬅ general cauſes of ſpiritual pride, is that which ſeems to have mied the phariſee—a miﬅaken notion of the true principles of his religion. He thought, no doubt, that the whole of it was comprehended in the two articles of paying tythes and frequent faﬅing, and that when he had diſcharged his conſcience of them—he had done all that was required at his hands, and might with reaſon go, and thank God that he had not made him like others.—It is not to be queﬅioned, but through force of this error, the phariſee might think himſelf to be, what he pretended, a religious and upright man.—For however he might be brought to a a double and inncere part in the eyes of men upon worldly views—it is not to be ſuppoſed—that when he ﬅood by himſelf, apart in the temple, and no witnees of what paed between him and his God—that he ould knowingly and wilfully have dared to a ſo open and barefaced a ſcene of mockery in the face of Heaven. This is ſcarce probable—and therefore it muﬅ have been owing to ſome deluon in his education, which had early implanted in his mind falſe and wretched notions of the eentials of religion—which as he grew up had proved the ſeeds of inﬁnite error, both in praice and ſpeculation.—


  With the reﬅ of his ſe, he had been ſo principled and inﬅrued as to obſerve a ſcrupulous nicety and moﬅ religious exaneſs in the leer matters of his religion—its frequent waings—its faﬅings and other external rites of no merit in themſelves—but to be exempted, from the more troubleſome exaneſs in the weightier matters of the law, which were of eternal and unchangeable obligation. So that, they were in truth blind guides—who thus would ﬅrain at a gnat and yet ſwallow a camel, and as our Saviour reproves them from a familiar inﬅance of domeﬅic inconﬅency—would make clean the outde of the cup and platter—yet ſuﬀer the inde—the moﬅ material part, to be full of corruption and exceſs. From this knowledge of the charaer and principles of the phariſee, ’tis eaſy to account for his ſentiments and behaviour in the temple, which were juﬅ ſuch as they would have led one to have expeed.


  Thus it has always happened, by a fatality common to all ſuch abuſes of religion as make it to conﬅ in external rites and ceremonies more than inward purity and integrity of heart.—As theſe outward things are ealy put in praice—and capable of being attained to, without much capacity, or much oppotion to ﬂe and blood—it too naturally betrays the profeors of it, into a groundleſs perſuaon of their own godlineſs and a deſpicable one of that of others, in their religious capacities, and the relations in which they ﬅand towards God: which is the very deﬁnition of ſpiritual pride.


  When the true heat and ſpirit of devotion is thus loﬅ and extinguied under a cloud of oﬅentatious ceremonies and geﬅures, as is remarkable in the Roman church—where the celebration of high maſs, when ſet oﬀ to the beﬅ advantage with all its ſcenical decorations and ﬁnery, looks more like a theatrical performance, than that humble and ſolemn appeal which duﬅ and aes are oﬀering up to the throne of God,—when religion I ſay, is thus clogged and bore down by ſuch a weight of ceremonies—it is much eaer to put in pretentions to holineſs upon ſuch a mechanical ſyﬅem as is left of it, than where the charaer is only to be got and maintained by a painful conﬂi and perpetual war againﬅ the paons. ’Tis eaer, for inﬅance, for a zealous papiﬅ to croſs himſelf and tell his beads, than for an humble proteﬅant to ſubdue the luﬅs of anger, intemperance, cruelty and revenge, to appear before his maker with that preparation of mind which becomes him. The operation of being ſprinkled with holy water, is not ſo diﬃcult in itſelf, as that of being chaﬅe and ſpotleſs within—conſcious of no dirty thought or dioneﬅ aion. ’Tis a much orter way to kneel down at a confeonal and receive abſolution—than to live ſo as to deſerve it—not at the hands of men—but at the hands of God—who ſees the heart and cannot be impoſed on.—The atchievement of keeping lent, or abﬅaining from ﬂe on certain days, is not ſo hard, as that of abﬅaining from the works of it at all times—eſpecially, as the point is generally managed amongﬅ the richer ſort with ſuch art and epicuriſm at their tables—and with ſuch indulgence to a poor mortiﬁed appetite—that an entertainment upon a faﬅ is much more likely to produce a ſurfeit than a ﬁt of ſorrow.


  One might run the parallel much farther, but this may be ſuﬃcient to ew how dangerous and deluve theſe miﬅakes are—how apt to miead and overſet weak minds, which are ever apt to be caught by the pomp of ſuch external parts of religion.—This is ſo evident, that even in our own church, where there is the greateﬅ chaﬅity in things of this nature—and of which none are retained in our worip, but what I believe, tend to excite and aﬅ it—yet ſo ﬅrong a propenty is there in our nature to ſenſe—and ſo unequal a match is the underﬅanding of the bulk of mankind, for the impreons of outward things—that we ſee thouſands who every day miﬅake the adow for the ſubﬅance, and was it fairly put to the trial would exchange the reality for the appearance.


  You ſee, this was almoﬅ univerſally the caſe of the Jewi church—where, for want of proper guard and diﬅinion betwixt the means of religion and religion itſelf, the ceremonial part in time eat away the moral part, and left nothing but a adow behind.—’Tis to be feared the buﬀooneries of the Romi church, bid fair to do it the ſame ill oﬃce, to the diſgrace and utter ruin of chriﬅianity wherever popery is eﬅablied. What then remains, but that we reify theſe groſs and pernicious notions of religion, and place it upon its true bottom, which we can only do, by bringing back religion to that cool point of reaſon which ﬁrﬅ ewed us its obligation—by always remembering that God is a ſpirit—and muﬅ be woripped ſuitable to his nature, i. e. in ſpirit and in truth—and that the moﬅ acceptable ſacriﬁce we can oﬀer him is a virtuous and an upright mind—and however neceary it is, not to leave the ceremonial and potive parts of religion undone—yet not like the phariſee to reﬅ there—and omit the weightier matters, but keep this in view perpetually, that though the inﬅrumental duties are duties of unqueﬅionable obligation to us—yet they are ﬅill but Instrumental Duties, conducive to the great end of all religion—which is to purify our hearts—and conquer our paons—and in a word, to make us wiſer and better men—better neighbours—better citizens—and better ſervants to God.—To whom, &c.
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  SERMON VII.


  Vindication of Human Nature.


  SERMON VII.


  
    Romans xiv. 7.


    For none of us liveth to himſelf.

  


  THERE is not a ſentence in ſcripture, which ﬅrikes a narrow ſoul with greater aﬅoniment—and one might as ealy engage to clear up the darkeﬅ problem in geometry to an ignorant mind, as make a ſordid one comprehend the truth and reaſonableneſs of this plain propotion.—No man liveth to himſelf! Why—Does any man live to any thing elſe?—In the whole compaſs of human life can a prudent man ﬅeer to a ſafer point?—Not live to himſelf?—To whom then?—Can any intereﬅs or concerns which are foreign to a man’s ſelf have ſuch a claim over him, that he muﬅ ſerve under them—ſuſpend his own purſuits—ﬅep out of his right courſe, till others have paſs’d by him, and attain’d the ſeveral ends and purpoſes of living before him?


  If, with a ſelﬁ heart, ſuch an enquirer ould happen to have a ſpeculating head too, he will proceed, and aſk you whether this ſame principle which the apoﬅle here throws out of the life of man, is not in fa the grand bias of his nature?—That however we may ﬂatter ourſelves with ﬁne-ſpun notions of dintereﬅedneſs and heroiſm in what we do; that were the moﬅ popular of our aions ﬅrip’d naked; and the true motives and intentions of them ſearch’d to the bottom; we ould ﬁnd little reaſon for triumph upon that ſcore.—


  In a word, he will ſay, that a man is altogether a bubble to himſelf in this matter, and that after all that can be ſaid in his behalf, the trueﬅ deﬁnition that can be given of him is this, that he is a ſelﬁ animal; and that all his aions have ſo ﬅrong a tinure of that charaer, as to ew (to whomever elſe he was intended to live) that in fa, he lives only to himſelf.


  Before I reply direly to this accuſation, I cannot help obſerving by the way, that there is ſcarce any thing which has done more diervice to ſocial virtue, than the frequent repreſentations of human nature, under this hideous piure of deformity, which by leaving out all that is generous and friendly in the heart of man, has ſunk him below the level of a brute, as if he was a compotion of all that was mean-ſpirited and ſelﬁ. Surely, ’tis one ﬅep towards aing well, to think worthily of our nature; and as in common life, the way to make a man honeﬅ, is, to ſuppoſe him ſo, and treat him as ſuch;—ſo here, to ſet ſome value upon ourſelves, enables us to ſupport the charaer, and even inſpires and adds ſentiments of generoty and virtue to thoſe which we have already preconceived. The ſcripture tells, That God made man in his own image,—not ſurely in the ſentive and corporeal part of him, that could bear no reſemblance with a pure and inﬁnite ſpirit,—but what reſemblance he bore was undoubtedly in the moral reitude, and the kind and benevolent aﬀeions of his nature. And tho’ the brightneſs of this image has been ſullied greatly by the fall of man, in our ﬁrﬅ parents, and the charaers of it rendered ﬅill leſs legible, by the many ſuper-induions of his own depraved appetites nce—’yet tis a laudable pride and a true greatneſs of mind to cheri a belief, that there is ſo much of that glorious image ﬅill left upon it, as all reﬅrain him from baſe and diſgraceful aions; to anſwer which end, what thought can be more conducive than that, of our being made in the likeneſs of the greateﬅ and beﬅ of beings? This is a plain conſequence. And the conderation of it ould have in ſome meaſure been a proteion to human nature, from the rough uſage e has met with from the ſatirical pens of ſo many of the French writers, as well as of our own country, who with more wit than well-meaning have deſperately fallen foul upon the whole ſpecies, as a ſet of creatures incapable either of private friendip or public ſpirit, but juﬅ as the caſe ſuited their own intereﬅ and advantage.


  That there is ſelﬁneſs, and meanneſs enough in the ſouls of one part of the world, to hurt the credit of the other part of it, is what I all not diſpute againﬅ; but to judge of the whole, from this bad ſample, and becauſe one man is plotting and artful in his nature—or, a ſecond openly makes his pleaſure or his proﬁt the ſole centre of all his degns—or becauſe a third ﬅrait-hearted wretch ts conﬁned within himſelf,—feels no misfortunes, but thoſe which touch himſelf; to involve the whole race without mercy under ſuch deteﬅed charaers, is a concluon as falſe, as it is pernicious; and was it in general to gain credit, could ſerve no end, but the rooting out of our nature all that is generous, and planting in the ﬅead of it ſuch an averon to each other, as muﬅ untie the bands of ſociety, and rob us of one of the greateﬅ pleaſures of it, the mutual communications of kind oﬃces; and by poiſoning the fountain, rendering every thing ſuſpeed that ﬂows through it.


  To the honor of human nature, the ſcripture teaches us, that God made man upright—and though he has nce found out many inventions, which have much dionoured this noble ﬅruure, yet the foundation of it ﬅands as it was,—the whole frame and degn of it carried on upon ſocial virtue and public ſpirit, and every member of us ſo evidently ſupported by this ﬅrong cement, that we may ſay with the apoﬅle, that no man liveth to himſelf. In whatſoever light we view him, we all ſee evidently, that there is no ﬅation or condition of his life,—no oﬃce or relation, or circumﬅance, but there ariſes from it ſo many ties, ſo many indiſpenble claims upon him, as muﬅ perpetually carry him beyond any ſelﬁ conderation, and ew plainly, that was a man foolily wicked enough to degn to live to himſelf alone, he would either ﬁnd it impraicable, or he would loſe, at leaﬅ, the very thing which made life itſelf derable. We know that our creator, like an all-wiſe contriver in this, as in all other of his works has implanted in mankind ſuch appetites and inclinations as were ſuitable for their ﬅate; that is, ſuch as would naturally lead him to the love of ſociety and friendip, without which he would have been found in a worſe condition than the very beaﬅs of the ﬁeld. No one therefore who lives in ſociety, can be ſaid to live to himſelf,—he lives to his God,—to his king, and his country.—He lives to his family, to his friends, to all under his truﬅ, and in a word, he lives to the whole race of mankind; whatſoever has the charaer of man, and wears the ſame image of God that he does, is truly his brother, and has a juﬅ claim to his kindneſs.—That this is the caſe in fa, as well as in theory, may be made plain to any one, who has made any obſervations upon human life.—When we have traced it through all its conneions,—view’d it under the ſeveral obligations which ſucceed each other in a perpetual rotation through the diﬀerent ﬅages of a haﬅy pilgrimage, we all ﬁnd that theſe do operate ſo ﬅrongly upon it, and lay us juﬅly under ſo many reﬅraints, that we are every hour ſacriﬁcing ſomething to ſociety, in return for the beneﬁts we receive from it.


  To illuﬅrate this, let us take a ort ſurvey of the life of any one man, (not liable to great exceptions, but ſuch a life as is common to moﬅ) let us examine it merely to this point, and try how far it will anſwer ſuch a repreſentation.


  If we begin with him in that early age, wherein the ﬅrongeﬅ marks of undiſguiſed tenderneſs and dintereﬅed compaon ew themſelves,—I might previouy obſerve, with what impreons he is come out of the hands of God,—with the very bias upon his nature, which prepares him for the charaer, which he was degned to fulﬁl.—But let us paſs by the years which denote childhood, as no lawful evidence, you’ll ſay, in this diſpute; let us follow him to the period, when he is juﬅ got looſe from tutors and governors, when his aions may be argued upon with leſs exception. If you obſerve, you will ﬁnd, that one of the ﬁrﬅ and leading propenties of his nature, is that, which diſcovers itſelf in the dere of ſociety, and the ſpontaneous love towards thoſe of his kind. And tho’ the natural wants and exigencies of his condition, are no doubt, one reaſon of this amiable impulſe,—God having founded that in him, as a provional ſecurity to make him ſocial.—Yet tho’ it is a reaſon in nature,—’tis a reaſon, to him yet undiſcover’d. Youth is not apt to philoſophiſe ſo deeply—but follows,—as it feels itſelf prompted by the inward workings of benevolence—without view to itſelf, or previous calculation either of the loſs or proﬁt which may accrue. Agreeably to this, obſerve how warm, how heartily he enters into friendips,—how dintereﬅed, and unſuſpicious in the choice of them,—how generous and open in his profeons!—how ncere and honeﬅ in making them good!—When his friend is in diﬅreſs,—what lengths he will go,—what hazards he will bring upon himſelf,—what embarament upon his aﬀairs to extricate and ſerve him! If man is altogether a ſelﬁ creature (as theſe moraliſers would make him) ’tis certain he does not arrive at the full maturity of it, in this time of his life.—No. If he deſerves any accuſation, ’tis in the other extream, “That in his youth he is generally more fool than knave,”—and ſo far from being ſuſpeed of living to himſelf, that he lives rather to every body elſe; the unconſciouſneſs of art and degn in his own intentions, rendering him ſo utterly void of a ſuſpicion of it in others, as to leave him too oft a bubble to every one who will take the advantage.—But you will ſay, he ſoon abates of theſe tranſports of dintereﬅed love; and as he grows older,—grows wiſer, and learns to live more to himſelf.


  Let us examine.——


  That a longer knowledge of the world, and ſome experience of inncerity,—will teach him a leon of more caution in the choice of friendips, and leſs forwardneſs in the undiﬅinguied oﬀers of his ſervices, is what I grant. But if he cools of theſe, does he not grow warmer ﬅill in conneions of a diﬀerent kind? Follow him, I pray you, into the next ﬅage of life, where he has enter’d into engagements and appears as the father of a family, and, you will ſee, the paon ﬅill remains,—the ﬅream ſomewhat more conﬁned,—but, runs the ﬅronger for it,—the ſame benevolence of heart alter’d only in its courſe, and the diﬀerence of objes towards which it tends. Take a ort view of him in this light, as aing under the many tender claims which that relation lays upon him,—ſpending many weary days, and eepleſs nights—utterly forgetful of himſelf,—intent only upon his family, and with an anxious heart contriving and labouring to preſerve it from diﬅreſs, againﬅ that hour when he all be taken from its proteion. Does ſuch a one live to himſelf?—He who riſes early, late takes reﬅ, and eats the bread of carefulneſs, to ſave others the ſorrow of doing ſo after him. Does ſuch a one live only to himſelf?—Ye who are parents anſwer this queﬅion for him. How oft have ye ſacriﬁed your health,—your eaſe,—your pleaſures,—nay, the very comforts of your lives, for the ſake of your children?—How many indulgencies have ye given up?—What ſelf-denials and diﬃculties have ye chearfully undergone for them?—In their ckneſs, or reports of their miſcondu? How have ye gone on your way ſorrowing? What alarms within you, when fancy forebodes but imaginary misfortunes hanging over them?—but when real ones have overtaken them, and miſchief befallen them in the way in whichthey have gone, how arper than a ſword have ye felt the workings of parental kindneſs? In whatever period of human life we look for proofs of ſelﬁneſs,—let us not ſeek them in this relation of a parent, whoſe whole life, when truly known, is often little elſe but a ſucceon of cares, heart-aches, and diſquieting apprehenons,—enough to ew, that he is but an inﬅrument in the hands of God to provide for the well-being of others, to ſerve their intereﬅ as well as his own.


  If you try the truth of this reaſoning upon every other part or tuation of the ſame life, you will ﬁnd it holds good in one degree or other; take a view of it out of theſe cloſer conneions both of a friend and parent.—Conder him for a moment, under that natural alliance, in which even a heathen poet has placed him; namely that of a man:—and as ſuch, to his honor, as one capable of ﬅanding unconcern’d, in whatever concerns his fellow creatures.—Compaon has ſo great a are in our nature, and the miſeries of this world are ſo conﬅant an exerciſe of it, as to leave it in no one’s power (who deſerves the name of man) in this reſpe, to live to himſelf.


  He cannot ﬅop his ears againﬅ the cries of the unfortunate.—The ſad ﬅory of the fatherleſs and him that has no helper muﬅ be heard.—The ſorrowful ghing of the priſoners will come before him; and a thouſand other untold caſes of diﬅreſs to which the life of man is ſubje, ﬁnd a way to his heart.—Let intereﬅ guard the paage as it will, if he has this world’s goods, and ſeeth his brother have need, he will not be able to ut up his bowels of compaon from him.


  Let any man of common humanity, look back upon his own life as ſubjeed to theſe ﬅrong claims, and recolle the inﬂuence they have had upon him. How oft the mere impulſes of generoty and compaon have led him out of his way?—In how many as of charity and kindneſs, his fellow-feeling for others has made him forget himſelf?—In neighbourly oﬃces, how oft he has aed againﬅ all conderations of proﬁt, convenience, nay ſometimes even of juﬅice itſelf?—Let him add to this account, how much, in the progreſs of his life, has been given up even to the leer obligations of civility and good manners?—What reﬅraints they have laid him under? How large a portion of his time,—how much of his inclination and the plan of life he could moﬅ chuſe, has from time to time been made a ſacriﬁce, to his good nature and dinclination to give pain or diſguﬅ to others?


  Whoever takes a view of the life of man, in this glaſs wherein I have ewn it, will ﬁnd it ſo beſet and hemm’d in with obligations of one kind or other, as to leave little room to ſuſpe, that man can live to himſelf: and ſo cloſely has our creator link’d us together, (as well as all other parts of his works) for the preſervation of that harmony in the frame and ſyﬅem of things which his wiſdom has at ﬁrﬅ eﬅablied,—That we ﬁnd this bond of mutual dependence, however relax’d, is too ﬅrong to be broke, and I believe, that the moﬅ ſelﬁ men ﬁnd it is ſo, and that they cannot, in fa, live ſo much to themſelves, as the narrowneſs of their own hearts incline them. If theſe reﬂeions are juﬅ upon the moral relations in which we ﬅand to each other, let us cloſe the examination with a ort reﬂeion upon the great relation in which we ﬅand to God.


  The ﬁrﬅ and moﬅ natural thought on this ſubje, which at one time or other will thruﬅ itſelf upon every man’s mind, is this,—That there is a God who made me,—to whoſe gift I owe all the powers and faculties of my ſoul, to whoſe providence I owe all the blengs of my life, and by whoſe permion it is that I exerciſe and enjoy them; that I am placed in this world as a creature but of a day, haﬅening to the place from whence I all not return.—That I am accountable for my condu and behavior to this great and wiſeﬅ of beings, before whoſe judgment ſeat I muﬅ ﬁnally appear and receive the things done in my body,—whether it is good, or whether it is bad.


  Can any one doubt but the moﬅ inconderate of men ſometimes t down coolly, and make ſome ſuch plain reﬂeions as theſe upon their ﬅate and condition,—or, that after they have made them, can one imagine, they loſe all eﬀe.—As little appearance as there is of religion in the world, there is a great deal of its inﬂuence felt, in its aﬀairs,—nor can one ſo root out the principles of it, but like nature they will return again and give checks and interruptions to guilty purſuits. There are ſeaſons, when the thought of a juﬅ God overlooking, and the terror of an after reckoning has made the moﬅ determined tremble, and ﬅop ort in the execution of a wicked purpoſe; and if we conceive that the worﬅ of men lay ſome reﬅraints upon themſelves from the weight of this principle, what all we think of the good and virtuous part of the world, who live under the perpetual inﬂuence of it,—who ſacriﬁce their appetites and paons from conﬁdence of their duty to God; and conder him as the obje to whom they have dedicated their ſervice, and make that the ﬁrﬅ principle, and ultimate end of all their aions.—How many real and unaﬀeed inﬅances there are in this world, of men, thus govern’d, will not ſo much concern us to enquire, as to take care that we are of the number, which may God grant for the ſake of Jeſus Chriﬅ, Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON VIII.


  TIME and CHANCE.


  SERMON VIII.


  
    Ecclesiastes ix. 11.


    I returned and ſaw under the ſun, that the race is not to the ſwift,—nor the battle to the ﬅrong,—neither yet bread to the wiſe, nor yet riches to men of underﬅanding, nor yet favour to men of ſkill,—but time and chance happeneth to them all.

  


  WHEN a man caﬅs a look upon this melancholy deſcription of the world, and ſees contrary to all his guees and expeations, what diﬀerent fates attend the lives of men,—how oft it happens in the world, that there is not even bread to the wiſe, nor riches to men of underﬅanding, &c.—he is apt to conclude with a gh upon it,—in the words,—tho’ not in the ſenſe of the wiſe man,—that time and chance happeneth to them all.—That time and chance,—apt ſeaſons and ﬁt conjunures have the greateﬅ ſway, in the turns and diſpoſals of men’s fortunes. And that, as theſe lucky hits, (as they are called) happen to be for, or againﬅ a man,—they either open the way to his advancement againﬅ all obﬅacles,—or block it up againﬅ all helps and attempts. That as the text intimates, neither wiſdom, nor underﬅanding, nor ſkill all be able to ſurmount them.


  However widely we may diﬀer in our reaſonings upon this obſervation of Solomon’s, the authority of the obſervation is ﬅrong beyond doubt, and the evidence given of it in all ages ſo alternately conﬁrmed by examples and complaints, as to leave the fa itſelf unqueﬅionable.—That things are carried on in this world, ſometimes ſo contrary to all our reaſonings, and the ſeeming probabilities of ſucceſs,—that even, the race is not to the ſwift, nor the battle to the ﬅrong,—nay, what is ﬅranger ﬅill,—nor yet bread to the wiſe, who ould laﬅ ﬅand in want of it,—nor yet riches to men of underﬅanding, who you would think beﬅ qualiﬁed to acquire them,—nor yet favour to men of ſkill, whoſe merit and pretences bid the faireﬅ for it,—but that there are ſome ſecret and unſeen workings in human aﬀairs, which baﬄe all our endeavours,—and turn ade the courſe of things in ſuch a manner,—that the moﬅ likely cauſes diſappoint and fail of producing for us the eﬀes which we wied and naturally expeed from them.—You will ſee a man, of whom, was you to form a conjeure from the appearances of things in his favor,—you would ſay was ſetting out in the world, with the faireﬅ proſpe of making his fortune in it;—with all the advantages of birth to recommend him,—of perſonal merit to ſpeak for him,—and of friends to help and pu him forwards: you will behold him, notwithﬅanding this, diſappointed in every eﬀe you might naturally have looked for, from them;—every ﬅep he takes towards his advancement, ſomething invible all pull him back,—ſome unforeſeen obﬅacle all riſe up perpetually in his way, and keep there.—In every application he makes,—ſome untoward circumﬅance all blaﬅ it.—He all riſe early,—late take reﬅ,—and eat the bread of carefulneſeſs,—yet ſome happier man all ﬅill riſe up, and ever ﬅep in before him, and leave him ﬅruggling to the end of his life, in the very ſame place, in which he ﬁrﬅ begun it.


  The hiﬅory of a ſecond, all in all reſpes be the contraﬅ to this. He all come into the world, with the moﬅ unproming appearance,—all ſet forwards without fortune,—without friends,—without talents to procure him either the one or the other. Nevertheleſs, you will ſee this clouded proſpe brighten up inſenbly, unaccountably before him; every thing preſented in his way, all turn out beyond his expeations,—in ſpight of that chain of unſurmountable diﬃculties which ﬁrﬅ threatened him,—time and chance all open him a way,—a ſeries of ſucceſsful occurrences all lead him by the hand to the ſummit of honor and fortune, and in a word, without giving him the pains of thinking, or the credit of projeing it, all place him in ſafe poeon of all that ambition could wi for.


  The hiﬅories of the lives and fortunes of men are full of inﬅances of this nature,—where favorable times and lucky accidents have done for them, what wiſdom or ſkill could not: and there is ſcarce any one who has lived long in the world, who upon looking backwards will not diſcover ſuch a mixture of theſe in the many ſucceſsful turns which have happened in his life, as to leave him very little reaſon to diſpute againﬅ the fa, and, I ould hope, as little upon the concluons to be drawn from it. Some, indeed, from a ſuperﬁcial view of this repreſentation of things, have atheiﬅically inferred,—that becauſe there was ſo much of lottery in this life,—and mere caſualty ſeemed to have ſuch a are in the diſpoſal of our aﬀairs,—that the providence of God ﬅood neuter and unconcerned in their ſeveral workings, leaving them to the mercy of time and chance, to be furthered or diſappointed as ſuch blind agents direed. Whereas in truth the very oppote concluon follows. For conder,—if a ſuperior intelligent power did not ſometimes croſs and overrule events in this world,—then our policies and degns in it, would always anſwer according to the wiſdom and ﬅratagem in which they were laid, and every cauſe, in the courſe of things, would produce its natural eﬀe without variation. Now, as this is not the caſe, it necearily follows from Solomon’s reaſoning, that, if the race is not to the ſwift, if knowledge and learning do not always ſecure men from want,—nor care and induﬅry always make men rich,—nor art and ſkill infallibly raiſe men high in the world;—that there is ſome other cauſe which mingles itſelf in human aﬀairs, and governs and turns them as it pleaſes; which cauſe can be no other than the ﬁrﬅ cauſe of all things, and the ſecret and over-ruling providence of that Almighty God, who though his dwelling is ſo high, yet humbleth himſelf to behold the things that are done in earth, raing up the poor out the duﬅ, and liﬅing the beggar from the dunghill, and contrary to all hopes, ſetting him with princes, even with the princes of his people; which by the way, was the caſe of David, who makes the acknowledgment!—And no doubt—one reaſon, why God has ſeleed to his own diſpoſal, ſo many inﬅances as this, where events have run counter to all probabilities,—was to give teﬅimony to his providence in governing the world, and to engage us to a conderation and dependence upon it, for the event and ſucceſs of all our undertakings*. For undoubtedly—as I ſaid,—it ould ſeem but ſuitable to nature’s law, that the race ould ever be to the ſwift,—and the battle to the ﬅrong;—it is reaſonable that the beﬅ contrivances and means ould have beﬅ ſucceſs,—and nce it often falls out otherwiſe in the caſe of man, where the wiſeeﬅ projes are overthrown,—and the moﬅ hopeful means are blaﬅed, and time and chance happens to all;—You muﬅ call in the deity to untye this knot,—for for though at ſundry times—ſundry events fall out,—which we who look no further than the events themſelves, call chance, becauſe they fall out quite contrary both to our intentions and our hopes,—though at the ſame time, in reſpe of God’s providence over-ruling in theſe events; it were profane to call them chance, for they are pure degnation, and though invible, are ﬅill the regular diſpenſations of the ſuperintending power of that Almighty being, from whom all the laws and powers of nature are derived,—who, as he has appointed,—ſo holds them as inﬅruments in his hands: and without invading the liberty and free will of his creatures, can turn the paons and deres of their hearts to fulﬁll his own righteouſneſs, and work ſuch eﬀes in human aﬀairs, which to us ſeem merely caſual,—but to him, certain and determined, and what his inﬁnite wiſdom ſees neceary to be brought about for the government, and preſervation of the world, over which providence perpetually predes.


  When the ſons of Jacob had caﬅ their brother Joſeph into the pit for his deﬅruion,—one would think, if ever any incident which concern’d the life of man deſerved to be called chance, it was this.—That the company of Imaelites ould happen to paſs by, in that open country, at that very place, at that time too, when this barbarity was committed. After he was reſcued by ſo favorable a contingency,—his life and future fortune ﬅill depended upon a ſeries of contingencies equally improbable; for inﬅance, had the buneſs of the Imaelites who bought him, carried them from Gilead, to any other part of the world bedes Egypt, or when they arrived there, had they ſold their bond-ave to any other man but Potiphar, throughout the whole empire,—or, after that diſpoſal, had the unjuﬅ accuſations of his maﬅer’s wife caﬅ the youth into any other dungeon, than that where the king’s priſoners were kept,—or had it fallen out at any other cris, than when Pharoah’s chief butler was caﬅ there too,—had this, or any other of theſe events fallen out otherwiſe than it did,—a ſeries of unmerited misfortunes had overwhelmed him,—and in conſequence the whole land of Egypt and Canaan. From the ﬁrﬅ opening, to the concluon of this long and intereﬅing tranſaion, the providence of God ſuﬀered every thing to take its courſe: the malice and cruelty of Joſeph’s brethren, wrought their worﬅ miſchief againﬅ him;—banied him from his country and the proteion of his parent.—The luﬅ and baſeneſs of a diſappointed woman ſunk him ﬅill deeper:—loaded his charaer with an unjuﬅ reproach,—and to compleat his ruin, doomed him, friendleſs, to the miſeries of a hopeleſs priſon where he lay negleed. Providence, though it did not croſs theſe events,—yet providence bent them to the moﬅ merciful ends. When the whole Drama was opened, then the wiſdom and contrivance of every part of it was diſplayed. Then it appeared, it was not they (as the patriarch inferred in conſolation of his brethren,) it was not they who ſold him, but God,—’twas he ſent him thither before them,—his ſuperintending power availed itſelf of their paons—direed the operations of them,—held the chain in his hand, and turned and wound it to his own purpoſe. “Ye verily thought evil againﬅ me,—but God meant it for good,—ye had the guilt of a bad intention,—his providence the glory of accompliing a good one,—by preſerving you a poﬅerity upon the earth, and bring to paſs as it is this day, to ſave much people alive.”


  All hiﬅory is full of ſuch teﬅimonies, which though they may convince thoſe who look no deeper than the ſurface of things, that time and chance happen to all,—yet, to thoſe who look deeper, they manifeﬅ at the ſame time, that there is a hand much buer in human aﬀairs than what we vainly calculate; which though the projeors of this world overlook,—or at leaﬅ make no allowance for in the formation of their plans, they generally ﬁnd it in the execution of them. And though the fataliﬅ may urge, that every event in this life, is brought about by the miniﬅry and chain of natural cauſes,—yet, in anſwer,—let him go one ﬅep higher—and conder,—whoſe power it is, that enables theſe cauſes to work,—whoſe knowledge it is, that foreſees what will be their eﬀes,—whoſe goodneſs it is, that is invibly conduing them forwards to the beﬅ and greateﬅ ends for the happineſs of his creatures.


  So that as a great reaſoner juﬅly diﬅinguies, upon this point,—“It is not only religiouy ſpeaking, but with the ﬅrieﬅ and moﬅ philoſophical truth of expreon, that the ſcripture tells us, that God commandeth the ravens,—that they are his direions, which the winds and the ſeas obey. If his ſervant hides himſelf by the brook, ſuch an order, cauſes and eﬀes all be laid,—that the fowls of the air all miniﬅer to his ſupport.—When this reſource fails, and his prophet is direed to go to Zerepha,—for that, he has commanded a widow woman there to ſuﬅain him,—the ſame hand which leads the prophet to the gate of the city,—all lead forth the diﬅreſs’d widow to the ſame place, to take him under her roof,—and tho’ upon the impulſe of a diﬀerent occaon, all nevertheleſs be made to fulﬁll his promiſe and intention of their mutual preſervation".


  Thus much for the proof and illuﬅration of this great and fundamental dorine of a providence; the belief of which is of ſuch conſequence to us, as to be the great ſupport and comfort of our lives.


  Juﬅly therefore might the Pſalmiﬅ upon this declaration,—that the Lord is King,—conclude, that the earth may be glad thereof, yea the multitude of the ies may be glad thereof.


  May God grant the perſuaon may make us as virtuous, as it has reaſon to make us joyful, and that it may bring forth in us the fruits of good living to his praiſe and glory, to whom be all might, majeﬅy and dominion, now and for evermore, Amen.


  ☜
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  The Charaer of HEROD.

  Preached on Innocents Day.


  SERMON IX.


  
    Matthew ii. 17.18.


    Then was fulﬁlled that which was ſpoken by Jeremy the prophet, ſaying,—In Rama was there a voice heard, lamentation, and weeping, and great mourning, Rachael weeping for her children, and would not be comforted becauſe they are not.

  


  THE words which St. Matthew cites here as fulﬁlled by the cruelty and ambition of Herod,—are in the 31ﬅ chapter of Jeremiah 15th verſe. In the foregoing chapter, the prophet having declared God’s intention of turning the mourning of his people into joy, by the reﬅoration of the tribes which had been led away captive into Babylon; he proceeds in the beginning of this chapter, which contains this prophecy, to give a more particular deſcription of the great joy and feﬅivity of that promiſed day, when they were to return once more to their own land, to enter upon their ancient poeons, and enjoy again all the privileges they had loﬅ, and amongﬅ others, and what was above them all,—the favour and proteion of God, and the continuation of his mercies to them and their poﬅerity.


  To make therefore the impreon of this change the ﬅronger upon their minds—he gives a very pathetic repreſentation of the preceeding ſorrow on that day when they were ﬁrﬅ led away captive.


  Thus ſaith the Lord, A voice was heard in Rama; lamentation and bitter weeping, Rachael weeping for her children, refuſed to be comforted, becauſe they were not.


  To enter into the full ſenſe and beauty of this deſcription, it is to be remembered that the tomb of Rachael, Jacob’s beloved wife, as we read in the 35th of Genes, was tuated near Rama, and betwixt that place and Bethlehem. Upon which circumﬅance, the prophet raiſes one of the moﬅ aﬀeing ſcenes, that could be conceived; for as the tribes in their ſorrowful journey betwixt Rama and Bethlehem in their way to Babylon, were ſuppoſed to paſs by this monumental pillar of their anceﬅor Rachael Jacob’s wife, the prophet by a common liberty in rhetoric, introduces her as ring up out of her ſepulchre, and as the common mother of two of their tribes, weeping for her children, bewailing the ſad cataﬅrophe of her poﬅerity led away into a ﬅrange land—refung to be comforted, becauſe they were not,—loﬅ and cut oﬀ from their country, and in all likelyhood, never to be reﬅored back to her again.


  The Jewi interpreters ſay upon this, that the patriarch Jacob buried Rachael in this very place, foreſeeing by the ſpirit of prophecy, that his poﬅerity ould that way be led captive, that e might as they paed her, intercede for them.—


  But this fanciful ſuperﬅruure upon the paage, ſeems to be little elſe than a mere dream of ſome of the Jewi doors; and indeed, had they not dream’t it when they did, ’tis great odds, but ſome of the Romi dreamers would have hit upon it before now. For as it favors the dorine of interceons—if there had not been undeniable vouchers for the real inventors of the conceit, one ould much ſooner have ſought for it amongﬅ the oral traditions of this church, than in the Talmud, where it is.—


  But this by the bye. There is ﬅill another interpretation of the words here cited by St. Matthew, which altogether excludes this ſcenecal repreſentation I have given of them.—By which ’tis thought, that the lamentation of Rachael, here deſcribed, has no immediate reference to Rachael, Jacob’s wife, but that it mply alludes to the ſorrows of her deſcendents, the diﬅreed mothers of the tribes of Benjamin and Ephraim who might accompany their children, led into captivity as far as Rama, in their way to Babylon, who wept and wailed upon this ſad occaon, and as the prophet deſcribes them in the perſon of Rachael, refung to be comforted for the loſs of her children, looking upon their departure without hope or proſpe of ever beholding a return.


  Which ever of the two ſenſes you give the words of the prophet, the application of them by the evangeliﬅ is equally juﬅ and faithful. For as the former ſcene he relates, was tranſaed upon the very ſame ﬅage—in the ſame diﬅri of Bethlehem near Rama—where ſo many mothers of the ſame tribe now ſuﬀered this ſecond moﬅ aﬀeing blow—the words of Jeremiah, as the evangeliﬅ obſerves, were literally accomplied, and no doubt, in that horrid day, a voice was heard again in Rama, lamentation and bitter weeping—Rachael weeping for her children, and refung to be comforted:—every Bethlemiti mother involved in this calamity, beholding it with hopeleſs ſorrow—gave vent to it—each one, bewailing her children, and lamenting the hardneſs of their lot, with the angui of a heart as incapable of conſolation, as they were of redreſs. Monﬅer!—could no conderation of all this tender ſorrow, ﬅay thy hands?—Could no reﬂeion upon ſo much bitter lamentation throughout the coaﬅs of Bethlehem, interpoſe and plead in behalf of ſo many wretched objes, as this tragedy would make?—Was there no way open to ambition but that thou muﬅ trample upon the aﬀeions of nature? Could no pity for the innocence of childhood—no ſympathy for the yernings of parental love incline thee to ſome other meaſures for thy ſecurity—but thou muﬅ thus pitileſy ru in—take the viim by violence—tear it from the embraces of the mother—oﬀer it up, before her eyes—leave her diſconſolate for ever—broken-hearted with a loſs—ſo aﬀeing in itſelf—ſo circumﬅanced with horror, that no time, how friendly ſoever to the mournful—ould ever be able to wear out the impreons.


  There is nothing in which the mind of man is more divided than in the accounts of this horrid nature.—For when we conder man, as faioned by his maker—innocent and upright—full of the tendereﬅ diſpotions—with a heart inclining him to kindneſs, and the love and proteion of his ſpecies—this idea of him would almoﬅ ake the credit of ſuch accounts;—ſo that to clear them—we are forced to take a ſecond view of man—very diﬀerent from this favorable one, in which we inſenbly repreſent him to our imaginations—that is—we are obliged to conder him—not as he was made—but as he is—a creature by the violence and irregularity of his paons capable of being perverted from all theſe friendly and benevolent propenties, and ſometimes hurried into excees ſo oppote to them, as to render the moﬅ unnatural and horrid accounts of what he does but too probable.—The truth of this obſervation will be exemplifyed in the caſe before us. For next to the faith and charaer of the hiﬅorian who reports ſuch fas,—the particular charaer of the perſon who committed them is to be condered as a voucher for their truth and credibility;—and if upon enquiry, it appears, that the man aed but conﬅent with himſelf,—and juﬅ ſo as you would have expeed from his principles,—the credit of the hiﬅorian is reﬅored,—and the fa related ﬅands inconteﬅable, from ſo ﬅrong and concurring an evidence on its de.—


  With this view, it may not be an unacceptable application of the remaining part of a diſcourſe upon this day, to give you a ſketch of the charaer of Herod, not as drawn from ſcripture,—for in general it furnies us with few materials for ſuch deſcriptions:—the ſacred ſcripture cuts oﬀ in few words the hiﬅory of the ungodly, how great ſoever they were in the eyes of the world,—and on the other hand dwells largely upon the ſmalleﬅ aions of the righteous.—We ﬁnd all the circumﬅances of the lives of Abraham, Iſaac, Jacob, and Joſeph, recorded in the minuteﬅ manner.—The wicked ſeem only mentioned with regret; juﬅ brought upon the ﬅage, on purpoſe to be condemned. The uſe and advantage of which condu—is, I ſuppoſe, the reaſon,—as in general it enlarges on no charaer, but what is worthy of imitation. ’Tis however undeniable, that the lives of bad men are not without uſe,—and whenever ſuch a one is drawn, not with a corrupt view to be admired,—but on purpoſe to be deteﬅed,—it muﬅ excite ſuch an horror againﬅ vice, as will ﬅrike indirely the ſame good impreon. And though it is painful to the laﬅ degree to paint a man in the ades which his vices have caﬅ upon him,—yet when it ſerves this end, and at the ſame time illuﬅrates a point in ſacred hiﬅory—it carries its own excuſe with it.


  This Herod, therefore, of whom the evangeliﬅ ſpeaks, if you take a ſuperﬁcial view of his life, you would ſay was a compound of good and evil,—that though he was certainly a bad man,—yet you would think the maſs was tempered at the ſame time with a mixture of good qualities. So that, in courſe, as is not uncommon, he would appear with two charaers very diﬀerent from each other. If you looked on the more favorable de, you would ſee a man of great addreſs,—popular in his behaviour,—generous, prince-like in his entertainments and expences, and in a word ſet oﬀ with all ſuch virtues and ewy properties, as bid high for the countenance and approbation of the world.


  View him in another light, he was an ambitious, degning man,—ſuſpicious of all the world,—rapacious,—implacable in his temper,—without ſenſe of religion,—or feeling of humanity.—Now in all ſuch complex charaers as this,—the way the world uſually judges, is—to ſum up the good and the bad againﬅ each other,—dedu the leer of theſe articles from the greater, and (as we do in pang other accounts) give credit to the man for what remains upon the ballance. Now, though this ſeems a fair,—yet I fear ’tis often a fallacious reckoning,—which though it may ſerve in many ordinary caſes of private life, yet will not hold good in the more notorious inﬅances of men’s lives, eſpecially when ſo complicated with good and bad, as to exceed all common bounds and proportions. Not to be deceived in ſuch caſes we muﬅ work by a diﬀerent rule, which though it may appear leſs candid,—yet to make amends, I am perſuaded will bring us in general much nearer to the thing we want,—which is truth. The way to which is—in all judgments of this kind, to diﬅingui and carry in your eye, the principle and ruling paon which leads the charaer—and ſeparate that, from the other parts of it,—and then take notice, how far his other qualities, good and bad, are brought to ſerve and ſupport that. For want of this diﬅinion,—we often think ourſelves inconﬅent creatures, when we are the furtheﬅ from it, and all the variety of apes and contradiory appearances we put on, are in truth but ſo many diﬀerent attempts to gratify the ſame governing appetite.—


  With this clew, let us endeavour to unravel this charaer of Herod as here given.


  The ﬁrﬅ thing which ﬅrikes one in it is ambition, an immoderate thirﬅ, as well as jealouſy of power;—how inconﬅent ſoever in other parts, his charaer appears invariable in this, and every aion of his life was true to it.—From hence we may venture to conclude, that this was his ruling paon,—and that moﬅ, if not all the other wheels were put in motion by this ﬁrﬅ ſpring. Now let us conder how far this was the caſe in fa.


  To begin with the worﬅ part of him,—I ſaid he was a man of no ſenſe of religion, or at leaﬅ no other ſenſe of it, but that which ſerved his turn—for he is recorded to have built temples in Judea and ereed images in them for idolatrous worip,—not from a perſuaon of doing right, for he was bred a Jew, and conſequently taught to abhor all idolatry,—but he was in truth ſacriﬁcing all this time, to a greater idol of his own, his ruling paon; for if we may truﬅ Joſephus, his ſole view in ſo groſs a compliance was to ingratiate himſelf with Auguﬅus and the great men of Rome from whom he held his power.—With this he was greedy and rapacious—how could he be otherwiſe with ſo devouring an appetite as ambition to provide for?—He was jealous in his nature, and ſuſpicious of all the world.—Shew me an ambitious man, that is not ſo; for as ſuch a man’s hand, like Imael’s, is againﬅ every man, he concludes, that every man’s hand in courſe is againﬅ his.


  Few men were ever guilty of more aﬅoniing as of cruelty—and yet the particular inﬅances of them in Herod were ſuch as he was hurried into, by the alarms this waking paon perpetually gave him. He put the whole Sanadrim to the ſword—ſparing neither age, or wiſdom, or merit—one cannot ſuppoſe, mply from an inclination to cruelty—no—they had oppoſed the eﬅabliment of his power at Jeruſalem.


  His own ſons, two hopeful youths, he cut oﬀ by a public execution—The worﬅ men have natural aﬀeion—and ſuch a ﬅroke as this would run ſo contrary to the natural workings of it, that you are forced to ſuppoſe the impulſe of ſome more violent inclination to overrule and conquer it.—And ſo it was, for the Jewi hiﬅorian tells us, ’twas jealouſy of power,—his darling obje—of which he feared they would one day or other diſpoeſs him—ſuﬃcient inducement to tranſport a man of ſuch a temper into the bloodieﬅ excees.


  Thus far this one fatal and extravagant paon, accounts for the dark de of Herod’s charaer. This governing principle being ﬁrﬅ laid open—all his other bad aions follow in courſe, like ſo many ſymptomatic complaints from the ſame diﬅemper.


  Let us ſee, if this was not the caſe even of his virtues too.


  At ﬁrﬅ ght it ſeems a myﬅery—how a man, ſo black as Herod has been thus far deſcribed—ould be able to ſupport himſelf, in the favor and friendip of ſo wiſe and penetrating a body of men, as the Roman ſenate, of whom he held his power. To counter-ballance the weight of ſo bad and deteﬅed a charaer—and be able to bear it up, as Herod did, one would think he muﬅ have been maﬅer of ſome great ſecret worth enquiring after—he was ſo. But that ſecret was no other than what appears on this reverſe of his charaer. He was a perſon of great addreſs—popular in his outward behavior.—He was generous, prince-like in his entertainments and expences. The world was then as corrupt at leaﬅ, as now—and Herod underﬅood it—knew at what price it was to be bought—and what qualities would bid the higheﬅ for its good word and approbation.


  And in truth, he judged this matter ſo well—that notwithﬅanding the general odium and prepoeon which aroſe againﬅ ſo hateful a charaer—in ſpite of all the ill impreons, from ſo many repeated complaints of his cruelties and oppreons—he yet ﬅemmed the torrent—and by the ſpecious diſplay of theſe popular virtues bore himſelf up againﬅ it all his life. So that at length, when he was ſummoned to Rome to anſwer for his crimes—Joſephus tells us,—that by the mere magniﬁcence of his expences—and the apparent generoty of his behavior, he entirely confuted the whole charge—and ſo ingratiated himſelf with the Roman ſenate—and won the heart of Auguﬅus—(as he had that of Anthony before) that he ever after had his favor and kindneſs; which I cannot mention without adding—that it is an eternal ﬅain upon the charaer and memory of Auguﬅus, that he ſold his countenance and proteion to ſo bad a man, for ſo mean and baſe a conderation.


  From this point of view, if we look back upon Herod—his beﬅ qualities will rink into little room, and how glittering ſoever in appearance, when brought to this ballance, are found wanting. And in truth, if we would not willingly be deceived in the value of any virtue or ſet of virtues in ſo complex a charaer—we muﬅ call them to this very account; examine whom they ſerve, what paon and what principle they have for their maﬅer. When this is underﬅood, the whole clew is unravelled at once, and the charaer of Herod, as complicated as it is given us in hiﬅory—when thus analyſed, is ſummed up in three words—That he was a man of unbounded ambition, who ﬅuck at nothing to gratify it,—ſo that not only his vices were miniﬅerial to his ruling paon, but his virtues too (if they deſerve the name) were drawn in, and liﬅed into the ſame ſervice.


  Thus much for this charaer of Herod—the critical review of which has many obvious uſes, to which I may truﬅ you, having time but to mention that particular one which ﬁrﬅ led me into this examination, namely, that all objeions againﬅ the evangeliﬅ’s account of this day’s aughter of the Bethlemiti infants—from the incredibility of ſo horrid an account—are lenced by this account of the man; nce in this, he aed but like himſelf, and juﬅ ſo as you would expe in the ſame circumﬅances, from every man of ſo ambitious a head—and ſo bad a heart.—Conder what havock ambition has made—how often the ſame tragedy has been aed upon larger theatres—where not only the innocence of childhood—or the grey hairs of the aged, have found no proteion—but whole countries without diﬅinion have been put to the ſword, or what is as cruel, have been driven forth to nakedneſs and famine to make way for new comers under the guidance of this paon.—For a ſpecimen of this, reﬂe upon the ﬅory related by Plutarch:—when by order of the Roman ſenate, ſeventy populous cities were unawares ſacked and deﬅroyed at one preﬁxed hour, by P. Aemilius—by whom one hundred and ﬁfty thouſand unhappy people were driven in one day into captivity—to be ſold to the higheﬅ bidder to end their days in cruel labor and angui. As aﬅoniing as the account before us is, it vanies into nothing from ſuch views, nce it is plain from all hiﬅory, that there is no wickedneſs too great for ſo unbounded a cauſe, and that the moﬅ horrid accounts in hiﬅory are, as I ſaid above, but too probable eﬀes of it.—


  May God of his mercy defend mankind from future experiments of this kind—and grant we may make a proper uſe of them, for the ſake of Jeſus Chriﬅ, Amen.


  ☜
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  SERMON X.


  
    Job XIV. 1, 2.


    Man that is born of a woman, is of few days, and full of trouble:—He cometh forth like a ﬂower, and is cut down; he ﬂeeth alſo as a adow, and continueth not.

  


  THERE is ſomething in this reﬂeion of holy Job’s, upon the ortneſs of life, and inﬅability of human aﬀairs, ſo beautiful and truly ſublime; that one might challenge the writings of the moﬅ celebrated orators of antiquity, to produce a ſpecimen of eloquence, ſo noble and thoroughly aﬀeing. Whether this eﬀe be owing in ſome meaſure, to the pathetic nature of the ſubje reﬂeed on;—or to the eaﬅern manner of expreon, in a ﬅile more exalted and ſuitable to ſo great a ſubje, or (which is the more likely account,) becauſe they are properly the words of that being, who ﬁrﬅ inſpired man with language, and taught his mouth to utter, who opened the lips of the dumb, and made the tongue of the infant eloquent;—to which of theſe we are to refer the beauty and ſublimity of this, as well as that of numberleſs other paages in holy writ, may not ſeem how material; but ſurely without theſe helps, never man was better qualiﬁed to make juﬅ and noble reﬂeions upon the ortneſs of life, and inﬅability of human aﬀairs, than Job was, who had himſelf waded through ſuch a ſea of troubles, and in his paage had encountered many vicitudes of ﬅorms and ſunine, and by turns had felt both the extremes, of all the happineſs, and all the wretchedneſs that mortal man is heir to.


  The beginning of his days was crowned with every thing that ambition could wi for;—he was the greateﬅ of all the men of the Eaﬅ,—had large and unbounded poeons, and no doubt enjoyed all the comforts and advantages of life, which they could adminiﬅer.—Perhaps you will ſay, a wiſe man might not be inclined to give a full looſe to this kind of happineſs, without ſome better ſecurity for the ſupport of it, than the mere poeon of ſuch goods of fortune, which often ip from under us, and ſometimes unaccountably make themſelves wings, and ﬂy away.—But he had that ſecurity too,—for the hand of providence which had thus far proteed, was ﬅill leading him forwards, and ſeemed engaged in the preſervation and continuance of theſe blengs;—God had ſet a hedge about him, and about all that he had on every de, he had bleed all the works of his hands, and his ſubﬅance increaſed every day. Indeed even with this ſecurity, riches to him that hath neither child or brother, as the wiſe man obſerves, inﬅead of a comfort prove ſometimes a fore travel and vexation.—The mind of man is not always ſatisﬁed with the reaſonable aurance of its own enjoyments, but will look forwards, and if it diſcovers ſome imaginary void, the want of ſome beloved obje; to ﬁll his place after him, will often diſquiet itſelf in vain, and ſay—“For whom do I labour, and bereave myſelf of reﬅ?”


  This bar to his happineſs God had likewiſe taken away, in bleng him with a numerous oﬀſpring of ſons and daughters, the apparent inheriters of all his preſent happineſs.—Pleang reﬂeion! to think the blengs God has indulged one’s ſelf in, all be handed and continued down to a man’s own ſeed; how little does this diﬀer from a ſecond enjoyment of them, to an aﬀeionate parent, who naturally looks forwards with as ﬅrong an intereﬅ upon his children, as if he was to live over again in his own poﬅerity.


  What could be wanting to ﬁni ſuch a piure of a happy man?—Surely nothing, except a virtuous diſpotion to give a reli to theſe blengs, and dire him to make a proper uſe of them.—He had that too, for—he was a perfe and upright man, one that feared God and eſchewed evil.


  In the midﬅ of all this proſperity, which was as great as could well fall to the are of one man;—whilﬅ all the world looked gay, and ſmiled upon him, and every thing round him ſeemed to promiſe, if poble, an increaſe of happineſs, in one inﬅant all is changed into ſorrow and utter deſpair.—


  It pleaſes God for wiſe purpoſes to blaﬅ the fortunes of his houſe, and cut oﬀ the hopes of his poﬅerity, and in one mournful day, to bring this great prince from his palace down to the dunghill. His ﬂocks and herds, in which conﬅed the abundance of his wealth, were part conſumed by a ﬁre from heaven, the remainder taken away by the ſword of the enemy: his ſons and daughters, whom ’tis natural to imagine ſo good a man had ſo brought up in a ſenſe of their duty, as to give him all reaſonable hopes of much joy and pleaſure in their future lives;—natural proſpe for a parent to look forwards at, to recompenſe him for the many cares and anxieties which their infancy had coﬅ him; theſe dear pledges of his future happineſs were all, all ſnatched from him at one blow, juﬅ at the time that one might imagine they were beginning to be the comfort and delight of his old age, which moﬅ wanted ſuch ﬅaves to lean on;—and as circumﬅances add to an evil, ſo they did to this;—for it fell out not only by a very calamitous accident, which was grievous enough in itſelf, but likewiſe upon the back of his other misfortunes, when he was ill prepared to bear ſuch a ock; and what would ﬅill add to it, it happened at an hour when he had leaﬅ reaſon to expe it, when he would naturally think his children ſecure and out of the way of danger. “For whilﬅ they were feaﬅing and making merry in their eldeﬅ brother’s houſe, a great wind out of the wilderneſs ſmote the four corners of the houſe, and it fell upon them.”


  Such a concurrence of misfortunes are not the common lot of many: and yet there are inﬅances of ſome who have undergone as ſevere trials, and bravely ﬅruggled under them; perhaps by natural force of ſpirits, the advantages of health, and the cordial aﬅance of a friend. And with theſe helps, what may not a man ſuﬅain?—But this was not Job’s caſe; for ſcarce had theſe evils fallen upon him, when he was not only borne down with a grievous diﬅemper which aﬄied him from the crown of his head to the ſole of his foot, but likewiſe his three friends, in whoſe kind conſolations he might have found a medicine,—even the wife of his boſom, whoſe duty it was with a gentle hand to have ſoftened all his ſorrows, inﬅead of doing this, they cruelly inſulted and became the reproachers of his integrity. O God! what is man when thou thus bruiſeﬅ him, and makeﬅ his burthen heavier as his ﬅrength grows leſs?—Who, that had found himſelf thus an example of the many changes and chances of this mortal life;—when he condered himſelf now ﬅripped and left deﬅitute of ſo many valuable blengs which the moment before thy providence had poured upon his head;—when he reﬂeed upon this gay delightſome ﬅruure, in appearance ſo ﬅrongly built, ſo pleangly ſurrounded with every thing that could ﬂatter his hopes and wies, and beheld it all levelled with the ground in one moment, and the whole proſpe vani with it like the deſcription of an enchantment;—who I ſay that had ſeen and felt the ock of ſo ſudden a revolution, would not have been furnied with juﬅ and beautiful reﬂeions upon the occaon, and ſaid with Job in the words of the text, “That man that is born of a woman, is of few days, and full of miſery,—that he cometh forth like a ﬂower, and is cut down; he ﬂeeth alſo as a adow and continueth not?”


  The words of the text are an epitome of the natural and moral vanity of man, and contain two diﬅin declarations concerning his ﬅate and condition in each reſpe.


  Firﬅ, that he is a creature of few days; and ſecondly, that thoſe days are full of trouble.


  I all make ſome reﬂeions upon each of theſe in their order, and conclude with a praical leon from the whole.


  And ﬁrﬅ, That he is of few days. The compariſon which Job makes uſe of, That man cometh forth like a ﬂower, is extremely beautiful, and more to the purpoſe than the moﬅ elaborate proof, which in truth the ſubje will not ealy admit of;—the ortneſs of life being a point ſo generally complained of in all ages nce the ﬂood, and ſo univerſally felt and acknowledged by the whole ſpecies, as to require no evidence beyond a militude; the intent of which is not ſo much to prove the fa, as to illuﬅrate and place it in ſuch a light as to ﬅrike us, and bring the impreon home to ourſelves in a more aﬀeing manner.


  Man comes forth, ſays Job, like a ﬂower, and is cut down;—he is ſent into the world the faireﬅ and nobleﬅ part of God’s works—faioned after the image of his creator with reſpe to reaſon and the great faculties of the mind; he comes forth glorious as the ﬂower of the ﬁeld; as it ſurpaes the vegetable world in beauty, ſo does he the animal world in the glory and excellencies of his nature.


  The one—if no untimely accident oppreſs it, ſoon arrives at the full period of its perfeion,—is ſuﬀered to triumph for a few moments, and is plucked up by the roots in the very pride and gayeﬅ ﬅage of its being:—or if it happens to eſcape the hands of violence, in a few days it necearily ckens of itſelf and dies away.


  Man likewiſe, though his progreſs is ower, and his duration ſomething longer, yet the periods of his growth and declenon are nearly the ſame both in the nature and manner of them.


  If he eſcapes the dangers which threaten his tenderer years, he is ſoon got into the full maturity and ﬅrength of life; and if he is ſo fortunate as not to be hurried out of it then by accidents, by his own folly or intemperance—if he eſcapes theſe, he naturally decays of himſelf;—a period comes faﬅ upon him, beyond which he was not made to laﬅ.—Like a ﬂower or fruit which may be plucked up by force before the time of their maturity, yet cannot be made to outgrow the period when they are to fade and drop of themſelves; when that comes, the hand of nature then plucks them both oﬀ, and no art of the botaniﬅ can uphold the one, or ſkill of the phycian preſerve the other, beyond the periods to which their original frames and conﬅitutions were made to extend. As God has appointed and determined the ſeveral growths and decays of the vegetable race, ſo he ſeems as evidently to have preſcribed the ſame laws to man, as well as all living creatures, in the ﬁrﬅ rudiments of which, there are contained the ſpeciﬁck powers of their growth, duration and extinion; and when the evolutions of thoſe animal powers are exhauﬅed and run down, the creature expires and dies of itſelf, as ripe fruit falls from the tree, or a ﬂower preſerved beyond its bloom droops and peries upon the ﬅalk.


  Thus much for this compariſon of Job’s, which though it is very poetical, yet conveys a juﬅ idea of the thing referred to.—“That he ﬂeeth alſo as a adow, and continueth not”—is no leſs a faithful and ﬁne repreſentation of the ortneſs and vanity of human life, of which one cannot give a better explanation, than by referring to the original, from whence the piure was taken.—With how quick a ſucceon, do days, months and years paſs over our heads?—how truely like a adow that departeth do they ﬂee away inſenbly, and ſcarce leave an impreon with us?—when we endeavour to call them back by reﬂeion, and conder in what manner they have gone, how unable are the beﬅ of us to give a tolerable account?—and were it not for ſome of the more remarkable ﬅages which have diﬅinguied a few periods of this rapid progreſs—we ould look back upon it all as Nebuchadnezzar did upon his dream when he awoke in the morning;—he was ſenble many things had paed, and troubled him too; but had paed on ſo quickly, they had left no footﬅeps behind, by which he could be enabled to trace them back.—Melancholy account of the life of man! which generally runs on in a ſuch a manner, as ſcarce to allow time to make reﬂeions which way it has gone.


  How many of our ﬁrﬅ years ide by, in the innocent ſports of childhood, in which we are not able to make reﬂeions upon them?—how many more thoughtleſs years eſcape us in our youth, when we are unwilling to do it, and are ſo eager in the purſuit of pleaſure as to have no time to ſpare, to ﬅop and conder them?


  When graver and riper years come on, and we begin to think it time to reform and ſet up for men of ſenſe and condu, then the buneſs and perplexing intereﬅs of this world, and the endleſs plotting and contriving how to make the moﬅ of it, do ſo wholly employ us, that we are too buſy to waﬅe reﬂeions upon ſo unproﬁtable a ſubje.—As families and children increaſe, ſo do our aﬀeions, and with them are multiplied our cares and toils for their preſervation and eﬅabliment;—all which take up our thoughts ſo cloſely, and poeſs them ſo long, that we are often overtaken by grey hairs before we ſee them, or have found leiſure to conder how far we were got,—what we have been doing,—and for what purpoſe God ſent us into the world. As man may juﬅly be ſaid to be of few days condered with reſpe to this haﬅy ſucceon of things, which ſoon carries him into the decline of his life, ſo may he likewiſe be ſaid to ﬂee like a adow and continue not, when his duration is compared with other parts of God’s works, and even the works of his own hands, which outlaﬅ him many generations;—whilﬅ his—as Homer obſerves, like leaves, one generation drops, and another ſprings up to fall again and be forgotten.


  But when we further conder his days in the light in which we ought chieﬂy to view them, as they appear in thy ght, O God! with whom a thouſand years are but as yeﬅerday; when we reﬂe that this hand-breadth of life is all that is meaſured out to us from that eternity for which he is created, how does his ort ſpan vani to nothing in the compariſon? ’Tis true, the greateﬅ portion of time will do the ſame when compared with what is to come; and therefore ſo ort and trantory a one, as threeſcore years and ten, beyond which all is declared to be labour and ſorrow, may the eaer be allowed: and yet how uncertain are we of that portion, ort as it is? Do not ten thouſand accidents break oﬀ the ender thread of human life, long before it can be drawn out to that extent?—The new-born babe falls down an eaſy prey, and moulders back again into duﬅ, like a tender bloom put forth in an untimely hour.—The hopeful youth in the very pride and beauty of life is cut oﬀ, ſome cruel diﬅemper or unthought of accident lays him proﬅrate upon the earth, to purſue Job’s compariſon, like a blooming ﬂower ſmit and rivelled up with a malignant blaﬅ.—In this ﬅage of life chances multiply upon us,—the ſeeds of diſorders are ſown by intemperance or negle,—infeious diﬅempers are more ealy contraed, when contraed they rage with greater violence, and the ſucceſs in many caſes is more doubtful, inſomuch that they who have exerciſed themſelves in computations of this kind tell us, “That one half of the whole ſpecies which are born into the world, go out of it again, and are all dead in ſo ort a ſpace as the ﬁrﬅ ſeventeen years.


  Theſe reﬂeions may be ſuﬃcient to illuﬅrate the ﬁrﬅ part of Job’s declaration, “That man is of few days.” Let us examine the truth of the other, and ſee, whether he is not likewiſe full of trouble.


  And here we muﬅ not take our account from the ﬂattering outde of things, which are generally ſet oﬀ with a glittering appearance enough, eſpecially in what is called, higher life.—Nor can we ſafely truﬅ the evidence of ſome of the more merry and thoughtleſs amongﬅ us, who are ſo ſet upon the enjoyment of life as ſeldom to reﬂe upon the troubles of it;—or who, perhaps, becauſe they are not yet come to this portion of their inheritance, imagine it is not their common lot.—Nor laﬅly, are we to form an idea of it, from the deluve ﬅories of a few of the more proſperous paengers, who have fortunately ſailed through and eſcaped the rougher toils and diﬅrees. But we are to take our accounts from a cloſe ſurvey of human life, and the real face of things, ﬅript of every thing that can palliate or gild it over. We muﬅ hear the general complaint of all ages, and read the hiﬅories of mankind. If we look into them, and examine them to the bottom, what do they contain but the hiﬅory of ſad and uncomfortable paages, which a good-natured man cannot read but with oppreon of ſpirits.—Conder the dreadful ſucceon of wars in one part or other of the earth, perpetuated from one century to another with ſo little intermion, that mankind have ſcarce had time to breathe from them, nce ambition ﬁrﬅ came into the world; conder the horrid eﬀes of them in all thoſe barbarous devaﬅations we read of, where whole nations have been put to the ſword, or have been driven out to nakedneſs and famine to make room for new comers. For a ſpecimen of this, let us reﬂe upon the ﬅory related by Plutarch, when by order of the Roman ſenate, ſeventy populous cities were unawares ſacked and deﬅroyed at one preﬁxed hour, by P. Aemilius, by whom one hundred and ﬁfty thouſand unhappy people were driven in one day into captivity, to be ſold to the higheﬅ bidder to end their days in cruel angui.—Conder how great a part of our ſpecies in all ages down to this, have been trod under the feet of cruel and capricious tyrants, who would neither hear their cries, nor pity their diﬅrees.—Conder avery—what it is,—how bitter a draught, and how many millions have been made to drink of it;—which if it can poiſon all earthly happineſs when exerciſed barely upon our bodies, what muﬅ it be, when it comprehends both the avery of body and mind?—To conceive this, look into the hiﬅory of the Romi church and her tyrants, (or rather executioners) who ſeem to have taken pleaſure in the pangs and convulons of their fellow-creatures.—Examine the priſons of the inquition, hear the melancholy notes ſounded in every cell.—Conder the angui of mock-trials, and the exquite tortures conſequent thereupon, mercileſy inﬂied upon the unfortunate, where the racked and weary ſoul has ſo often wied to take its leave,—but cruelly not ſuﬀered to depart.—Conder how many of theſe helpleſs wretches have been haled from thence in all periods of this tyrannic uſurpation, ſo undergo the maacres and ﬂames to which a falſe and a bloody religion has condemned them. If this ſad hiﬅory and detail of the mere public cauſes of the miſeries of man are not ſuﬃcient, let us behold him in another light with reſpe to the more private cauſes of them, and ſee whether he is not full of trouble likewiſe there, and almoﬅ born to it as naturally as the ſparks ﬂy upwards. If we conder man as a creature full of wants and neceties (whether real or imaginary) which he is not able to ſupply of himſelf, what a train of diſappointments, vexations and dependencies are to be ſeen, iuing from thence to perplex and make his being uneaſy?—How many juﬅlings and hard ﬅruggles do we undergo, in making our way in the world?—How barbarouy held back?—How often and baſely overthrown, in aiming only at getting bread?—How many of us never attain it—at leaﬅ not comfortably,—but from various unknown cauſes—eat it all their lives long in bitterneſs?


  If we ift the ſcene, and look upwards, towards thoſe whoſe tuation in life ſeems to place them above the ſorrows of this kind, yet where are they exempt from others? Do not all ranks and conditions of men meet with ſad accidents and numberleſs calamities in other reſpes which often make them go heavily all their lives long?


  How many fall into chronical inﬁrmities, which render both their days and nights reﬅleſs and inſupportable?—How many of the higheﬅ rank are tore up with ambition, or ſoured with diſappointments, and how many more from a thouſand ſecret cauſes of diſquiet pine away in lence, and owe their deaths to ſorrow and dejeion of heart?—If we caﬅ our eyes upon the loweﬅ claſs and condition of life,—the ſcene is more melancholy ﬅill.—Millions of our fellow-creatures, born to no inheritance but poverty and trouble, forced by the necety of their lots to drudgery and painful employments, and hard ſet with that too, to get enough to keep themſelves and families alive.—So that upon the whole, when we have examined the true ﬅate and condition of human life, and have made ſome allowances for a few fugacious, deceitful pleaſures, there * is ſcarce any thing to be found which contradis Job’s deſcription of it.—Which ever way we look abroad, we ſee ſome legible charaers of what God ﬁrﬅ denounced againﬅ us, “That in ſorrow we ould eat our bread, till we returned to the ground, from whence we were taken.”


  But ſome one will ſay, Why are we thus to be put out of love with human life? To what purpoſe is it to expoſe the dark des of it to us, or enlarge upon the inﬁrmities which are natural, and conſequently out of our power to redreſs?


  I anſwer, that the ſubje is nevertheleſs of great importance, nce it is neceary every creature ould underﬅand his preſent ﬅate and condition, to put him in mind of behaving ſuitably to it.—Does not an impartial ſurvey of man—the holding up this glaſs to ew him his defes and natural inﬁrmities, naturally tend to cure his pride and cloath him with humility, which is a dreſs that beﬅ becomes a ort-lived and a wretched creature?—Does not the conderation of the ortneſs of our life, convince us of the wiſdom of dedicating ſo ſmall a portion to the great purpoſes of eternity?—


  Laﬅly, When we reﬂe that this ſpan of life, ort as it is, is chequered with ſo many troubles, that there is nothing in this world ſprings up, or can be enjoyed without a mixture of ſorrow, how inſenbly does it incline us to turn our eyes and aﬀeions from ſo gloomy a proſpe, and ﬁx them upon that happier country, where aﬄiions cannot follow us, and where God will wipe away all tears from oﬀ our faces for ever and ever? Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON XI.


  EVIL-SPEAKING.


  SERMON XI.


  
    James I. 26.


    If any man among you ſeem to be religious, and bridleth not his tongue, but deceiveth his own heart, this man’s religion is vain.

  


  OF the many duties owing both to God and our neighbour, there are ſcarce any men ſo bad, as not to acquit themſelves of ſome, and few ſo good, I fear, as to praiſe all.


  Every man ſeems willing enough to compound the matter, and adopt ſo much of the ſyﬅem, as will leaﬅ interfere with his principal and ruling paon, and for thoſe parts, which would occaon a more troubleſome oppotion, to conder them as hard ſayings, and ſo leave them for thoſe to praiſe, whoſe natural tempers are better ſuited for the ﬅruggle. So that a man all be covetous, oppreve, revengeful, neither a lover of truth, or common honeﬅy, and yet at the ſame time, all be very religious, and ſo ſaniﬁed, as not once to fail of paying his morning and evening ſacriﬁce to God. So, on the other hand, a man all live without God in the world, have neither any great ſenſe of religion, or indeed pretend to have any, and yet be of niceﬅ honour, conſcientiouy juﬅ and fair in all his dealings. And here it is that men generally betray themſelves, deceiving, as the apoﬅle ſays, their own hearts; of which the inﬅances are ſo various, in one degree or other throughout human life, that one might ſafely ſay, the bulk of mankind live in ſuch a contradiion to themſelves, that there is no charaer ſo hard to be met with as one, which upon a critical examination, will appear altogether uniform, and in every point conﬅent with itſelf.


  If ſuch a contraﬅ was only obſervable in the diﬀerent ﬅages of a man’s life, it would ceaſe to be either a matter of wonder, or of juﬅ reproach. Age, experience, and much reﬂeion, may naturally enough be ſuppoſed to alter a man’s ſenſe of things, and ſo entirely to transform him, that not only in outward appearances, but in the very caﬅ and turn of his mind, he may be as unlike and diﬀerent from the man he was twenty or thirty years ago, as he ever was from any thing of his own ſpecies. This, I ſay, is naturally to be accounted for, and in ſome caſes might be praiſeworthy too; but the obſervation is to be made of men in the ſame period of their lives that in the ſame day, ſometimes in the very ſame aion, they are utterly inconﬅent and irreconcileable with themſelves.—Look at a man in one light, and he all ſeem wiſe, penetrating, diſcreet, and brave: behold him in another point of view, and you ſee a creature all over folly and indiſcretion, weak and timorous, as cowardice and indiſcretion can make him. A man all appear gentle, courteous and benevolent to all mankind; follow him into his own houſe, may be you ſee a tyrant, moroſe and ſavage to all, whoſe happineſs depends upon his kindneſs. A third in his general behaviour is found to be generous, dintereﬅed, humane and friendly,—hear but the ſad ﬅory of the friendleſs orphans, too credulouy truﬅing all their little ſubﬅance into his hands, and he all appear more ſordid, more pitileſs and unjuﬅ, than the injured themſelves have bitterneſs to paint him. Another all be charitable to the poor, uncharitable in his cenſures and opinions of all the reﬅ of the world bedes;—temperate in his appetites, intemperate in his tongue; all have too much conſcience and religion to cheat the man who truﬅs him, and perhaps as far as the buneſs of debtor and creditor extends, all be juﬅ and ſcrupulous to the uttermoﬅ mite; yet in matters of full as great concern, where he is to have the handling of the parties reputation and good name,—the deareﬅ, the tendereﬅ property the man has, he will do him irreparable damage, and rob him there without meaſure or pity.—


  And this ſeems to be that particular piece of inconﬅency and contradiion which the text is levelled at, in which the words ſeem ſo pointed, as if St. James had known more ﬂagrant inﬅances of this kind of deluon than what had fallen under the obſervation of any of the reﬅ of the apoﬅles; he being more remarkably vehement and copious upon that ſubje than any other.


  Doubtleſs ſome of his converts had been notoriouy wicked and licentious, in this remorſeleſs praice of defamation and evil-ſpeaking. Perhaps the holy man, though ſpotleſs as an angel, (for no charaer is too ſacred for calumny to blacken,) had grievouy ſuﬀered himſelf, and as his bleed maﬅer foretold him, had been cruelly reviled, and evil ſpoken of.


  All his labours in the goſpel, his unaﬀeed and perpetual ſollicitude for the preſervation of his ﬂock, his watchings, his faﬅings, his poverty, his natural mplicity and innocence of life, all perhaps were not enough to defend him from this unruly weapon, ſo full of deadly poiſon. And what in all likelyhood might move his ſorrow and indignation more, ſome who ſeemed the moﬅ devout and zealous of all his converts, were the moﬅ mercileſs and uncharitable in that reſpe. Having a of godlineſs, full of bitter envyings and ﬅrife.


  With ſuch it is that he expoﬅulates ſo largely in the third chapter of his epiﬅle; and there is ſomething in his vivacity tempered with ſuch aﬀeion and concern, as well ſuited the charaer of an inſpired man. My brethren, ſays the apoﬅle, theſe things ought not to be.—The wiſdom that is from above is pure, peaceable, gentle, full of mercy, without partiality, without hypocriſy. The wiſdom from above,—that heavenly religion which I have preached to you, is pure, alike and conﬅent with itſelf in all its parts; like its great author, ’tis univerſally kind and benevolent in all caſes and circumﬅances. Its ﬁrﬅ glad tydings, were peace upon earth, good will towards men; its chief corner ﬅone, its moﬅ diﬅinguiing charaer is love, that kind principle which brought it down, in the pure exerciſe of which conﬅs the chief enjoyment of heaven from whence it came. But this praice, my brethren, cometh not from above, but is earthly, ſenſual, devili, full of confuon and every evil work. Reﬂe then a moment; can a fountain ſend forth at the ſame place, ſweet water and bitter? Can the ﬁg tree my brethren bear olive berries, either a vine, ﬁgs? Lay your hands upon your hearts, and let your conſciences ſpeak.—Ought not the ſame juﬅ principle which reﬅrains you from cruelty and wrong in one caſe, equally to withhold you from it in another?—Should not charity and good will, like the principle of life, circulating through the ſmalleﬅ veels in every member, ought it not to operate as regularly upon you, throughout, as well upon your words, as upon your aions?


  If a man is wiſe and endued with knowledge, let him ew it, out of a good converſation, with meekneſs of wiſdom. But—if any man amongﬅ you, ſeemeth to be religious,—ſeemeth to be,—for truly religious he cannot be,—and bridleth not his tongue, but deceiveth his own heart, this man’s religion is vain.—This is the full force of St. James’s reaſoning, upon which I have dwelt the more, it being the foundation, upon which is grounded this clear decion of the matter left us in the text. In which the apoﬅle ſeems to have ſet the two charaers of a ſaint and a anderer, at ſuch variance, that one would have thought they could never have had a heart to have met together again. But there are no alliances too ﬅrange for this world.—How many may we obſerve every day, even of the gentler ſex, as well as our own, who without conviion of doing much wrong, in the midﬅ of a full career of calumny and defamation, riſe up punual at the ﬅated hour of prayer, leave the cruel ﬅory half untold till they return,—go,—and kneel down before the throne of heaven, thank God that he had not made them like others, and that his Holy Spirit had enabled them to perform the duties of the day, in ſo chriﬅian and conſcientious a manner!


  This deluve itch for ander, too common in all ranks of people, whether to gratify a little ungenerous reſentment;—whether oftener out of a principle of levelling from a narrowneſs and poverty of ſoul, ever impatient of merit and ſuperiority in others; whether a mean ambition or the inſatiate luﬅ of being wity, (a talent in which ill-nature and malice are no ingredients,)—or laﬅly, whether from a natural cruelty of diſpotion, abﬅraed from all views and conderations of ſelf: to which one, or whether to all jointly we are indebted for this contagious malady; thus much is certain, from whatever ſeeds it ſprings, its growth and progreſs of it are as deﬅruive to, as they are unbecoming a civilized people. To paſs a hard and ill-natured reﬂeion, upon an undegning aion; to invent, or which is equally bad, to propagate a vexatious report, without colour and grounds; to plunder an innocent man of his charaer and good name, a jewel which perhaps he has ﬅarved himſelf to purchaſe, and probably would hazard his life to ſecure; to rob him at the ſame time of his happineſs and peace of mind; perhaps his bread,—the bread may be of a virtuous family; and all this, as Solomon ſays of the madman, who caﬅeth ﬁre-brands, arrows and death, and ſaith, Am I not in ſport? all this, out of wantonneſs, and oftener from worſe motives; the whole appears ſuch a complication of badneſs, as requires no words or warmth of fancy to aggravate, Pride, treachery, envy, hypocriſy, malice, cruelty, and ſelf-love, may have been ſaid in one ape or other, to have occaoned all the frauds and miſchiefs that ever happened in the world; but the chances againﬅ a coincidence of them all in one perſon are ſo many, that one would have ſuppoſed the charaer of a common anderer as rare and diﬃcult a produion in nature, as that of a great genius, which ſeldom happens above once in an age.


  But whatever was the caſe, when St. James wrote his epiﬅle, we have been very ſucceſsful in later days, and have found out the art, by a proper management of light and ade, to compound all theſe vices together, ſo as to give body and ﬅrength to the whole, whilﬅ no one but a diſcerning artiﬅ is able to diſcover the labours that join in ﬁniing the piure.—And indeed, like many other bad originals in the world,—it ﬅands in need of all the diſguiſe it has.—For who could be enamoured of a charaer, made up of ſo loathſome a compound,—could they behold it naked,—in its crooked and deformed ape,—with all its natural and deteﬅed inﬁrmities laid open to public view?


  And therefore, it were to be wied, that one could do in this malignant caſe of the mind,—what is generally done for the public good, in the more malignant and epidemical caſes of the body,—that is,—when they are found infeious,—to write a hiﬅory of the diﬅemper,—and aſcertain all the ſymptoms of the malady, ſo that every one might know, whom he might venture to go near, with tolerable ſafety to himſelf.—But alas! the ſymptoms of this appear in ſo many ﬅrange, and contradiory apes, and vary ſo wonderfully with the temper and habit of the patient, that they are not to be claed,—or reduced to any one regular ſyﬅem.


  Ten thouſand are the vehicles, in which this deadly poiſon is prepared and communicated to the world,—and by ſome artful hands, ’tis done by ſo ſubtle and nice an infuon, that it is not to be taﬅed or diſcovered, but by its eﬀes.


  How frequently is the honeﬅy and integrity of a man, diſpoſed of, by a ſmile or a rug?—How many good and generous aions, have been ſunk into oblivion, by a diﬅruﬅful look,—or ﬅampt with the imputation of proceeding from bad motives, by a myﬅerious and ſeaſonable whiſper?


  Look into companies of thoſe whoſe gentle natures ould diſarm them,—we all ﬁnd no better account.—How large a portion of chaﬅity is ſent out of the world by diﬅant hints,—nodded away, and cruelly winked into ſuſpicion, by the envy of thoſe, who are paed all temptation of it themſelves.—How often does the reputation of a helpleſs creature bleed by a report—which the party, who is at the pains to propagate it, beholds with ſo much pity and fellow-feeling,—that e is heartily ſorry for it,—hopes in God it is not true;—however, as Arch-biop Tillotſon witily obſerves upon it, is reſolved in the mean time to give the report her paſs, that at leaﬅ it may have fair play to take its fortune in the world,—to be believed or not, according to the charity of thoſe, into whoſe hands it all happen to fall.


  So fruitful is this vice in variety of expedients, to ſatiate as well as diſguiſe itſelf. But if theſe ſmoother weapons cut ſo ſore,—what all we ſay of open and unbluing ſcandal—ſubjeed to no caution,—tied down to no reﬅraints?—If the one, like an arrow ot in the dark does nevertheleſs ſo much ſecret miſchief,—this like the peﬅilence, which rageth at noon day, ſweeps all before it, levelling without diﬅinion the good and the bad; a thouſand fall bede it, and ten thouſand on its right hand,—they fall,—ſo rent and torn in this tender part of them, ſo unmercifully butchered, as ſometimes never to recover either the wounds,—or the angui of heart,—which they have occaoned.—


  But there is nothing ſo bad which will not admit of ſomething to be ſaid in its defence.


  And here it may be aſked,—Whether the inconveniences and ill eﬀes which the world feels,—from the licentiouſneſs of this praice—are not ſuﬃciently counterballanced by the real inﬂuence it has upon mens lives and condu?—That if there was no evil-ſpeaking in the world, thouſands would be encouraged to do ill,—and would ru into many indecorums, like a horſe into the battle,—were they ſure to eſcape the tongues of men.


  That if we take a general view of the world,—we all ﬁnd that a great deal of virtue,—at leaﬅ of the outward appearance of it,—is not ſo much from any ﬁxed principle, as the terror of what the world will ſay,—and the liberty it will take upon the occaons we all give.


  That if we deſcend to particulars, numbers are every day taking more pains to be well ſpoken of,—than what would aually enable them to live ſo as to deſerve it.


  That there are many of both ſexes, who can ſupport life well enough, without honour or chaﬅity,—who without reputation, (which is but the opinion which the world has of the matter,) would hide their head in ame, and nk down in utter deſpair of happineſs.—No doubt the tongue is a weapon, which does chaﬅiſe many indecorums, which the laws of men will not reach,—and keeps many in awe,—whom conſcience will not,—and where the caſe is indiſputably ﬂagrant,—the ſpeaking of it in ſuch words as it deſerves,—ſcarce comes within the prohibition.—In many caſes, ’tis hard to expreſs ourſelves ſo as to ﬁx a diﬅinion betwixt oppote charaers,—and ſometimes it may be as much a debt we owe to virtue, and as great a piece of juﬅice to expoſe a vicious charaer, and paint it in its proper colours,—as it is to ſpeak well of the deſerving, and deſcribe his particular virtues.—And, indeed, when we inﬂi this puniment upon the bad, merely out of principle, and without indulgences to any private paon of our own,—’tis a caſe which happens ſo ſeldom, that one might venture to except it.


  However to thoſe, who in this objeion are really concerned for the cauſe of virtue, I cannot help recommending what would much more eﬀeually ſerve her intereﬅ, and be a ſurer token of their zeal and attachment to her. And that is,—in all ſuch plain inﬅances where it ſeems to be duty, to ﬁx a diﬅinion betwixt the good and the bad,—to let their aions ſpeak it, inﬅead of their words, or at leaﬅ to let them both ſpeak one language. We all of us talk ſo loud againﬅ vicious charaers, and are ſo unanimous in our cry againﬅ them,—that an unexperienced man, who only truﬅed his ears, would imagine the whole world was in an uproar about it and that mankind were all aociating, together, to hunt vice utterly out of the world.—Shift the ſcene,—and let him behold the reception which vice meets with,—he will ſee the condu and behavior of the world towards it, ſo oppote to their declarations,—he will ﬁnd all he heard, ſo contradied by what he ſaw,—as to leave him in doubt, which of his ſenſes he is to truﬅ,—or in which of the two caſes, mankind were really in earneﬅ. Was there virtue enough in the world to make a general ﬅand againﬅ this contradiion,—that is,—was every one who deſerved to be ill ſpoken of—ſure to be ill looked on—too; was it a certain conſequence of the loſs of a man’s charaer,—to loſe his friends,—to loſe the advantages of his birth and fortune,—and thenceforth be univerſally unned, univerſally ighted.—


  Was no quality a elter againﬅ the indecorums of the other ſex, but was every woman without diﬅinion,—who had juﬅly forfeited her reputation,—from that moment was e ſure to forfeit likewiſe all claim to civility and reſpe.—


  Or in a word,—could it be eﬅablied as a law in our ceremonial,—that wherever charaers in either ſex were become notorious,—it ould be deemed infamous, either to pay or receive a vit from them, and that the door ut againﬅ them in all public places, till they had ſatisﬁed the world, by giving teﬅimony of a better life.—A few ſuch plain and honeﬅ maxims faithfully put in praice,—would force us upon ſome degree of reformation. Till this, is done,—it avails little that we have no mercy upon them with our tongues, nce they eſcape without feeling any other inconvenience.


  We all cry out that the world is corrupt,—and I fear too juﬅly,—but we never reﬂe, what we have to thank for it, and that it is our open countenance of vice, which gives the lye to our private cenſures of it, which is its chief proteion and encouragement.—To thoſe however, who ﬅill believe, that evil-ſpeaking is ſome terror to evil doers, one may anſwer, as a great man has done upon the occaon,—that after all our exhortations againﬅ it,—’tis not to be feared, but that there will be evil-ſpeaking enough left in the world to chaﬅiſe the guilty,—and we may ſafely truﬅ them to an ill-natured world, that there will be no failure of juﬅice upon this ſcore.—The paons of men are pretty ſevere executioners, and to them let us leave this ungrateful taſk,—and rather ourſelves endeavour to cultivate that more friendly one, recommended by the apoﬅle,—of letting all bitterneſs, and wrath, and clamour, and evil-ſpeaking, be put away from us,—of being kind to one another,—tender-hearted, forgiving one another, even as God for Chriﬅ’s ſake forgave us. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON XII.


  JOSEPH’s Hiﬅory

  considered.

  Forgiveneſs of Injuries.


  SERMON XII.


  
    Genesis l. 15.


    And when Joſeph’s brethren ſaw that their father was dead, they ſaid, Joſeph will peradventure hate us, and will certainly requite us all the evil which we did unto him.

  


  THERE are few inﬅances of the exerciſe of particular virtues which ſeem harder to attain to, or which appear more amiable and engaging in themſelves, than thoſe of moderation and the forgiveneſs of injuries; and when the temptations againﬅ them, happen to be heightened by the bitterneſs of a provocation on one hand, and the fairneſs of an opportunity to retaliate on the other, the inﬅances then are truly great and heroic. The words of the text, which are the conſultation of the ſons of Jacob amongﬅ themſelves upon their father Iſrael’s death, when becauſe it was in Joſeph’s power to revenge the deadly injury they had formerly done him, they concluded in courſe, that it was in his intention, will lead us to a beautiful example of this kind in the charaer and behavior of Joſeph conſequent thereupon; and as it ſeems a perfe and very engaging pattern of forbearance, it may not be improper to make it ſerve for the ground-work of a diſcourſe upon that ſubje.—The whole tranſaion from the ﬁrﬅ occaon given by Joſeph in his youth, to this laﬅ a of remion, at the concluon of his life, may be ſaid to be a maﬅerpiece of hiﬅory. There is not only in the manner throughout ſuch a happy though uncommon mixture of mplicity and grandeur, which is a double charaer ſo hard to be united, that it is ſeldom to be met with in compotions merely human;—but it is likewiſe related with the greateﬅ variety of tender and aﬀeing circumﬅances, which would aﬀord matter for reﬂeions uſeful for the condu of almoﬅ every part and ﬅage of a man’s life.—But as the words of the text, as well as the intention and compaſs of this diſcourſe, particularly conﬁne me to ſpeak only to one point, namely, the forgiveneſs of injuries, it will be proper only to conder ſuch circumﬅances of the ﬅory, as will place this inﬅance of it in its juﬅ light; and then proceed to make a more general uſe of the great example of moderation and forbearance, which it ſets before us.


  It ſeems ﬅrange at ﬁrﬅ ght, that after the ſons of Jacob had fallen into Joſeph’s power, when they were forced by the ſoreneſs of the famine to go down into Egypt to buy corn, and had found him too good a man even to expoﬅulate with them for an injury, which he ſeemed then to have digeﬅed, and piouy to have reſolved into the over-ruling providence of God, for the preſervation of much people, how they could ever after queﬅion the uprightneſs of his intentions, or entertain the leaﬅ ſuſpicion that his reconciliation was diembled. Would not one have imagined, that the man who had diſcovered ſuch a goodneſs of ſoul, that he ſought where to weep, becauſe he could not bear the ﬅruggle of a counterfeited harneſs, could never be ſuſpeed afterwards of intending a real one;—and that he only waited till their father Iſrael’s death, to requite them all the evil which they had done unto him. What ﬅill adds to this diﬃculty is, that his aﬀeionate manner of making himſelf known to them;—his goodneſs in forbearing, not only to reproach them for the injury they had formerly done him, but extenuating and excung the fault to themſelves, his comforting, and ſpeaking kindly to them, and ſeconding all with the tendereﬅ marks of an undiſguiſed forgiveneſs, in falling upon their necks, and weeping aloud, that all the houſe of Pharaoh heard him;—that moreover this behavior of Joſeph could not appear to them, to be the eﬀe of any warm and ſudden tranſport, which might as ſuddenly give way to other reﬂeions, but that it evidently ſprung from a ſettled principle of uncommon generoty in his nature, which was above the temptation of making uſe of an opportunity for revenge, which the courſe of God’s providence had put into his hands for better purpoſes; and what might ﬅill ſeemed to conﬁrm this, was the evidence of his aions to them afterwards, in bringing them and all their houold up out of Canaan, and placing them near him in the land of Goen, the richeﬅ part of Egypt, where they had had ſo many years experience of his love and kindneſs. And yet it is plain all this did not clear his motive from ſuſpicion, or at leaﬅ themſelves of ſome apprehenons of a change in his condu towards them. And was it not that the whole tranſaion was wrote under the direion of the Spirit of truth, and that other hiﬅorians concur in doing juﬅice to Joſeph’s charaer, and ſpeak of him as a compaonate, and merciful man, one would be apt, you will ſay, to imagine here, that Moſes might pobly have omitted ſome circumﬅances of Joſeph’s behavior, which had alarmed his brethren, betwixt the time of his ﬁrﬅ reconciliation and that of their father’s death.—For they could not be ſuſpicious of his intentions without ſome cauſe, and fear where no fear was.—But does not a guilty conſcience often do ſo?—and though it has the grounds, yet wants the power to think itſelf ſafe.


  And could we look into the hearts of thoſe who know they deſerve ill, we ould ﬁnd many an inﬅance, where a kindneſs from an injured hand, where there was leaﬅ reaſon to expe one, has ﬅruck deeper and touched the heart with a degree of remorſe and concern, which perhaps no ſeverity or reſentment could have reached. This reﬂeion will in ſome meaſure help to explain this diﬃculty, which occurs in the ﬅory. For it is obſervable, that when the injury they had done their brother was ﬁrﬅ committed, and the fa was fre upon their minds, and moﬅ likely to have ﬁlled them with a ſenſe of guilt, we ﬁnd no acknowledgment or complaint to one another of ſuch a load, as one might imagine it had laid upon them; and from that event, through a long courſe of years to the time they had gone down to Egypt, we read not once of any ſorrow or compunion of heart, which they had felt during all that time, for what they had done. They had artfully impoſed upon their parent—(and as men are ingenious caſuits in their own aﬀairs,) they had, probably, as artfully impoſed upon their own conſciences;—and pobly had never impartially reﬂeed upon the aion, or condered it in its juﬅ light, till the many as of their brother’s love and kindneſs had brought it before them, with all the circumﬅances of aggravation which his behaviour would naturally give it.—They then began maturely to conder what they had done,—that they had ﬁrﬅ undeſervedly hated him in his childhood for that, which if it was a ground of complaint, ought rather to have been charged upon the indiſcretion of the parent than condered as a fault in him. That upon a more juﬅ examination and a better knowledge of their brother, they had wanted even that pretence.—It was not a blind partiality which ſeemed ﬁrﬅ to have direed their father’s aﬀeion to him,—though then they thought ſo,—for doubtleſs ſo much goodneſs and benevolence as one forth in his nature, now that he was a man, could not lay all of it ſo deep concealed in his youth, but the ſagacity of a parent’s eye would diſcover it, and that in courſe their enmity towards him was founded upon that which ought to have won their eﬅeem.—That if he had incautiouy added envy to their ill will in reporting his dreams, which preſaged his future greatneſs, it was but the indiſcretion of a youth unpraiſed in the world, who had not yet found out the art of diembling his hopes and expeations, and was ſcarce arrived at an age to comprehend there was ſuch a thing in the world as envy and ambition:—that if ſuch oﬀences in a brother, ſo fairly carried their own excuſes with them, what could they ſay for themſelves, when they condered it was for this they had almoﬅ unanimouy conſpired to rob him of his life;—and though they were happily reﬅrained from edding his blood upon Reuben’s remonﬅrance, that they had nevertheleſs all the guilt of the intention to anſwer for.—That whatever motive it was, which then ﬅayed their hands, their conſciences told them, it could not be a good one, nce they had changed the ſentence for one no leſs cruel in itſelf, and what to an ingenuous nature was worſe than death, to be ſold for a ave.—The one was common to all,—the other only to the unfortunate. That it was not compaon which then took place, for had there been any way open to that, his tears and entreaties muﬅ have found it, when they ſaw the angui of his ſoul, when he beſought and they would not hear.—That if aught ﬅill could heighten the remorſe of baniing a youth without provocation for ever from his country, and the proteion of his parent, to be expoſed naked to the buﬀetings of the world, and the rough hand of ſome mercileſs maﬅer, they would ﬁnd it in this reﬂeion, “That many aﬄiions and hardips, which they might naturally have expeed would overtake the lad, conſequent upon this aion, had aually fallen upon him.”


  That bedes the angui of ſuſpeed virtue, he had felt that of a priſon, where he had long lain negleed in a friendleſs condition; and where the aﬄiion of it was rendered ﬅill arper by the daily expeations of being remembered by Pharoah’s chief butler, and the diſappointment of ﬁnding himſelf ungratefully forgotten.—And though Moſes tells us, that he found favour in the ght of the keeper of the priſon, yet the Pſalmiﬅ acquaints that his ſuﬀerings were ﬅill grievous;—That his feet were hurt with fetters, and the iron entered even into his ſoul. And no doubt, his brethren thought the ſenſe of their injury muﬅ have entered at the ſame time, and was then rivetted and ﬁxed in his mind for ever.


  It is natural to imagine they argued and reﬂeed in this manner, and there ſeems no necety of ſeeking for the reaſon of their uneaneſs and diﬅruﬅ in Joſeph’s condu, or any other external cauſe, nce the inward workings of their own minds will ealy account for the evil they apprehended.—A ſeries of beneﬁts and kindnees from the man they had injured, gradually heightened the idea of their own guilt, till at length they could not conceive, how the treſpaſs could be forgiven them;—it appeared with ſuch fre circumﬅances of aggravation, that though they were convinced his reſentment ept, yet they thought it only ept, and was likely ſome time or other to awake, and moﬅ probably then, that their father was dead, when the conderation of involving him in his revenge had ceaſed, and all the duty and compaon he owed to the grey hairs and happineſs of a parent was diſcharged, and buried with him.


  This they expreſs in the conſultation held amongﬅ themſelves in the words of the text; and in the following verſe, we ﬁnd them accordingly ſending to him to deprecate the evil they dreaded; and either, becauſe they thought their father’s name more powerful than their own, in this application—or rather, that they might not commit a fre injury in ſeeming to ſuſpe his ncerity, they pretend their father’s direion; for we read they ſent meengers unto Joſeph ſaying, Thy father did command before he died ſaying,—ſo all ye ſay unto Joſeph,—“Forgive I pray thee now the treſpaſs of thy brethren and their n, for they did unto thee evil: and now we pray thee, forgive the treſpaſs of the ſervants of the God of thy father.” The addreſs was not without art, and was conceived in ſuch words as ſeemed to ſuggeﬅ an argument in their favour,—as if it would not become him, who was but a fellow ſervant of their father’s God, to harbour revenge, or uſe the power their father’s God had given him againﬅ his children. Nor was there a reaſon in any thing, but the fear of a guilty conſcience to apprehend it, as appears from the reception which the addreſs met, which was ſuch as beſpoke an uncommon goodneſs of nature; for when they thus ſpake unto him,—the hiﬅorian ſays, he wept. Sympathy, for the ſorrow and diﬅreſs of ſo many ſons of his father, now all in his power,—pain at ſo open and ingenuous a confeon of their guilt,—concern and pity for the long puniment they muﬅ have endured by ſo ﬅubborn a remorſe, which ſo many years ſeemed not to have diminied. The aﬀeing idea of their condition, which had ſeemed to reduce them to the necety of holding up their hands for mercy, when they had loﬅ their proteor,—ſo many tender paons ﬅruggling together at once overcame him;—he burﬅ into tears, which ſpoke what no language could attempt. It will be needleſs therefore to enlarge any further upon this incident, which furnies us with ſo beautiful a piure of a compaonate and forgiving temper, that I think no words can heighten it;—but rather let us endeavour to ﬁnd out by what helps and reaſoning, the patriarch might be ſuppoſed to attain to ſo exalted and engaging a virtue. Perhaps you will ſay, “That one ſo thoroughly convinced, as Joſeph ſeemed to be, of the over-ruling providence of God, which ſo evidently made uſe of the malice and paons of men, and turns them as inﬅruments in his hands to work his own righteouſneſs and bring about his eternal decrees,—and of which, his own hiﬅory was ſo plain an inﬅance, could not have far to ſeek for an argument to forgiveneſs, or feel much ﬅruggle in ﬅiﬂing an inclination againﬅ it.—But let any man lay his hand upon his heart and ſay, how often, in inﬅances where anger and revenge had ſeized him, has this dorine come in to his aid.—In the bitterneſs of an aﬀront, how often has it calmed his paons, and checked the fury of his reſentment?—True and univerſally believed as the dorine is amongﬅ us, it ſeldom does this ſervice, though ſo well ſuited for it, and like ſome wiſe ﬅatute, never executed or thought of, though in full force, lies as unheeded as if it was not in being.


  ’Tis plain ’twas otherways in the preſent inﬅance, where Joſeph ſeems to acknowledge the inﬂuence it had upon him, in his declaration,—“That it was not they, but God who ſent him.” And does not this virtue ine the brighteﬅ in ſuch a pious application of the perſuaon to ſo benevolent a purpoſe?


  Without derogating from the merit of his forbearance, he might be ſuppoſed to have caﬅ an eye upon the change and uncertainty of human aﬀairs which he had ſeen himſelf, and which had convinced him we were all in another’s power by turns, and ﬅand in need of one another’s pity and compaon:—and that to reﬅrain the cruelties, and ﬅop the inſolences of men’s reſentments, God has ſo ordered it in the courſe of his providence, that very often in this world—our revenges return upon our own heads, and men’s violent dealings upon their own pates.


  That bedes theſe conderations,—that in generouy forgiving an enemy; he was the trueﬅ friend to his own charaer, and ould gain more to it by ſuch an inﬅance of ſubduing his ſpirit, than if he had taken a city.—The brave know only how to forgive;—it is the moﬅ reﬁned and generous pitch of virtue, human nature can arrive at.—* Coward ave done good and kind aions,—cowards have even fought—nay ſometimes even conquered;—but a coward never forgave.—It is not in his nature;—the power of doing it ﬂows only from a ﬅrength and greatneſs of ſoul, conſcious of its own force and ſecurity, and above the little temptations of reſenting every fruitleſs attempt to interrupt its happineſs. Moreover, ſetting ade all conderations of his charaer, in pang by an injury, he was the trueﬅ friend likewiſe to his own happineſs and peace of mind; he neither felt that fretful ﬅorm of paons, which hurry men on to as of revenge, or ſuﬀered thoſe pangs of horror which purſue it.—Thus he might pobly argue, and no further;—for want of a better foundation and better helps, he could raiſe the building no higher;—to carry it upwards to its perfeion we muﬅ call in to our aid that more ſpiritual and reﬁned dorine introduced upon it by Chriﬅ; namely, to forgive a brother, not only to ſeven times, but to ſeventy times—that is, without limitation.


  In this, the excellency of the goſpel is ſaid by ſome one, to appear with a remarkable advantage; “That a chriﬅian is as much diſpoſed to love and ſerve you, when your enemy, as the mere moral man can be, when he is your friend.”—This no doubt is the tendency of his religion—but how often, or in what degrees it ſucceeds,—how nearly the praice keeps pace with the theory, the all-wiſe ſearcher into the hearts of men, alone is able to determine. But it is to be feared, that ſuch great eﬀes are not ſo ſenbly felt, as a ſpeculative man would expe from ſuch powerful motives; and there is many a chriﬅian ſociety, which would be glad to compound amongﬅ themſelves for ſome leer degrees of perfeion on one hand, were they ſure to be exempted on the other, from the bad eﬀes of thoſe fretful paons which are ever taking, as well as ever giving the occaons of ﬅrife; the beginnings of which, Solomon aptly compares to the letting out of waters, the opening a breach which no one can be ſure to ﬅop, till it has proceeded to the moﬅ fatal events.


  With juﬅice therefore might the ſon of Syrach conclude, concerning pride, that ſecret ﬅream, which adminiﬅers to the overﬂowings of reſentments, that it was not made for man, nor furious anger for him that is born of a woman. That the one did not become his ﬅation, and that the other was deﬅruive to all the happineſs he was intended to receive from it. How miſerably then muﬅ thoſe men turn tyrants againﬅ themſelves, as well as others, who grow ſplenetic and revengeful not only upon the little unavoidable oppotions and oﬀences they muﬅ meet with, in the commerce of the world; but upon thoſe which only reach them by report, and accordingly torment their little ſouls with meditating how to return the injury, before they are certain they have received one? Whether this eager ſenbility of wrongs and reſentment ariſes from that general cauſe, to which the ſon of Syrach ſeems to reduce all ﬁerce anger and paon; or whether to a certain ſoreneſs of temper, which ﬅands in every body’s way, and therefore ſubje to be often hurt, from which ever cauſe the diſorder ſprings, the advice of the author of the book of Eccleaﬅicus is proper: “Admoni a friend, ſays he, it may be he hath not done it; and if he have, that he do it not again. Admoni thy friend, it may be he hath not ſaid it; and if he have, that he ſpeak it not again. There is that ippeth in his ſpeech, but not from his heart; and who is he, who hath not oﬀended with his tongue?”


  I cannot help taking notice here of a certain ſpecies of forgiveneſs, which is ſeldom enforced or thought of, and yet is no way below our regard. I mean the forgiveneſs of thoſe, if we may be allowed the expreon, whom we have injured ourſelves. One would think that the diﬃculty of forgiving could only reﬅ on the de of him, who has received the wrong; but the truth of the fa is often otherwiſe. The conſciouſneſs of having provoked another’s reſentment, often excites the aggreor to keep before-hand with the man he has hurt, and not only to hate him for the evil he expes in return, but even to purſue him down, and put it out of his power to make repriſals.


  The baſeneſs of this is ſuch, that it is ſuﬃcient to make the ſame obſervation, which was made upon the crime of parricide amongﬅ the Grecians:—it was ſo black,—their legiators did not ſuppoſe it could be committed, and therefore made no law to puni it.


  ☜
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  SERMON XIII.


  
    2 Kings iv. 13.


    And he ſaid unto him, Say now unto her, Behold, thou haﬅ been careful for us with all this care;—what is to be done for thee?—wouldeﬅ thou be ſpoken for to the king, or the captain of the hoﬅ?—And e anſwered, I dwell among mine own people.

  


  THE ﬁrﬅ part of the text is the words, which the prophet Elia puts into the mouth of his ſervant Gehazi, as a meage of thanks to the woman of Shunem for her great kindneſs and hoſpitality, of which, after the acknowledgment of his juﬅ ſenſe, which Gehazi is bid to deliver in the words;—“Behold, thou haﬅ been careful for us with all this care;”—he dires him to enquire, in what manner he may beﬅ make a return in diſcharge of the obligation,—“What all be done for thee? Wouldeﬅ thou be ſpoken for to the king, or the captain of the hoﬅ?” The laﬅ part of the text is the Shunamite’s anſwer, which implies a refuſal of the honor or advantage which the prophet intended to bring upon her, by ſuch an application, which e indirely exprees in her contentment and ſatisfaion, with what e enjoyed in her preſent ﬅation; “I dwell among mine own people.” This inﬅance of ſelf-denial in the Shunamite, is but properly the introduion to her ﬅory, and gives riſe to that long and very pathetic tranſaion, which follows in the ſupernatural grant of a child, which God had many years denied her.—The aﬀeing loſs of him as ſoon as he was grown up—and his reﬅoration to life by Elia after he had been ſome time dead; the whole of which, though extremely intereﬅing, and from ſuch incidents as would aﬀord ſuﬃcient matter for inﬅruion, yet as it will not fall within the intention of this diſcourſe, I all beg leave at this time barely to conder theſe previous circumﬅances of it, to which the text conﬁnes me, upon which I all enlarge with ſuch reﬂeions as occur, and then proceed to that praical uſe and exhortation, which will naturally fall from it.


  We ﬁnd that after Elia had reſcued the diﬅreed widow and her two ſons from the hands of the creditor, by the miraculous multiplication of her oil;—that he paed on to Shunem, where, we read, was a great woman, and e conﬅrained him to eat bread; and ſo it was, that as often as he paed by, he turned in thither to eat bread. The ſacred hiﬅorian ſpeaks barely of her temporal condition and ﬅation in life,—“That e was a great woman,” but deſcribes not the more material part of her, her virtues and charaer, becauſe they were more evidently to be diſcovered from the tranſaion itſelf, from which it appears, that e was not only wealthy, but likewiſe charitable, and of a very conderate turn of mind. For after many repeated invitations and entertainments at her houſe, ﬁnding his occaons called him to a frequent paage that way;—e moves her huſband to ſet up and furni a lodging for him, with all the conveniencies which the mplicity of thoſe times required. “And e ſaid unto her huſband, Behold now I perceive that this is an holy man of God, which paeth by us continually; let us make him a little chamber I pray thee on the wall, and let us ſet for him there a bed, and a table, and a ﬅool, and a candleﬅick; and it all be when he cometh to us, that he all turn in thither.”—She perceived he was a holy man,—e had had many opportunities, as he paed by them continually, of obſerving his behavior and deportment, which e had carefully remarked, and ſaw plainly what he was. That the ſanity and mplicity of his manners,—the ſeverity of his life,—his zeal for the religion of his God, and the uncommon fervency of his devotion, when he woripped before him, which ſeemed his whole buneſs and employment upon earth;—all beſpoke him not a man of this world, but one whoſe heart and aﬀeions were ﬁxed upon another obje, which was dearer and more important to him. But as ſuch outward appearances may, and often have been counterfeited, ſo that the aions of a man are certainly the only interpreters to be relied on, whether ſuch colours are true or falſe;—ſo e had heard that all was of a piece there, and that he was throughout conﬅent: that he had never in any one inﬅance of his life, aed as if he had any views in the aﬀairs of this world, in which he had never intereﬅed himſelf at all, but where the glory of his God, or the good and preſervation of his fellow creatures at ﬁrﬅ inclined him:—that in a late inﬅance before he came to Shunem, he had done one of the kindeﬅ and moﬅ charitable aions that a good man could have done in aﬅing the widow and fatherleſs;—and as the fa was ngular, and had juﬅ happened before her knowledge of him, no doubt e had heard the ﬅory, with all the tender circumﬅances which a true report would give it in his favor; namely, that a certain woman whoſe huſband was lately dead, and had left her with her children in a very helpleſs condition—very deﬅitute—and what was ﬅill worſe, charged with a debt e was not able to pay,—that her creditor bore exceeding hard upon her, and ﬁnding her little worth in ſubﬅance, was coming to take the advantage which the law allowed of ſeizing her two ſons for his bondſmen;—ſo that e had not only loﬅ her huſband, which had made her miſerable enough already, but was going to be bereaved of her children, which were the only comfort and ſupport of her life; that upon her coming to Elia with this ſad ﬅory, he was touched with, compaon for her misfortunes, and had uſed all the power and intereﬅ which he had with his God to relieve and befriend her, which in an unheard of manner, by the miraculous increaſe of her oil, which was the only ſubﬅance e had left, he had ſo bountifully eﬀeed, as not only to dintangle her from her diﬃculties in paying the debt, but withal, what was ﬅill more generous, to enable her to live comfortably the remainder of her days. She condered that charity and compaon was ſo leading a virtue, and had ſuch an inﬂuence upon every other part of a man’s charaer, as to be a ſuﬃcient proof by itſelf of the inward diſpotion and goodneſs of the heart, but that ſo engaging an inﬅance of it as this, exerciſed in ſo kind and ſeaſonable a manner, was a demonﬅration of his,—and that he was in truth what outward circumﬅances beſpoke, a holy man of God.—As the Shunamite’s principle and motive for her hoſpitality to Elia was juﬅ, as it ſprung from an idea of the worth and merit of her gueﬅ, ſo likewiſe was the manner of doing it kind and conderate. It is obſervable e does not ſollicit her huſband to agn him an apartment in her own houſe, but to build him a chamber in the wall apart;—e condered,—that true piety wanted no witnees, and was always moﬅ at eaſe when moﬅ private;—that the tumult and diﬅraion of a large family were not ﬁt for the lent meditations of ſo holy a man, who would perpetually there meet with ſomething either to interrupt his devotion, or oﬀend the purity of his manners;—that moreover, under ſuch an independent roof, where he could take elter as often as his occaons required, e thought he might taﬅe the pleaſure which was natural to man, in poeng ſomething like what he could call his own,—and what is no ſmall part of conferring a favor, he would ſcarce feel the weight of it, or at leaﬅ much ſeldomer in this manner, than where a daily invitation and repetition of the kindneſs perpetually put him in mind of his obligation. If any thing could ﬅill add to this—it was—that it did not appear to be the dry oﬀer of a faint civility, but that it came direly from the heart. There is a nicety in honeﬅ minds, which will not accept a cold and ſuſpeed oﬀer,—and even when it appears to be ncere and truely meant, there is a modeﬅy in true merit which knows not how to accept it; and no doubt e had one, if not both theſe diﬃculties to conquer in their turns.—For we read, that e conﬅrained him, and in all likelyhood forced his acceptance of it with all the warmth and friendly openneſs of a humane and hoſpitable temper.


  It is with beneﬁts as with injuries in this reſpe, that we do not ſo much weigh the accidental good or evil they do us, as that which they were degned to do us.—That is, we conder no part of them ſo much as their intention, and the prophet’s behavior conſequent upon this, ews he beheld it through this medium, or in ſome ſuch advantageous light as I have placed it.


  There is no burthen ſo heavy to a grateful mind, as a debt of kindneſs unpaid;—and we may believe Elia felt it ſo, from the earneﬅ dere which he had upon the immediate receipt of this, to diſcharge himſelf of it, which he exprees in the text in the warmeﬅ manner;—“Behold, thou haﬅ been careful for us with all this care?—What all be done for thee? Wouldeﬅ thou be ſpoken for to the king, or the captain of his hoﬅ?”—There is a degree of honeﬅ impatience in the words, ſuch as was natural to a good man, who would not be behind-hand with his benefaor.—But there is one thing which may ſeem ﬅrange at ﬁrﬅ ght, that as her ﬅation and condition in life was ſuch, that e appeared rather to have abounded already than ﬅood in want of any thing in this world which ſuch an application could ſupply,—why the prophet ould not rather have propoſed ſome ſpiritual advantage, which, as it would better have become the ſanity of his charaer on the one hand, ſo, on the other, it would have done a more real and laﬅing ſervice to his friend.


  But we are to reﬂe, that in returning favors, we a diﬀerently from what we do in conferring them:—in the one caſe we mply conder what is beﬅ,—in the other, what is moﬅ acceptable. The reaſon is, that we have a right to a according to our own ideas of what will do the party moﬅ good in the caſe where we beﬅow a favor;—but where we return one, we loſe this right, and a according to his conceptions who has obliged us, and endeavor to repay in ſuch a manner as we think is moﬅ likely to be accepted in diſcharge of the obligation.—So that, though we are not to imagine Elia could be wanting in religious duties, as well as wies to ſo hoſpitable a friend, we may yet ſuppoſe, he was direed here by this principle of equity,—and that, in reﬂeing in what manner he ould requite his benefareſs, he had condered, that to one of her aﬄuent condition who had all the reaſonable comforts of an independent life,—if there was any paon yet unſatisﬁed, it muﬅ certainly be ambition: that though in general it was an irregular appetite, which in moﬅ caſes ’twas dangerous to gratify, yet in eﬀe, ’twas only ſo far criminal, as the power which it acquired was perverted to bad and vicious purpoſes, which it was not likely to be here, from the ſpecimen e had already given of her diſpotion, which ewed, that if e did wi for an increaſe of wealth or honor, e wied it only, as it would enable her more generouy to extend her arm in kind oﬃces, and increaſe the power as well as the opportunities of doing good.


  In juﬅice to Elia’s motive, which muﬅ have been good, we muﬅ ſuppoſe, he condered his oﬀer in this light; and what principally led him to propoſe it, was the great intereﬅ which he had with the king of Iſrael at that time, which he had merited by a gnal ſervice; and as he had no views for himſelf, he thought it could not be employed ſo well as in eﬅabliing the fortune of one, whoſe virtue might be ſo ſafely truﬅed with it. It was a juﬅiﬁable prepoeon in her favor,—though one, not always to be relied on; for there is many a one who in a moderate ﬅation, and with a leer degree of power, who has behaved with honor and unblemied reputation, and who has even borne the buﬀetings of adverſe fortune well, and manifeﬅed great preſence and ﬅrength of mind under it, whom nevertheleſs a high exaltation has at once overcome, and ſo entirely changed, as if the party had left not only his virtue, but even himſelf behind him.


  Whether the Shunamite dreaded to make this dangerous experiment of herſelf,—or, which is more likely, that e had learned to ſet bounds to her deres, and was too well ſatisﬁed with her preſent condition to be tempted out of it, e declines the oﬀer in the cloſe of the text:—“I dwell amongﬅ my own people;” as if e had ſaid, “The intended kindneſs is far from being ſmall, but it is not uſeful to me; I live here, as thou art a witneſs, in peace, in a contented obſcurity;—not ſo high as to provoke envy, nor ſo low as to be trodden down and deſpiſed. In this ſafe and middle ﬅate, as I have lived amongﬅ my own people, ſo let me die out of the reach, both of the cares and glories of the world.—’Tis ﬁt, O holy man of God! that I learn ſome time or other to ſet bounds to my deres, and if I cannot ﬁx them now, when I have already more than my wants require, when all I hope to do it?—Or how ould I expe, that even this increaſe of honor or fortune would fully ſatisfy and content my ambition, ould I now give way to it?”


  So engaging an inﬅance of unaﬀeed moderation and ſelf-denial, deſerves well to be condered by the buﬅlers in this world;—becauſe if we are to truﬅ the face and courſe of things, we ſcarce ſee any virtue ſo hard to be put in praice, and which the generality of mankind ſeem ſo unwilling to learn, as this of knowing when they have enough, and when it is time to give over their worldly purſuits.—Aye! but nothing is more eaſy, you will anſwer, than to ﬁx this point, and ſet certain bounds to it.—“For my own part, you will ſay, I declare, I want and would wi no more, but a ſuﬃcient competency of thoſe things, which are requite to the real uſes and occaons of life, ſuitable to the way I have been taught to expe from uſe and education.”—But recolle how ſeldom it ever happens, when theſe points are ſecured, but that new occaons and new neceties preſent themſelves, and every day as you grow richer, fre wants are diſcovered, which riſe up before you, as you aſcend the hill; ſo that every ﬅep you take,—every acceon to your fortune, ſets your deres one degree further from reﬅ and ſatisfaion,—that ſomething you have not yet graſped, and pobly never all;—that devil of a phantom unpoeed and unpoeable, is perpetually haunting you, and ﬅepping in betwixt you and your contentment.—Unhappy creature! to think of enjoying that bleng without moderation!—or imagine that ſo ſacred a temple can be raiſed upon the foundation of wealth or power!—If the ground work is not laid within your own mind, they will as ſoon add a cubit to your ﬅature, as to your happineſs.—To be convinced it is ſo,—pray look up to thoſe who have got as high as their warmeﬅ wies could carry them in this aſcent,—do you obſerve they live the better, the longer, the merrier,—or that they eep the ſounder in their beds, for having twice as much as they wanted, or well know how to diſpoſe of?—Of all rules for calculating happineſs, this is the moﬅ deceitful, and which few but weak minds, and thoſe unpraiſed in the world too, ever think of applying as the meaſure in ſuch an eﬅimation.—Great, and inexpreble may be the happineſs, which a moderate fortune and moderate deres with a conſciouſneſs of virtue will ſecure.—Many are the lent pleaſures of the honeﬅ peaſant, who riſes chearful to his labor;—why ould they not?—Look into his houſe, the ſeat of each man’s happineſs;—has he not the ſame domeﬅic endearments,—the ſame joy and comfort in his children, and as ﬂattering hopes of their doing well, to enliven his hours and glad his heart, as you could conceive in the higheﬅ ﬅation?—And I make no doubt in general, but if the true ﬅate of his joy and ſuﬀerings, could be fairly ballanced with thoſe of his betters, whether any thing would appear at the foot of the account, but what would recommend the moral of this diſcourſe.—This, I own, is not to be attained to, by the cynical ﬅale trick of haranguing againﬅ the goods of fortune,—they were never intended to be talked out of the world.—But as virtue and true wiſdom lie in the middle of extremes,—on one hand, not to negle and deſpiſe riches, ſo as to forget ourſelves,—and on the other, not to purſue and love them ſo, as to forget God;—to have them ſometimes in our heads,—but always ſomething more important in our hearts.


  ☜


  SERMON XIV.
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  SERMON XIV.


  
    Isaiah i. 3.


    The ox knoweth his owner, and the aſs his maﬅer’s crib;—but Iſrael doth not know,—my people doth not conder.

  


  ’TIS a ſevere but an aﬀeionate reproach of the prophet’s, laid againﬅ the Iſraelites,—which may ſafely be applied to every heedleſs, and unthankful people, who are neither won by God’s mercies, or terriﬁed by his puniments.—There is a giddy, thoughtleſs, intemperate ſpirit gone forth into the world, which poees the generality of mankind,—and the reaſon the world is undone, is, becauſe the world does not conder,—conders neither aweful regard to God,—or the true relation themſelves bear to him.—Could they conder this, and learn to weigh the cauſes, and compare the conſequences of things, and to exerciſe the reaſon, which God has put into us for the government and direion of our lives,—there would be ſome hopes of a reformation:—but, as the world goes, there is no leiſure for ſuch enquiries, and ſo full are our minds of other matters, that we have not time to aſk, or a heart to anſwer the queﬅions we ought to put to ourſelves.


  Whatever our condition is, ’tis good to be acquainted with it in time, to be able to ſupply what is wanting,—and examine the ﬅate of our accounts, before we come to give them up to an impartial judge.


  The moﬅ inconderate ſee the reaſonableneſs of this,—there being few I believe, either ſo thoughtleſs, or even ſo bad, but that they ſometimes enter upon this duty, and have ſome ort intervals of ſelf-examination, which they are forced upon, if from no other motive, yet at leaﬅ to free themſelves from the load and oppreon of ſpirits, they muﬅ necearily be ſubje to without it.—But as the ſcripture frequently intimates,—and obſervation conﬁrms it daily,—that there are many miﬅakes attending the diſcharge of this duty,—I cannot make the remainder of this diſcourſe more uſeful, than by a ort enquiry into them. I all therefore, ﬁrﬅ, beg leave to remind you of ſome of the many unhappy ways, by which we often ſet about this irkſome taſk of proving our works, without being either the better, or the wiſer for the employment.


  And ﬁrﬅ then let us begin with that, which is the foundation of almoﬅ all the other falſe meaſures we take in this matter,—that is, the ſetting about the examination of our works, before we are prepared with honeﬅ diſpotions to amend them.—This is beginning the work at the wrong end. Theſe previous diſpotions in the heart, are the wheels that ould make this work go ealy and ſucceſsfully forwards,—and to take them oﬀ, and proceed without them, ’tis no miracle, if like Pharaoh’s chariots, they that drive them,—drive them heavily along.


  Bedes, if a man is not ncerely inclined to reform his faults,—’tis not likely he ould be inclined to ſee them,—nor will all the weekly preparations that ever were wrote, bring him nearer the point;—ſo that with how ſerious a face ſoever he begins to examine,—he no longer does the oﬃce of an enquirer,—but an apologiﬅ, whoſe buneſs is not to ſearch for truth,—but ſkilfully to hide it.—So long—therefore, as this preengagement laﬅs betwixt the man and his old habits,—there is little proſpe of proving his works to any good purpoſe,—of whatever kind they are, with ſo ﬅrong an intereﬅ and power on their de.—As in other trials, ſo in this, ’tis no wonder, if the evidence is puzzled and confounded, and the ſeveral fas and circumﬅances ſo twiﬅed from their natural apes, and the whole proof ſo altered and conﬁrmed on the other de,—as to leave the laﬅ ﬅate of that man even worſe than the ﬁrﬅ.


  A ſecond unhappy, though general miﬅake in this great duty of proving our works,—is that which the apoﬅle hints at; in the doing it, not by a dire examination of our own aions, but from a comparative view of them, with the lives and aions of other men.


  When a man is going to enter upon this work of ſelf-examination,—there is nothing ſo common, as to ſee him—look round him—inﬅead of looking within him.—He looks round,—ﬁnds out ſome one, who is more malicious,—ſees another that is more covetous, a third that is more proud and imperious than himſelf,—and ſo indirely forms a judgment of himſelf, not from a review of his life, and a proving of his own works as the apoﬅle dires him, but rather from proving the works of others, and from their inﬁrmities and defes drawing a deceitful concluon in favor of himſelf.—In all competitions of this kind—one may venture to ſay, there will be ever ſo much of ſelf-love in a man, as to draw a ﬂattering likeneſs of one of the parties—and ’tis well—if he has not ſo much malignity too, as to give but a coarſe piure of the other,—ﬁnied with ſo many hard ﬅrokes, as to make the one as unlike its original as the other.


  Thus the phariſee when he entered the temple,—no ſooner ſaw the publican, but that moment, he formed the idea to himſelf of all the vices and corruptions that could pobly enter into the man’s charaer,—and with great dexterity ﬅated all his own virtues and good qualities over againﬅ them. His abﬅinence and frequent faﬅing,—exaneſs in the debts and ceremonies of the law; not ballancing the account as he ought to have done, in this manner:—What! though this man is a publican and a nner, have not I my vices as well as he? ’Tis true, his particular oﬃce expoſes him to many temptations of committing extortion and injuﬅice;—but then—am not I a devourer of widows houſes, and guilty of one of the moﬅ cruel inﬅances of the ſame crime? He pobly is a prophane perſon, and may ſet religion at nought;—but do not I myſelf for a pretence make long prayers, and bring the greateﬅ of all ſcandals upon religion, by making it the cloak to my ambition and worldly views?—If he, laﬅly, is debauched or intemperate—am not I conſcious of as corrupt and wanton diſpotions; and that a fair and guarded outde is my beﬅ pretence to the oppote charaer?


  If a man will examine his works by a comparative view of them with others;—this, no doubt, would be the fairer way, and leaﬅ likely to miead him.—But as this is ſeldom the method this trial is gone through,—in fa it generally turns out to be as treacherous and deluve to the man himſelf,—as it is uncandid to the man, who is dragged into the compariſon; and whoever judges of himſelf by this rule,—ſo long as there is no ſcarcity of vicious charaers in the world,—’tis to be feared, he will often take the occaons of triumph and rejoicing,—where in truth, he ought rather to be ſorry and aamed.


  A third error in the manner of proving our works, is what we are guilty of, when we leave out of the calculation the only material parts of them;—I mean, the motives and ﬁrﬅ principles from whence they proceeded. There is many a fair inﬅance of generoty, chaﬅity, and ſelf-denial, which the world may give a man the credit of,—which if he would give himſelf the leiſure to reﬂe upon and trace back to their ﬁrﬅ ſprings,—he would be conſcious, proceeded from ſuch views and intentions, as if known, would not be to his honor.—The truth of this may be made evident by a thouſand inﬅances in life;—and yet there is nothing more uſual than for a man when he is going upon this duty of ſelf-examination,—inﬅead of calling his own ways to remembrance,—to cloſe the whole enquiry at once, with this ort challenge;—“That he deﬁes the world to ſay ill of him.” If the world has no expreſs evidence, this indeed may be an argument of his good luck;—but no ſatisfaory one, of the real goodneſs and innocence of his life.—A man may be a very bad man,—and yet through caution,—through deep-laid policy and degn may ſo guard all outward appearances, as never to want this negative teﬅimony on his de;—that the world knows no evil of him,—how little ſoever he deſerves it.—Of all aays upon a man’s ſelf, this may be ſaid to be the ighteﬅ; this method of proving the goodneſs of our works—diﬀering but little in kind from that unhappy one, which many unwary people take in proving the goodneſs of their coin,—who, if it happens to be ſuſpicious,—inﬅead of bringing it either to the ballance or the touch-ﬅone to try its worth,—they ignorantly go forth; try, if they can paſs it upon the world:—if ſo, all is well, and they are ſaved all the expence and pains of enquiring after and deteing the cheat.


  A fourth error in this duty of examination of men’s works,—is that of committing the taſk to others;—an error into which thouſands of well-meaning creatures are enſnared in the Romi church by her dorines of auricular confeon, of works of ſupererogation, and the many lucrative praices raiſed upon that capital ﬅock.—The trade of which is carried to ſuch a height in Popi countries, that if you was at Rome or Naples now, and was diſpoſed in compliance with the apoﬅle’s exhortation in the text,—to ſet about this duty, to prove your own works,—’tis great odds whether you would be ſuﬀered to do it yourſelf, without interruption; and you might be ſaid to have eſcaped well, if the ﬁrﬅ perſon you conſulted upon it did not talk you out of your reſolution, and pobly your ſenſes too at the ſame time.—Prove your works?—for heaven’s ſake, deﬅ from ſo ra an undertaking;—what!—truﬅ your own ſkill and judgment in a matter of ſo much diﬃculty and importance—when there are ſo many whoſe buneſs it is,—who underﬅand it ſo well, and who can do it for you with ſo much ſafety and advantage!


  If your works muﬅ be proved, you would be adviſed by all means to ſend them to undergo this operation with ſome one who knows what he is about, either ſome expert and noted confeor of the church,—or to ſome Convent or religious ſociety, who are in poeon of a large ﬅock of good works of all kinds, wrought up by ſaints and confeors, where you may ſuit yourſelf—and either get the defes of your own ſupplied,—or be accommodated with new ones ready proved to your hands, ſealed, and certiﬁed to be ſo, by the Pope’s commiary and the notaries of his eccleaﬅic court. There needs little more to lay open this fatal error,—than barely to repreſent it. So I all only add a ort remark,—that they who are perſuaded to be thus virtuous by proxy, and will prove the goodneſs of their works only by deputies,—will have no reaſon to complain againﬅ God’s juﬅice,—if he ſuﬀers them to go to heaven, only in the ſame manner,—that is,—by deputies too.


  The laﬅ miﬅake which I all have time to mention, is that which the methodiﬅs have revived, for ’tis no new error—but one which has mied thouſands before theſe days wherever enthuaſm has got footing,—and that is,—the attempting to prove their works, by that very argument which is the greateﬅ proof of their weakneſs and ſuperﬅition;—I mean that extraordinary impulſe and intercourſe with the Spirit of God which they pretend to, and whoſe operations (if you truﬅ them) are ſo ſenbly felt in their hearts and ſouls, as to render at once all other proofs of their works needleſs to themſelves.—This, I own, is one of the the moﬅ ſummary ways of proceeding in this duty of ſelf-examination, and as it proves a man’s works in the groſs, it ſaves him a world of ſober thought and enquiry after many vexatious particulars.


  Indeed, if the premiſes were true,—the inference is dire. For when a man dreams of theſe inward workings—and wakes with the impreon of them ﬅrong upon his brain;—’tis not ﬅrange, he ould think himſelf a choſen veel,—ſaniﬁed within and ſealed up unto the perfe day of redemption; and ſo long as ſuch a one is led captive to this error,—there is nothing in nature to induce him to this duty of examining his own works in the ſenſe of the apoﬅle:—for however bad they are,—ſo long as his credulity and enthuaſm equals them, ’tis impoble they ould diﬅurb his conſcience or frighten him into a reformation. Theſe are ſome of the unhappy miﬅakes in the many methods this work is ſet about,—which in a great meaſure rob us of the fruits we expeed—and ſometimes ſo entirely blaﬅ them, that we are neither the better or wiſer for all the pains we have taken.


  There are many other falſe ﬅeps, which lead us the ſame way,—but the delineation of theſe however may ſerve at preſent, not only as ſo many land-marks to guard us from this dangerous coaﬅ which I have deſcribed, but to dire us likewiſe into that ſafe one, where we can only expe the reward the goſpel promiſes. For, if according to the ﬁrﬅ recited cauſes, a man fails in examining his works from a dinclination to reform them,—from partiality of compariſons,—from ﬂattery to his own motives, and a vain dependence upon the opinion of the world,—the concluon is unavoidable,—that he muﬅ ſearch for the qualities the moﬅ oppote to theſe for his conduors.—And if he hopes to diſcharge this work ſo as to have advantage from it,—that he muﬅ ſet out upon the principles of an honeﬅ head, willing to reform itſelf, and attached principally to that obje, without regard to the ſpiritual condition of others, or the miſguided opinions which the world may have of himſelf.


  That for this end—he muﬅ call his own ways to remembrance, and ſearch out his ſpirit,—ſearch his aions with the ſame critical exaneſs and ſame piercing curioty, we are wont to t in judgment upon others;—varniing nothing—and diſguing nothing. If he proceeds thus, and in every relation of life takes a full view of himſelf without prejudice—traces his aions to their principles without mercy, and looks into the dark corners and recees of his heart without fear—and upon ſuch an enquiry—he as conﬅent with his view in it, by reforming his errors, ſeparating the droſs and purifying the whole maſs with repentance;—this will bid fair for examining a man’s works in the apoﬅle’s ſenſe:—and whoever diſcharges the duty thus—with a view to ſcripture, which is the rule in this caſe—and to reaſon, which is the applier of this rule in all caſes—need not fear but he will have what the apoﬅle calls rejoicing in himſelf, and that he will lay the foundation of his peace and comfort where it ought to lay—that is, within himſelf—in the teﬅimony of a good conſcience, and the joyful expeation that having done his utmoﬅ to examine his own works here, that God will accept them hereafter through the merits of Chriﬅ, which God grant, Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON XV.


  JOB’s Expoﬅulation with

  his Wife.


  SERMON XV.


  
    Job ii. 10.


    What!—all we receive good at the hand of God, and all we not receive evil alſo?

  


  THESE are the words of Job uttered in the depth of his misfortunes, by way of reproof to his wife, for the counſel we ﬁnd e had given him in the forgoing verſe; namely, not to retain his integrity any longer,—but to curſe God and die. Though it is not very evident, what was particularly meant and implied in the words—“Curſe God and die,”—yet it is certain from Job’s reply to them, that they direed him to ſome ﬅep, which was ra and unwarrantable, and probably, as it is generally explained, meant that he ould openly call God’s juﬅice to an account, and by a blaſphemous accuſation of it, provoke God to deﬅroy his being: as if e had ſaid,—After ſo many ſad things which have befallen thee, notwithﬅanding thy integrity, what gaineﬅ thou by ſerving God, ſeeing he bears thus hard upon thee, as though thou waﬅ his enemy?—ought ſo faithful a ſervant as thou haﬅ been, to receive ſo much unkind treatment at his hands;—and tamely to ſubmit to it?—patiently to ſuﬅain the evils he has brought upon thy houſe, and neither murmur with thy lips, nor charge him with injuﬅice?—bear it not thus;—and as thy piety could not at ﬁrﬅ prote thee from ſuch misfortunes,—nor thy behaviour under them could nce move God to take pity on thee;—change thy condu towards him,—boldly expoﬅulate with him,—upbraid him openly with unkindneſs,—call his juﬅice and providence to an account for oppreng thee in ſo undeſerved a manner, and get that beneﬁt by provoking him, which thou haﬅ not been able to obtain by ſerving him;—to die at once by his hands, and be freed, at leaﬅ, from the greater miſery of a lingering, and a more tormenting death.


  On the other hand, ſome interpreters tell us,—that the word curſe, in the original, is equivocal, and does more literally gnify here, to bleſs, than to blaſpheme, and conſequently that the whole is rather to be condered as a ſarcaﬅical ſcoﬀ at Job’s piety.—As if it had been ſaid;—Go to,—bleſs God,—and die;—nce thou art ſo ready to praiſe him in troubles as thou haﬅ done, go on in thy own way, and ſee how God will reward thee, by a miſerable death which thou can’ﬅ not avoid.


  Without diſputing the merits of theſe two interpretations, it may not ſeem an improbable conjeure, that the words imply ſomething ﬅill diﬀerent from what is expreed in either of them,—and inﬅead of ſuppong them as an incitement to blaſpheme God,—which was madneſs,—or that they were intended as an inſult,—which was unnatural;—that her advice to curſe God and die, was meant here, that he ould reſolve upon a voluntary death himſelf, which was an a not only in his own power, but what carried ſome appearance of a remedy with it, and promiſed, at leaﬅ at ﬁrﬅ ght, ſome reſpite from pain, as it would put an end, both to his life, and his misfortunes together.


  One may ſuppoſe that with all the concern and aﬀeion which was natural, e beheld her lord aﬄied both with poverty and ckneſs;—by one ſudden blow brought down from his palace to the dunghill.—In one mournful day, e ſaw, that not only the fortunes of his houſe were blaﬅed, but likewiſe the hopes of his poﬅerity cut oﬀ for ever by the untimely loſs of his children.—She knew he was a virtuous and an upright man, and deſerved a better fate;—her heart bled the more for him—, e ſaw the proſpe before him was dreadful,—that there appeared no poble means, which could retrieve the ſad tuation of his aﬀairs,—that death, the laﬅ—the ſureﬅ friend to the unfortunate, could only ſet him free;—and that it was better to reſolve upon that at once, than vainly endeavour to wade through ſuch a ſea of troubles, which in the end would overwhelm him.—We may ſuppoſe her ſpirits nking under thoſe apprehenons, when e began to look upon his conﬅancy as a fruitleſs virtue, and from that perſuaon, to have ſaid unto him,—Curſe God,—depend no longer upon him, nor wait the iues of his providence which has already forſaken thee;—as there is no help from that quarter,—reſolve to extricate thyſelf—and nce thou haﬅ met with no juﬅice in this world,—leave it,—die—and force thy paage into a better country, where misfortunes cannot follow thee.


  Whether this paraphraſe upon the words is juﬅ, or the former interpretations be admitted,—the reply in the text is equally proper;—What!—all we receive good at the hands of God, and all we not receive evil alſo? Are not both alike the diſpenſations of an all-wiſe, and good being, who knows and determines what is beﬅ? and wherefore ould I make myſelf the judge, to receive the one, and yet be ſo partial as to reje the other, when by fairly putting both into the ſcale, I may be convinced how much the good outweighs the evil in all caſes? in my own, conder how ﬅrong this argument is againﬅ me.


  In the beginning of my days, how did God crown me with honor? In how remarkable a manner did his providence ſet a hedge about me, and about all that I had on every de?—how he proſpered the works of my hands, ſo that our ſubﬅance and happineſs increaſed every day?


  And now, when for reaſons beﬅ known to his inﬁnite wiſdom, he has thought ﬁt to try me with aﬄiions,—all I rebell againﬅ him in nning with my lips, and charging him foolily?—God forbid.—O rather may I look up towards that hand which has bruiſed me,—for he maketh ſore and he bindeth up,—he woundeth and his hands make whole; from his bounty only has iued all I had, from his wiſdom,—all I have loﬅ, for he giveth and he hath taken away,—bleed be his name.


  There are few inﬅances of particular virtue more engaging than thoſe, of this heroic caﬅ, and if we may take the teﬅimony of a heathen philoſopher upon it, there is not an obje in this world which God can be ſuppoſed to look down upon with greater pleaſure, than that of a good man involved in misfortunes, ſurrounded on all des with diﬃculties,—yet chearfully bearing up his head, and ﬅruggling againﬅ them with ﬁrmneſs and conﬅancy of mind.—Certainly to our conceptions ſuch objes muﬅ be truly engaging,—and the reaſon of ſo exalted an encomium from this hand, is eaſy to be gueed: no doubt the wiſeﬅ of the heathen philoſophers had found from obſervation upon the life of man, that the many troubles and inﬁrmities of his nature, the cknees, diſappointments, ſorrows for the loſs of children or property, with the numberleſs other calamities and croſs accidents, to which the life of man is ſubje, were in themſelves ſo great,—and ſo little ſolid comfort to be adminiﬅered from the mere reﬁnements of philoſophy in ſuch emergencies, that there was no virtue which required greater eﬀorts, or which was found ſo diﬃcult to be atchieved upon moral principles; upon moral principles—which had no foundation to ſuﬅain this great weight, which the inﬁrmities of our nature laid upon it. And for this reaſon ’tis obſervable that there is no ſubje, upon which the moral writers of antiquity have exhauﬅed ſo much of their eloquence, or where they have ſpent ſuch time and pains, as in this of endeavouring to reconcile men to theſe evils. Inſomuch, that from thence in moﬅ modern languages, the patient enduring of aﬄiion has by degrees obtained the name of philoſophy, and almoﬅ monopolized the word to itſelf, as if it was the chief end, or compendium of all the wiſdom which philoſophy had to oﬀer. And indeed condering what lights they had, ſome of them wrote extremely well; yet, as what they ſaid proceeded more from the head, than the heart, ’twas generally more calculated to lence a man in his troubles, than to convince, and teach him how to bear them. And therefore however ſubtle and ingenious their arguments might appear in the reading, ’tis to be feared they loﬅ much of their eﬃcacy, when tried in the application. If a man was thruﬅ back in the world by diſappointments, or—as was Job’s caſe—had ſuﬀered a ſudden change in his fortunes, from an aﬄuent condition was brought down by a train of cruel accidents, and pinched with poverty,—philoſophy would come in, and exhort him to ﬅand his ground;—it would tell him that the ſame greatneſs and ﬅrength of mind, which enabled him to behave well in the days of his proſperity, ould equally enable him to behave well in the days of his adverty;—that it was the property of only weak and baſe ſpirits, who were inſolent in the one, to be dejeed and overthrown by the other: whereas great and generous ſouls were at all times calm and equal.—As they enjoyed the advantages of life with indiﬀerence,—they were able to regn them with the ſame temper,—and conſequently—were out of the reach of fortune. All which, however ﬁne, and likely to ſatisfy the fancy of a man at eaſe, could convey but little conſolation to a heart already pierced with ſorrow,—nor is it to be conceived how an unfortunate creature ould any more receive relief from ſuch a leure, however juﬅ, than a man racked with an acute ﬁt of the gout or ﬅone, could be ſuppoſed to be ſet free from torture, by hearing from his phycian a nice diertation upon his caſe. The philoſophic conſolations in ckneſs, or in aﬄiions for the death of friends and kindred, were juﬅ as eﬃcacious,—and were rather in general to be condered as good ſayings than good remedies.—So that, if a man was bereaved of a proming child, in whom all his hopes and expeations centered—or a wife was left deﬅitute to mourn the loſs and proteion of a kind and tender huſband, Seneca or Epietus would tell the penve parent and diſconſolate widow,—that tears and lamentation for the dead were fruitleſs and abſurd;—that to die, was the neceary and unavoidable debt of nature;—and as it could admit of no remedy—’twas impious and fooli to grieve and fret themſelves upon it. Upon which ſage counſel, as well as many other leons of the ſame ﬅamp, the ſame reﬂeion might be applied, which is ſaid to have been made by one of the roman emperors, to one who adminiﬅered the ſame conſolation to him on a like occaon—to whom adving him to be comforted, and make himſelf eaſy, nce the event had been brought about by a fatality and could not be helped,—he replied—“That this was ſo far from leening his trouble—that it was the very circumﬅance which occaoned it.” So that upon the whole—when the true value of theſe, and many more of their current arguments have been weighed and brought to the teﬅ—one is led to doubt, whether the greateﬅ part of their heroes, the moﬅ renowned for conﬅancy, were not much more indebted to good nerves and ſpirits, or the natural happy frame of their tempers, for behaving well, than to any extraordinary helps, which they could be ſuppoſed to receive from their inﬅruors. And therefore I ould make no ſcruple to aert, that one ſuch inﬅance of patience and regnation as this, which the ſcripture gives us in the perſon of Job, of one not pompouy declaiming upon the contempt of pain and poverty, but of a man ſunk in the loweﬅ condition of humanity, to behold him when ﬅripped of his eﬅate,—his wealth, his friends, his children,—chearfully holding up his head, and entertaining his hard fortune with ﬁrmneſs and ſerenity,—and this, not from a ﬅoical ﬅupidity, but a juﬅ ſenſe of God’s providence, and a perſuaon of his juﬅice and goodneſs in all his dealings.—Such an example, I ſay, as this, is of more univerſal uſe, ſpeaks truer to the heart, than all the heroic precepts, which the pedantry of philoſophy have to oﬀer.


  This leads me to the point I aim at in this diſcourſe;—namely, that there are no principles but thoſe of religion to be depended on in caſes of real ﬅreſs, and that theſe are able to encounter the worﬅ emergencies; and to bear us up under all the changes and chances to which our life is ſubje.


  Conder then what virtue the very ﬁrﬅ principle of religion has, and how wonderfully it is conducive to this end. That there is a God, a powerful, a wiſe and good being, who ﬁrﬅ made the world and continues to govern it;—by whoſe goodneſs all things are degned—and by whoſe providence all things are condued to bring about the greateﬅ and beﬅ ends. The ſorrowful and penve wretch that was giving way to his misfortunes, and mournfully nking under them, the moment this dorine comes in to his aid, hues all his complaints—and thus ſpeaks comfort to his ſoul,—“It is the Lord, let him do what ſeemeth him good,—without his direion I know that no evil can befall me,—without his permion that no power can hurt me,—it is impoble a being ſo wiſe ould miﬅake my happineſs—or that a being ſo good ould contradi it. If he has denied me riches or other advantages—perhaps he foreſees the gratifying my wies would undo me, and by my own abuſe of them be perverted to my ruin.—If he has denied me the requeﬅ of children,—or in his providence has thought ﬁt to take them from me—how can I ſay—whether he has not dealt kindly with me, and only taken that away which he foreſaw would embitter and orten my days.—It does ſo, to thouſands, where the diſobedience of a thankleſs child has brought down the parents grey hairs with ſorrow to the grave. Has he vited me with ckneſs, poverty, or other diſappointments?—can I ſay, but theſe are blengs in diſguiſe?—ſo many diﬀerent expreons of his care and concern to dintangle my thoughts from this world, and ﬁx them upon another,—another, a better world beyond this!”—This thought opens a new ſcene of hope and conſolation to the unfortunate;—and as the perſuaon of a providence reconciles him to the evils he has ſuﬀered,—this proſpe of a future life gives him ﬅrength to deſpiſe them, and eﬅeem the light aﬄiions of his life as they are—not worthy to be compared to what is reſerved for him hereafter.


  Things are great or ſmall by compariſon—and he who looks no further than this world, and ballances the accounts of his joys and ſuﬀerings from that conderation, ﬁnds all his ſorrows enlarged, and at the cloſe of them will be apt to look back, and caﬅ the ſame ſad reﬂeion upon the whole, which the patriarch did to Pharaoh,—“That few and evil had been the days of his pilgrimage.” But let him lift up his eyes towards heaven, and ﬅedfaﬅly behold the life and immortality of a future ﬅate,—he then wipes away all tears from oﬀ his eyes for ever and ever;—like the exiled captive, big with the hopes that he is returning home;—he feels not the weight of his chains, or counts the days of his captivity; but looks forward with rapture towards the country where his heart is ﬂed before.


  Theſe are the aids which religion oﬀers us towards the regulation of our ſpirit under the evils of life,—but like great cordials,—they are ſeldom uſed but on greater occurrences.—In the leer evils of life we ſeem to ﬅand unguarded—and our peace and contentment are overthrown, and our happineſs broke in upon by a little impatience of ſpirit, under the croſs and untoward accidents we meet with.—Theſe ﬅand unprovided for, and we negle them as we do the ighter indiſpotions of the body—which we think not worth treating ſeriouy—and ſo leave them to nature. In good habits of the body, this may do,—and I would gladly believe, there are ſuch good habits of the temper,—ſuch a complexional eaſe and health of heart, as may often ſave the patient much medicine.—We are ﬅill to conder—that however ſuch good frames of mind are got—they are worth preſerving by all rules;—patience and contentment,—which like the treaſure hid in the ﬁeld for which a man ſold all he had to purchaſe—is of that price that it cannot be had at too great a purchaſe, nce without it, the beﬅ condition in life cannot make us happy,—and with it, it is impoble we ould be miſerable even in the worﬅ.—Give me leave therefore to cloſe this diſcourſe with ſome reﬂeions upon the ſubje of a contented mind—and the duty in man of regulating his ſpirit, in our way through life;—a ſubje in every body’s mouth—preached upon daily to our friends and kindred—but too oft in ſuch a ﬅyle, as to convince the party leured, only of this truth;—that we bear the misfortunes of others with excellent tranquility.


  I believe there are thouſands ſo extravagant in their ideas of contentment, as to imagine that it muﬅ conﬅ in having every thing in this world turn out the way they wi;—that they are to t down in happineſs, and feel themſelves ſo at eaſe at all points, as to dere nothing better, and nothing more. I own there are inﬅances of ſome, who ſeem to paſs through the world, as if all their paths had been ﬅrewed with roſe buds of delight;—but a little experience will convince us, ’tis a fatal expeation to go upon.—We are born to trouble, and we may depend upon it whilﬅ we live in this world we all have it, though with intermions—that is, in whatever ﬅate we are, we all ﬁnd a mixture of good and evil; and therefore the true way to contentment, is to know to receive theſe certain vicitudes of life,—the returns of good and evil, ſo as neither to be exalted by the one, or overthrown by the other, but to bear ourſelves towards every thing which happens, with ſuch eaſe and indiﬀerence of mind, as to hazard as little as may be. This is the true temperate climate ﬁtted for us by nature, and in which every wiſe man would wi to live.—God knows, we are perpetually ﬅraying out of it, and by giving wings to our imaginations in the tranſports we dream of, from ſuch or ſuch a tuation in life, we are carried away alternately into all the extremes of hot and cold, for which as we are neither ﬁtted by nature, or prepared by expeation, we feel them with all their violence, and with all their danger too.


  God, for wiſe reaſons, has made our aﬀairs in this world, almoﬅ as ﬁckle and capricious as ourſelves.—Pain and pleaſure, like light and darkneſs, ſucceed each other; and he that knows how to accommodate himſelf to their periodical returns, can wiſely extra the good from the evil,—knows only how to live:—this is true contentment, at leaﬅ all that is to be had of it in this world, and for this every man muﬅ be indebted not to his fortune but to himſelf.—And indeed it would have been ﬅrange, if a duty ſo becoming us as dependent creatures—and ſo neceary bedes to all our well beings, had been placed out of the reach of any in ſome meaſure to put in praice—and for this reaſon, there is ſcarce any lot ſo low, but there is ſomething in it to ſatisfy the man whom it has befallen; providence having ſo ordered things, that in every man’s cup, how bitter ſoever, there are ſome cordial drops—ſome good circumﬅances, which if wiſely extraed are ſuﬃcient for the purpoſe he wants them,—that is, to make him contented, and if not happy, at leaﬅ regned. May God bleſs us all with this Spirit, for the ſake of Jeſus Chriﬅ, Amen.


  THE END.


  ☜
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  YORICK’s

  MEDITATIONS.


  Meditation upon Nothing.


  
    He hems, and is deliver’d of his mouſe.

  


  WRAPT up in reﬂeion, I long profoundly meditated upon what every body ſpeaks of, and no body underﬅands—here ſome ſneerer may perhaps aſk me what I meditated upon—why I meditated upon the moﬅ obﬅruſe obje in nature, to deal plainly with you I meditated upon nothing. Nothing, ſaid I to myſelf, is certainly the moﬅ unfathomable obje in metaphycs, and yet it has a creative faculty; and if we may believe the philoſophical poet of antiquity, is endowed with a power of producing itſelf.


  
    Ex nihilo nihil ﬁt. Lucretius.
  


  Nothing muﬅ come of nothing.


  Triﬂing, however, as this ſubje may appear, nothing has an importance in itſelf which the ſuperﬁcial are not aware of. If we may give credit to ſome of the moﬅ profound philoſophers, the whole univerſe was made out of nothing. Nothing is, according to them, the ſource of all being, and in nothing all being muﬅ end. The greateﬅ of all philoſophers has declared himſelf for a vacuum, and a vacuum is certainly a down-right nothing. The more I meditate upon nothing, the more I am convinced of its importance. This ſame nothing has been of great ſervice to many an author, I could mention one that has lately ﬁlled two whole volumes with nothing; the books vaﬅly dear; but what does it contain? why juﬅ nothing, and that proves the author’s abilities, any blockhead could write if he had ſomething to ſay for himſelf; but he that can write upon nothing muﬅ ſurely be a ſuperlative genius. Well, but are not there ſuch things as religion, virtue, and honour? no, I deny it; and if you wont take my ipſe dixit, the church will ew you that there is nothing in the ﬁrﬅ; the court that there is nothing in the ſecond; and the army and the navy will fully prove that there is nothing in the third. Well, ſome of my impertinent readers may perhaps aſk me what I have in view in thus communicating my meditations to the public; why what ould I have in view—nothing at all—do but read ﬁve or x pages more, and you’ll ſee I could have nothing in view. We all were created out of nothing, and in nothing we all muﬅ end, according to the ſyﬅem of thoſe ſagacious philoſophers, the materialiﬅs who have diſcovered that the univerſe was made out of nothing, and that nothing predes over it.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Something.


  LET me now turn my eyes from the vaﬅ abyſs of non-entity, and ﬁx them a moment upon—ſomething. Let metaphycians ſay what they will, ſomething now muﬅ certainly exiﬅ, therefore ſomething muﬅ have exiﬅed from all eternity—pray every day don’t we receive convincing proofs of the exiﬅence of ſomething. Perhaps my readers may here grow tired of my meditation, ſo much the worſe for them, for I’ll maintain it in ſpight of the univerſe that there is ſomething in it. Let the ſagacious reader that may be tempted to think that this meditation turns upon the ſame ſubje with the former, read only to the end of the page, and then h’ll ſee the diﬀerence between ſomething and nothing. Some of the malignant and cenſorious may perhaps here ſmell a rat—I think I hear ſome of them ſay, there muﬅ be ſomething at the bottom of this—he has certainly an ill degn againﬅ religion or government—Sir, my intentions are very good, but ſuch readers as you always ﬁnd ſomething to carp at. How abﬅra and inexplicable is the nature of ſomething—how hard is ſomething to be deﬁned? how hard is it often to be found out? For inﬅance now, though every chapter of Triﬅram’s Life and Opinions teems with ſomething new and extraordinary, many ſuperﬁcial readers have been known to ſay of it—there may be ſomething in it, but for my part it eſcapes me—gentlemen, that may very well be; but what has been ſaid of truth, may likewiſe be ſaid of ſomething, viz. that it lies at the bottom of a well—and there, gentlemen, it muﬅ lie till drawn from thence by the bucket of philoſophy.


  ☜


  Meditation upon the Thing.


  IASCEND ﬅill higher and higher in my meditations—ﬅay awhile, rs, and you all ſee me aſcend to the ſource where the dim ſpeck of entity began—here, no doubt, ſome lady will interrupt me with a lord, r, what do you mean? why no modeﬅ woman will read you—oh! ﬁe the thing. So, madam, you think I mean country-matters, but I had no ſuch ﬅuﬀ in my thoughts—The thing here meant is what every reader muﬅ ﬁnd in a book, or elſe he throws it by, and declares the author to be a damned dull-fellow. You’ll perhaps aſk me in what it conﬅs? why, faith I don’t know—ſuppoſe I was to aſk you in what the ſmell of the violet conﬅs—could you tell me—you’ll doubtleſs anſwer no—becauſe you are no philoſopher—well, but I am, and yet I really know as little of the matter as you do yourſelf. Here one of thoſe blockheads who have uſurped the name of philoſopher, would advance with a ſupercilious air, that the ſmell of a violet proceeded from certain contexture of the ſmall particles of the ﬂower, which is of a nature to aﬀe the organs of thoſe that ſmell it juﬅ as it does, and no otherwiſe—But what is this but ſaying, that it conﬅs juﬅ in the very thing in which it conﬅs—but to return from this digreon to the thing in queﬅion.


  It has frequently happened, that a book has been by the public in general looked upon as the thing—and has notwithﬅanding been thought a very bad thing by judicious critics—but this has never happened to any thing of mine—whatever I write will by all the world be allowed to be the thing; and if any one ould take upon him to aert, that this meditation is not the thing, I muﬅ beg leave to tell him that he has no taﬅe—but this is a digreon from my ſubje—no matter for that, a digreon is quite the thing in a hiﬅory, and ſurely it muﬅ be much more ſo in a meditation. What’s a meditation, but a colleion of the reveries of a mind; and what is of a more moving nature than the mind—ſo far from thinking in train, it ﬂies from one ſubje to another, with a rapidity inexpreble—from meditating upon the planetary ſyﬅem, it can with eaſe deviate into a meditation upon hobby-horſes, tho’ there does not appear to be any conderable connexion between the ideas—and yet Hobbs has aﬃrmed, that thoughts have always ſome connexion.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Constitution.


  BUT come let us quit this obﬅruſe ſubjes, and turn our meditations to a ſubje which we all underﬅand—let us meditate upon the conﬅitution, for every body under ﬅands that, and many a coﬀee-houſe politician, who would not have a word to ſay for himſelf, upon ſomething, nothing, or the thing, can hold forth upon the conﬅitution for half an hour together, and nobody ever the wiſer. Can like a clock-maker take down all the ſprings and wheels of it, and then put them together as they were before. But here I muﬅ aſk the conﬅitution’s pardon for having compared it to a clock—clocks are ſometimes down, and ’tis well known that our happy conﬅitution was never liable to any ſuch accident, though it reſembles a clock in going ſometimes a little too faﬅ, and ſometimes a little too ow. Here, perhaps, I may be interrupted by ſome impertinent reader with a quere, how does it go now?—Why, Sir Sneerer, it goes exaly right, and how ould it go otherwiſe, when wound up by the hand of a Pit. But, alas! while I thus indulge my meditations, and compare the conﬅitution to a clock, I tremble with the apprehenons of cenſure from another quarter—Some red-hot theologian may very probably fulminate an anathema againﬅ me, as an adopter of the odious ſyﬅem of materialiſm. But, reader, take my word for it that I am herein accuſed unjuﬅly, as perhaps the author of the ſpirit of laws was before me. I think ſpirit as neceary to move the univerſe, as to keep the conﬅitution agoing, and make no doubt that if nothing had exiﬅed but matter, it would have ﬅood ﬅill from all eternity. Here, perhaps, the ſame ſneerer may retort upon me, and aſk me, with an air of triumph, is there ſpirit in a clock—no certainly—yet we ﬁnd that motion can ſubﬅ in ſuch a material machine. Sir, Sneerer, you ſeem to have forgot that the clock was made by an intelligent being, and would ſoon ﬅand ﬅill for ever, without the aﬅance of ſuch an one to wind it up. Your objeion will never have any force till the perpetual motion is diſcovered, and when that is once found out, we may expe to ſee a conﬅitution incapable of ſuﬀering any revolution. Our glorious conﬅitution has ſuﬀered ſome, but ’tis now ſo well eﬅablied that no true Engliman can wi that it ould ever deviate from its preſent principles. It has been ſaid indeed of the republic of Venice, that it has been twelve hundred years without a revolution; and the republics of Italy in general, when they boaﬅ their ﬅability, boaﬅ only the ﬅability of their corruptions. How far ſuperior to them is a conﬅitution like ours, or like that of ancient Rome, which has ﬅruggled through various abuſes and revolutions, till it has at laﬅ acquired perfeion. Here, methinks, I am interrupted by ſome phycian, who tells me, with all the gravitiy of his profeon, that the body politic reſembles the body natural, which is never more in danger of being ſeized with an acute diſorder, than when it enjoys a vigorous ﬅate of health—this is the obſervation of no leſs a man than the great profeor Boerhaave—Oh, lord! door, you have frightened me out of my wits with your aphoriſm—I wi Boerhaave and you at—Lord, have mercy upon us, and preſerve us from a ﬅate-fever, ’tis worſe than a ﬅate apoplexy itſelf—but, upon ſecond thoughts, I apprehend that there is not much danger of a ﬅatefever, nce the conﬅitution is allowed to be ſomewhat phlegmatic. But now I talk of phlegm, I have ſo long meditated upon the conﬅitution, that I can meditate upon it no longer, without the aﬅance of a pipe of tobacco, and when ’tis lighted, I may, perhaps, reſume my meditation; for the aromatic gales of tobacco, inſpire the politician as powerfully as coﬀee itſelf.


  
    Bleﬅ leaf whoſe aromatic gales diſpenſe,


    To templar’s modeﬅy, to parſon’s ſenſe;


    Come to thy YORICK, come with healing wings,


    And let me taﬅe thee unexcis’d by kings.

  


  ☜


  Meditation on Tobacco.


  IIntended to have continued my meditation upon the conﬅitution, but I had not been long wrapt up in the cloudy tabernacle which my tube of clay diﬀuſed around me, when I was inſenbly led into a train of meditations upon the virtues of that leaf, which contributes ſo much to alleviate the cares of mortals; a ſubje which ſeems to have a conderable connexion with the former, as the conﬅitution is, upon many accounts, highly indebted to tobacco. Bleﬅ leaf, cried I in an extacy, how extenve and powerful is thy inﬂuence, thou aideﬅ the meditations of the oriental, and doﬅ conſpire with ſoporiferous opium to ﬁll his mind with rapturous ideas of paradiſe, were it not for thee the poor unhappy negro, would nk under the weight of his labours. The politician without thee could not adjuﬅ the ballance of Europe to his ſatisfaion; the publican would loſe much of his cuﬅom; and the bunter his favourite amuſement; in ﬁne, were it not for thee the world would have been deprived of many uſeful and learned treatiſes; and what is worſe than all, would never have ſeen this meditation.


  Poets ſeek rural ades and purling ﬅreams; but the writer that aims at conveying ſolid inﬅruion, delights in thoſe modern Lyceums where the fume of tobacco conſpires with port, or porter to ſuggeﬅ ideas, and enlarge the ſoul. Oh! ame eternal to the Briti fair, tobacco is their averon; but ﬅill thou art not entirely abandoned by the ſex; the ſage dames of Holland ſmoke as much as their huſbands, and many a Jeweſs have I ſeen at Grand Cairo with a pipe in her mouth. Thy importance too is fully acknowledged by mankind, and not without reaſon, nce they every day ſee we ſo many enterpriſes of great pith and moment vani into ſmoke. Thy diſcoveries are likewiſe numerous, for is it not uſual to ſmoke the juﬅice; to ſmoke the parſon; to ſmoke the jeﬅ; and, in ﬁne, to ſmoke every thing that has any thing in it to be ſmoked; inſomuch, that the cobler himſelf has not eſcaped being ſmoked. Here the critics may, perhaps, cry out damn’d dull; but let them look to it, for ould they pretend to cenſure my meditations, I’ll make the critics ſmoke. Tobacco! thou moﬅ grateful incenſe to the gods in the upper gallery, without thee how inpid would be the charaer of Abel Drugger—how taﬅeleſs would be wine, punch, and porter without thee? ’Twas a maxim with the ancients, that ne Baccho, friget Venus, that love is cold without wine; but how much more juﬅ is the maxim, that wine is cold without tobacco? Oh, doubly a friend to converſation! thou openeﬅ the heart to ſocial converſe, and doﬅ, at the ſame time, aﬀord relief to the man of few words, by furniing him with an excuſe for his taciturnity. Oh! friend to learning and the muſes, by thee the Oxford ſcholar is as much ediﬁed as by Ramus or Smigleſuco, and perhaps much more. The great Socrates, and the divine Plato, were but mean philoſophers with all their learning, nor ould we wonder at it, there was no tobacco ſmoked in their ages, that would have exalted their conceptions, and raiſed their ſouls to the moﬅ ſublime contemplations. What honour then is due to the glorious memory of Lane, who ﬁrﬅ introduced the uſe of the divine leaf into this our country. Make him your modern bards, who, in genius and abilities, ſo much ſurpaſs all who went before you—make him the ſubje of your choiceﬅ lays. He is juﬅly entitled to your gratitude, nce tobacco ſo much contributes to make your inſpirer beer go down. Wrapt up in ſmoke, and in this pleang theme, I could with pleaſure dwell upon it till to-morrow morning, but I muﬅ quit my ſubje, though much againﬅ my will, for hark, the bell ſounds, my candle is burnt out, and I have not ſo much as a ﬂint to ﬅrike a light, ſo I muﬅ go to bed, and there dream or meditate till to-morrow.


  ☜


  Meditation on Noses.


  FROM meditating upon tobacco, which I condered in one of its uſes only, I was inſenbly led to meditate upon ſnuﬀ, which, with ſuch propriety, become the noſes of the nobility and gentry, but my attention was ſoon called oﬀ from this obje to the conderation of ſomething of much greater importance, I mean the noſe itſelf. It was formerly cuﬅomary to judge of a man’s underﬅanding by his noſe,


  
    Homo emuni naris, ſays Horace.
  


  And in another place,


  
    Minus aptus acutis naribus horum hominum,

  


  ſo that a arp noſe was at that time the gn of wit. The noſe has in other ages and nations been artiﬁcially made to denote profound wiſdom and gravity, by the application of a pair of ſpeacles to it. The young men of Bologna in Italy thus equalled the doors in the gravity of their outde, and ’tis to be ſuppoſed, that they took particular care of that part, nce it would have been a great misfortune to have had nothing to hang a pair of ſpeacles upon. Oh, important member! the ſymbol of wit and underﬅanding, of wiſdom and gravity, would thy importance were better known, for oft with dire diſgrace the noſe falls oﬀ, ſapped by the unrelenting rage of Syphilis, and thus the human countenance loſes its chiefeﬅ ornament. Could Talicotius riſe once more, he’d have as many cuﬅomers as ever; but, alas! ſo extraordinary a genius is but ſeldom ſeen.—Here, methinks, ſome ſneering Critic turns up his noſe at me, and aſks me what all this pompous exordium tends to? Why, pray Mr. Critic, can my language be too ſublime in ſpeaking of the noſe? when Solomon himſelf has compared the noſe of his miﬅreſs to mount Lebanon; and when heaven itſelf has a noſe, if we may believe the divine Shakeſpear:


  
    Heaven ﬅops the noſe at it. Othello.
  


  Muﬅ we not be fully ſatisﬁed of the importance of the noſe, nce ſure that part muﬅ be the ſeat of honour. That ’tis the ſeat of honour none can doubt, as he that has been pulled by it, loſes all pretenons to that quality. ’Tis true, indeed, another part of the body (which for obvious reaſons I all not name, though a celebrated wit of the laﬅ age, ſworn foe to indecency and irreligion, has taken pleaſure to dwell upon it) has diſputed this diﬅinion with the noſe, juﬅ as the ſeat of the ſoul has been a matter of controverſy among philoſophers. Deſcartes placing it in the pineal gland, others in the corpus calloſum, others in the medulla oblongata, &c. Non noﬅrum eﬅ tantas componere lites; let others decide whether honour be ſeated in the noſe, or elſewhere, ſure I am it muﬅ be ſeated ſomewhere. But to return from this digreon into the high road of my meditation, which is a very eaſy matter, nce I have nothing to do but follow my noſe, which will not fail to maral me the way that I am going. Come on then, lets follow its guidance without being terriﬁed at the old proverb, he that follows his noſe may be led into a ﬅink—the noſe is the gnomon of the face, and often dires us in as unerring a manner, as the adow points to the hours upon a ſun-dial. Cromwell himſelf has told us, that a man never mounts ſo high as when he does not know where he’s going; and ſurely when a man goes on without knowing where he’s going, he may juﬅly be ſaid to follow his noſe. Oh, noſe! thou truﬅy guide of half mankind, ſome of the greateﬅ heroes have acknowledged thee to be their only conduor. Peter the Great, Charles the Twelfth, and William the Third of glorious and immortal memory, adhered to the ſyﬅem of an abſolute fatality, and entirely diſbelieved that men were maﬅers of any of their aions. What elſe was this but to own that they had all their lives followed their noſe. Oh! mortals, who too often wander from the way follow your noſes, for by giving yourſelves up entirely to their guidance, you will, at leaﬅ, eſcape the mortiﬁcation of having others lead you by them. To follow one’s noſe, muﬅ ſure be to take the right way; nce to follow one’s noſe is to go right on—Here ſome reader who idolizes variety, and can’t bear to dwell for a few moments upon the ſame thought, may very probably ſay this author has ſo long followed his noſe, that I am tired of following him, and ſo throw down the book—pray, Sir, take it up again, you all ſoon have ſomething new—I love variety as well as yourſelf, and can’t bear to go on a long time in the ſame beaten track. I all have my diverticular or digreons for, in meditating, as in riding a journey; I love to ﬅop at an inn for a while in order to refre. So depend upon it, Mr. Reader, you all ſoon have ſomething new; but you muﬅ reſpite your impatience for a moment, for I ſometimes grow tired of meditating, as well as of riding. The beﬅ of things beyond their meaſure cloy, as Homer ſays. So as I have followed my noſe to the end of the chapter, I all here cloſe it, and take breath for a while.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Quacks.


  OH! reader, when any accident ſeems to threaten your noſe, have recourſe to experienced men, of whom there is no want in this city; and beware of quacks and counterfeits—but how to eſcape them is the queﬅion, when you muﬅ take the word of each pretender for his own infallibility, whilﬅ he aures you, that all the reﬅ are ignorant impoﬅors, elixers, eleuaries, genuine jeſuits drops, &c. are advertiſed in every paper, and all equally promiſe cure, without hindrance of buneſs, or knowledge of a bedfellow. From Italy this peﬅ derives its birth; and in France the race of Charlatans abounds, where the quack is at once orator and phycian, and retails from a horſe or ſcaﬀold his medicines to the believing crowd. Peace to all ſuch, in every profeon there are quacks. There are quacks in the law, quacks in divinity, and ſcribbling quacks. The ﬁrﬅ abound amongﬅ attornies and ſollicitors; clients on either de are equally aured of ſucceſs—amongﬅ the quacks in divinity the pope holds the ﬁrﬅ place; but happily his aumed infallibility begins now to be very much called in queﬅion; and thoſe remedies for the ſouls diſeaſes, called bulls and indulgences, which he, like other quacks, formerly retailed to the people, have now loﬅ much of their credit. But are there no other quacks in theology but the pope? Oh, thouſands! every ſe has ſome—The Janſeniﬅ quack amuſes the people with a noﬅrum called grace—The methodiﬅ deals in faith—The quaker is ﬁlled with the ſpirit, with which he is inﬂated, as if full of new wine. The methodiﬅ ﬅill maintains he laudable praice of ancient quacks—he harangues from a ſcaﬀold, ereed in the ﬁelds, whilﬅ gaping auditors admire, and liﬅen with attention to the ſpiritual quacks. To him each ck and wonded ſoul repairs in hopes of cure. A woman here deres his prayers againﬅ the common temptation—perhaps ſome unexperienced girl may be inquitive to know what the common temptation of woman is—let her wait a year or two, and e will want no information—a man here prays to be cured of the cravings of concupiſcence, and many other ſpiritual maladies unnumbered patients bring to the ſpiritual quack. Quacks amongﬅ authors too there are, and artiﬁces have been found to conceal the aſs, even theſe catch the eye with a title-page, and invent a thouſand diﬀerent expedients to excite the curioty of readers. The advertiſements in every paper are ſuﬃcient proofs of this; of all ſuch beware, they are downright quacks in literature; and repair to my publier, where may be had for the ſmall price of two illings,


  The true and infallible antimalancolical ELIXER.


  Being a compotion of genuine wit and humour, which eﬀeually diſpells all ſpleen and vapours, exhilarates the ſpirits, and totally removes all hypochondriac complaints, be the patient ever ſo far gone—It cures all ſorts of ﬁts in women, and all ſorts of convulons in men, by the mild and pleaſant remedy of ſuperinducing ﬁts of laughter, which never fail to produce the happieﬅ eﬀes.


  Here one cries out, this declaimer againﬅ quacks turns quack himſelf—another with a ſneer aſks how ﬁts can be cured by ﬁts?—ſuch are the cavils of the ignorant; but is it not a maxim in phyc, that contraries are cured by contraries? He that accuſes me of quackery for propong mirth as an infallible remedy, diſcovers his own ignorance of human nature, and is ſcarcely worth an anſwer. Thoughts that make thick the blood, produce deſpondence and melancholy, which generate various diſorders, to be cured only by laughter, which operates happily when it runs tickling up and down the veins, ﬅraining mens eyes with idle merriment—By your leave maﬅer Shakeſpear, I can’t think merriment ſo idle; and I make no doubt but your Falﬅaﬀ has done a thouſand times more good than your Hamlet. At leaﬅ, I always return in a penve humour from the latter; and ſuch is the infeion of its gloomineſs, that I generally ﬁnd myſelf diſpoſed to crawl ſupperleſs to bed; whereas from the former, I return as chearful as the merry knight himſelf, with whom, thank God, I have a great conformity of diſpotion, and ſo high are my ſpirits elevated that I can’t help raing them a little higher by good punch, and ſo go to bed drunk.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Midwives.


  AQUACK’s as ﬁt for a pimp, as a midwife for a bawd. Oh! prophane witcherly, thus to treat ſo uſeful an order as that of midwives, an order as ancient as uſeful. To them we are more indebted than to our mothers, and almoﬅ as much as to our nurſes. ’Tis ﬅrange, but at the ſame time true, that thoſe who ﬁrﬅ give occaon to our coming into this ſcurvy and diſaﬅerous world, ould think that they are more entitled to our gratitude, than thoſe that prevent our receiving any injury at coming into it, and thoſe that take care of us during our moﬅ helpleſs ﬅate after we are come into it. Well, but are midwives neceary only at our birth—quite the reverſe—at leaﬅ, ’tis ſo with reſpe to us authors, for I ﬁnd my head even now labouring with a thought; and I could wi ſome judicious critic would lend his kind obﬅetric hand to help to deliver me of it—if none ould, it muﬅ even leap out of my head armed, as Pallas did out of that of Jupiter—there is no vanity in the compariſon, it will be a rare thought when it comes. You tire our patience, Sir, ſays ſome ſneerer, pray what is your thought like?—why ’tis like a bull—for I was juﬅ thinking of a man-midwife. And ſurely a man-midwife is as great a monﬅer as a Centaur, and as great a bull as ever came out of the mouth of an Iriman. But to what purpoſe do you thus bring in your bull by the head and oulders? you ould have taken hold of it by the horns, as Hercules did his. Why, Mr. Critic, if you needs muﬅ know, ’tis becauſe I am altogether ſcandalized, that the matrons of Great-Britain ould thus expoſe, what none but a huſband ould ſeeﬅ, to the view of anohter man, with as little concern as they would ow their faces. What an example does the eaﬅ ſet us in this reſpe? when a Sultana was vited by an European phycian, he was not allowed even to ſee her hand whilﬅ he felt her pulſe. She ﬅretch’d it out to him, covered with a veil. Whilﬅ our Briti ladies ſcruple not to let the man-midwife touch what he ould not even ſee. Hence does it ſeem to follow, that, according to Wycherly’s obſervation, a man-midwife ould be perfely well calculated for a pimp. Theſe gentlemen will, no doubt, plead their being of the faculty, and aſk me in a paon, whether I take phycians for p—mps? my anſwer is, that I no more look upon man-midwives as phycians, than upon attornies as counſellors. What a wretch muﬅ he be that can thus forget his manhood in ſome meaſure, and condeſcend to take the name of midwife? The caﬅrati of Italy, and the eunuchs of the eaﬅ, ſeem ſcarcely more degraded. A midwife has lately taken up the pen againﬅ this abuſe of employing males upon ſuch an occaon, but the abuſe ﬅill prevails, and is likely to prevail, till modeﬅy returns once more to vit the earth. Alas! e has been ſo long abſent, that we begin almoﬅ to diſpair of ſeeing her again. If we may believe Juvenal, e has not been ſeen nce the days of Saturn:


  
    Credo pudicitiam Saturno rege moratam


    In terris viſamque diu. Sat. 10.

  


  Here, perhaps, ſome critic, ſome pamphleteer, may join with the clockmaker’s out-cry, and expreſs his ſurpriſe at ſeeing Yorick become the advocate of modeﬅy. But know vile wretches, I deſpiſe your baſe miſrepreſentations, all the works of Yorick are as chaﬅe as his ſermons—’tis you yourſelves, whoſe impure imaginations make the obſcenity you reprehend.


  
    Into my chaﬅe writings


    Not one thought intrudes,


    Leſs modeﬅ than the talk of prudes.

  


  Even court ladies, who are well known to vie with nuns in continence, whoſe chaﬅity is as cold as ſnow, though they cannot eſcape the tongue of calumny, may read my works without bluing; and ſure the leaﬅ indecent image would not fail to ſuﬀuſe their lovely faces with red. I’ll ﬅill go farther, and venture to aﬃrm they will lay theſe my meditations and my ſermons by their bibles and prayer-books; and as my Triﬅram Shandy will doubtleſs become a book for a parlour-window, in like manner my ſermons and meditations, which for their excellent morality can ſcarce be equalled by any thing produced by the ancients or moderns, will become books for a lady of quality’s cloſet, where bound in red morocco and gilt, they will remain triumphant upon the ſame elves, with the bible, prayer-book, pilgrim’s progreſs, &c. and when I have obtained this honourable place, I’ll cry out with Horace:


  
    Sublimi feriam dera vertice.


    My lofty top all touch the ſkies.

  


  ☜


  Meditation upon the Homunculus.


  IMmortal Luyenhokius, thou moﬅ profound of all philoſophers! to thee we owe that aﬅoniing diſcovery, which at one view preſents to us the whole ſpecies enveloped in a minute particle, contained in the genitalia of our great, great, great grand-father Adam—were I here to ſet down the word great as often as neceary, all the ﬅationers ops in London would hardly furni me with paper enough; ſo I all content myſelf with ſetting it down three times, nce the number three has been always thought to contain ſomething myﬅical. To return to the ingenious ſyﬅem of our profound philoſopher, what can be a more amung ſpeculation, than thus to conder the whole human race in miniature—’tis like ilias in nuce—or rather it puts one in mind of the acorn, in which the microſcope can diſcover all the various ramiﬁcations of the oak. Oh! for a philoſophic microſcope, which in ſemine humano, might diſcover at one view the whole poﬅerity of the man—ſuch a diſcovery would be of the higheﬅ uſe, as a man would often ſee reaſon to avoid marrying were he before-hand preſented, with a view of the children intended for him by heaven. Let us again reſume our meditation, and conder this dim ſpeck of entity, ﬅretching itſelf by degrees, ﬁrﬅ enlarging itſelf to a foetus, than being taken ex utero, by the aﬅance of the obﬅetric art, encreang in volume, till at laﬅ it ſpouts up into a man x foot high—yet, according to the opinion of the moﬅ judicious philoſophers, the homunculus contains in it all the principles that enter into the conﬅitution of the grown man—a great argument this for predeﬅination. If the aions of men, and all that befals them in the courſe of their lives, depend, in a great meaſure, upon the principles of which their conﬅitution is formed, it follows of conſequence, that theſe principles being the ſame in the homunculus, all the future aions of the man are determined by the nature of the conﬅituent particles of the homunculus. But to leave oﬀ philoſophizing, and moralize upon a ſubje which ſuggeﬅs ſo many reﬂeions—how muﬅ this view of human nature convince us of our littleneſs, and kill in us all the ſeeds of pride? If imagination may trace the noble duﬅ of Alexander, till it ﬁnd it ﬅopping a bung-whole, why may not imagination trace that very Alexander, who conquered at Ius, Arbela, and Granicus, and who carried his preſumption ſo far as to aume the title of ſon of Jupiter Ammon, and cauſe ﬅatutes to be ereed to him as a god? why may not imagination trace that very Alexander, till it perceives him an homunculus in the genitalia of Philip, or, which ſeems rather more probable, of one of Philip’s domeﬅics. Oh! ye great men of the earth, conder this, and be no longer puﬀed up with Pride—your beginning and your end ould fully convince you of the littleneſs of all human grandeur. The common topick uſed to convince the great of their nothing is death; and we are told of a certain king of Pera, who kept a perſon always in his court, whoſe buneſs it was to ſay to him every morning: Oh! king of Pera, remember thou wert born to die—but the idea of death contains in it ſomething ſublime, and men make a vanity of braving it—the king of Pera’s purpoſe would have been much better anſwered, had he kept a perſon to addreſs him every morning in theſe words—Oh! king of Pera, remember thou wert once an homunculus. What theologian can give a better argument for humility—’tis no longer neceary to conder men as piſmires crawling upon a heap of dirt, we know that in eﬀe they all were formerly animalcula; and nce man was originally a worm, well may we, with holy Job, ſay to corruption, thou art my father; and to the worm, thou art my mother and my ﬅer. Whilﬅ I dwell upon this ſubje I ﬁnd myſelf grow uneaſy, I am convinced of my unimportance, and can’t hear the thoughts of having once been an homunculus. Muﬅ then I, Yorick, whoſe thoughts rove through enternity, who meditate upon the moﬅ abﬅruſe and profound ſubjes in metaphics, phycs, politics, theology, morality, &c. &c. &c. be tormented with the mortifying reﬂexion, that I was formerly an homunculus? What a piece of work is a man—a very ſorry piece of work in my opinion; for though I am one of the ſpecies myſelf, I can’t pobly look upon man as the quinteence of duﬅ. O you, formerly my fellow homunculi, now my fellow-creatures, let me addreſs you all in a body in this pathetic exclamation, what ould ſuch fellows as we do crawling between heaven and earth—we were all formerly poor deſpicable homunculi.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Hobby-Horses.


  WHAT ſubje is there in nature ſo triﬂing to which a true genius cannot give a ſeeming importance?—even a broomﬅick requires conſequence from the meditations of a Swift. To meditate ſeriouy upon a hobb-horſe may be thought extravagant. Yet, emboldened by the example of that great genius for la Bagatelle, I muﬅ try to raiſe the hobby-horſe to a level with the broomﬅick; this is, indeed, an arduous undertaking; for the conſequence of the former has been greatly inhanced by the witches, who have uſed it to ride on through the air, whereas the latter has been debaſed by children ung it to ride on—But, oh! reader, reﬂe a moment, the great Ageſelaus, king of Sparta, in the height of his glory, did not diſdain to ride round a room with his children upon a hobby-horſe; and ſuch a mark of diﬅinion ould enoble hobby-horſes from that age to the preſent. The example, however, has not been loﬅ; the nobles and gentry in all nations have copied this great original, and often ride in proceon upon their hobby-horſes. The critick may here interpoſe and aſk me when ſuch proceon are made?—Sir, I could inform you, but ſcandalum magnatum is the devil; ſo I all ſay nothing farther upon that head. But to be more explicit, is not ambition a ſort of hobby-horſe, which may not improperly be compared to Clavileno, Don Quixote’s woodenhorſe, raiſed upon, which, with his eyes, he, in conceit, wandered thro’ regions unknown before. If the hero has his hobby-horſe, the poet has his—Pegaſus, I’ll maintain to be nothing but a downright hobby-horſe, and worſe than other hobby-horſes in this, that he that mounts upon it is in danger of breaking his neck. I was continuing my meditation, when I was interrupted by a vit from my uncle Toby Shandy, who came in riding upon his hobby-horſe, and having lighted, and entered my room, took up my meditation, and having read it very attentively, entered into a ſerious expoﬅulation with me upon the dangerous conſequences of treating in ſo light and ludicrous a manner upon hobby-horſes. Why? nephew, ſays he, at this rate people may at laﬅ be brought to look upon government as a hobby-horſe, religion as a hobby-horſe; the good of the nation as a hobby-horſe; and then—and then, what will become of us all? When he had left me I deliberated, whether I had beﬅ follow his advice, or reſume my meditation; and having concluded for the latter, rubbed my forehead two or three times, and ﬅretched my head, an expedient, pretty frequent with the authors of the age, when they ﬁnd themſelves at a loſs for a thought; nay, ’twas a praice amongﬅ the authors of the Auguﬅan age, if we may believe Horace:


  
    Saepe et caput ſcaberet, vivos et roderet ungues.

  


  But after I had knocked ſeveral times for wit, and found nobody at home, I reſolved to conclude my meditation, nce my hobby-horſe grew reﬅive, and would carry me no farther.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Momus’s Glass.


  THOU art not to learn, oh, reader! or elſe thy knowledge is very conﬁned, that Momus once upon a time, propoſed in a council of the gods, that every man ould carry a window in his breaﬅ, that his moﬅ ſecret thoughts might be expoſed to all others, which would prevent men from having it in their power to impoſe upon each other. Alas! what needs ſuch a glaſs?—cannot a man of common diſcernment diſcover the thoughts and charaers of men? No ſooner do I ﬁx the organ of vion, which to me anſwers all the purpoſes of the above-men-tioned glaſs; no ſooner, I ſay, do I ﬁx my organ of vion upon a perſon who is introduced to me, but I immediately ſee whether he thinks me a rogue, or an honeﬅ man, a man of ſenſe, or a fool. At every ſentence he utters the expreon in his face, ews me what he will ſay next—Thus nature has done what Momus required; and to the great confuon of rogues, their faces are conﬅantly telling tales of them. Sir, your moﬅ humble ſervant, ſays Mr.—I look in his face, and ſee he means, Sir, I don’t dere to be troubled with you—Sir, ſays another, any thing that lies in my power you may command—I look in his face, and ſee he means, if it was in my power to ſerve you, I would be very loth to do it—An author ſometimes, with an indolent air, ſays,—that thing I wrote is wretched ﬅuﬀ—’twas wrote in ſuch an hurry—I look in his face, and ſee that this being interpreted gniﬁes, what I write in a hurry is better than the moﬅ elaborate compotions of others. Oh! you ignorant, who are impoſed upon by the words of degning men, who afterwards cheat and deceive you—Your misfortunes are intirely owing to your not having learned to read God Almighty’s hand-writing, though ſurely the charaers he writes muﬅ be very legible. How often does a fellow by the hand of nature, marked, quoted, and gned to do a deed of ame, ﬁnd means to paſs himſelf upon the unwary for a mirrour of integrity, by no other ſecret but that of frequently ung the cabaliﬅical words, honour, virtue, reputation—wherefore, oh! reader, mark, and take the caution that I give thee here, if thou art not an adebt in phyognomy, if thou haﬅ never learned the art of decyphering countenances, lay down this as a rule, and regulate thy condu by it. Whenever the phraſes, a man’s honour ould be dearer to him than his life, whatever touches my reputation touches my ſoul, &c. are frequent in the mouth of any man, draw this concluon, and depend upon it ’twill never fail—’tis a concluon, which my own experience has always conﬁrmed—a concluon, ealy ſupported too by abﬅra reaſonings—Well, but, Sir, let us hear your concluon; why, Sir, ’tis that the man deſcribed above is, ſaving your preſence, a rogue.


  Here, methinks, I am interrupted by an impertinent coxcomb, who tells me, with a ſneer, that were he to form a judgment of me from the frontiſpiece of my ſermons, he ould take me for a y, knavi, medling prieﬅ—Sir, did you ever ſee me in propriâ perſonâ, upon my word, Sir, that print has not the leaﬅ reſemblance to Yorick.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Digressions.


  PEACE be with the manes of that charitable author, who to the great relief of his brethren, ﬁrﬅ invented that admirable expedient of digreng from the matter in hand—nothing can be more convenient to a writer, who is hereby enabled to quit his ſubje, when it excites any diſagreeable idea in him—when he has ſaid ſo much of it that he begins to grow weary of it, or has ſo little to ſay of it, that he cannot ﬁll the quantity of paper propoſed by any other method—but who amongﬅ the critical tribe all be ſo audacious as to wagg his tongue againﬅ digreons, which have been enobled by the praice of the ancients, whoſe authority is of ſo much greater weight in critical matters, than that of the fathers in religion. The ſatires and epiﬅles of the excellent Horace may be looked upon as a colleion of digreons, and oft with a truely poetical licence, the bard digrees in a digreon. Oh! the agreeable, deſultory manner of digreons to the reader, no leſs agreeable than the writer, nce neither the former or the latter care to be at the trouble of a continued attention. Talk not then you pedants of your method, cite not the ﬅagerite in praiſe of lucid order—The rambling Montagne, who wrote from the ebullitions of his heart, will be read and admired, when all the dry didaic diertations of the ſchools all be forgotten. Oh, happy methodiﬅs! (though your ſe derives its name from method) your diſcourſes conﬅ entirely of digreons, and thoſe ſo unconneed, that at the end of the ſermon ’tis impoble to tell what it turned upon. Digreons too take place in philoſophy; and oﬅ we ﬁnd the mind of a philoſopher turns ade in a curve, ﬂies oﬀ in a tangent, or ſprings up in a ſpiral line. Nature itſelf delights in digreons, and ſo little is e pleaſed with a ſameneſs in things, that no two objes exaly alike can be ſeen. Such is the frame of the univerſe,


  
    Where order in variety we ſee,


    And where tho’ all things diﬀer, all agree.

  


  But the great energy of digreons was never fully known till I publied my Triﬅram Shandy, which conﬅs entirely of digreons. A rare atchievement in literature, and almoﬅ equal to that of a celebrated wit of the laﬅ age, who wrote a diertation conﬅing entirely of adverbs. In ﬁne, digreons have an admirable eﬀe in every thing but morality, and there, indeed, they are of the moﬅ dangerous conſequence—if you doubt of this the triple-tree at Tyburn will convince you, where every quarter wretches meet an hapleſs end, meerly for having made a digreon in morality. Allied to morality are politics, for politics conﬅ in morality, as it regards communities; and here digreons too are equally pernicious. For oftentimes the ruin of ﬅates is owing to the miniﬅers digreng from common honeﬅy; that man is ſure to incur cenſure who makes a falſe ﬅep in his condu; and what is a falſe ﬅep but a digreon? But digreon’s dangerous in morality and politics, make all the beauty and ſpirit of compotion, witneſs that admirable treatiſe of Dr. Swift, entitled, A tritical Eay, to which I have been much indebted in all my writings. The example being ſet, I hope to ſee the day when every new book all be a labyrinth of digreons; from whence the reader all vainly try to extricate himſelf, and wherein the authors all heap digreon on digreon to the end of the chapter.


  ☜


  Meditation on Obscurity in Writing.


  FROM wandering in the mazes of digreon, we deſcend naturally to the Bathos of the obſcure and unintelligible. O, venerable obſcurity! how many authors owe their fame to thee from the myﬅic Jacob Behmen, down to the jocoſe Triﬅram Shandy. The more unintelligible an author is that pleaſes, the greater muﬅ his genius be no doubt. The meaneﬅ may pleaſe when he makes himſelf underﬅood; but he muﬅ ſurely be a ſuperlative genius who pleaſes, whilﬅ his readers do not underﬅand a word he writes. Obſcurity! thy inﬂuence is equal in the jocoſe, the ſerious, and the ſublime—the jeﬅ moﬅ pleaſes when it is moﬅ deep **** would make a ﬅoick laugh; but then the ades imbrowned with deepened gloom, and breathing nodding horror over the green mantle of the ouzy plains—Lord, cries ſome critic, what do you mean by all this ﬅuﬀ? I all anſwer your queﬅion, Sir, by telling you a ﬅory, ’tis very poble you may not have heard, as critics now a days are not very knowing, that a certain philoſopher (I really have forgot his name) went about the ﬅreets of Athens with ſomething hid under his cloak, and being aſked by an impertinent paenger (Sir, I aſk pardon) what he concealed under his cloak? anſwered, with all the compoſure of a philoſopher, I hide it that you may not know. In like manner, I, Mr. Critic, write that I may not be underﬅood. You muﬅ know, Sir, that men have but two ends in view in ſpeaking or writing, viz. to make others underﬅand their meaning, or elſe to keep their meaning concealed. I have generally the latter in view when I write. Obſcurity was always my idol, and ſurely great muﬅ be its excellence, nce one of its greateﬅ enemies has been obliged to acknowledge, that ’tis the charaeriﬅic of a lly man and a lly book to be ealy ſeen through. It follows then of courſe, that obſcurity is the charaeriﬅic of a wiſeman and a rewd book. To what did all the ſages of antiquity, who ſo long governed mankind by their ſuperiority of intelles, owe their ſucceſs—to obſcurity?—In what does the whole merit of a riddle conﬅ in, obſcurity?—To what do the ﬅars owe all their brightneſs? to the obſcurity of the ﬁrmament? And in ﬁne, what muﬅ the renown of the moﬅ famous heroes end in—obſcurity?


  To what does antiquity owe all the veneration that is paid to it—to the obſcurity of its origin? The ancient Greeks and Romans were perhaps neither better nor wiſer than the moderns; but they lived long before them, and are conſequently leſs known, therefore they are moﬅ eﬅeemed, and this eﬅeem they owe to their antiquity alone. Now between antiquity and obſcurity the connexion is obvious. Why are dead languages more in repute than the living? the reaſons plain, they are more obſcure. To what does the mathematician owe all the pleaſure he ﬁnds in ſolving a diﬃcult problems? To nothing but the obſcurity under which it appeared at ﬁrﬅ. In ﬁne, the ſciences which are looked upon as moﬅ important, are, by way of excellence, denominated abﬅraſe ſciences, and this ſuﬃciently evinces the great merit of obſcurity.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Nonsense.


  OH, nonſence! how all I vindicate thy injured name? how ﬅem the torrent of prejudice, and to the world diſplay thy various uſes? Thy honourable alliance to obſcurity ould ſurely preſerve thee from the diſreſpe of an undiſcerning world. But ſo prejudiced are men that whilﬅ they reſpe obſcurity they diſpiſe thee ſo near a-kin to her. At thy ſacred rine numberleſs authors, both antient and modern, have oﬀered incenſe—I myſelf have often called upon thy aid, and to thy inﬂuence owe half my reputation. How oft doﬅ thou extend benign relief to mortals?—were it not for thee a brilliant circle might t lent for hours together. To thee the metaphycian owes his fame, and the enthuaﬅ his oratory. The man of ſenſe in vain may boaﬅ and glory in the powers of reaſon; he that has thee on his de will always be too hard for him by his ﬂuency. Some of the moﬅ renowned philoſophers have availed themſelves of thee, witneſs the catagories of Ariﬅotle, the ſubﬅantial forms, and the occult qualities. The grave phycian but for thee, would often be obliged to ﬅop ort in the midﬅ of his harangue; the poet would be at a loſs for a rhyme; and the facetious man ﬁnd himſelf puzzled for a jeﬅ. What art thou, oh! thou great myﬅerious being—the way to thee we know—diſputing clubs—knots of templars—coﬀee-houſes—critics in pit, aembled on an author’s Night. All ew us where to ﬁnd thee—but what’s beyond? Oh! who all draw that veil? Thou teﬅ enthroned, wrapt in a cloud of fogs, ſuch as earﬅ graced the brows of thy Macﬂecknoe; but ﬅill thy aweful eences hid from man. I cannot name thee without extaſy, on ſuch a theme ’tis madneſs to be calm. The poet oft plunging from thought to thought to ﬁnd out ſenſe, at laﬅ in thee takes refuge—to thee the Lyric poet owes his ﬂights; the ſonneteer his tenderneſs; but no authors are more indebted to thee, than thoſe that deal in controverſy, for when they write nonſenſe who can anſwer them? Even critics, who pretend only to elucidate the ſenſe of other authors, do not diſdain to have recourſe to thee. They oftentimes explain a meaning, till all men doubt of it, and ſubﬅitute their own nonſenſe in the place of their author’s ſenſe. The ſuperﬁcial may not perhaps have taken notice, that rhetoric owes its chief force to nonſenſe—yet is it not meer nonſenſe to addreſs woods and rocks, to bid gliding rivers ſpeak, and to fall into a paon with the ﬅars. But what ould above all exalt our ideas of nonſenſe is, that ’tis the language of lovers, and always ſure to pleaſe the amiable ſex, the approbation of one of whom ould doubtleſs outweigh the cenſure of ﬁve hundred rigid ſons of ſenſe. ’Tis owned, that poetry owes its origin to love, lovers delight in nonſenſe, therefore ’tis no wonder poets ould. Let me then exhort you, oh, you modern bards, (though to do you juﬅice, you ſeem not to ﬅand much in need of my admonitions) to attach yourſelves to nonſenſe, to cultivate it to the utmoﬅ, and then you will beſure to pleaſe. Here, methinks, the ſame impertinent critic, who has ſo often interrupted me, aſks me, why I don’t turn poet myſelf? why faith, Sir, ’tis becauſe I don’t think myſelf poeed of a ſuﬃcient talent for nonſenſe—Oh, Sir, replies my adviſer, you are too modeﬅ—Sir, you are only pleaſed to ſay ſo. Though I ſometimes make an excuron into the domains of nonſenſe, I never cared to take up my redence there. Proﬅrate I bend me before the hoary power of nonſenſe, which inſpires the lays of our modern blank verſe poets, our writers of monodies, elegies, dramatic poems, &c. but I dare not take upon me to rival their compotions, they breath ſo pure a ſpirit of nonſenſe, that, conſcious of the weakneſs of my powers, I diſpair of ever attaining to it. But ſo well is the empire of nonſenſe ſupported, that the town will never be at a loſs for poets, for when it looſes one, I’ll anſwer for it another will come in his place.


  
    Primo avulſo non deﬁcit alter. Virg.

  


  ☜


  Meditation upon the Association of Ideas.


  OH! thou that canﬅ to nonſenſe procure veneration, myﬅerious concatenation of ideas the moﬅ remote, how extenve is thy inﬂuence, and how great thy power! To thee the great owe all their diﬅinion. His lordip ﬂuttering in brocade may pobly not be a more reſpeable perſonage, than the porter that ﬅands at his door, yet where e’er he goes, obſequious crowds with reverence bow before him—what can this be owing to? to the magic of a title—the ideas of worth, honour, and every kind of excellence, have, by undiſcerning mortals, been conneed with a title, and nothing can better prove the force of the aociation of ideas, as there are in nature no things more diﬅin than a title and real worth. The oﬃcer that ﬅruts and ſwears with an air of boldneſs and freedom, as naturally excites in the breaﬅ of each beholder the idea of courage, yet frequent experience has proved to a demonﬅration, that a cockade is not an infallible gn of that quality. The mind has with equal capriciouſneſs attached the idea of grace to certain pieces of lawn properly diſpoſed upon black. Thus is the idea of courage annexed to a habit of one colour, the idea of grace to an habit of another colour, and, what ſeems ﬅill more ſurprizing, each particular ſpecies of learning is denoted by a particular habit, thus a black gown and a ſquare cap are infallible gns, that the perſon to whom they belong is a logician, metaphycian, mathematician, and a perfe maﬅer of the literæ humaniores. The idea of profound knowledge in all the various branches of phyc is annexed to a long wig, the idea of reports, caſes, and all the quirks of the law to a quoif, and the idea of a talent for poetry to a ragged coat. Strange and unaccountable are the combinations which this extravagant coupling of ideas gives occaon to—the ſagacious Locke informs us of a gentleman who could never dance except there was an old trunk in the room with him; and I myſelf know a dramatic poet that can never write, except one of the panes of his window be broken. But, alas! the inﬂuence of this fantaﬅic power begins before we come into the world; and if the mother ould happen to have too ﬅrong an imagination, ’tis ten to one but the child is born with the head of a dog. By this happy term, aociation of ideas, we are enabled to account for the moﬅ extraordinary phaenomina in the moral world; and thus Mr. Locke may be ſaid to have found a key to the inmoﬅ recees of the human mind.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Cuckolds.


  WHILST I meditated upon the aociation of ideas, I felt myſelf its inﬂuence, the idea of mother led me to that of wife, which led me to that of cuckold, with which it evidently has no apparent connexion. How ancient and honourable is the ſociety of cuckolds, a ſociety that is perhaps more extenve than any other. Each rank, from the moﬅ exalted to the loweﬅ, has members in this ſociety, who, like the freemaſons, ﬅrive to make their badge a ſecret. But, oh! you heralds and antiquaries, wherefore are horns the emblem of this Society. ’Tis an inquiry altogether worthy of your reſearches. Cuckold has long been a term of reproach, but much might be ſaid to prove it honourable. In Rome, that holy city, once capital of the world, and now his holineſs’s place of redence, cuckolds abound more than any where elſe,


  
    Roma la ſanta, ma il popolo cornuto.

  


  Woripful al—r—n have been ſo famous for their cuckoldom, that it is almoﬅ become proverbial. A common council man has been always condered in as fair a way to be an al—r—n, when dubbed a cuckold, as a nephew to become rich when his uncle is raiſed to the papal dignity. Here, methinks, ſome critic interrupts me with ſome ſuch exclamation as this. Lord! one would think this author’s father was a cuckold, he is ſo earneﬅ in compong their panegyric. Some authors upon ſuch an occaon would anſwer, I wi he had been ſo—’tis well known, that the celebrated athieﬅ Vanini, was greatly concerned that his father was not a cuckold, and his mother a whore, and his reaſon for ſo extraordinary a wi, does not ſeem to be altogether unphiloſophical. Thoſe begot in the luﬅy ﬅealth of nature, according to him, boaﬅ ﬁercer qualities than what compound the ſcanted births of the ﬅale marriage bed. But health, and a robuﬅ conﬅitution, are blengs only when we make a good uſe of them. How many a man of a robuﬅ and vigorous conﬅitution has died at Tyburn at two and twenty, who might have lived to xty, had his bodily frame, and conſequently his paons been weaker.


  ☜


  Meditation upon the Man in the Moon.


  HORNS have got ſuch a hold of my fancy, that I can meditate upon nothing that is not horned. Wrapt in contemplation, I raiſe my mind to yonder horned moon, and expatiate in ideas over the rugged ſurface of the orbs Newtoniana; there I behold a ﬁgure, by the vulgar called the man in the moon. But who may this illuﬅrious perſonage be?—why, if you’ll have my opinion of the matter, Sir, I take him to be the very man that Diogenes ſought with a lanthorn in broad day-light. If we may give credit to Arioﬅo, all things loﬅ upon earth are treaſured up in the moon, and it ſeems to admit of no doubt that the perſon ſought after upon earth, has long nce been loﬅ. Many reaſons concur to conﬁrm me in this opinion, among others the extraordinary ignorance of this man, with regard to whatever paes upon earth. Nothing is commoner than for one who declares his ignorance of any thing, than to add, I know no more of it than the man in the moon, a ſuﬃcient proof that the ſaid man has long nce ceaſed to be converſant with the things of this world. A celebrated philoſopher of antiquity—every ſcholar muﬅ know I mean Plutarch, has wrote a very learned treatiſe upon this ſame man in the moon, or rather face in the moon; but if you aſk me what he would be at in this treatiſe, I really know no more than the man in the moon. Biop Wilkins ’tis well known had formerly a ﬅrong inclination to pay this man a vit, and ’twere to be wied, that ſome ﬂying machine had been invented for that purpoſe; for doubtleſs if we could ſee, and converſe with the man in the moon, we ould ﬁnd him more knowing than is generally thought.


  ☜


  Meditation upon the Monades of Leibnitz.


  ONCE engaged in ſublime and and elevated ſpeculations, I cannot bring myſelf down to meditate upon ſublunary things. A race of intelligent beings, called Monades, engage my attention—here ſomebody will probably be inquitive to know what theſe Monades are—the great philoſopher of Germany will inform you, Sir, they are beings which ſeem to hold a medium between body and ſpirit, conſciouſneſs of their unity, forms their eence, and by their knowledge of eternal truths, they are members of the everlaﬅing city of God. They are called Monades from the Greek adjeive μανός, which gniﬁes alone, as every ſmatterer in Greek knows, as well as Leibnitz him. But what is this etymology founded upon?—why, Sir, ’tis founded upon this, every Monade has a right to ſay, I am myſelf alone. But here you’ll aſk me what right had Leibnitz to create ſuch beings? what proof could he give of their exiﬅence? Lord! Lord! what a reﬅraint you would lay upon philoſophers. If you deny them the privilege of framing hypotheſes, you reduce them to a level with other men. What proof could Deſcartes give in favour of his vortices and ſubtile matter? yet to theſe he owes his reputation as a philoſopher. The fancy of a philoſopher ould be as unconﬁned as that of a poet or a painter. By ſcrupulouy following phaenomina, he reduces himſelf to the rank of a mechanic. Commend me to Flud and Paracelſus, who have deviſed aerial beings enough to people a new creation. But to return to our Monades, they are, ſays Leibnitz, mirrours of the univerſe, and ſo indeed are men too, though they reﬂe its parts very imperfely. Men too are mirrours that are liable to be ſullied in reﬂeing the objes by which they paſs, and, like other mirrours, they are ſubje to be broken, in both which articles ’tis poble they are ſurpaed by Monades. There is reaſon to think, that theſe beings have ſome intercourſe with mankind, and ’tis not impoble, that our dreams may be ſuggeﬅed by them. ’Tis likely too that we owe to them thoſe impulſes, and that glimmering inght into futurity, which ſo many have experienced. Not to mention the daemon of Socrates, ’tis well known that Deſcartes in all his undertakings had ſome foreknowledge, whether the event would be favourable to him or not. I all add but one inﬅance more, and that is Ozanam the mathematician’s prediion, concerning his own death, which was fulﬁlled a few days after, exaly in the manner he had foretold it. Here I doubt not but the critics will accuſe me of credulity and ſuperﬅition, but what care I? this is an atheiﬅical age, and whoever believes any thing out of the common road is ſure of being ﬅigmatized as ſuperﬅitious—nay, there are certain perſons who call themſelves moral philoſophers, who look upon every man as ſuperﬅitious who believes the Chriﬅian religion.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Virtú.


  FROM ſo extraordinary a ſubje as that of my laﬅ meditation, the trantion is eaſy to virtú, for the diﬅinguiing charaer of the virtuoſo is to delight in things ﬅrange and uncommon. The word virtú then has an extenve gniﬁcation, and ſeems to take in the whole Encylopedia of arts and ſciences, and every thing but virtue, with which it has nothing in common, but the reſemblance of ſound. The man of virtú addis himſelf to natural philoſophy, or rather to unnatural philoſophy, nce he thinks nothing that is not out of the ordinary courſe of nature worthy of his reſearches. A luſus naturæ is the grand obje of his attention—Pray, Sir, what is a luſus naturæ, faith I don’t know; and its my opinion, that the gentlemen of the royal ſociety do not know themſelves. All I know of it is, that it is ſomething made by nature in a gameſome mood; for dame nature has her frolicks as well as other females. The virtuoſo is ſmitten with works of art as well as nature, and painters, ﬁdlers, archites, ﬅatuaries have no greater benefaors than men of fortune who profeſs virtú. Theſe are as favourable to the race of artiﬅs as deﬅruive to frogs and glewworms. Some may perhaps infer, that I put artiﬅs upon a level with inſes, that is far from my thoughts, I always eﬅeem the arts, and when I deſpiſe an artiﬅ ’tis not on account of his art. His whole excellence often conﬅs in that; and I have known many an excellent ﬁdler, who when he had ceaſed playing was ﬁt for nothing but to be ut up in a caſe, like his inﬅrument. From artiﬅs, let us return to the encouragers of arts. How is the public obliged to thoſe generous noblemen, who, by their ſubſcriptions, ſupport the Italian opera amongﬅ us? and how much is their generoty enhanced by the conderation, that perhaps not three of them underﬅand the language of the performers? This may by ſome be thought to reﬂe upon their taﬅe; but in my opinion, it ould give us the moﬅ advantageous idea of it; for ſurely it muﬅ require more taﬅe to be pleaſed with a tune, when one does not underﬅand the words of a ſong, then when one does. Our noble virtuo muﬅ be acknowledged to ſurpaſs thoſe of all other countries in taﬅe, though it has been maliciouy innuated by ſome, that they have often bought piures as pieces of Guido, Raphael, &c. when they were no more done by them than by Protegenes or Apelles. But this even ſuppong it true, proves nothing at all againﬅ the juﬅneſs of their taﬅe. Did not Michael Angelo take in all the connaieurs of Italy by his ﬅatue of Cupid, which they perﬅed in looking upon as an antique, till he produced the arm which he had cut oﬀ, before he buried it in the ruins of an ancient temple? Did not Muretus impoſe upon that great critic Scaliger, by an imitation of the ancient comic poets, which the latter, with all his ſagacity, cited as a paage of Trabea? But to put the taﬅe of our nobility and gentry out of all diſpute, does not the unparallel’d encouragement they have given to the life and opinions of Triﬅram Shandy, ſuﬃciently evince, that they are poeed of the higheﬅ diſcernment?


  ☜


  Meditation upon Conscience.


  FROM a faionable ſubje, I am led I know not how to meditate upon one that ſeems to be grown quite out of faion. Conſcience has long nce been kicked out of doors by honour, which ſupplies its place amongﬅ people of quality, whilﬅ conſcience is obliged to ﬂy for refuge to the vulgar, and is well oﬀ if he can ﬁnd a refuge even there. Thoſe in low life generally take after their betters, inſomuch, that many opkeepers have excluded conſcience as a troubleſome companion. Several tradeſmen I could name who have made fortunes by ung conſcience as their coin. Conſcience has ſometimes been known to make cowards in the army and navy; and if we may believe the poet, it makes cowards of us all. Legiators have in all ages found it a moﬅ convenient ſcare-crow, and would never have been able to lead whole nations as they have done, if they had not taken men by their weak de, I mean by their conſcience. By molding this at their pleaſure they have made people a and think as they pleaſed, and it was no hard matter for them to mold it at diſcretion, as ’tis of a very ﬂexible nature in the vulgar and ignorant, who ﬁnding it diﬃcult to think for themſelves, are glad to throw that weight upon other’s oulders.


  In Roman catholic countries the inſuﬃciency of conſcience to dire the aions of men has been ſo ſenbly felt, that nobody thinks himſelf obliged to watch over his own conſcience, but that aﬀair is left to the management of confeors and direors. Caſuits have been of great ſervice to people of tender conſciences, by marking out the limitations of each virtue, and ewing men how little good they might do, and at the ſame time preſerve a good conſcience; but I all here ﬁni my meditation, as I have already ſaid enough in all conſcience on this ſubje.


  ☜


  Meditation upon Drunkenness.


  
    Quid not Ebrietas degnat?

  


  WHAT great atchievements does not drunkenneſs give occaon to? How many admirable pieces of poetry? how many ﬂights of fancy does drunkenneſs produce? Oh! thou invible ſpirit of wine, if we have no other name to call thee by, let us call thee muſe, for ſure it is, that more bards have been inſpired by thee, than by drinking the waters of Helicon. But thy inﬂuence is not conﬁned to poets alone, divines and philoſophers do not diſdain thy ſuccour. Cato the cenſor, was no foe to good wine, and the rotation of the earth was ﬁrﬅ diſcovered by a philoſopher intoxicated with liquor. No water-drinker, if we may believe Horace, ever compoſed an immortal poem, and the man that has a real genius for poetry is always


  
    Ritè cliens Bacchi ſomno gaudentis & umbra.

  


  One of the greateﬅ prelates the church of Rome ever produced, has compared the joys of heaven to ebriety; and all the diﬀerence he makes between happy ſouls and drunken men is, that the ebriety of the former is continual, that of the latter temporary. Ebriety banies all cares from human breaﬅs, and ſuch is its eﬃcacy, that we may juﬅly ſay of it:


  
    Kings it makes gods,


    And meaner creatures kings.

  


  Add to this, that orthodoxy and drinking go together—whilﬅ Turks damn themſelves over a di of coﬀee, the chriﬅian divine makes his countenance chearful with good port. Let the treacherous Spaniard conder the term Borrachio, or drunkard, as a term of the higheﬅ reproach; amongﬅ the free-born ſons of Great-Britain, drunkard and good-fellow will always be looked upon as ſynonimous terms. To compleat the panegyric, wine banies care, inſpires the human breaﬅ with hope, adds wings to the fancy, and exalts the genius. It has always been found the beﬅ friend in times of grief, and the beﬅ companion in times of proſperity. But who can call its virtues in queﬅion, that knows that the renowned Alexander, the conqueror of the world, was the greateﬅ drinker of his age, and was an over-match for his contemporaries over a bottle, as well as for his enemies in the ﬁeld. His death has faly been aſcribed to the juice of the grape, ’twas cauſed by poiſon. Had it not been for that he might have lived to drink till his body had been ſo ſwelled with a dropſy, that it could not have been contained in a coﬃn. But as Juvenal ſays,


  
    Sarcophago contentus erat.

  


  Pray, why, Sir? why, becauſe he had not drank enough. Here ſome critic interrupts me as uſual. From all this panegyric upon drunkenneſs, you’ll give us leave to infer, that you are a drunkard yourſelf—Sir, you may draw what inferences you pleaſe; but, Mr. Critic, give me leave to tell you, that if you never get drunk yourſelf, you are likely to be a piddling critic all your life. He that aſpires to the name of author ould drink deep of wine or punch, and that will produce the very ſame eﬀe as the Pierian ſpring.


  ☜


  Meditation upon a Close-stool.


  MY ſpirits quite exhauﬅed with meditating upon drunkenneſs, I retired to a little cloſet contiguous to my chamber, where I ſeated myſelf upon a certain wooden machine, which has always been found to be a great promoter of ﬅudy and meditation, and t’is well known, that ſome perſons of a contemplative diſpotion can never ﬅudy or meditate without the aﬅance of it. Leaning my head upon my arm in a mung poﬅure, Oh! ſaid I to myſelf, how oft have the labours of learned and indefatigaable authors vited a place like this?—ould—but heaven avert it, ould theſe my meditations, in which I have exerted my utmoﬅ wit and learning, to compoſe which I have ſat up night and day, ould they at laﬅ be brought to ſuch dire diſgrace, how would my pride (and what pride ſo ſenble as an authors) be mortiﬁed? But from the ſucceſs of my former writings I hope a better fate, no, the meditations of Yorick all never be condemned:


  
    Ad ﬁcum et piperem et quicquid chartis


    Amicitur ineptis.

  


  Forbid it heaven, that Yorick’s meditations ould ever become a book for a houſe-of-oﬃce, no, let them live with his other works to brighten future ages. Neither all Jove’s anger, nor the all-devouring Bathos of Cloacina abſorb works, calculated to laﬅ till time all be no more. Here my critick pulls me by the eeve, and tells me, you forgot what you are upon—I expeed a ſeries of reﬂeions upon that uſeful implement a cloſeﬅool; and you have been all this while talking of your own works, a much more worthleſs ſubje—Sir, I am obliged to you—I ﬁnd ’tis impoble to eſcape your ſeverity, ſo I all haﬅen to the concluon.


  ☜


  Meditation the Laﬅ, or a Meditation upon Meditations.


  ABARREN ſubje this; but Yorick has ſomething to ſay upon every ſubje, or if he ould have nothing to ſay upon it, the deﬁciency is ealy ſupplied by a digreon. A digreon is as uſeful to one of us writers of meditations, as a ſuccedanum to an apothecary, and the reader and patient are equally apt to take one thing for another. Of all the various lights in which the relation of author and reader have been condered, I know none ſo well adapted to give an adequate idea of them, as this of door and patient, or apothecary and patient, for door and apothecary are all one. Readers ſeldom t down to read books, but when they are troubled with the ſpleen, when the time hangs heavy on their heads, or when they have ſome indiſpotion or other, which makes them incapable of buneſs, or any more lively pleaſure. ’Tis then they take up a book of amuſement, and their author may be juﬅly looked upon as their phycian. What ews ﬅill farther the juﬅneſs of this compariſon is the following inſcription, over the door of Ptolomy Philadelphus’s famous library at Alexandria,


  
    Ψυχης ιατριον, Phyc of the ſoul.

  


  If then a book be the phyc of the ſoul, we authors that adminiﬅer this phyc may be allowed to look upon ourſelves as phycians, and if we do not cure our patients as often as other phycians, at leaﬅ we may ſafely ſay we do not kill them as often. Know then all ye into whoſe hands theſe meditations all come, that I Yorick am your phycian, and honour your phycian with the honour due unto him—Here again, my impertinent cenſor interrupts me—you have quite loﬅ ght of your ſubje, you promiſed us ſomething upon meditations, and you have been all this while talking of phyc and phycians—Sir, you are enough to make a man loſe all patience.


  I told you already, and I tell you again and again, that I’ll make as many digreons as I think proper, and wherever I think proper; and that I would not give up one digreon to ſave the ſouls and bodies of all the critics in Europe; and ſo that I may be no longer troubled with your impertinence, I will here conclude,


  
    Verbum non amplius addam.

  


  FINIS.


  ☜
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  CHAP. I.


  —“IWISH, Dr. Slop,” quoth my uncle Toby, (repeating his wi for Dr. Slop a ſecond time, and with a degree of more zeal and earneﬅneſs in his manner of wiing, than he had wied at ﬁrﬅ*)—“I wi, Dr. Slop,” quoth my uncle Toby, “you had ſeen what prodigious armies we had in Flanders.”


  My uncle Toby’s wi did Dr. Slop a diervice which his heart never intended any man,—Sir, it confounded him—and thereby putting his ideas ﬁrﬅ into confuon, and then to ﬂight, he could not rally them again for the ſoul of him.


  In all diſputes,—male or female,—whether for honour, for proﬁt, or for love,—it makes no diﬀerence in the caſe;—nothing is more dangerous, Madam, than a wi coming deways in this unexpeed manner upon a man: the ſafeﬅ way in general to take oﬀ the force of the wi, is for the party wi’d at, inﬅantly to get upon his legs—and wi the wier ſomething in return, of pretty near the ſame value,—ſo balancing the account upon the ſpot, you ﬅand as you were—nay ſometimes gain the advantage of the attack by it.


  This will be fully illuﬅrated to the world in my chapter of wies.—


  Dr. Slop did not underﬅand the nature of this defence;—he was puzzled with it, and it put an entire ﬅop to the diſpute for four minutes and a half;—ﬁve had been fatal to it:—my father ſaw the danger—the diſpute was one of the moﬅ intereﬅing diſputes in the world, “Whether the child of his prayers and endeavours ould be born without a head or with one:”—he waited to the laﬅ moment, to allow Dr. Slop, in whoſe behalf the wi was made, his right of returning it; but perceiving, I ſay, that he was confounded, and continued looking with that perplexed vacuity of eye which puzzled ſouls generally ﬅare with—ﬁrﬅ in my uncle Toby’s face—then in his—then up—then down—then eaﬅ—eaﬅ and by eaﬅ, and ſo on,—coaﬅing it along by the plinth of the wainſcot till he had got to the oppote point of the compaſs,—and that he had aually begun to count the braſs nails upon the arm of his chair,—my father thought there was no time to be loﬅ with my uncle Toby, ſo took up the diſcourſe as follows.


  ☜


  CHAP. II.


  “—WHAT prodigious armies you had in Flanders!”—


  Brother Toby, replied my father, taking his wig from oﬀ his head with his right hand, and with his left pulling out a ﬅriped India handkerchief from his right coat pocket, in order to rub his head, as he argued the point with my uncle Toby.—


  —Now, in this I think my father was much to blame; and I will give you my reaſons for it.


  Matters of no more ſeeming conſequence in themſelves than, “Whether my father ould have taken oﬀ his wig with his right hand or with his left,”—have divided the greateﬅ kingdoms, and made the crowns of the monarchs who governed them, to totter upon their heads.—But need I tell you, Sir, that the circumﬅances with which every thing in this world is begirt, give every thing in this world its ze and ape!—and by tightening it, or relaxing it, this way or that, make the thing to be, what it is—great—little—good—bad—indiﬀerent or not indiﬀerent, juﬅ as the caſe happens?


  As my father’s India handkerchief was in his right coat pocket, he ould by no means have ſuﬀered his right hand to have got engaged: on the contrary, inﬅead of taking oﬀ his wig with it, as he did, he ought to have committed that entirely to the left; and then, when the natural exigency my father was under of rubbing his head, called out for his handkerchief, he would have had nothing in the world to have done, but to have put his right hand into his right coat pocket and taken it out;—which he might have done without any violence, or the leaﬅ ungraceful twiﬅ in any one tendon or muſcle of his whole body


  In this caſe, (unleſs, indeed, my father had been reſolved to make a fool of himſelf by holding the wig ﬅiﬀ in his left hand—or by making ſome nonſencal angle or other at his elbow-joint, or arm-pit)—his whole attitude had been eaſy—natural—unforced: Reynolds himſelf, as great and gracefully as he paints, might have painted him as he ſat.


  Now as my father managed this matter,—conder what a devil of a ﬁgure my father made of himſelf.


  In the latter end of Queen Anne’s reign, and in the beginning of the reign of King George the ﬁrﬅ—“Coat pockets were cut very low down in the ſkirt.”—I need ſay no more—the father of miſchief, had he been hammering at it a month, could not have contrived a worſe faion for one in my father’s tuation.


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  IT was not an eaſy matter in any king’s reign (unleſs you were as lean a ſubje as myſelf) to have forced your hand diagonally, quite acroſs your whole body, ſo as to gain the bottom of your oppote coat pocket.—In the year one thouſand ſeven hundred and eighteen, when this happened, it was extremely diﬃcult; ſo that when my uncle Toby diſcovered the tranſverſe zig-zaggery of my father’s approaches towards it, it inﬅantly brought into his mind thoſe he had done duty in, before the gate of St. Nicolas;—the idea of which drew oﬀ his attention ſo entirely from the ſubje in debate, that he had got his right hand to the bell to ring up Trim to go and fetch his map of Namur, and his compaes and ſeor along with it, to meaſure the returning angles of the traverſes of that attack,—but particularly of that one, where he received his wound upon his groin.


  My father knit his brows, and as he knit them, all the blood in his body ſeemed to ru up into his face—my uncle Toby diſmounted immediately.


  —I did not apprehend your uncle Toby was o’ horſeback.—


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  AMan’s body and his mind, with the utmoﬅ reverence to both I ſpeak it, are exaly like a jerkin, and a jerkin’s lining;—rumple the one,—you rumple the other. There is one certain exception however in this caſe, and that is, when you are ſo fortunate a fellow, as to have had your jerkin made of gum-taﬀeta, and the body-lining to it of a ſarcenet, or thin peran.


  Zeno, Cleanthes, Diogenes Babylonius, Dionyus, Heracleotes, Antipater, Panætius, and Podonius amongﬅ the Greeks;—Cato and Varro and Seneca amongﬅ the Romans;—Pantæonus and Clemens Alexandrinus and Montaigne amongﬅ the Chriﬅians; and a ſcore and a half of good, honeﬅ, unthinking Shandean people as ever lived, whoſe names I can’t recolle,—all pretended that their jerkins were made after this faion,—you might have rumpled and crumpled, and doubled and creaſed, and fretted and fridged the outde of them all to pieces;—in ort, you might have played the very devil with them, and at the ſame time, not one of the indes of them would have been one button the worſe, for all you had done to them.


  I believe in my conſcience that mine is made up ſomewhat after this ſort:—for never poor jerkin has been tickled oﬀ at ſuch a rate as it has been theſe laﬅ nine months together,—and yet I declare, the lining to it,—as far as I am a judge of the matter,—is not a three-penny piece the worſe;—pell-mell, helter-ſkelter, ding-dong, cut and thruﬅ, back ﬅroke and fore ﬅroke, de way and long way, have they been trimming it for me:—had there been the leaﬅ gummineſs in my lining,—by heaven! it had all of it long ago been frayed and fretted to a thread.


  —You Mers. the Monthly reviewers!—how could you cut and a my jerkin as you did?—how did you know but you would cut my lining too?


  Heartily and from my ſoul, to the proteion of that Being who will injure none of us, do I recommend you and your aﬀairs,—ſo God bleſs you;—only next month, if any one of you ould gna his teeth, and ﬅorm and rage at me, as ſome of you did laﬅ May (in which I remember the weather was very hot)—don’t be exaſperated, if I paſs it by again with good temper,—being determined as long as I live or write (which in my caſe means the ſame thing) never to give the honeﬅ gentleman a worſe word or a worſe wi than my uncle Toby gave the ﬂy which buzz’d about his noſe all dinner-time,—“Go,—go, poor devil,” quoth he,—“get thee gone,—why ould I hurt thee? This world is ſurely wide enough to hold both thee and me.”


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  ANY man, Madam, reaſoning upwards, and obſerving the prodigious ſuﬀuon of blood in my father’s countenance,—by means of which (as all the blood in his body ſeemed to ru into his face, as I told you) he muﬅ have reddened, piorically and ſcientiﬁcally ſpeaking, x whole tints and a half, if not a full oave above his natural colour:—any man, Madam, but my uncle Toby, who had obſerved this, together with the violent knitting of my father’s brows, and the extravagant contortion of his body during the whole aﬀair,—would have concluded my father in a rage; and taking that for granted,—had he been a lover of ſuch kind of concord as ariſes from two ſuch inﬅruments being put in exa tune,—he would inﬅantly have ſkrew’d up his, to the ſame pitch;—and then the devil and all had broke looſe—the whole piece, Madam, muﬅ have been played oﬀ like the xth of Aviſon Scarlatti—con furia,—like mad.—Grant me patience!—What has con furia,—con ﬅrepito,—or any other hurly burly whatever to do with harmony?


  Any man, I ſay, Madam, but my uncle Toby, the benignity of whoſe heart interpreted every motion of the body in the kindeﬅ ſenſe the motion would admit of, would have concluded my father angry, and blamed him too. My uncle Toby blamed nothing but the taylor who cut the pocket-hole;—ſo tting ﬅill till my father had got his handkerchief out of it, and looking all the time up in his face with inexpreble good-will—my father, at length, went on as follows.


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  “WHAT prodigious armies you had in Flanders!”—Brother Toby, quoth my father, I do believe thee to be as honeﬅ a man, and with as good and as upright a heart as ever God created;—nor is it thy fault, if all the children which have been, may, can, all, will, or ought to be begotten, come with their heads foremoﬅ into the world:—but believe me, dear Toby, the accidents which unavoidably waylay them, not only in the article of our begetting ’em—though theſe, in my opinion, are well worth condering,—but the dangers and diﬃculties our children are beſet with, after they are got forth into the world, are enow—little need is there to expoſe them to unneceary ones in their paage to it.—Are theſe dangers, quoth my uncle Toby, laying his hand upon my father’s knee, and looking up ſeriouy in his face for an anſwer,—are theſe dangers greater now o’ days, brother, than in times paﬅ? Brother Toby, anſwered my father, if a child was but fairly begot, and born alive, and healthy, and the mother did well after it,—our forefathers never looked farther.—My uncle Toby inﬅantly withdrew his hand from oﬀ my father’s knee, reclined his body gently back in his chair, raiſed his head till he could juﬅ ſee the cornice of the room, and then direing the buccinatory muſcles along his cheeks, and the orbicular muſcles around his lips to do their duty—he whiﬅled Lillabullero.


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  WHILST my uncle Toby was whiﬅling Lillabullero to my father,—Dr. Slop was ﬅamping, and curng and damning at Obadiah at a moﬅ dreadful rate,—it would have done your heart good, and cured you, Sir, for ever of the vile n of ſwearing, to have heard him; I am determined therefore to relate the whole aﬀair to you.


  When Dr. Slop’s maid delivered the green bays bag with her maﬅer’s inﬅruments in it, to Obadiah, e very ſenbly exhorted him to put his head and one arm through the ﬅrings, and ride with it ung acroſs his body: ſo undoing the bow-knot, to lengthen the ﬅrings for him, without any more ado, e helped him on with it. However, as this, in ſome meaſure, unguarded the mouth of the bag, leﬅ anything ould bolt out in galloping back, at the ſpeed Obadiah threatened, they conſulted to take it oﬀ again: and in the great care and caution of their hearts, they had taken the two ﬅrings and tied them cloſe (purng up the mouth of the bag ﬁrﬅ) with half a dozen hard knots, each of which Obadiah, to make all ſafe, had twitched and drawn together with all the ﬅrength of his body.


  This anſwered all that Obadiah and the maid intended; but was no remedy againﬅ ſome evils which neither he or e foreſaw. The inﬅruments, it ſeems, as tight as the bag was tied above, had ſo much room to play in it, towards the bottom (the ape of the bag being conical) that Obadiah could not make a trot of it, but with ſuch a terrible jingle, what with the tire tête, forceps, and ſquirt, as would have been enough, had Hymen been taking a jaunt that way, to have frightened him out of the country; but when Obadiah accelerated his motion, and from a plain trot aayed to prick his coach-horſe into a full gallop—by Heaven! Sir, the jingle was incredible.


  As Obadiah had a wife and three children—the turpitude of fornication, and the many other political ill conſequences of this jingling, never once entered his brain,—he had however his objeion, which came home to himſelf, and weighed with him, as it has oft-times done with the greateﬅ patriots.—“The poor fellow, Sir, was not able to hear himſelf whiﬅle.”


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  AS Obadiah loved wind-muc preferably to all the inﬅrumental muc he carried with him,—he very conderately ſet his imagination to work, to contrive and to invent by what means he ould put himſelf in a condition of enjoying it.


  In all diﬅrees (except mucal) where ſmall cords are wanted, nothing is ſo apt to enter a man’s head as his hat-band:—the philoſophy of this is ſo near the ſurface—I ſcorn to enter into it.


  As Obadiah’s was a mix’d caſe—mark, Sirs,—I ſay, a mixed caſe; for it was obﬅetrical,—ſcriptical, ſquirtical, papiﬅical—and as far as the coach-horſe was concerned in it,—caball-iﬅical—and only partly mucal;—Obadiah made no ſcruple of availing himſelf of the ﬁrﬅ expedient which oﬀered; ſo taking hold of the bag and inﬅruments, and gripeing them hard together with one hand, and with the ﬁnger and thumb of the other, putting the end of the hat-band betwixt his teeth, and then ipping his hand down to the middle of it,—he tied and croſs-tied them all faﬅ together from one end to the other (as you would cord a trunk) with ſuch a multiplicity of roundabouts and intricate croſs turns, with a hard knot at every interſeion or point where the ﬅrings met,—that Dr. Slop muﬅ have had three-ﬁfths of Job’s patience at leaﬅ to have unlooſed them.—I think in my conſcience, that had Nature been in one of her nimble moods, and in humour for ſuch a conteﬅ—and e and Dr. Slop both fairly ﬅarted together—there is no man living who had ſeen the bag with all that Obadiah had done to it,—and known likewiſe the great ſpeed the Goddeſs can make when e thinks proper, who would have had the leaﬅ doubt remaining in his mind—which of the two would have carried oﬀ the prize. My mother, Madam, had been delivered ſooner than the green bag infallibly—at leaﬅ by twenty knots.—Sport of ſmall accidents, Triﬅram Shandy! that thou art, and ever will be! had that trial been for thee, and it was ﬁfty to one but it had,—thy aﬀairs had not been ſo depreſs’d—(at leaﬅ by the depreon of thy noſe) as they have been; nor had the fortunes of thy houſe and the occaons of making them, which have ſo often preſented themſelves in the courſe of thy life, to thee, been ſo often, ſo vexatiouy, ſo tamely, ſo irrecoverably abandoned—as thou haﬅ been forced to leave them;—but ’tis over,—all but the account of ’em, which cannot be given to the curious till I am got out into the world.


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  GREAT wits jump: for the moment Dr. Slop caﬅ his eyes upon his bag (which he had not done till the diſpute with my uncle Toby about midwifery put him in mind of it)—the very ſame thought occurred.—’Tis God’s mercy, quoth he (to himſelf) that Mrs. Shandy has had ſo bad a time of it,—elſe e might have been brought to bed ſeven times told, before one half of theſe knots could have got untied.—But here you muﬅ diﬅingui—the thought ﬂoated only in Dr. Slop’s mind, without ſail or ballaﬅ to it, as a mple propotion; millions of which, as your worip knows, are every day ſwimming quietly in the middle of the thin juice of a man’s underﬅanding, without being carried backwards or forwards, till ſome little guﬅs of paon or intereﬅ drive them to one de.


  A ſudden trampling in the room above, near my mother’s bed, did the propotion the very ſervice I am ſpeaking of. By all that’s unfortunate, quoth Dr. Slop, unleſs I make haﬅe, the thing will aually befall me as it is.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  IN the caſe of knots,—by which, in the ﬁrﬅ place, I would not be underﬅood to mean ip-knots—becauſe in the courſe of my life and opinions—my opinions concerning them will come in more properly when I mention the cataﬅrophe of my great uncle Mr. Hammond Shandy,—a little man,—but of high fancy:—he rued into the duke of Monmouth’s aﬀair:—nor, ſecondly, in this place, do I mean that particular ſpecies of knots called bow-knots;—there is ſo little addreſs, or ſkill, or patience required in the unloong them, that they are below my giving any opinion at all about them.—But by the knots I am ſpeaking of, may it pleaſe your reverences to believe, that I mean good, honeﬅ, devili tight, hard knots, made bona ﬁde, as Obadiah made his;—in which there is no quibbling provion made by the duplication and return of the two ends of the ﬅrings thro’ the annulus or nooſe made by the ſecond implication of them—to get them ipp’d and undone by.—I hope you apprehend me.


  In the caſe of theſe knots then, and of the ſeveral obﬅruions, which, may it pleaſe your reverences, ſuch knots caﬅ in our way in getting through life—every haﬅy man can whip out his penknife and cut through them.—’Tis wrong. Believe me, Sirs, the moﬅ virtuous way, and which both reaſon and conſcience diate—is to take our teeth or our ﬁngers to them.—Dr. Slop had loﬅ his teeth—his favourite inﬅrument, by extraing in a wrong direion, or by ſome miſapplication of it, unfortunately ipping, he had formerly, in a hard labour, knock’d out three of the beﬅ of them with the handle of it:—he tried his ﬁngers—alas; the nails of his ﬁngers and thumbs were cut cloſe.—The duce take it! I can make nothing of it either way, cried Dr. Slop.—The trampling overhead near my mother’s bedde increaſed.—Pox take the fellow! I all never get the knots untied as long as I live.—My mother gave a groan.—Lend me your penknife—I muﬅ e’en cut the knots at laﬅ----- pugh!--- pa!--- Lord! I have cut my thumb quite acroſs to the very bone—curſe the fellow—if there was not another man-midwife within ﬁfty miles—I am undone for this bout—I wi the ſcoundrel hang’d—I wi he was ot—I wi all the devils in hell had him for a blockhead!—


  My father had a great reſpe for Obadiah, and could not bear to hear him diſpoſed of in ſuch a manner—he had moreover ſome little reſpe for himſelf—and could as ill bear with the indignity oﬀered to himſelf in it.


  Had Dr. Slop cut any part about him, but his thumb—my father had paſs’d it by—his prudence had triumphed: as it was, he was determined to have his revenge.


  Small curſes, Dr. Slop, upon great occaons, quoth my father (condoling with him ﬁrﬅ upon the accident), are but ſo much waﬅe of our ﬅrength and ſoul’s health to no manner of purpoſe.—I own it, replied Dr. Slop.—They are like ſparrow-ot, quoth my uncle Toby (ſuſpending his whiﬅling), ﬁred againﬅ a baﬅion.—They ſerve, continued my father, to ﬅir the humours—but carry oﬀ none of their acrimony:—for my own part, I ſeldom ſwear or curſe at all—I hold it bad—but if I fall into it by ſurprize, I generally retain ſo much preſence of mind (right, quoth my uncle Toby) as to make it anſwer my purpoſe—that is, I ſwear on till I ﬁnd myſelf eaſy. a wiſe and a juﬅ man however would always endeavour to proportion the vent given to theſe humours, not only to the degree of them ﬅirring within himſelf—but to the ze and ill intent of the oﬀence upon which they are to fall.—“Injuries come only from the heart,”—quoth my uncle Toby. For this reaſon, continued my father, with the moﬅ Cervantick gravity, I have the greateﬅ veneration in the world for that gentleman, who, in diﬅruﬅ of his own diſcretion in this point, ſat down and compoſed (that is at his leiſure) ﬁt forms of ſwearing ſuitable to all caſes, from the loweﬅ to the higheﬅ provocation which could pobly happen to him—which forms being well condered by him, and ſuch moreover as he could ﬅand to, he kept them ever by him on the chimney-piece, within his reach, ready for uſe.—I never apprehended, replied Dr. Slop, that ſuch a thing was ever thought of—much leſs executed. I beg your pardon, anſwered my father; I was reading, though not ung, one of them to my brother Toby this morning, whilﬅ he pour’d out the tea—’tis here upon the elf over my head;—but if I remember right, ’tis too violent for a cut of the thumb.—Not at all, quoth Dr. Slop—the devil take the fellow.—Then, anſwered my father, ’Tis much at your ſervice, Dr. Slop—on condition you will read it aloud;—ſo ring up and reaching down a form of excommunication of the church of Rome, a copy of which, my father (who was curious in his colleions) had procured out of the leger-book of the church of Rocheﬅer, writ by Ernulphus the biop—with a moﬅ aﬀeed ſeriouſneſs of look and voice, which might have cajoled Ernulphus himſelf—he put it into Dr. Slop’s hands.—Dr. Slop wrapt his thumb up in the corner of his handkerchief, and with a wry face, though without any ſuſpicion, read aloud, as follows—my uncle Toby whiﬅling Lillabullero as loud as he could all the time.


  ☜


  Textus de Eccleâ Roﬀen, per Ernulfum Epiſcopum.*


  CAP. XXV.


  EXCOMMUNICATIO.


  EX auoritate Dei omnipotentis, Patris, et Filij, et Spiritus Sani, et ſanorum canonum, ſanæque et intemeratæ Virginis Dei genetricis Mariæ,—⁽*⁾


  —Atque omnium cœleﬅium virtutum, angelorum, archangelorum, thronorum, dominationum, poteﬅatuum, cherubin ac ſeraphin, & ſanorum patriarchum, prophetarum, & omnium apoﬅolorum & evangeliﬅarum, & ſanorum innocentum, qui in conſpeu Agni ſoli digni inventi ſunt canticum cantare novum, et ſanorum martyrum et ſanorum confeorum, et ſanarum virginum, atque omnium mul ſanorum et eleorum Dei,—Excommunicamus, et anathematizamus n fure, vel n malefaore, N. N. et a liminibus ſanæ Dei eccleæ ſequeﬅramus, et æternis ſuppliciis excruciau, mancipeur, cum Dathan et Abiram, et cum his qui dixerunt Domino Deo, Recede à nobis, ſcientiam viarum tuarum nolumus: et cut aquâ ignis extinguitur, c extinguatur lucernain ſecula ſeculorum ni repuerit, et ad ſatisfaionem venert. Amen.⁽*⁾


  Maledicat illu Deus Pater qui hominem creavit. Maledicat illu Dei Filius qui pro homine paus eﬅ. Maledicat illu Spiritus Sanus qui in baptiſmo eﬀuſus eﬅ. Maledicat illu ſana crux, quam Chriﬅus pro noﬅrâ ſalute hoﬅem triumphans aſcendit.⁽*⁾


  Maledicat illu ſana Dei genetrix et perpetua Virgo Maria. Maledicat illu ſanus Michael, animarum ſuſceptor ſacrarum. Maledicant illu omnes angeli et archangeli, principatus et poteﬅates, omniſque militia cœleﬅis.⁽*⁾


  Maledicat illu patriarcharum et prophetarum laudabilis numerus. Maledicat illu ſanus Johannes Præcuſor et Baptiﬅa Chriﬅi, et ſanus Petrus, et ſanus Paulus, atque ſanus Andreas, omneſque Chriﬅi apoﬅoli, mul et cæteri diſcipuli, quatuor quoque evangeliﬅæ, qui ſua prædicatione mundum univerſum converterunt. Maledicat illu cuneus martyrum et confeorum miriﬁcus, qui Deo bonis operibus placitus inventus eﬅ.⁽*⁾


  Maledicant illu ſacrarum virginum chori, quæ mundi vana cauſa honoris Chriﬅi reſpuenda contempſerunt. Maledicant illu omnes ſani qui ab initio mundi uſque in ﬁnem ſeculi Deo dilei inveniuntur.


  Maledicant illu cœli et terra, et omnia ſana in eis manentia.⁽*⁾


  Maledius  ubicunque fuert, ve in domo, ve in agro, ve in viâ, ve in ſemitâ, ve in lvâ, ve in aquâ, ve in eccleâ.


  Maledius t vivendo, moriendo,— — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — manducando, bibendo, eſuriendo, tiendo, jejunando, dormitando, dormiendo, vigilando, ambulando, ﬅando, ſedendo, jacendo, operando, quieſcendo, mingendo, cacando, ﬂebotomando.⁽*⁾


  Malediu  in totis viribus corporis,⁽*⁾


  Maledius t intus et exterius.


  Maledius t in capillis; maledius t in cerebro. Maledius t in vertice, in temporibus, in fronte, in auriculis, in ſuperciliis, in oculis, in genis, in maxillis, in naribus, in dentibus, mordacibus, ve molaribus, in labiis, in guttere, in humeris, in harnis, in brachiis, in manubus, in digitis, in peore, in corde, et in omnibus interioribus ﬅomacho tenus, in renibus, in inguinibus, in femore, in genitalibus, in coxis, in genubus, in cruribus, in pedibus, et in inguibus.⁽*⁾


  Maledius t in totis compagibus membrorum, a vertice capitis, uſque ad plantam pedis—non t in eo ſanitas.⁽*⁾


  Maledicat illum Chriﬅus Filius Dei vivi toto ſuæ majeﬅatis imperio⁽*⁾


  —et inſurgat adverſus illum cœlum cum omnibus virtutibus quæ in eo moventur ad damnandum eum, ni penituerit et ad ſatisfaionem venerit. Amen. Fiat, ﬁat. Amen.⁽*⁾


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  “BY the authority of God Almighty, the Father, Son, and Holy Ghoﬅ, and of the holy canons, and of the undeﬁled Virgin Mary, mother and patroneſs of our Saviour.”⁽*⁾ I think there is no necety, quoth Dr. Slop, dropping the paper down to his knee, and addreng himſelf to my father—as you have read it over, Sir, ſo lately, to read it aloud—and as Captain Shandy ſeems to have no great inclination to hear it—I may as well read it to myſelf. That’s contrary to treaty, replied my father:—bedes, there is ſomething ſo whimcal, eſpecially in the latter part of it, I ould grieve to loſe the pleaſure of a ſecond reading. Dr. Slop did not altogether like it,—but my uncle Toby oﬀering at that inﬅant to give over whiﬅling, and read it himſelf to them;—Dr. Slop thought he might as well read it under the cover of my uncle Toby’s whiﬅling—as ſuﬀer my uncle Toby to read it alone;—ſo raing up the paper to his face, and holding it quite parallel to it, in order to hide his chagrin—he read it aloud as follows—my uncle Toby whiﬅling Lillabullero, though not quite ſo loud as before.


  “By the authority of God Almighty, the Father, Son, and Holy Ghoﬅ, and of the undeﬁled Virgin Mary, mother and patroneſs of our Saviour, and of all the celeﬅial virtues, angels, archangels, thrones, dominions, powers, cherubins and ſeraphins, and of all the holy patriarchs, prophets, and of all the apoﬅles and evangeliﬅs, and of the holy innocents, who in the ght of the Holy Lamb, are found worthy to ng the new ſong of the holy martyrs and holy confeors, and of the holy virgins, and of all the ſaints, together with the holy and ele of God,—May he” (Obadiah) “be damn’d” (for tying theſe knots)—“We excommunicate, and anathematize him, and from the threolds of the holy church of God Almighty we ſequeﬅer him, that he may be tormented, diſpoſed, and delivered over with Dathan and Abiram, and with thoſe who ſay unto the Lord God, Depart from us, we dere none of thy ways. And as ﬁre is quenched with water, ſo let the light of him be put out for evermore, unleſs it all repent him” (Obadiah, of the knots which he has tied) “and make ſatisfaion” (for them) “Amen.”⁽*⁾


  “May the Father who created man, curſe him.—May the Son who ſuﬀered for us, curſe him.—May the Holy Ghoﬅ, who was given to us in baptiſm, curſe him (Obadiah)—May the holy croſs which Chriﬅ, for our ſalvation triumphing over his enemies, aſcended, curſe him.⁽*⁾


  “May the holy and eternal Virgin Mary, mother of God, curſe him.—May St. Michael, the advocate of holy ſouls, curſe him.—May all the angels and archangels, principalities and powers, and all the heavenly armies, curſe him.” [Our armies ſwore terribly in Flanders, cried my uncle Toby,—but nothing to this.—For my own part I could not have a heart to curſe my dog ſo.]⁽*⁾


  “May St. John, the Præcurſor, and St. John the Baptiﬅ, and St. Peter and St. Paul, and St. Andrew, and all other Chriﬅ’s apoﬅles, together curſe him. And may the reﬅ of his diſciples and four evangeliﬅs, who by their preaching converted the univerſal world, and may the holy and wonderful company of martyrs and confeors who by their holy works are found pleang to God Almighty, curſe him” (Obadiah).⁽*⁾


  “May the holy choir of the holy virgins, who for the honour of Chriﬅ have deſpiſed the things of the world, damn him—May all the ſaints, who from the beginning of the world to everlaﬅing ages are found to be beloved of God, damn him—May the heavens and earth, and all the holy things remaining therein, damn him” (Obadiah) “or her” (or whoever elſe had a hand in tying theſe knots).⁽*⁾


  “May he (Obadiah) be damn’d wherever he be—whether in the houſe or the ﬅables, the garden or the ﬁeld, or the highway, or in the path, or in the wood, or in the water, or in the church.—May he be curſed in living, in dying.” [Here my uncle Toby, taking the advantage of a minim in the ſecond bar of his tune, kept whiﬅling one continued note to the end of the ſentence.—Dr. Slop, with his divion of curſes moving under him, like a running baſs all the way.] “May he be curſed in eating, and drinking, in being hungry, in being thirﬅy, in faﬅing, in eeping, in umbering, in walking, in ﬅanding, in tting, in lying, in working, in reﬅing, in ping, in itting, and in blood-letting!”⁽*⁾


  “May he” (Obadiah) “be curſed in all the faculties of his body!⁽*⁾


  “May he be curſed inwardly and outwardly!—May he be curſed in the hair of his head!—May he be curſed in his brains, and in his vertex” (that is a ſad curſe, quoth my father), “in his temples, in his forehead, in his ears, in his eye-brows, in his cheeks, in his jaw-bones, in his noﬅrils, in his fore-teeth and grinders, in his lips, in his throat, in his oulders, in his wriﬅs, in his arms, in his hands, in his ﬁngers!


  “May he be damn’d in his mouth, in his breaﬅ, in his heart and purtenance, down to the very ﬅomach!


  “May he be curſed in his reins, and in his groin” (God in heaven forbid! quoth my uncle Toby), “in his thighs, in his genitals” (myfather ook his head), “and in his hips, and in his knees, his legs, and feet, and toe-nails!⁽*⁾


  “May he be curſed in all the joints and articulations of his members, from the top of his head to the ſole of his foot! May there be no ſoundneſs in him!⁽*⁾


  “May the Son of the living God, with all the glory of his Majeﬅy”⁽*⁾—[Here my uncle Toby, throwing back his head, gave a monﬅrous, long, loud Whew—w—w—ſomething betwixt the interjeional whiﬅle of Hay-day! and the word itſelf.—


  —By the golden beard of Jupiter—and of Juno (if her majeﬅy wore one) and by the beards of the reﬅ of your heathen worips, which by the bye was no ſmall number, nce what with the beards of your celeﬅial gods, and gods aerial and aquatick—to ſay nothing of the beards of town-gods and country-gods, or of the celeﬅial goddees your wives, or of the infernal goddees your whores and concubines (that is in caſe they wore them)—all which beards, as Varro tells me, upon his word and honour, when muﬅered up together, made no leſs than thirty thouſand eﬀeive beards upon the Pagan eﬅabliment;—every beard of which claimed the rights and privileges of being ﬅroken and ſworn by—by all theſe beards together then—I vow and proteﬅ, that of the two bad caocks I am worth in the world, I would have given the better of them, as freely as ever Cid Hamet oﬀered his—to have ﬅood by, and heard my uncle Toby’s accompanyment.]


  —“Curſe him!” continued Dr. Slop,—“and may heaven, with all the powers which move therein, riſe up againﬅ him, curſe and damn him” (Obadiah) “unleſs he repent and make ſatisfaion! Amen. So be it,—ſo be it. Amen.”⁽*⁾


  I declare, quoth my uncle Toby, my heart would not let me curſe the devil himſelf with ſo much bitterneſs.—He is the father of curſes, replied Dr. Slop.—So am not I, replied my uncle.—But he is curſed, and damn’d already, to all eternity, replied Dr. Slop.


  I am ſorry for it, quoth my uncle Toby.


  Dr. Slop drew up his mouth, and was juﬅ beginning to return my uncle Toby the compliment of his Whu—u—u—or interjeional whiﬅle—when the door haﬅily opening in the next chapter but one—put an end to the aﬀair.


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  NOW don’t let us give ourſelves a parcel of airs, and pretend that the oaths we make free with in this land of liberty of ours are our own; and becauſe we have the ſpirit to ſwear them,—imagine that we have had the wit to invent them too.


  I’ll undertake this moment to prove it to any man in the world, except to a connoieur:—though I declare I obje only to a connoieur in ſwearing,—as I would do to a connoieur in painting, &c., &c., the whole ſet of ’em are ſo hung round and befeti’d with the bobs and trinkets of criticiſm,—or to drop my metaphor, which by the bye is a pity,—for I have fetch’d it as far as from the coaﬅ of Guiney;—their heads, Sir, are ﬅuck ſo full of rules and compaes, and have that eternal propenty to apply them upon all occaons, that a work of genius had better go to the devil at once, than ﬅand to be prick’d and tortured to death by ’em.


  —And how did Garrick ſpeak the ſoliloquy laﬅ night?—Oh, againﬅ all rule, my lord,—moﬅ ungrammatically! betwixt the ſubﬅantive and the adjeive, which ould agree together in number, caſe, and gender, he made a breach thus,—ﬅopping, as if the point wanted ſettling;—and betwixt the nominative caſe, which your lordip knows ould govern the verb, he ſuſpended his voice in the epilogue a dozen times three ſeconds and three-ﬁfths by a ﬅop-watch, my lord, each time,—Admirable grammarian!—But in ſuſpending his voice—was the ſenſe ſuſpended likewiſe? Did no expreon of attitude or countenance ﬁll up the chaſm?—Was the eye lent? Did you narrowly look?—I look’d only at the ﬅop-watch, my lord.—Excellent obſerver!


  And what of this new book the whole world makes ſuch a rout about?—Oh! ’tis out of all plumb, my lord,—quite an irregular thing!—not one of the angles at the four corners was a right angle.—I had my rule and compaes, &c., my lord, in my pocket.—Excellent critick!


  —And for the epick poem your lordip bid me look at—upon taking the length, breadth, height, and depth of it, and trying them at home upon an exa ſcale of Bou’s—’tis out, my lord, in every one of its dimenons.—Admirable connoieur!


  —And did you ﬅep in, to take a look at the grand piure in your way back?—’Tis a melancholy daub! my lord; not one principle of the pyramid in any one group!—and what a price!—for there is nothing of the colouring of Titian—the expreon of Rubens—the grace of Raphael—the purity of Dominichino—the corregieſcity of Corregio—the learning of Poun—the airs of Guido—the taﬅe of the Carrachis—or the grand contour of Angela.—Grant me patience, juﬅ Heaven!—Of all the cants which are canted in this canting world—though the cant of hypocrites may be the worﬅ—the cant of criticiſm is the moﬅ tormenting!


  I would go ﬁfty miles on foot, for I have not a horſe worth riding on, to kiſs the hand of that man whoſe generous heart will give up the reins of his imagination into his author’s hands—be pleaſed he knows not why, and cares not wherefore.


  Great Apollo! if thou art in a giving humour—give me—I aſk no more, but one ﬅroke of native humour, with a ngle ſpark of thy own ﬁre along with it—and ſend Mercury, with the rules and compaes, if he can be ſpared, with my compliments to—no matter.


  Now to any one elſe I will undertake to prove, that all the oaths and imprecations which we have been puﬃng oﬀ upon the world for theſe two hundred and ﬁfty years laﬅ paﬅ as originals—except St. Paul’s thumb—God’s ﬂe and God’s ﬁ, which were oaths monarchical, and, condering who made them, not much amiſs; and as kings’ oaths, ’tis not much matter whether they were ﬁ or ﬂe;—elſe I ſay, there is not an oath, or at leaﬅ a curſe amongﬅ them, which has not been copied over and over again out of Ernulphus a thouſand times: but, like all other copies, how inﬁnitely ort of the force and ſpirit of the original!—It is thought to be no bad oath—and by itſelf paes very well—“G—d damn you.”—Set it bede Ernulphus’s—“God Almighty the Father damn you—God the Son damn you—God the Holy Ghoﬅ damn you”—you ſee ’tis nothing.—There is an orientality in his, we cannot riſe up to: bedes, he is more copious in his invention—poeſs’d more of the excellencies of a ſwearer—had ſuch a thorough knowledge of the human frame, its membranes, nerves, ligaments, knittings of the joints, and articulations,—that when Ernulphus curſed—no part eſcaped him.—’Tis true there is ſomething of a hardneſs in his manner—and, as in Michael Angelo, a want of grace—but then there is ſuch a greatneſs of guﬅo!


  My father, who generally look’d upon everything in a light very diﬀerent from all mankind, would, after all, never allow this to be an original.—He condered rather, Ernulphus’s anathema, as an inﬅitute of ſwearing, in which, as he ſuſpeed, upon the decline of ſwearing in ſome milder pontiﬁcate, Ernulphus, by order of the ſucceeding pope, had with great learning and diligence colleed together all the laws of it;—for the ſame reaſon that Juﬅinian, in the decline of the empire, had ordered his chancellor Tribonian to colle the Roman or civil laws all together into one code or digeﬅ—leﬅ, through the ruﬅ of time—and the fatality of all things committed to oral tradition—they ould be loﬅ to the world for ever.


  For this reaſon my father would oft-times aﬃrm, there was not an oath, from the great and tremendous oath of William the Conqueror (By the ſplendour of God) down to the loweﬅ oath of a ſcavenger (Damn your eyes) which was not to be found in Ernulphus.—In ort, he would add—I defy a man to ſwear out of it.


  The hypothes is, like moﬅ of my father’s, ngular and ingenious too;—nor have I any objeion to it, but that it overturns my own.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIII.


  —BLESS my ſoul!—my poor miﬅreſs is ready to faint—and her pains are gone—and the drops are done—and the bottle of julap is broke—and the nurſe has cut her arm—(and I, my thumb, cried Dr. Slop,) and the child is where it was, continued Suſannah,—and the midwife has fallen backwards upon the edge of the fender, and bruiſed her hip as black as your hat.—I’ll look at it, quoth Dr. Slop.—There is no need of that, replied Suſannah,—you had better look at my miﬅreſs—but the midwife would gladly ﬁrﬅ give you an account how things are, ſo deres you would go up ﬅairs and ſpeak to her this moment.


  Human nature is the ſame in all profeons.


  The midwife had juﬅ before been put over Dr. Slop’s head—He had not digeﬅed it,—No, replied Dr. Slop, ’twould be full as proper, if the midwife came down to me.—I like ſubordination, quoth my uncle Toby,—and but for it, after the reduion of Lie, I know not what might have become of the garriſon of Ghent, in the mutiny for bread, in the year Ten.—Nor, replied Dr. Slop, (parodying my uncle Toby’s hobby-horcal reﬂeion; though full as hobby-horcal himſelf)—do I know, Captain Shandy, what might have become of the garriſon above ﬅairs, in the mutiny and confuon I ﬁnd all things are in at preſent, but for the ſubordination of ﬁngers and thumbs to ******—the application of which, Sir, under this accident of mine, comes in ſo à propos, that without it, the cut upon my thumb might have been felt by the Shandy family, as long as the Shandy family had a name.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  LET us go back to the ******—in the laﬅ chapter.


  It is a ngular ﬅroke of eloquence (at leaﬅ it was ſo, when eloquence ﬂouried at Athens and Rome, and would be ſo now, did orators wear mantles) not to mention the name of a thing, when you had the thing about you in petto, ready to produce, pop, in the place you want it. a ſcar, an axe, a ſword, a pink’d doublet, a ruﬅy helmet, a pound and a half of pot-aes in an urn, or a three-halfpenny pickle pot—but above all, a tender infant royally accoutred.—Tho’ if it was too young, and the oration as long as Tully’s ſecond Philippick—it muﬅ certainly have beit the orator’s mantle.—And then again, if too old,—it muﬅ have been unwieldy and incommodious to his aion—ſo as to make him loſe by his child almoﬅ as much as he could gain by it.—Otherwiſe, when a ﬅate orator has hit the preciſe age to a minute—hid his BAMBINO in his mantle ſo cunningly that no mortal could ſmell it—and produced it ſo critically, that no ſoul could ſay, it came in by head and oulders—Oh Sirs! it has done wonders—It has open’d the uices, and turn’d the brains, and ook the principles, and unhinged the politicks of half a nation.


  Theſe feats however are not to be done, except in thoſe ﬅates and times, I ſay, where orators wore mantles—and pretty large ones too, my brethren, with ſome twenty or ﬁve-and-twenty yards of good purple, ſuperﬁne, marketable cloth in them—with large ﬂowing folds and doubles, and in a great ﬅyle of degn.—All which plainly ews, may it pleaſe your worips, that the decay of eloquence, and the little good ſervice it does at preſent, both within and without doors, is owing to nothing elſe in the world, but ort coats, and the diſuſe of trunk-hoſe.—We can conceal nothing under ours, Madam, worth ewing.


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  DR. Slop was within an ace of being an exception to all this argumentation: for happening to have his green bays bag upon his knees, when he began to parody my uncle Toby—’twas as good as the beﬅ mantle in the world to him: for which purpoſe, when he foreſaw the ſentence would end in his new-invented forceps, he thruﬅ his hand into the bag in order to have them ready to clap in, when your reverences took ſo much notice of the ***, which had he managed—my uncle Toby had certainly been overthrown: the ſentence and the argument in that caſe jumping cloſely in one point, ſo like the two lines which form the ſalient angle of a ravelin,—Dr. Slop would never have given them up;—and my uncle Toby would as ſoon have thought of ﬂying, as taking them by force: but Dr. Slop fumbled ſo vilely in pulling them out, it took oﬀ the whole eﬀe, and what was a ten times worſe evil (for they ſeldom come alone in this life) in pulling out his forceps, his forceps unfortunately drew out the ſquirt along with it.


  When a propotion can be taken in two ſenſes—’tis a law in diſputation, That the reſpondent may reply to which of the two he pleaſes, or ﬁnds moﬅ convenient for him.—This threw the advantage of the argument quite on my uncle Toby’s de.—“Good God!” cried my uncle Toby, “are children brought into the world with a ſquirt?”


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  —UPON my honour, Sir, you have tore every bit of ſkin quite oﬀ the back of both my hands with your forceps, cried my uncle Toby—and you have cru’d all my knuckles into the bargain with them to a jelly. ’Tis your own fault, ſaid Dr. Slop—you ould have clinch’d your two ﬁﬅs together into the form of a child’s head as I told you, and ſat ﬁrm. I did ſo, anſwered my uncle Toby.—Then the points of my forceps have not been ſuﬃciently arm’d, or the rivet wants clong—or elſe the cut in my thumb has made me a little aukward—or pobly—’Tis well, quoth my father, interrupting the detail of pobilities—that the experiment was not ﬁrﬅ made upon my child’s head-piece.—It would not have been a cherry-ﬅone the worſe, anſwered Dr. Slop.—I maintain it, ſaid my uncle Toby, it would have broke the cerebellum (unleſs indeed the ſkull had been as hard as a granado) and turn’d it all into a perfe poet.—Paw! replied Dr. Slop, a child’s head is naturally as ſoft as the pap of an apple;—the ſutures give way—and bedes, I could have extraed by the feet after.—Not you, ſaid e.—I rather wi you would begin that way, quoth my father.


  Pray do, added my uncle Toby.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  —AND pray, good woman, after all, will you take upon you to ſay, it may not be the child’s hip, as well as the child’s head?—’Tis moﬅ certainly the head, replied the midwife. Becauſe, continued Dr. Slop (turning to my father) as potive as theſe old ladies generally are—’tis a point very diﬃcult to know—and yet of the greateﬅ conſequence to be known;—becauſe, Sir, if the hip is miﬅaken for the head—there is a pobility (if it is a boy) that the forceps *** *** *** *** *** *** *** *** ***


  —What the pobility was, Dr. Slop whiſpered very low to my father, and then to my uncle Toby.—There is no ſuch danger, continued he, with the head.—No, in truth, quoth my father—but when your pobility has taken place at the hip—you may as well take oﬀ the head too.


  —It is morally impoble the reader ould underﬅand this—’tis enough Dr. Slop underﬅood it;—ſo taking the green bays bag in his hand, with the help of Obadiah’s pumps, he tripp’d pretty nimbly, for a man of his ze, acroſs the room to the door—and from the door was ewn the way, by the good old midwife, to my mother’s apartments.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  IT is two hours, and ten minutes—and no more—cried my father, looking at his watch, nce Dr. Slop and Obadiah arrived—and I know not how it happens, brother Toby—but to my imagination it ſeems almoﬅ an age.


  —Here—pray, Sir, take hold of my cap—nay, take the bell along with it, and my pantouﬂes too.


  Now, Sir, they are all at your ſervice; and I freely make you a preſent of ’em, on condition you give me all your attention to this chapter.


  Though my father ſaid, “he knew not how it happen’d,”—yet he knew very well how it happen’d;—and at the inﬅant he ſpoke it, was pre-determined in his mind to give my uncle Toby a clear account of the matter by a metaphycal diertation upon the ſubje of duration and its mple modes, in order to ew my uncle Toby by what mechaniſm and menſurations in the brain it came to paſs, that the rapid ſucceon of their ideas, and the eternal ſcampering of the diſcourſe from one thing to another, nce Dr. Slop had come into the room, had lengthened out ſo ort a period to ſo inconceivable an extent.—“I know not how it happens—cried my father,—but it ſeems an age.”


  —’Tis owing entirely, quoth my uncle Toby, to the ſucceon of our ideas.


  My father, who had an itch, in common with all philoſophers, of reaſoning upon everything which happened, and accounting for it too—propoſed inﬁnite pleaſure to himſelf in this, of the ſucceon of ideas, and had not the leaﬅ apprehenon of having it ſnatch’d out of his hands by my uncle Toby, who (honeﬅ man!) generally took everything as it happened;—and who, of all things in the world, troubled his brain the leaﬅ with abﬅruſe thinking;—the ideas of time and ſpace—or how we came by thoſe ideas—or of what ﬅuﬀ they were made—or whether they were born with us—or we picked them up afterwards as we went along—or whether we did it in frocks—or not till we had got into breeches—with a thouſand other inquiries and diſputes about infinity, prescience, liberty, necessity, and ſo forth, upon whoſe deſperate and unconquerable theories ſo many ﬁne heads have been turned and cracked—never did my uncle Toby’s the leaﬅ injury at all; my father knew it—and was no leſs ſurprized than he was diſappointed, with my uncle’s fortuitous ſolution.


  Do you underﬅand the theory of that aﬀair? replied my father.


  Not I, quoth my uncle.


  —But you have ſome ideas, ſaid my father, of what you talk about?—


  No more than my horſe, replied my uncle Toby.


  Gracious heaven! cried my father, looking upwards, and claſping his two hands together—there is a worth in thy honeﬅ ignorance, brother Toby—’twere almoﬅ a pity to exchange it for a knowledge.—But I’ll tell thee.—


  To underﬅand what time is aright, without which we never can comprehend inﬁnity, inſomuch as one is a portion of the other—we ought ſeriouy to t down and conder what idea it is we have of duration, ſo as to give a ſatisfaory account how we came by it.—What is that to anybody? quoth my uncle Toby. *For if you will turn your eyes inwards upon your mind, continued my father, and obſerve attentively, you will perceive, brother, that whilﬅ you and I are talking together, and thinking, and ſmoking our pipes, or whilﬅ we receive ſuccevely ideas in our minds, we know that we do exiﬅ, and ſo we eﬅimate the exiﬅence, or the continuation of the exiﬅence of ourſelves, or anything elſe, commenſurate to the ſucceon of any ideas in our minds, the duration of ourſelves, or any ſuch other thing co-exiﬅing with our thinking—and ſo according to that preconceived—You puzzle me to death, cried my uncle Toby.


  —’Tis owing to this, replied my father, that in our computations of time, we are ſo uſed to minutes, hours, weeks, and months—and of clocks (I wi there was not a clock in the kingdom) to meaſure out their ſeveral portions to us, and to thoſe who belong to us—that ’twill be well, if in time to come, the ſucceon of our ideas be of any uſe or ſervice to us at all.


  Now, whether we obſerve it or no, continued my father, in every ſound man’s head, there is a regular ſucceon of ideas of one ſort or other, which follow each other in train juﬅ like—a train of artillery? ſaid my uncle Toby—a train of a ﬁddle-ﬅick!—quoth my father—which follow and ſucceed one another in our minds at certain diﬅances, juﬅ like the images in the inde of a lanthorn turned round by the heat of a candle.—I declare, quoth my uncle Toby, mine are more like a ſmoak-jack.—Then, brother Toby, I have nothing more to ſay to you upon that ſubje, ſaid my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  —WHAT a conjeure was here loﬅ!—My father in one of his beﬅ explanatory moods—in eager purſuit of a metaphycal point into the very regions, where clouds and thick darkneſs would ſoon have encompaed it about;—my uncle Toby in one of the ﬁneﬅ diſpotions for it in the world;—his head like a ſmoak-jack;—the funnel unſwept, and the ideas whirling round and round about in it, all obfuſcated and darkened over with fuliginous matter!—By the tomb-ﬅone of Lucian—if it is in being—if not, why then by his aes! by the aes of my dear Rabelais, and dearer Cervantes!—my father and my uncle Toby’s diſcourſe upon time and eternity—was a diſcourſe devoutly to be wied for! and the petulancy of my father’s humour, in putting a ﬅop to it as he did, was a robbery of the Ontologic Treaſury of ſuch a jewel, as no coalition of great occaons and great men are ever likely to reﬅore to it again.


  ☜


  CHAP. XX.


  THO’ my father perﬅed in not going on with the diſcourſe—yet he could not get my uncle Toby’s ſmoak-jack out of his head—piqued as he was at ﬁrﬅ with it;—there was ſomething in the compariſon at the bottom, which hit his fancy; for which purpoſe, reﬅing his elbow upon the table, and reclining the right de of his head upon the palm of his hand—but looking ﬁrﬅ ﬅedfaﬅly in the ﬁre—he began to commune with himſelf, and philoſophize about it: but his ſpirits being wore out with the fatigues of inveﬅigating new tras, and the conﬅant exertion of his faculties upon that variety of ſubjes which had taken their turn in the diſcourſe—the idea of the ſmoak-jack ſoon turned all his ideas upde down—ſo that he fell aeep almoﬅ before he knew what he was about.


  As for my uncle Toby, his ſmoak-jack had not made a dozen revolutions, before he fell aeep alſo.—Peace be with them both!—Dr. Slop is engaged with the midwife and my mother above ﬅairs.—Trim is buſy in turning an old pair of jackboots into a couple of mortars, to be employed in the ege of Mena next ſummer—and is this inﬅant boring the touch-holes with the point of a hot poker.—All my heroes are oﬀ my hands;—’tis the ﬁrﬅ time I have had a moment to ſpare—and I’ll make uſe of it, and write my preface.


  ☜


  the

  Author’s PREFACE


  NO, I’ll not ſay a word about it—here it is;—in publiing it—I have appealed to the world—and to the world I leave it;—it muﬅ ſpeak for itſelf.


  All I know of the matter is—when I ſat down, my intent was to write a good book; and as far as the tenuity of my underﬅanding would hold out—a wiſe, aye, and a diſcreet—taking care only, as I went along, to put into it all the wit and the judgment (be it more or leſs) which the great Author and Beﬅower of them had thought ﬁt originally to give me—ſo that, as your worips ſee—’tis juﬅ as God pleaſes.


  Now, Agelaﬅes (ſpeaking diſpraingly) ſayeth, That there may be ſome wit in it, for aught he knows—but no judgment at all. And Triptolemus and Phutatorius agreeing thereto, aſk, How is it poble there ould? for that wit and judgment in this world never go together; inaſmuch as they are two operations diﬀering from each other as wide as eaﬅ from weﬅ—So, ſays Locke—ſo are farting and hickuping, ſay I. But in anſwer to this, Didius the great church lawyer, in his code de fartendi et illuﬅrandi fallaciis, doth maintain and make fully appear, That an illuﬅration is no argument—nor do I maintain the wiping of a looking-glaſs clean to be a ſyllogiſm;—but you all, may it pleaſe your worips, ſee the better for it—ſo that the main good theſe things do is only to clarify the underﬅanding, previous to the application of the argument itſelf, in order to free it from any little motes, or ſpecks of opacular matter, which, if left ſwimming therein, might hinder a conception and ſpoil all.


  Now, my dear anti-Shandeans, and thrice able criticks, and fellow-labourers (for to you I write this Preface)—and to you, moﬅ ſubtle ﬅateſmen and diſcreet doors (do—pull oﬀ your beards) renowned for gravity and wiſdom;—Monopolus, my politician—Didius, my counſel; Kyſarcius, my friend;—Phutatorius, my guide;—Gaﬅripheres, the preſerver of my life; Somnolentius, the balm and repoſe of it—not forgetting all others, as well eeping as waking, eccleaﬅical as civil, whom for brevity, but out of no reſentment to you, I lump all together.—Believe me, right worthy,


  My moﬅ zealous wi and fervent prayer in your behalf, and in my own too, in caſe the thing is not done already for us—is, that the great gifts and endowments both of wit and judgment, with everything which uſually goes along with them—ſuch as memory, fancy, genius, eloquence, quick parts, and what not, may this precious moment, without ﬅint or meaſure, let or hindrance, be poured down warm as each of us could bear it—ſcum and ſediment and all (for I would not have a drop loﬅ) into the ſeveral receptacles, cells, cellules, domiciles, dormitories, refeories, and ſpare places of our brains—in ſuch ſort, that they might continue to be injeed and tunn’d into, according to the true intent and meaning of my wi, until every veel of them, both great and ſmall, be ſo repleni’d, ſaturated, and ﬁlled up therewith, that no more, would it ſave a man’s life, could pobly be got either in or out.


  Bleſs us!—what noble work we ould make!—how ould I tickle it oﬀ!—and what ſpirits ould I ﬁnd myſelf in, to be writing away for ſuch readers!—and you—juﬅ heaven!—with what raptures would you t and read—but oh!—’tis too much—I am ck—I faint away deliciouy at the thoughts of it—’tis more than nature can bear!—lay hold of me—I am giddy—I am ﬅone blind—I’m dying—I am gone.—Help! Help! Help!—But hold—I grow ſomething better again, for I am beginning to foreſee, when this is over, that as we all all of us continue to be great wits—we ould never agree amongﬅ ourſelves, one day to an end:—there would be ſo much ſatire and ſarcaſm—ſcoﬃng and ﬂouting, with raillying and reparteeing of it—thruﬅing and parrying in one corner or another—there would be nothing but miſchief among us—Chaﬅe ﬅars! what biting and ſcratching, and what a racket and a clatter we ould make, what with breaking of heads, rapping of knuckles, and hitting of ſore places—there would be no ſuch thing as living for us.


  But then again, as we ould all of us be men of great judgment, we ould make up matters as faﬅ as ever they went wrong; and though we ould abominate each other ten times worſe than ſo many devils or devilees, we ould nevertheleſs, my dear creatures, be all courteſy and kindneſs, milk and honey—’twould be a ſecond land of promiſe—a paradiſe upon earth, if there was ſuch a thing to be had—ſo that upon the whole we ould have done well enough.


  All I fret and fume at, and what moﬅ diﬅrees my invention at preſent, is how to bring the point itſelf to bear; for as your worips well know, that of theſe heavenly emanations of wit and judgment, which I have ſo bountifully wied both for your worips and myſelf—there is but a certain quantum ﬅored up for us all, for the uſe and behoof of the whole race of mankind; and ſuch ſmall modicums of ’em are only ſent forth into this wide world, circulating here and there in one bye corner or another—and in ſuch narrow ﬅreams, and at ſuch prodigious intervals from each other, that one would wonder how it holds out, or could be ſuﬃcient for the wants and emergencies of ſo many great eﬅates, and populous empires.


  Indeed there is one thing to be condered, that in Nova Zembla, North Lapland, and in all thoſe cold and dreary tras of the globe, which lie more direly under the arick and antarick circles, where the whole province of a man’s concernments lies for near nine months together within the narrow compaſs of his cave—where the ſpirits are compreed almoﬅ to nothing—and where the paons of a man, with everything which belongs to them, are as frigid as the zone itſelf—there the leaﬅ quantity of judgment imaginable does the buneſs—and of wit—there is a total and an abſolute ſaving—for as not one ſpark is wanted—ſo not one ſpark is given. Angels and miniﬅers of grace defend us! what a diſmal thing would it have been to have governed a kingdom, to have fought a battle, or made a treaty, or run a match, or wrote a book, or got a child, or held a provincial chapter there, with ſo plentiful a lack of wit and judgment about us! For mercy’s ſake, let us think no more about it, but travel on as faﬅ as we can ſouthwards into Norway—crong over Swedeland, if you pleaſe, through the ſmall triangular province of Angermania to the lake of Bothnia; coaﬅing along it through eaﬅ and weﬅ Bothnia, down to Carelia, and ſo on, through all thoſe ﬅates and provinces which border upon the far de of the Gulf of Finland, and the north-eaﬅ of the Baltick, up to Peterſbourg, and juﬅ ﬅepping into Ingria;—then ﬅretching over direly from thence through the north parts of the Ruan empire—leaving Siberia a little upon the left hand, till we got into the very heart of Ruan and Aatick Tartary.


  Now throughout this long tour which I have led you, you obſerve the good people are better oﬀ by far, than in the polar countries which we have juﬅ left:—for if you hold your hand over your eyes, and look very attentively, you may perceive ſome ſmall glimmerings (as it were) of wit, with a comfortable provion of good plain houſehold judgment, which, taking the quality and quantity of it together, they make a very good ift with—and had they more of either the one or the other, it would deﬅroy the proper balance betwixt them, and I am ſatisﬁed moreover they would want occaons to put them to uſe.


  Now, Sir, if I condu you home again into this warmer and more luxuriant iand, where you perceive the ſpring-tide of our blood and humours runs high—where we have more ambition, and pride, and envy, and lechery, and other whoreſon paons upon our hands to govern and ſubje to reaſon—the height of our wit, and the depth of our judgment, you ſee, are exaly proportioned to the length and breadth of our neceties—and accordingly we have them ſent down amongﬅ us in ſuch a ﬂowing kind of deſcent and creditable plenty, that no one thinks he has any cauſe to complain.


  It muﬅ however be confeed on this head, that, as our air blows hot and cold—wet and dry, ten times in a day, we have them in no regular and ſettled way;—ſo that ſometimes for near half a century together, there all be very little wit or judgment either to be ſeen or heard of amongﬅ us:—the ſmall channels of them all ſeem quite dried up—then all of a ſudden the uices all break out, and take a ﬁt of running again like fury—you would think they would never ﬅop:—and then it is, that in writing, and ﬁghting, and twenty other gallant things, we drive all the world before us.


  It is by theſe obſervations, and a wary reaſoning by analogy in that kind of argumentative proceſs, which Suidas calls dialeick induion—that I draw and ſet up this potion as moﬅ true and veritable;


  That of theſe two luminaries ſo much of their irradiations are ſuﬀered from time to time to ine down upon us, as he, whoſe inﬁnite wiſdom which diſpenſes everything in exa weight and meaſure, knows will juﬅ ſerve to light us on our way in this night of our obſcurity; ſo that your reverences and worips now ﬁnd out, nor is it a moment longer in my power to conceal it from you, That the fervent wi in your behalf with which I ſet out, was no more than the ﬁrﬅ innuating How d’ye of a careng prefacer, ﬅiﬂing his reader, as a lover ſometimes does a coy miﬅreſs, into lence. For alas! could this eﬀuon of light have been as ealy procured, as the exordium wied it—I tremble to think how many thouſands for it, of benighted travellers (in the learned ſciences at leaﬅ) muﬅ have groped and blundered on in the dark, all the nights of their lives—running their heads againﬅ poﬅs, and knocking out their brains without ever getting to their journies end;—ſome falling with their noſes perpendicularly into nks—others horizontally with their tails into kennels. Here one half of a learned profeon tilting full but againﬅ the other half of it, and then tumbling and rolling one over the other in the dirt like hogs.—Here the brethren of another profeon, who ould have run in oppotion to each other, ﬂying on the contrary like a ﬂock of wild geeſe, all in a row the ſame way.—What confuon!—what miﬅakes!—ﬁddlers and painters judging by their eyes and ears—admirable!—truﬅing to the paons excited—in an air ſung, or a ﬅory painted to the heart—inﬅead of meaſuring them by a quadrant.


  In the fore-ground of this piure, a ﬅateſman turning the political wheel, like a brute, the wrong way round—againﬅ the ﬅream of corruption—by Heaven!—inﬅead of with it.


  In this corner, a ſon of the divine Eſculapius, writing a book againﬅ predeﬅination; perhaps worſe—feeling his patient’s pulſe, inﬅead of his apothecary’s—a brother of the Faculty in the back-ground upon his knees in tears—drawing the curtains of a mangled viim to beg his forgiveneſs;—oﬀering a fee—inﬅead of taking one.


  In that ſpacious hall, a coalition of the gown, from all the bars of it, driving a damn’d, dirty, vexatious cauſe before them, with all their might and main, the wrong way!—kicking it out of the great doors, inﬅead of in—and with ſuch fury in their looks, and ſuch a degree of inveteracy in their manner of kicking it, as if the laws had been originally made for the peace and preſervation of mankind:—perhaps a more enormous miﬅake committed by them ﬅill—a litigated point fairly hung up;—for inﬅance, Whether John o’Nokes his noſe could ﬅand in Tom o’Stiles his face, without a treſpaſs, or not—raly determined by them in ﬁve-and-twenty minutes, which, with the cautious pros and cons required in ſo intricate a proceeding, might have taken up as many months—and if carried on upon a military plan, as your honours know an action ould be, with all the ﬅratagems praicable therein,—ſuch as feints,—forced marches,—ſurprizes—ambuſcades—maſk-batteries, and a thouſand other ﬅrokes of generalip, which conﬅ in catching at all advantages on both des—might reaſonably have laﬅed them as many years, ﬁnding food and raiment all that term for a centumvirate of the profeon.


  As for the Clergy——No—if I ſay a word againﬅ them, I’ll be ot.—I have no dere;—and bedes, if I had—I durﬅ not for my ſoul touch upon the ſubje—with ſuch weak nerves and ſpirits, and in the condition I am in at preſent, ’twould be as much as my life was worth, to deje and contriﬅ myſelf with ſo bad and melancholy an account—and therefore ’tis ſafer to draw a curtain acroſs, and haﬅen from it, as faﬅ as I can, to the main and principal point I have undertaken to clear up—and that is, How it comes to paſs, that your men of leaﬅ wit are reported to be men of moﬅ judgment.—But mark—I ſay, reported to be—for it is no more, my dear Sirs, than a report, and which, like twenty others taken up every day upon truﬅ, I maintain to be a vile and a malicious report into the bargain.


  This by the help of the obſervation already premiſed, and I hope already weighed and perpended by your reverences and worips, I all forthwith make appear.


  I hate ſet diertations—and above all things in the world, ’tis one of the llieﬅ things in one of them, to darken your hypothes by placing a number of tall, opake words, one before another, in a right line, betwixt your own and your reader’s conception—when in all likelihood, if you had looked about, you might have ſeen ſomething ﬅanding, or hanging up, which would have cleared the point at once—“for what hindrance, hurt, or harm doth the laudable dere of knowledge bring to any man, if even from a ſot, a pot, a fool, a ﬅool, a winter-mittain, a truckle for a pully, the lid of a goldſmith’s crucible, an oil bottle, an old ipper, or a cane chair?”—I am this moment tting upon one. Will you give me leave to illuﬅrate this aﬀair of wit and judgment, by the two knobs on the top of the back of it?—they are faﬅened on, you ſee, with two pegs ﬅuck ightly into two gimlet-holes, and will place what I have to ſay in ſo clear a light, as to let you ſee through the drift and meaning of my whole preface, as plainly as if every point and particle of it was made up of ſun-beams.


  I enter now direly upon the point.


  —Here ﬅands wit—and there ﬅands judgment, cloſe bede it, juﬅ like the two knobs I’m ſpeaking of, upon the back of this ſelf-ſame chair on which I am tting.


  —You ſee, they are the higheﬅ and moﬅ ornamental parts of its frame—as wit and judgment are of ours—and like them too, indubitably both made and ﬁtted to go together, in order, as we ſay in all ſuch caſes of duplicated embelliments—to anſwer one another.


  Now for the ſake of an experiment, and for the clearer illuﬅrating this matter—let us for a moment take oﬀ one of theſe two curious ornaments (I care not which) from the point or pinnacle of the chair it now ﬅands on—nay, don’t laugh at it,—but did you ever ſee, in the whole courſe of your lives, ſuch a ridiculous buneſs as this has made of it?—Why, ’tis as miſerable a ght as a ſow with one ear; and there is juﬅ as much ſenſe and ſymmetry in the one as in the other:—do—pray, get oﬀ your ſeats only to take a view of it.—Now would any man who valued his charaer a ﬅraw, have turned a piece of work out of his hand in ſuch a condition?—nay, lay your hands upon your hearts, and anſwer this plain queﬅion, Whether this one ngle knob, which now ﬅands here like a blockhead by itſelf, can ſerve any purpoſe upon earth, but to put one in mind of the want of the other?—and let me farther aſk, in caſe the chair was your own, if you would not in your conſciences think, rather than be as it is, that it would be ten times better without any knob at all?


  Now theſe two knobs—or top ornaments of the mind of man, which crown the whole entablature—being, as I ſaid, wit and judgment, which of all others, as I have proved it, are the moﬅ needful—the moﬅ priz’d—the moﬅ calamitous to be without, and conſequently the hardeﬅ to come at—for all theſe reaſons put together, there is not a mortal among us, ſo deﬅitute of a love of good fame or feeding—or ſo ignorant of what will do him good therein—who does not wi and ﬅedfaﬅly reſolve in his own mind, to be, or to be thought at leaﬅ, maﬅer of the one or the other, and indeed of both of them, if the thing ſeems any way feable, or likely to be brought to paſs.


  Now your graver gentry having little or no kind of chance in aiming at the one—unleſs they laid hold of the other,—pray what do you think would become of them?—Why, Sirs, in ſpite of all their gravities, they muﬅ e’en have been contented to have gone with their indes naked—this was not to be borne, but by an eﬀort of philoſophy not to be ſuppoſed in the caſe we are upon—ſo that no one could well have been angry with them, had they been ſatisﬁed with what little they could have ſnatched up and ſecreted under their cloaks and great perriwigs, had they not raiſed a hue and cry at the ſame time againﬅ the lawful owners.


  I need not tell your worips, that this was done with ſo much cunning and artiﬁce—that the great Locke, who was ſeldom outwitted by falſe ſounds—was nevertheleſs bubbled here. The cry, it ſeems, was ſo deep and ſolemn a one, and what with the help of great wigs, grave faces, and other implements of deceit, was rendered ſo general a one againﬅ the poor wits in this matter, that the philoſopher himſelf was deceived by it—it was his glory to free the world from the lumber of a thouſand vulgar errors;—but this was not of the number; ſo that inﬅead of tting down coolly, as ſuch a philoſopher ould have done, to have examined the matter of fa before he philoſophiſed upon it—on the contrary he took the fa for granted, and ſo joined in with the cry, and halloo’d it as boiﬅerouy as the reﬅ.


  This has been made the Magna Charta of ﬅupidity ever nce—but your reverences plainly ſee, it has been obtained in ſuch a manner, that the title to it is not worth a groat:—which by the bye is one of the many and vile impotions which gravity and grave folks have to anſwer for hereafter.


  As for great wigs, upon which I may be thought to have ſpoken my mind too freely—I beg leave to qualify whatever has been unguardedly ſaid to their diſpraiſe or prejudice, by one general declaration—That I have no abhorrence whatever, nor do I deteﬅ and abjure either great wigs or long beards, any farther than when I ſee they are beſpoke and let grow on purpoſe to carry on this ſelf-ſame impoﬅure—for any purpoſe—peace be with them!—☞ mark only—I write not for them.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXI.


  EVERY day for at leaﬅ ten years together did my father reſolve to have it mended—’tis not mended yet;—no family but ours would have borne with it an hour—and what is moﬅ aﬅoniing, there was not a ſubje in the world upon which my father was ſo eloquent, as upon that of door-hinges.—And yet at the ſame time, he was certainly one of the greateﬅ bubbles to them, I think, that hiﬅory can produce: his rhetorick and condu were at perpetual handy-cuﬀs.—Never did the parlour-door open—but his philoſophy or his principles fell a viim to it;—three drops of oil with a feather, and a ſmart ﬅroke of a hammer, had ſaved his honour for ever.


  —Inconﬅent ſoul that man is!—languiing under wounds, which he has the power to heal!—his whole life a contradiion to his knowledge!—his reaſon, that precious gift of God to him—(inﬅead of pouring in oil) ſerving but to arpen his ſenbilities—to multiply his pains, and render him more melancholy and uneaſy under them—Poor unhappy creature, that he ould do ſo!—Are not the neceary cauſes of miſery in this life enow, but he muﬅ add voluntary ones to his ﬅock of ſorrow;—ﬅruggle againﬅ evils which cannot be avoided, and ſubmit to others, which a tenth part of the trouble they create him would remove from his heart for ever?


  By all that is good and virtuous, if there are three drops of oil to be got, and a hammer to be found within ten miles of Shandy Hall—the parlour door hinge all be mended this reign.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXII.


  WHEN Corporal Trim had brought his two mortars to bear, he was delighted with his handy-work above meaſure; and knowing what a pleaſure it would be to his maﬅer to ſee them, he was not able to reﬅ the dere he had of carrying them direly into his parlour.


  Now next to the moral leon I had in view in mentioning the aﬀair of hinges, I had a ſpeculative conderation aring out of it, and it is this.


  Had the parlour door opened and turn’d upon its hinges, as a door ould do—


  Or for example, as cleverly as our government has been turning upon its hinges—(that is, in caſe things have all along gone well with your worip,—otherwiſe I give up my mile)—in this caſe, I ſay, there had been no danger either to maﬅer or man, in Corporal Trim’s peeping in: the moment he had beheld my father and my uncle Toby faﬅ aeep—the reſpefulneſs of his carriage was ſuch, he would have retired as lent as death, and left them both in their arm-chairs, dreaming as happy as he had found them: but the thing was, morally ſpeaking, ſo very impraicable, that for the many years in which this hinge was ſuﬀered to be out of order, and amongﬅ the hourly grievances my father ſubmitted to upon its account—this was one; that he never folded his arms to take his nap after dinner, but the thoughts of being unavoidably awakened by the ﬁrﬅ perſon who ould open the door, was always uppermoﬅ in his imagination, and ſo inceantly ﬅepp’d in betwixt him and the ﬁrﬅ balmy preſage of his repoſe, as to rob him, as he often declared, of the whole ſweets of it.


  “When things move upon bad hinges, an’ pleaſe your lordips, how can it be otherwiſe?”


  Pray what’s the matter? Who is there? cried my father, waking, the moment the door began to creak.—I wi the ſmith would give a peep at that confounded hinge.—’Tis nothing, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid Trim, but two mortars I am bringing in.—They an’t make a clatter with them here, cried my father haﬅily.—If Dr. Slop has any drugs to pound, let him do it in the kitchen.—May it pleaſe your honour, cried Trim, they are two mortar-pieces for a ege next ſummer, which I have been making out of a pair of jack-boots, which Obadiah told me your honour had left oﬀ wearing.—By Heaven! cried my father, ſpringing out of his chair, as he ſwore—I have not one appointment belonging to me, which I ſet ſo much ﬅore by as I do by theſe jack-boots—they were our great grandfather’s, brother Toby—they were hereditary. Then I fear, quoth my uncle Toby, Trim has cut oﬀ the entail.—I have only cut oﬀ the tops, an’ pleaſe your honour, cried Trim—I hate perpetuities as much as any man alive, cried my father—but theſe jack-boots, continued he (ſmiling, though very angry at the ſame time) have been in the family, brother, ever nce the civil wars;—Sir Roger Shandy wore them at the battle of Marﬅon-Moor.—I declare I would not have taken ten pounds for them.—I’ll pay you the money, brother Shandy, quoth my uncle Toby, looking at the two mortars with inﬁnite pleaſure, and putting his hand into his breeches pocket as he viewed them—I’ll pay you the ten pounds this moment with all my heart and ſoul.—


  Brother Toby, replied my father, altering his tone, you care not what money you dipate and throw away, provided, continued he, ’tis but upon a siege.—Have I not one hundred and twenty pounds a year, bedes my half pay? cried my uncle Toby.—What is that—replied my father haﬅily—to ten pounds for a pair of jack-boots?—twelve guineas for your pontoons?—half as much for your Dutch draw-bridge?—to ſay nothing of the train of little braſs artillery you beſpoke laﬅ week, with twenty other preparations for the ege of Mena: believe me, dear brother Toby, continued my father, taking him kindly by the hand—theſe military operations of yours are above your ﬅrength;—you mean well, brother—but they carry you into greater expences than you were ﬁrﬅ aware of;—and take my word, dear Toby, they will in the end quite ruin your fortune, and make a beggar of you.—What gniﬁes it if they do, brother, replied my uncle Toby, ſo long as we know ’tis for the good of the nation?—


  My father could not help ſmiling for his ſoul—his anger at the worﬅ was never more than a ſpark;—and the zeal and mplicity of Trim—and the generous (though hobby-horcal) gallantry of my uncle Toby, brought him into perfe good humour with them in an inﬅant.


  Generous ſouls!—God proſper you both, and your mortar-pieces too! quoth my father to himſelf.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIII.


  ALL is quiet and hu, cried my father, at leaﬅ above ﬅairs—I hear not one foot ﬅirring.—Prithee, Trim, who’s in the kitchen? There is no one ſoul in the kitchen, anſwered Trim, making a low bow as he ſpoke, except Dr. Slop.—Confuon! cried my father (getting up upon his legs a ſecond time)—not one ngle thing was gone right this day! had I faith in aﬅrology, brother (which, by the bye, my father had), I would have ſworn ſome retrograde planet was hanging over this unfortunate houſe of mine, and turning every individual thing in it out of its place.—Why, I thought Dr. Slop had been above ﬅairs with my wife, and ſo ſaid you.—What can the fellow be puzzling about in the kitchen!—He is buſy, an’ pleaſe your honour, replied Trim, in making a bridge.—’Tis very obliging in him, quoth my uncle Toby:—pray, give my humble ſervice to Dr. Slop, Trim, and tell him I thank him heartily.


  You muﬅ know, my uncle Toby miﬅook the bridge—as widely as my father miﬅook the mortars;—but to underﬅand how my uncle Toby could miﬅake the bridge—I fear I muﬅ give you an exa account of the road which led to it;—or to drop my metaphor (for there is nothing more dioneﬅ in an hiﬅorian than the uſe of one)—in order to conceive the probability of this error in my uncle Toby aright, I muﬅ give you ſome account of an adventure of Trim’s, though much againﬅ my will, I ſay much againﬅ my will, only becauſe the ﬅory, in one ſenſe, is certainly out of its place here; for by right it ould come in, either amongﬅ the anecdotes of my uncle Toby’s amours with widow Wadman, in which corporal Trim was no mean aor—or elſe in the middle of his and my uncle Toby’s campaigns on the bowling-green—for it will do very well in either place;—but then if I reſerve it for either of thoſe parts of my ﬅory—I ruin the ﬅory I’m upon;—and if I tell it here—I anticipate matters, and ruin it there.


  —What would your worips have me to do in this caſe?


  —Tell it, Mr. Shandy, by all means.—You are a fool, Triﬅram, if you do.


  O ye Powers! (for powers ye are, and great ones too)—which enable mortal man to tell a ﬅory worth the hearing—that kindly ew him, where he is to begin it—and where he is to end it—what he is to put into it—and what he is to leave out—how much of it he is to caﬅ into a ade—and whereabouts he is to throw his light!—Ye, who prede over this vaﬅ empire of biographical freebooters, and ſee how many ſcrapes and plunges your ſubjes hourly fall into;—will you do one thing?


  I beg and beſeech you (in caſe you will do nothing better for us) that wherever in any part of your dominions it ſo falls out, that three ſeveral roads meet in one point, as they have done juﬅ here—that at leaﬅ you ſet up a guide-poﬅ in the centre of them, in mere charity, to dire an uncertain devil which of the three he is to take.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIV.


  THO’ the ock my uncle Toby received the year after the demolition of Dunkirk, in his aﬀair with widow Wadman, had ﬁxed him in a reſolution never more to think of the ſex—or of aught which belonged to it;—yet corporal Trim had made no ſuch bargain with himſelf. Indeed in my uncle Toby’s caſe there was a ﬅrange and unaccountable concurrence of circumﬅances, which inſenbly drew him in, to lay ege to that fair and ﬅrong citadel.—In Trim’s caſe there was a concurrence of nothing in the world, but of him and Bridget in the kitchen;—though in truth, the love and veneration he bore his maﬅer was ſuch, and ſo fond was he of imitating him in all he did, that had my uncle Toby employed his time and genius in tagging of points—I am perſuaded the honeﬅ corporal would have laid down his arms, and followed his example with pleaſure. When therefore my uncle Toby ſat down before the miﬅreſs—corporal Trim incontinently took ground before the maid.


  Now, my dear friend Garrick, whom I have ſo much cauſe to eﬅeem and honour—(why, or wherefore, ’tis no matter)—can it eſcape your penetration—I defy it—that ſo many playwrights, and opiﬁcers of chit-chat have ever nce been working upon Trim’s and my uncle Toby’s pattern.—I care not what Ariﬅotle, or Pacuvius, or Bou, or Ricaboni ſay—(though I never read one of them)—there is not a greater diﬀerence between a ngle-horſe chair and madam Pompadour’s vis-à-vis; than betwixt a ngle amour, and an amour thus nobly doubled, and going upon all four, prancing throughout a grand drama—Sir, a mple, ngle, lly aﬀair of that kind—is quite loﬅ in ﬁve as;—but that is neither here nor there.


  After a ſeries of attacks and repulſes in a courſe of nine months on my uncle Toby’s quarter, a moﬅ minute account of every particular of which all be given in its proper place, my uncle Toby, honeﬅ man! found it neceary to draw oﬀ his forces and raiſe the ege ſomewhat indignantly.


  Corporal Trim, as I ſaid, had made no ſuch bargain either with himſelf—or with any one elſe—the ﬁdelity however of his heart not ſuﬀering him to go into a houſe which his maﬅer had forſaken with diſguﬅ—he contented himſelf with turning his part of the ege into a blockade;—that is, he kept others oﬀ;—for though he never after went to the houſe, yet he never met Bridget in the village, but he would either nod or wink, or ſmile, or look kindly at her—or (as circumﬅances direed) he would ake her by the hand—or aſk her lovingly how e did—or would give her a ribbon—and now-and-then, though never but when it could be done with decorum, would give Bridget a—


  Preciſely in this tuation, did theſe things ﬅand for ﬁve years; that is, from the demolition of Dunkirk in the year 13, to the latter end of my uncle Toby’s campaign in the year 18, which was about x or ſeven weeks before the time I’m ſpeaking of.—When Trim, as his cuﬅom was, after he had put my uncle Toby to bed, going down one mooniny night to ſee that everything was right at his fortiﬁcations—in the lane ſeparated from the bowling-green with ﬂowering rubs and holly—he eſpied his Bridget.


  As the corporal thought there was nothing in the world ſo well worth ewing as the glorious works which he and my uncle Toby had made, Trim courteouy and gallantly took her by the hand, and led her in: this was not done ſo privately, but that the foul-mouth’d trumpet of Fame carried it from ear to ear, till at length it reach’d my father’s, with this untoward circumﬅance along with it, that my uncle Toby’s curious drawbridge, conﬅrued and painted after the Dutch faion, and which went quite acroſs the ditch—was broke down, and ſomehow or other crued all to pieces that very night.


  My father, as you have obſerved, had no great eﬅeem for my uncle Toby’s hobby-horſe, he thought it the moﬅ ridiculous horſe that ever gentleman mounted; and indeed unleſs my uncle Toby vexed him about it, could never think of it once, without ſmiling at it—ſo that it could never get lame or happen any miſchance, but it tickled my father’s imagination beyond meaſure; but this being an accident much more to his humour than any one which had yet befall’n it, it proved an inexhauﬅible fund of entertainment to him.—Well—but dear Toby! my father would ſay, do tell me ſeriouy how this aﬀair of the bridge happened.—How can you teaſe me ſo much about it? my uncle Toby would reply—I have told it you twenty times, word for word as Trim told it me.—Prithee, how was it then, corporal? my father would cry, turning to Trim.—It was a mere misfortune, an’ pleaſe your honour;—I was ewing Mrs. Bridget our fortiﬁcations, and in going too near the edge of the foe, I unfortunately ipp’d in—Very well, Trim! my father would cry—(ſmiling myﬅeriouy, and giving a nod—but without interrupting him)—and being link’d faﬅ, an’ pleaſe your honour, arm in arm with Mrs. Bridget, I dragg’d her after me, by means of which e fell backwards ſoſs againﬅ the bridge—and Trim’s foot (my uncle Toby would cry, taking the ﬅory out of his mouth) getting into the cuvette, he tumbled full againﬅ the bridge too.—It was a thouſand to one, my uncle Toby would add, that the poor fellow did not break his leg.—Ay truly, my father would ſay—a limb is ſoon broke, brother Toby, in ſuch encounters.—And ſo, an’ pleaſe your honour, the bridge, which your honour knows was a very ight one, was broke down betwixt us, and ſplintered all to pieces.


  At other times, but eſpecially when my uncle Toby was ſo unfortunate as to ſay a ſyllable about cannons, bombs, or petards—my father would exhauﬅ all the ﬅores of his eloquence (which indeed were very great) in a panegyric upon the battering-rams of the ancients—the vinea which Alexander made uſe of at the ege of Troy.—He would tell my uncle Toby of the catapultæ of the Syrians, which threw ſuch monﬅrous ﬅones ſo many hundred feet, and ook the ﬅrongeﬅ bulwarks from their very foundation:—he would go on and deſcribe the wonderful mechaniſm of the ballista which Marcellinus makes ſo much rout about!—the terrible eﬀes of the pyroboli, which caﬅ ﬁre;—the danger of the terebra and scorpio, which caﬅ javelins.—But what are theſe, would he ſay, to the deﬅruive machinery of corporal Trim?—Believe me, brother Toby, no bridge, or baﬅion, or ſally-port, that ever was conﬅrued in this world, can hold out againﬅ ſuch artillery.


  My uncle Toby would never attempt any defence againﬅ the force of this ridicule, but that of redoubling the vehemence of ſmoaking his pipe; in doing which, he raiſed ſo denſe a vapour one night after ſupper, that it ſet my father, who was a little phthical, into a ſuﬀocating ﬁt of violent coughing: my uncle Toby leap’d up without feeling the pain upon his groin—and, with inﬁnite pity, ﬅood bede his brother’s chair, tapping his back with one hand, and holding his head with the other, and from time to time wiping his eyes with a clean cambrick handkerchief, which he pulled out of his pocket.—The aﬀeionate and endearing manner in which my uncle Toby did theſe little oﬃces—cut my father thro’ his reins, for the pain he had juﬅ been giving him.—May my brains be knock’d out with a battering-ram or a catapulta, I care not which, quoth my father to himſelf—if ever I inſult this worthy ſoul more!


  ☜


  CHAP. XXV.


  THE draw-bridge being held irreparable, Trim was ordered direly to ſet about another—but not upon the ſame model: for cardinal Alberoni’s intrigues at that time being diſcovered, and my uncle Toby rightly foreſeeing that a ﬂame would inevitably break out betwixt Spain and the Empire, and that the operations of the enſuing campaign muﬅ in all likelihood be either in Naples or Sicily—he determined upon an Italian bridge—(my uncle Toby, by the bye, was not far out of his conjeures)—but my father, who was inﬁnitely the better politician, and took the lead as far of my uncle Toby in the cabinet, as my uncle Toby took it of him in the ﬁeld—convinced him, that if the king of Spain and the Emperor went together by the ears, England and France and Holland muﬅ, by force of their pre-engagements, all enter the liﬅs too;—and if ſo, he would ſay, the combatants, brother Toby, as ſure as we are alive, will fall to it again, pell-mell, upon the old prizeﬁghting ﬅage of Flanders;—then what will you do with your Italian bridge?


  —We will go on with it then upon the old model, cried my uncle Toby.


  When Corporal Trim had about half ﬁnied it in that ﬅyle—my uncle Toby found out a capital defe in it, which he had never thoroughly condered before. It turned, it ſeems, upon hinges at both ends of it, opening in the middle, one half of which turning to one de of the foe, and the other to the other; the advantage of which was this, that by dividing the weight of the bridge into two equal portions, it impowered my uncle Toby to raiſe it up or let it down with the end of his crutch, and with one hand, which, as his garriſon was weak, was as much as he could well ſpare—but the diſadvantages of ſuch a conﬅruion were inſurmountable;—for by this means, he would ſay, I leave one half of my bridge in my enemy’s poeon—and pray of what uſe is the other?


  The natural remedy for this was, no doubt, to have his bridge faﬅ only at one end with hinges, ſo that the whole might be lifted up together, and ﬅand bolt upright—but that was rejeed for the reaſon given above.


  For a whole week after he was determined in his mind to have one of that particular conﬅruion which is made to draw back horizontally, to hinder a paage; and to thruﬅ forwards again to gain a paage—of which ſorts your worip might have ſeen three famous ones at Spires before its deﬅruion—and one now at Briſac, if I miﬅake not;—but my father adving my uncle Toby, with great earneﬅneſs, to have nothing more to do with thruﬅing bridges—and my uncle foreſeeing moreover that it would but perpetuate the memory of the Corporal’s misfortune—he changed his mind for that of the marquis d’Hôpital’s invention, which the younger Bernouilli has ſo well and learnedly deſcribed, as your worips may ſee—A. Erud. Lips. an. 1695—to theſe a lead weight is an eternal balance, and keeps watch as well as a couple of centinels, inaſmuch as the conﬅruion of them was a curve line approximating to a cycloid—if not a cycloid itſelf.


  My uncle Toby underﬅood the nature of a parabola as well as any man in England—but was not quite ſuch a maﬅer of the cycloid;—he talked however about it every day—the bridge went not forwards.—We’ll aſk ſomebody about it, cried my uncle Toby to Trim.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVI.


  WHEN Trim came in and told my father, that Dr. Slop was in the kitchen, and buſy in making a bridge—my uncle Toby—the aﬀair of the jack-boots having juﬅ then raiſed a train of military ideas in his brain—took it inﬅantly for granted that Dr. Slop was making a model of the marquis d’Hôpital’s bridge.—’Tis very obliging in him, quoth my uncle Toby;—pray give my humble ſervice to Dr. Slop, Trim, and tell him I thank him heartily.


  Had my uncle Toby’s head been a Savoyard’s box, and my father peeping in all the time at one end of it—it could not have given him a more diﬅin conception of the operations of my uncle Toby’s imagination, than what he had; ſo, notwithﬅanding the catapulta and battering-ram, and his bitter imprecation about them, he was juﬅ beginning to triumph—


  When Trim’s anſwer, in an inﬅant, tore the laurel from his brows, and twiﬅed it to pieces.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVII.


  —THIS unfortunate draw-bridge of yours, quoth my father—God bleſs your honour, cried Trim, ’tis a bridge for maﬅer’s noſe.—In bringing him into the world with his vile inﬅruments, he has crued his noſe, Suſannah ſays, as ﬂat as a pancake to his face, and he is making a falſe bridge with a piece of cotton and a thin piece of whalebone out of Suſannah’s ﬅays, to raiſe it up.


  —Lead me, brother Toby, cried my father, to my room this inﬅant.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVIII.


  FROM the ﬁrﬅ moment I ſat down to write my life for the amuſement of the world, and my opinions for its inﬅruion, has a cloud inſenbly been gathering over my father.—a tide of little evils and diﬅrees has been ſetting in againﬅ him.—Not one thing, as he obſerved himſelf, has gone right: and now is the ﬅorm thicken’d and going to break, and pour down full upon his head.


  I enter upon this part of my ﬅory in the moﬅ penve and melancholy frame of mind that ever ſympathetic breaﬅ was touched with.—My nerves relax as I tell it.—Every line I write, I feel an abatement of the quickneſs of my pulſe, and of that careleſs alacrity with it, which every day of my life prompts me to ſay and write a thouſand things I ould not.—And this moment that I laﬅ dipp’d my pen into my ink, I could not help taking notice what a cautious air of ſad compoſure and ſolemnity there appear’d in my manner of doing it.—Lord! how diﬀerent from the ra jerks and hair-brain’d ſquirts thou art wont, Triﬅram, to tranſa it with in other humours—dropping thy pen—ſpurting thy ink about thy table and thy books—as if thy pen and thy ink, thy books and furniture coﬅ thee nothing!


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIX.


  —IWon’t go about to argue the point with you—’tis ſo—and I am perſuaded of it, madam, as much as can be, “That both man and woman bear pain or ſorrow (and, for aught I know, pleaſure too) beﬅ in a horizontal potion.”


  The moment my father got up into his chamber, he threw himſelf proﬅrate acroſs the bed in the wildeﬅ diſorder imaginable, but at the ſame time in the moﬅ lamentable attitude of a man borne down with ſorrows, that ever the eye of pity dropp’d a tear for.—The palm of his right hand, as he fell upon the bed, receiving his forehead, and covering the greateﬅ part of both his eyes, gently ſunk down with his head (his elbow giving way backwards) till his noſe touch’d the quilt;—his left arm hung inſenble over the de of the bed, his knuckles reclining upon the handle of the chamber-pot, which peep’d out beyond the valance—his right leg (his left being drawn up towards his body) hung half over the de of the bed, the edge of it preng upon his in-bone—He felt it not. a ﬁx’d, inﬂexible ſorrow took poeon of every line of his face.—He gh’d once—heaved his breaﬅ often—but uttered not a word.


  An old ſet-ﬅitch’d chair, valanced and fringed around with party-coloured worﬅed bobs, ﬅood at the bed’s head, oppote to the de where my father’s head reclined.—My uncle Toby ſat him down in it.


  Before an aﬄiion is digeﬅed—conſolation ever comes too ſoon;—and after it is digeﬅed—it comes too late: ſo that you ſee, madam, there is but a mark between theſe two, as ﬁne almoﬅ as a hair, for a comforter to take aim at: my uncle Toby was always either on this de, or on that of it, and would often ſay, he believed in his heart he could as ſoon hit the longitude; for this reaſon, when he ſat down in the chair, he drew the curtain a little forwards, and having a tear at every one’s ſervice—he pull’d out a cambrick handkerchief—gave a low gh—but held his peace.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXX.


  —“ALL is not gain that is got into the purſe.”—So that notwithﬅanding my father had the happineſs of reading the oddeﬅ books in the univerſe, and had moreover, in himſelf, the oddeﬅ way of thinking that ever man in it was bleſs’d with, yet it had this drawback upon him after all—that it laid him open to ſome of the oddeﬅ and moﬅ whimcal diﬅrees; of which this particular one, which he ſunk under at preſent, is as ﬅrong an example as can be given.


  No doubt, the breaking down of the bridge of a child’s noſe, by the edge of a pair of forceps—however ſcientiﬁcally applied—would vex any man in the world, who was at ſo much pains in begetting a child, as my father was—yet it will not account for the extravagance of his aﬄiion, nor will it juﬅify the unchriﬅian manner he abandoned and ſurrendered him ſelf up to.


  To explain this, I muﬅ leave him upon the bed for half an hour—and my uncle Toby in his old fringed chair tting bede him.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXI.


  —IThink it a very unreaſonable demand—cried my great-grandfather, twiﬅing up the paper, and throwing it upon the table.—By this account, madam, you have but two thouſand pounds fortune, and not a illing more—and you inﬅ upon having three hundred pounds a year jointure for it.—


  —“Becauſe,” replied my great-grandmother, “you have little or no noſe, Sir.”—


  Now before I venture to make uſe of the word Noſe a ſecond time—to avoid all confuon in what will be ſaid upon it, in this intereﬅing part of my ﬅory, it may not be amiſs to explain my own meaning, and deﬁne, with all poble exaneſs and precion, what I would willingly be underﬅood to mean by the term: being of opinion, that ’tis owing to the negligence and perverſeneſs of writers in deſping this precaution, and to nothing elſe—that all the polemical writings in divinity are not as clear and demonﬅrative as thoſe upon a Will o’ the Wiſp, or any other ſound part of philoſophy, and natural purſuit; in order to which, what have you to do, before you ſet out, unleſs you intend to go puzzling on to the day of judgment—but to give the world a good deﬁnition, and ﬅand to it, of the main word you have moﬅ occaon for—changing it, Sir, as you would a guinea, into ſmall coin?—which done—let the father of confuon puzzle you, if he can; or put a diﬀerent idea either into your head, or your reader’s head, if he knows how.


  In books of ﬅri morality and cloſe reaſoning, ſuch as this I am engaged in—the negle is inexcuſable; and Heaven is witneſs, how the world has revenged itſelf upon me for leaving ſo many openings to equivocal ﬅriures—and for depending ſo much as I have done, all along, upon the cleanlineſs of my readers’ imaginations.


  —Here are two ſenſes, cried Eugenius, as we walk’d along, pointing with the foreﬁnger of his right hand to the word Crevice, in the one hundred and ſeventy-eighth page of the ﬁrﬅ volume of this book of books;—here are two ſenſes—quoth he—And here are two roads, replied I, turning ort upon him—a dirty and a clean one—which all we take?—The clean, by all means, replied Eugenius. Eugenius, ſaid I, ﬅepping before him, and laying my hand upon his breaﬅ—to deﬁne—is to diﬅruﬅ.—Thus I triumph’d over Eugenius; but I triumph’d over him as I always do, like a fool.—’Tis my comfort, however, I am not an obﬅinate one: therefore


  I deﬁne a noſe as follows—intreating only beforehand, and beſeeching my readers, both male and female, of what age, complexion, and condition ſoever, for the love of God and their own ſouls, to guard againﬅ the temptations and ſuggeﬅions of the devil, and ſuﬀer him by no art or wile to put any other ideas into their minds, than what I put into my deﬁnition—For by the word Noſe, throughout all this long chapter of noſes, and in every other part of my work, where the word Noſe occurs—I declare, by that word I mean a noſe, and nothing more, or leſs.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXII.


  —“BECAUSE,” quoth my great-grandmother, repeating the words again—“you have little or no noſe, Sir.”—


  S’death! cried my great-grandfather, clapping his hand upon his noſe,—’tis not ſo ſmall as that comes to;—’tis a full inch longer than my father’s.—Now, my great-grandfather’s noſe was for all the world like unto the noſes of all the men, women, and children, whom Pantagruel found dwelling upon the iand of Ennasin.—By the way, if you would know the ﬅrange way of getting a-kin amongﬅ ſo ﬂat-noſed a people—you muﬅ read the book;—ﬁnd it out yourſelf, you never can.—


  —’Twas aped, Sir, like an ace of clubs.


  —’Tis a full inch, continued my grandfather, preng up the ridge of his noſe with his ﬁnger and thumb; and repeating his aertion—’tis a full inch longer, madam, than my father’s—You muﬅ mean your uncle’s, replied my great-grandmother.


  —My great-grandfather was convinced.—He untwiﬅed the paper, and gned the article.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIII.


  —WHAT an unconſcionable jointure, my dear, do we pay out of this ſmall eﬅate of ours, quoth my grandmother to my grandfather.


  My father, replied my grandfather, had no more noſe, my dear, ſaving the mark, than there is upon the back of my hand.


  —Now, you muﬅ know, that my great-grandmother outlived my grandfather twelve years; ſo that my father had the jointure to pay, a hundred and ﬁfty pounds half-yearly—(on Michaelmas and Lady-day),—during all that time.


  No man diſcharged pecuniary obligations with a better grace than my father.—And as far as a hundred pounds went, he would ﬂing it upon the table, guinea by guinea, with that ſpirited jerk of an honeﬅ welcome, which generous ſouls, and generous ſouls only, are able to ﬂing down money: but as ſoon as ever he enter’d upon the odd ﬁfty—he generally gave a loud Hem! rubb’d the de of his noſe leiſurely with the ﬂat part of his fore ﬁnger—inſerted his hand cautiouy betwixt his head and the cawl of his wig—look’d at both des of every guinea as he parted with it—and ſeldom could get to the end of the ﬁfty pounds, without pulling out his handkerchief, and wiping his temples.


  Defend me, gracious Heaven! from thoſe perſecuting ſpirits who make no allowances for theſe workings within us.—Never—O never may I lay down in their tents, who cannot relax the engine, and feel pity for the force of education, and the prevalence of opinions long derived from anceﬅors!


  For three generations at leaﬅ this tenet in favour of long noſes had gradually been taking root in our family.—Tradition was all along on its de, and Interest was every half-year ﬅepping in to ﬅrengthen it; ſo that the whimcality of my father’s brain was far from having the whole honour of this, as it had of almoﬅ all his other ﬅrange notions.—For in a great meaſure he might be ſaid to have ſuck’d this in with his mother’s milk. He did his part however.—If education planted the miﬅake (in caſe it was one) my father watered it, and ripened it to perfeion.


  He would often declare, in ſpeaking his thoughts upon the ſubje, that he did not conceive how the greateﬅ family in England could ﬅand it out againﬅ an uninterrupted ſucceon of x or ſeven ort noſes.—And for the contrary reaſon, he would generally add, That it muﬅ be one of the greateﬅ problems in civil life, where the ſame number of long and jolly noſes, following one another in a dire line, did not raiſe and hoiﬅ it up into the beﬅ vacancies in the kingdom.—He would often boaﬅ that the Shandy family rank’d very high in King Harry the VIIIth’s time, but owed its riſe to no ﬅate engine—he would ſay—but to that only;—but that, like other families, he would add—it had felt the turn of the wheel, and had never recovered the blow of my great-grandfather’s noſe.—It was an ace of clubs indeed, he would cry, aking his head—and as vile a one for an unfortunate family as ever turn’d up trumps.


  —Fair and ſoftly, gentle reader!—where is thy fancy carrying thee?—If there is truth in man, by my great-grandfather’s noſe, I mean the external organ of ſmelling, or that part of man which ﬅands prominent in his face—and which painters ſay, in good jolly noſes and well-proportioned faces, ould comprehend a full third—that is, meaſured downwards from the ſetting on of the hair.—


  —What a life of it has an author, at this paſs!


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIV.


  IT is a ngular bleng, that nature has form’d the mind of man with the ſame happy backwardneſs and renitency againﬅ conviion, which is obſerved in old dogs—“of not learning new tricks.”


  What a uttlecock of a fellow would the greateﬅ philoſopher that ever exiﬅed be whiſk’d into at once, did he read ſuch books, and obſerve ſuch fas, and think ſuch thoughts, as would eternally be making him change des!


  Now, my father, as I told you laﬅ year, deteﬅed all this—He pick’d up an opinion, Sir, as a man in a ﬅate of nature picks up an apple.—It becomes his own—and if he is a man of ſpirit, he would loſe his life rather than give it up.


  I am aware that Didius, the great civilian, will conteﬅ this point; and cry out againﬅ me, Whence comes this man’s right to this apple? ex confeo, he will ſay—things were in a ﬅate of nature—The apple, as much Frank’s apple as John’s. Pray, Mr. Shandy, what patent has he to ew for it? and how did it begin to be his? was it, when he ſet his heart upon it? or when he gathered it? or when he chew’d it? or when he roaﬅed it? or when he peel’d, or when he brought it home? or when he digeﬅed?—or when he—?—For ’tis plain, Sir, if the ﬁrﬅ picking up of the apple, made it not his—that no ſubſequent a could.


  Brother Didius, Tribonius will anſwer—(now Tribonius the civilian and church lawyer’s beard being three inches and a half and three eighths longer than Didius his beard—I’m glad he takes up the cudgels for me, ſo I give myſelf no farther trouble about the anſwer).—Brother Didius, Tribonius will ſay, it is a decreed caſe, as you may ﬁnd it in the fragments of Gregorius and Hermogines’s codes, and in all the codes from Juﬅinian’s down to the codes of Louis and Des Eaux—That the ſweat of a man’s brows, and the exſudations of a man’s brains, are as much a man’s own property as the breeches upon his backde;—which ſaid exſudations, &c., being dropp’d upon the ſaid apple by the labour of ﬁnding it, and picking it up; and being moreover indiolubly waﬅed, and as indiolubly annex’d, by the picker up, to the thing pick’d up, carried home, roaﬅed, peel’d, eaten, digeﬅed, and ſo on;—’tis evident that the gatherer of the apple, in ſo doing, has mix’d up ſomething which was his own, with the apple which was not his own, by which means he has acquired a property;—or, in other words, the apple is John’s apple.


  By the ſame learned chain of reaſoning my father ﬅood up for all his opinions; he had ſpared no pains in picking them up, and the more they lay out of the common way, the better ﬅill was his title.—No mortal claimed them; they had coﬅ him moreover as much labour in cooking and digeﬅing as in the caſe above, ſo that they might well and truly be ſaid to be of his own goods and chattles.—Accordingly he held faﬅ by ’em, both by teeth and claws—would ﬂy to whatever he could lay his hands on—and, in a word, would intrench and fortify them round with as many circumvallations and breaﬅ-works, as my uncle Toby would a citadel.


  There was one plaguy rub in the way of this—the ſcarcity of materials to make anything of a defence with, in caſe of a ſmart attack; inaſmuch as few men of great genius had exerciſed their parts in writing books upon the ſubje of great noſes: by the trotting of my lean horſe, the thing is incredible! and I am quite loﬅ in my underﬅanding, when I am condering what a treaſure of precious time and talents together has been waﬅed upon worſe ſubjes—and how many millions of books in all languages, and in all poble types and bindings, have been fabricated upon points not half ſo much tending to the unity and peace-making of the world. What was to be had, however, he ſet the greater ﬅore by; and though my father would oft-times ſport with my uncle Toby’s library—which, by the bye, was ridiculous enough—yet at the very ſame time he did it, he colleed every book and treatiſe which had been ſyﬅematically wrote upon noſes, with as much care as my honeﬅ uncle Toby had done thoſe upon military architeure.—’Tis true, a much leſs table would have held them—but that was not thy tranſgreon, my dear uncle.—


  Here—but why here—rather than in any other part of my ﬅory—I am not able to tell:—but here it is—my heart ﬅops me to pay to thee, my dear uncle Toby, once for all, the tribute I owe thy goodneſs.—Here let me thruﬅ my chair ade, and kneel down upon the ground, whilﬅ I am pouring forth the warmeﬅ ſentiment of love for thee, and veneration for the excellency of thy charaer, that ever virtue and nature kindled in a nephew’s boſom.—Peace and comfort reﬅ for evermore upon thy head!—Thou enviedﬅ no man’s comforts—inſultedﬅ no man’s opinions—Thou blackenedﬅ no man’s charaer—devouredﬅ no man’s bread: gently, with faithful Trim behind thee, didﬅ thou amble round the little circle of thy pleaſures, joﬅling no creature in thy way:—for each one’s ſorrow thou hadﬅ a tear,—for each man’s need, thou hadﬅ a illing.


  Whilﬅ I am worth one, to pay a weeder—thy path from thy door to thy bowling-green all never be grown up.—Whilﬅ there is a rood and a half of land in the Shandy family, thy fortiﬁcations, my dear uncle Toby, all never be demoli’d.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXV.


  MY father’s colleion was not great, but to make amends, it was curious; and conſequently he was ſome time in making it; he had the great good fortune however, to ſet oﬀ well, in getting Bruſcambille’s prologue upon long noſes, almoﬅ for nothing—for he gave no more for Bruſcambille than three half-crowns; owing indeed to the ﬅrong fancy which the ﬅall-man ſaw my father had for the book the moment he laid his hands upon it.—There are not three Bruſcambilles in Chriﬅendom—ſaid the ﬅall-man, except what are chain’d up in the libraries of the curious. My father ﬂung down the money as quick as lightning—took Bruſcambille into his boſom—hied home from Piccadilly to Coleman-ﬅreet with it, as he would have hied home with a treaſure, without taking his hand once oﬀ from Bruſcambille all the way.


  To thoſe who do not yet know of which gender Bruſcambille is—inaſmuch as a prologue upon long noſes might ealy be done by either—’twill be no objeion againﬅ the mile—to ſay, That when my father got home, he ſolaced himſelf with Bruſcambille after the manner in which, ’tis ten to one, your worip ſolaced yourſelf with your ﬁrﬅ miﬅreſs—that is, from morning even unto night: which, by the bye, how delightful ſoever it may prove to the inamorato—is of little or no entertainment at all to by-ﬅanders.—Take notice, I go no farther with the mile—my father’s eye was greater than his appetite—his zeal greater than his knowledge—he cool’d—his aﬀeions became divided—he got hold of Prignitz—purchaſed Scroderus, Andrea Paræus, Bouchet’s Evening Conferences, and above all, the great and learned Hafen Slawkenbergius; of which, as I all have much to ſay by and by—I will ſay nothing now.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVI.


  OF all the tras my father was at the pains to procure and ﬅudy in ſupport of his hypothes, there was not any one wherein he felt a more cruel diſappointment at ﬁrﬅ, than in the celebrated dialogue between Pamphagus and Cocles, written by the chaﬅe pen of the great and venerable Eraſmus, upon the various uſes and ſeaſonable applications of long noſes.—Now don’t let Satan, my dear girl, in this chapter, take advantage of any one ſpot of ring ground to get aﬅride of your imagination, if you can any ways help it; or if he is ſo nimble as to ip on—let me beg of you, like an unback’d ﬁlly, to friſk it, to ſquirt it, to jump it, to rear it, to bound it—and to kick it, with long kicks and ort kicks, till, like Tickletoby’s mare, you break a ﬅrap or a crupper and throw his worip into the dirt.—You need not kill him.—


  —And pray who was Tickletoby’s mare?—’tis juﬅ as diſcreditable and unſcholarlike a queﬅion, Sir, as to have aſked what year (ab. urb. con.) the ſecond Punic war broke out.—Who was Tickletoby’s mare?—Read, read, read, read, my unlearned reader! read—or by the knowledge of the great ſaint Paraleipomenon—I tell you before-hand, you had better throw down the book at once; for without much reading, by which your reverence knows I mean much knowledge, you will no more be able to penetrate the moral of the next marbled page (motly emblem of my work!) than the world with all its ſagacity has been able to unravel the many opinions, tranſaions, and truths which ﬅill lie myﬅically hid under the dark veil of the black one.


  ☜
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  CHAP. XXXVII.


  “NIHIL me pœnitet hujus na,” quoth Pamphagus;—that is—“My noſe has been the making of me.”—“Nec eﬅ cur pœniteat,” replies Cocles; that is, “How the duce ould ſuch a noſe fail?”


  The dorine, you ſee, was laid down by Eraſmus, as my father wied it, with the utmoﬅ plainneſs; but my father’s diſappointment was, in ﬁnding nothing more from ſo able a pen, but the bare fa itſelf; without any of that ſpeculative ſubtilty or ambidexterity of argumentation upon it, which Heaven had beﬅow’d upon man on purpoſe to inveﬅigate truth, and ﬁght for her on all des.—My father pi’d and pugh’d at ﬁrﬅ moﬅ terribly—’tis worth ſomething to have a good name. As the dialogue was of Eraſmus, my father ſoon came to himſelf, and read it over and over again with great application, ﬅudying every word and every ſyllable of it thro’ and thro’ in its moﬅ ﬅri and literal interpretation—he could ﬅill make nothing of it, that way. Mayhap there is more meant, than is ſaid in it, quoth my father.—Learned men, brother Toby, don’t write dialogues upon long noſes for nothing.—I’ll ﬅudy the myﬅick and the allegorick ſenſe—here is ſome room to turn a man’s ſelf in, brother.


  My father read on.—


  Now I ﬁnd it needful to inform your reverences and worips, that bedes the many nautical uſes of long noſes enumerated by Eraſmus, the dialogiﬅ aﬃrmeth that a long noſe is not without its domeﬅic conveniencies alſo; for that in a caſe of diﬅreſs—and for want of a pair of bellows, it will do excellently well, ad excitandum focum (to ﬅir up the ﬁre).


  Nature had been prodigal in her gifts to my father beyond meaſure, and had ſown the ſeeds of verbal criticiſm as deep within him, as e had done the ſeeds of all other knowledge—ſo that he had got out his penknife, and was trying experiments upon the ſentence, to ſee if he could not ſcratch ſome better ſenſe into it.—I’ve got within a ngle letter, brother Toby, cried my father, of Eraſmus his myﬅic meaning.—You are near enough, brother, replied my uncle, in all conſcience.—Paw! cried my father, ſcratching on—I might as well be ſeven miles oﬀ.—I’ve done it—ſaid my father, ſnapping his ﬁngers—See, my dear brother Toby, how I have mended the ſenſe.—But you have marr’d a word, replied my uncle Toby.—My father put on his ſpeacles—bit his lip—and tore out the leaf in a paon.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVIII.


  OSlawkenbergius! thou faithful analyzer of my Diſgrázias—thou ſad foreteller of ſo many of the whips and ort turns which in one ﬅage or other of my life have come ap upon me from the ortneſs of my noſe, and no other cauſe, that I am conſcious of.—Tell me, Slawkenbergius! what ſecret impulſe was it? what intonation of voice? whence came it? how did it ſound in thy ears?—art thou ſure thou heard’ﬅ it?—which ﬁrﬅ cried out to thee—go—go, Slawkenbergius! dedicate the labours of thy life—negle thy paﬅimes—call forth all the powers and faculties of thy nature—macerate thyſelf in the ſervice of mankind, and write a grand folio for them, upon the ſubje of their noſes.


  How the communication was conveyed into Slawkenbergius’s ſenſorium—ſo that Slawkenbergius ould know whoſe ﬁnger touch’d the key—and whoſe hand it was that blew the bellows—as Hafen Slawkenbergius has been dead and laid in his grave above fourſcore and ten years—we can only raiſe conjeures.


  Slawkenbergius was play’d upon, for aught I know, like one of Whiteﬁeld’s diſciples—that is, with ſuch a diﬅin intelligence, Sir, of which of the two maﬅers it was that had been praing upon his inﬅrument—as to make all reaſoning upon it needleſs.


  —For in the account which Hafen Slawkenbergius gives the world of his motives and occaons for writing, and ſpending ſo many years of his life upon this one work—towards the end of his prolegomena, which by the bye ould have come ﬁrﬅ—but the bookbinder has moﬅ injudiciouy placed it betwixt the analytical contents of the book, and the book itſelf—he informs his reader, that ever nce he had arrived at the age of diſcernment, and was able to t down coolly, and conder within himſelf the true ﬅate and condition of man, and diﬅingui the main end and degn of his being;—or—to orten my tranation, for Slawkenbergius’s book is in Latin, and not a little prolix in this paage—ever nce I underﬅood, quoth Slawkenbergius, any thing—or rather what was what—and could perceive that the point of long noſes had been too looſely handled by all who had gone before;—have I, Slawkenbergius, felt a ﬅrong impulſe, with a mighty and unreﬅible call within me, to gird up myſelf to this undertaking.


  And to do juﬅice to Slawkenbergius, he has entered the liﬅ with a ﬅronger lance, and taken a much larger career in it than any one man who had ever entered it before him—and indeed, in many reſpes, deſerves to be en-nich’d as a prototype for all writers, of voluminous works at leaﬅ, to model their books by—for he has taken in, Sir, the whole ſubje—examined every part of it dialeically—then brought it into full day; dilucidating it with all the light which either the collion of his own natural parts could ﬅrike—or the profoundeﬅ knowledge of the ſciences had impowered him to caﬅ upon it—collating, colleing, and compiling—begging, borrowing, and ﬅealing, as he went along, all that had been wrote or wrangled thereupon in the ſchools and porticos of the learned: ſo that Slawkenbergius his book may properly be condered, not only as a model—but as a thorough-ﬅitched digest and regular inﬅitute of noſes, comprehending in it all that is or can be needful to be known about them.


  For this cauſe it is that I forbear to ſpeak of ſo many (otherwiſe) valuable books and treatiſes of my father’s colleing, wrote either, plump upon noſes—or collaterally touching them;—ſuch for inﬅance as Prignitz, now lying upon the table before me, who with inﬁnite learning, and from the moﬅ candid and ſcholar-like examination of above four thouſand diﬀerent ſkulls, in upwards of twenty charnel-houſes in Silea, which he had rummaged—has informed us, that the menſuration and conﬁguration of the oeous or bony parts of human noſes, in any given tra of country, except Crim Tartary, where they are all cru’d down by the thumb, ſo that no judgment can be formed upon them—are much nearer alike, than the world imagines;—the diﬀerence amongﬅ them being, he ſays, a mere triﬂe, not worth taking notice of;—but that the ze and jollity of every individual noſe, and by which one noſe ranks above another, and bears a higher price, is owing to the cartilaginous and muſcular parts of it, into whoſe dus and nuſes the blood and animal ſpirits being impell’d and driven by the warmth and force of the imagination, which is but a ﬅep from it (bating the caſe of idiots, whom Prignitz, who had lived many years in Turky, ſuppoſes under the more immediate tutelage of Heaven)—it ſo happens, and ever muﬅ, ſays Prignitz, that the excellency of the noſe is in a dire arithmetical proportion to the excellency of the wearer’s fancy.


  It is for the ſame reaſon, that is, becauſe ’tis all comprehended in Slawkenbergius, that I ſay nothing likewiſe of Scroderus (Andrea) who, all the world knows, ſet himſelf to oppugn Prignitz with great violence—proving it in his own way, ﬁrﬅ logically, and then by a ſeries of ﬅubborn fas, “That ſo far was Prignitz from the truth, in aﬃrming that the fancy begat the noſe, that on the contrary—the noſe begat the fancy.”


  —The learned ſuſpeed Scroderus of an indecent ſophiſm in this—and Prignitz cried out aloud in the diſpute, that Scroderus had ifted the idea upon him—but Scroderus went on, maintaining his thes.


  My father was juﬅ balancing within himſelf, which of the two des he ould take in this aﬀair; when Ambroſe Paræus decided it in a moment, and by overthrowing the ſyﬅems, both of Prignitz and Scroderus, drove my father out of both des of the controverſy at once.


  Be witneſs—


  I don’t acquaint the learned reader—in ſaying it, I mention it only to ew the learned, I know the fa myſelf—


  That this Ambroſe Paræus was chief ſurgeon and noſe-mender to Francis the ninth of France, and in high credit with him and the two preceding, or ſucceeding kings (I know not which)—and that, except in the ip he made in his ﬅory of Taliacotius’s noſes, and his manner of ſetting them on—he was eﬅeemed by the whole college of phycians at that time, as more knowing in matters of noſes, than any one who had ever taken them in hand.


  Now Ambroſe Paræus convinced my father, that the true and eﬃcient cauſe of what had engaged ſo much the attention of the world, and upon which Prignitz and Scroderus had waﬅed ſo much learning and ﬁne parts—was neither this nor that—but that the length and goodneſs of the noſe was owing mply to the ſoftneſs and ﬂaccidity in the nurſe’s breaﬅ—as the ﬂatneſs and ortneſs of puiſne noſes was to the ﬁrmneſs and elaﬅic repulon of the ſame organ of nutrition in the hale and lively—which, tho’ happy for the woman, was the undoing of the child, inaſmuch as his noſe was ſo ſnubb’d, ſo rebuﬀ’d, ſo rebated, and ſo refrigerated thereby, as never to arrive ad menſuram ſuam legitimam;—but that in caſe of the ﬂaccidity and ſoftneſs of the nurſe or mother’s breaﬅ—by nking into it, quoth Paræus, as into ſo much butter, the noſe was comforted, nouri’d, plump’d up, refre’d, refocillated, and ſet a growing for ever.


  I have but two things to obſerve of Paræus; ﬁrﬅ, That he proves and explains all this with the utmoﬅ chaﬅity and decorum of expreon:—for which may his ſoul for ever reﬅ in peace!


  And, ſecondly, that bedes the ſyﬅems of Prignitz and Scroderus, which Ambroſe Paræus his hypothes eﬀeually overthrew—it overthrew at the ſame time the ſyﬅem of peace and harmony of our family; and for three days together, not only embroiled matters between my father and my mother, but turn’d likewiſe the whole houſe and everything in it, except my uncle Toby, quite upde down.


  Such a ridiculous tale of a diſpute between a man and his wife, never ſurely in any age or country got vent through the key-hole of a ﬅreet-door.


  My mother, you muﬅ know—but I have ﬁfty things more neceary to let you know ﬁrﬅ—I have a hundred diﬃculties which I have promiſed to clear up, and a thouſand diﬅrees and domeﬅick miſadventures crowding in upon me thick and threefold, one upon the neck of another. a cow broke in (to-morrow morning) to my uncle Toby’s fortiﬁcations, and eat up two rations and a half of dried graſs, tearing up the ſods with it, which faced his horn-work and covered way.—Trim inﬅs upon being tried by a court-martial—the cow to be ot—Slop to be cruciﬁx’d—myſelf to be triﬅram’d and at my very baptiſm made a martyr of;—poor unhappy devils that we all are!—I want ſwaddling—but there is no time to be loﬅ in exclamations—I have left my father lying acroſs his bed, and my uncle Toby in his old fringed chair, tting bede him, and promiſed I would go back to them in half an hour; and ﬁve-and-thirty minutes are laps’d already.—Of all the perplexities a mortal author was ever ſeen in—this certainly is the greateﬅ, for I have Hafen Slawkenbergius’s folio, Sir, to ﬁni—a dialogue between my father and my uncle Toby, upon the ſolution of Prignitz, Scroderus, Ambroſe Paræus, Ponocrates, and Grangouer to relate—a tale out of Slawkenbergius to tranate, and all this in ﬁve minutes leſs than no time at all;—ſuch a head!—would to Heaven my enemies only ſaw the inde of it!


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIX.


  THERE was not any one ſcene more entertaining in our family—and to do it juﬅice in this point;—and I here put oﬀ my cap and lay it upon the table cloſe bede my ink-horn, on purpoſe to make my declaration to the world concerning this one article the more ſolemn—that I believe in my ſoul (unleſs my love and partiality to my underﬅanding blinds me) the hand of the ſupreme Maker and ﬁrﬅ Degner of all things never made or put a family together (in that period at leaﬅ of it which I have ſat down to write the ﬅory of)—where the charaers of it were caﬅ or contraﬅed with ſo dramatick a felicity as ours was, for this end; or in which the capacities of aﬀording ſuch exquite ſcenes, and the powers of ifting them perpetually from morning to night, were lodged and intruﬅed with ſo unlimited a conﬁdence, as in the Shandy-family.


  Not any one of theſe was more diverting, I ſay, in this whimcal theatre of ours—than what frequently aroſe out of this ſelf-ſame chapter of long noſes—eſpecially when my father’s imagination was heated with the enquiry, and nothing would ſerve him but to heat my uncle Toby’s too.


  My uncle Toby would give my father all poble fair play in this attempt; and with inﬁnite patience would t ſmoaking his pipe for whole hours together, whilﬅ my father was praing upon his head, and trying every acceble avenue to drive Prignitz and Scroderus’s ſolutions into it.


  Whether they were above my uncle Toby’s reaſon—or contrary to it—or that his brain was like damp timber, and no ſpark could pobly take hold—or that it was ſo full of ſaps, mines, blinds, curtins, and ſuch military diſqualiﬁcations to his ſeeing clearly into Prignitz and Scroderus’s dorines—I ſay not—let ſchoolmen—ſcullions, anatomiﬅs, and engineers, ﬁght for it among themſelves—


  ’Twas ſome misfortune, I make no doubt, in this aﬀair, that my father had every word of it to tranate for the beneﬁt of my uncle Toby, and render out of Slawkenbergius’s Latin, of which, as he was no great maﬅer, his tranation was not always of the pureﬅ—and generally leaﬅ ſo where ’twas moﬅ wanted.—This naturally open’d a door to a ſecond misfortune;—that in the warmer paroxyſms of his zeal to open my uncle Toby’s eyes—my father’s ideas ran on as much faﬅer than the tranation, as the tranation outmoved my uncle Toby’s—neither the one or the other added much to the perſpicuity of my father’s leure.


  ☜


  CHAP. XL.


  THE gift of ratiocination and making ſyllogiſms—I mean in man—for in ſuperior claes of being, ſuch as angels and ſpirits—’tis all done, may it pleaſe your worips, as they tell me, by intuition;—and beings inferior, as your worips all know—ſyllogize by their noſes: though there is an iand ſwimming in the ſea (though not altogether at its eaſe) whoſe inhabitants, if my intelligence deceives me not, are ſo wonderfully gifted, as to ſyllogize after the ſame faion, and oft-times to make very well out too:—but that’s neither here nor there—


  The gift of doing it as it ould be, amongﬅ us, or—the great and principal a of ratiocination in man, as logicians tell us, is the ﬁnding out the agreement or diſagreement of two ideas one with another, by the intervention of a third (called the medius terminus); juﬅ as a man, as Locke well obſerves, by a yard, ﬁnds two men’s nine-pin-alleys to be of the ſame length, which could not be brought together, to meaſure their equality, by juxta-potion.


  Had the ſame great reaſoner looked on, as my father illuﬅrated his ſyﬅems of noſes, and obſerved my uncle Toby’s deportment—what great attention he gave to every word—and as oft as he took his pipe from his mouth, with what wonderful ſeriouſneſs he contemplated the length of it—ſurveying it tranſverſely as he held it betwixt his ﬁnger and his thumb—then fore-right—then this way, and then that, in all its poble direions and foreortenings—he would have concluded my uncle Toby had got hold of the medius terminus, and was ſyllogizing and meaſuring with it the truth of each hypothes of long noſes, in order, as my father laid them before him. This, by the bye, was more than my father wanted—his aim in all the pains he was at in theſe philoſophick leures—was to enable my uncle Toby not to diſcuſs—but comprehend—to hold the grains and ſcruples of learning—not to weigh them.—My uncle Toby, as you will read in the next chapter, did neither the one or the other.
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  CHAP. XLI.


  ’TIS a pity, cried my father one winter’s night, after a three hours’ painful tranation of Slawkenbergius—’tis a pity, cried my father, putting my mother’s thread-paper into the book for a mark, as he ſpoke—that truth, brother Toby, ould ut herſelf up in ſuch impregnable faﬅnees, and be ſo obﬅinate as not to ſurrender herſelf ſometimes up upon the cloſeﬅ ege.—


  Now it happened then, as indeed it had often done before, that my uncle Toby’s fancy, during the time of my father’s explanation of Prignitz to him—having nothing to ﬅay it there, had taken a ort ﬂight to the bowling-green!—his body might as well have taken a turn there too—ſo that with all the ſemblance of a deep ſchool-man intent upon the medius terminus—my uncle Toby was in fa as ignorant of the whole leure, and all its pros and cons, as if my father had been tranating Hafen Slawkenbergius from the Latin tongue into the Cherokee. But the word ege, like a taliſmanic power, in my father’s metaphor, wafting back my uncle Toby’s fancy, quick as a note could follow the touch—he open’d his ears—and my father obſerving that he took his pipe out of his mouth, and uﬄed his chair nearer the table, as with a dere to proﬁt—my father with great pleaſure began his ſentence again—changing only the plan, and dropping the metaphor of the ege of it, to keep clear of ſome dangers my father apprehended from it.


  ’Tis a pity, ſaid my father, that truth can only be on one de, brother Toby—condering what ingenuity theſe learned men have all ewn in their ſolutions of noſes.—Can noſes be diolved? replied my uncle Toby.


  —My father thruﬅ back his chair—roſe up—put on his hat—took four long ﬅrides to the door—jerked it open—thruﬅ his head half way out—ut the door again—took no notice of the bad hinge—returned to the table—pluck’d my mother’s thread-paper out of Slawkenbergius’s book—went haﬅily to his bureau—walked owly back—twiﬅed my mother’s thread-paper about his thumb—unbutton’d his waiﬅcoat—threw my mother’s thread-paper into the ﬁre—bit her ſattin pin-cuion in two, ﬁll’d his mouth with bran—confounded it;—but mark!—the oath of confuon was levell’d at my uncle Toby’s brain—which was e’en confuſed enough already—the curſe came charged only with the bran—the bran, may it pleaſe your honours, was no more than powder to the ball.


  ’Twas well my father’s paons laﬅed not long; for ſo long as they did laﬅ, they led him a buſy life on’t; and it is one of the moﬅ unaccountable problems that ever I met with in my obſervations of human nature, that nothing ould prove my father’s mettle ſo much, or make his paons go oﬀ ſo like gunpowder, as the unexpeed ﬅrokes his ſcience met with from the quaint mplicity of my uncle Toby’s queﬅions.—Had ten dozen of hornets ﬅung him behind in ſo many diﬀerent places all at one time—he could not have exerted more mechanical funions in fewer ſeconds—or ﬅarted half ſo much, as with one ngle quære of three words unſeaſonably popping in full upon him in his hobby-horcal career.


  ’Twas all one to my uncle Toby—he ſmoaked his pipe on with unvaried compoſure—his heart never intended oﬀence to his brother—and as his head could ſeldom ﬁnd out where the ﬅing of it lay—he always gave my father the credit of cooling by himſelf.—He was ﬁve minutes and thirty-ﬁve ſeconds about it in the preſent caſe.


  By all that’s good! ſaid my father, ſwearing, as he came to himſelf, and taking the oath out of Ernulphus’s digeﬅ of curſes—(though to do my father juﬅice it was a fault (as he told Dr. Slop in the aﬀair of Ernulphus) which he as ſeldom committed as any man upon earth)—By all that’s good and great! brother Toby, ſaid my father, if it was not for the aids of philoſophy, which befriend one ſo much as they do—you would put a man bede all temper.—Why, by the ſolutions of noſes, of which I was telling you, I meant, as you might have known, had you favoured me with one grain of attention, the various accounts which learned men of diﬀerent kinds of knowledge have given the world of the cauſes of ort and long noſes.—There is no cauſe but one, replied my uncle Toby—why one man’s noſe is longer than another’s, but becauſe that God pleaſes to have it ſo.—That is Grangouer’s ſolution, ſaid my father.—’Tis he, continued my uncle Toby, looking up, and not regarding my father’s interruption, who makes us all, and frames and puts us together in ſuch forms and proportions, and for ſuch ends, as is agreeable to his inﬁnite wiſdom.—’Tis a pious account, cried my father, but not philoſophical—there is more religion in it than ſound ſcience. ’Twas no inconﬅent part of my uncle Toby’s charaer—that he feared God, and reverenced religion.—So the moment my father ﬁnied his remark—my uncle Toby fell a whiﬅling Lillabullero with more zeal (though more out of tune) than uſual.—


  What is become of my wife’s thread-paper?
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  CHAP. XLII.


  NO matter—as an appendage to ſeamﬅrey, the thread-paper might be of ſome conſequence to my mother—of none to my father, as a mark in Slawkenbergius. Slawkenbergius in every page of him was a rich treaſure of inexhauﬅible knowledge to my father—he could not open him amiſs; and he would often ſay in clong the book, that if all the arts and ſciences in the world, with the books which treated of them, were loﬅ—ould the wiſdom and policies of governments, he would ſay, through diſuſe, ever happen to be forgot, and all that ﬅateſmen had wrote or cauſed to be written, upon the ﬅrong or the weak des of courts and kingdoms, ould they be forgot alſo—and Slawkenbergius only left—there would be enough in him in all conſcience, he would ſay, to ſet the world a-going again. a treaſure therefore was he indeed! an inﬅitute of all that was neceary to be known of noſes, and everything elſe—at matin, noon, and veſpers was Hafen Slawkenbergius his recreation and delight: ’twas for ever in his hands—you would have ſworn, Sir, it had been a canon’s prayer-book—ſo worn, ſo glazed, ſo contrited and attrited was it with ﬁngers and with thumbs in all its parts, from one end even unto the other.


  I am not ſuch a bigot to Slawkenbergius as my father;—there is a fund in him, no doubt: but in my opinion, the beﬅ, I don’t ſay the moﬅ proﬁtable, but the moﬅ amung part of Hafen Slawkenbergius, is his tales—and, condering he was a German, many of them told not without fancy:—theſe take up his ſecond book, containing nearly one half of his folio, and are comprehended in ten decads, each decad containing ten tales—Philoſophy is not built upon tales; and therefore ’twas certainly wrong in Slawkenbergius to ſend them into the world by that name!—there are a few of them in his eighth, ninth, and tenth decads, which I own ſeem rather playful and ſportive, than ſpeculative—but in general they are to be looked upon by the learned as a detail of ſo many independent fas, all of them turning round ſomehow or other upon the main hinges of his ſubje, and colleed by him with great ﬁdelity, and added to his work as ſo many illuﬅrations upon the dorines of noſes.


  As we have leiſure enough upon our hands—if you give me leave, madam, I’ll tell you the ninth tale of his tenth decad.


  The End of the Third Volume.
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  SLAWKENBERGII

  Fabella. *


  VESPERA quâdam frigidulâ, poﬅeriori in parte mens Auguﬅi, peregrinus, mulo fuſco colore indens, manticâ a tergo, paucis induis, binis calceis, bracciſque ſericis coccineis repleta, Argentoratum ingreus eﬅ. ⁽*⁾


  Militi eum percontanti, quum portas intraret dixit, ſe apud Naſorum promontorium fuie, Francofurtum proﬁciſci, et Argentoratum, trantu ad ﬁnes Sarmatiæ mens intervallo, reverſurum. ⁽*⁾


  Miles peregrini in faciem ſuſpexit—Dî boni, nova forma na! ⁽*⁾


  At multum mihi profuit, inquit peregrinus, carpum amento extrahens, e quo pependit acinaces: Loculo manum inſeruit; et magnâ cum urbanitate, pilei parte anteriore taâ manu niﬅrâ, ut extendit dextram, militi ﬂorinum dedit et procet. ⁽*⁾


  Dolet mihi, ait miles, tympaniﬅam nanum et valgum alloquens, virum adeo urbanum vaginam perdidie: itinerari haud poterit nudâ acinaci; neque vaginam toto Argentorato, habilem inveniet.—Nullam unquam habui, reſpondit peregrinus reſpiciens—ſeque comiter inclinans—hoc more geﬅo, nudam acinacem elevans, mulo lentò progrediente, ut naſum tueri pom. ⁽*⁾


  Non immerito, benigne peregrine, reſpondit miles. ⁽*⁾


  Nihili æﬅimo, ait ille tympaniﬅa, e pergamenâ faitius eﬅ. ⁽*⁾


  Prout chriﬅianus ſum, inquit miles, naſus ille, ni ſexties major t, meo eet conformis. ⁽*⁾


  Crepitare audivi ait tympaniﬅa. ⁽*⁾


  Mehercule! ſanguinem emit, reſpondit miles. ⁽*⁾


  Miſeret me, inquit tympaniﬅa, qui non ambo tetigimus! ⁽*⁾


  Eodem temporis puno, quo hæc res argumentata fuit inter militem et tympaniﬅam, diſceptabatur ibidem tubicine et uxore ſuâ qui tunc acceerunt, et peregrino prætereunte, reﬅiterunt. ⁽*⁾


  Quantus naſus! æque longus eﬅ, ait tubicina, ac tuba. ⁽*⁾


  Et ex eodem metallo, ait tubicen, velut ﬅernutamento audias. ⁽*⁾


  Tantum abeﬅ, reſpondit illa, quod ﬁﬅulam dulcedine vincit. ⁽*⁾


  Æneus eﬅ, ait tubicen. ⁽*⁾


  Nequaquam, reſpondit uxor. ⁽*⁾


  Rurſum aﬃrmo, ait tubicen, quod æneus eﬅ. ⁽*⁾


  Rem penitus explorabo; prius, enim digito tangam, ait uxor, quam dormivero. ⁽*⁾


  Mulus peregrini gradu lento progreus eﬅ, ut unumquodque verbum controveræ, non tantum inter militem et tympaniﬅam, verum etiam inter tubicinem et uxorem ejus, audiret. ⁽*⁾


  Nequaquam, ait ille, in muli collum fræna demittens, et manibus ambabus in peus potis, (mulo lentè progrediente) nequaquam, ait ille reſpiciens, non necee eﬅ ut res iﬅhæc dilucidata foret. Minime gentium! meus naſus nunquam tangetur, dum ſpiritus hos reget artus—Ad quid agendum? ait uxor burgomagiﬅri. ⁽*⁾


  Peregrinus illi non reſpondit. Votum faciebat tunc temporis ſano Nicolao; quo fao, in num dextrum inſerens, e quâ negligenter pependit acinaces, lento gradu procet per plateam Argentorati latam quæ ad diverſorium templo ex adverſum ducit. ⁽*⁾


  Peregrinus mulo deſcendens ﬅabulo includi, et manticam inferri jut: quâ apertâ et coccineis ſericis femoralibus extrais cum argenteo laciniato Περιζώμαυτὲ, his ſeſe induit, ﬅatimque, acinaci in manu, ad forum deambulavit. ⁽*⁾


  Quod ubi peregrinus eet ingreus, uxorem tubicinis obviam euntem aſpicit; illico curſum ﬂeit, metuens ne naſus ſuus exploraretur, atque ad diverſorium regreus eﬅ—exuit ſe veﬅibus; braccas coccineas ſericas manticæ impoſuit mulumque educi jut. ⁽*⁾


  Francofurtum proﬁciſcor, ait ille, et Argentoratum quatuor abhinc hebdomadis revertar. ⁽*⁾


  Bene curaﬅi hoc jumentum? (ait) muli faciem manu demulcens—me, manticamque mean, plus ſexcentis mille pabus portavit. ⁽*⁾


  Longa via eﬅ! reſpondet hoſpes, ni plurimum eet negoti.—Enimvero, ait peregrinus, a Naſorum promontorio redii, et naſum ſpeciomum, egregiomumque quem unquam quiſquam ſortitus eﬅ, acquivi. ⁽*⁾


  Dum peregrinus hanc miram rationem de ſeipſo reddit, hoſpes et uxor ejus, oculis intentis, peregrini naſum contemplantur—Per ſanos ſanaſque omnes, ait hoſpitis uxor, nas duodecim maximis in toto Argentorato major eﬅ!—eﬅne, ait illa mariti in aurem inſuſurrans, nonne eﬅ naſus prægrandis? ⁽*⁾


  Dolus ineﬅ, anime mî, ait hoſpes—naſus eﬅ falſus. ⁽*⁾


  Verus eﬅ, reſpondit uxor— ⁽*⁾


  Ex abiete faus eﬅ, ait ille, terebinthinum olet— ⁽*⁾


  Carbunculus ineﬅ, ait uxor. ⁽*⁾


  Mortuus eﬅ naſus, reſpondit hoſpes. ⁽*⁾


  Vivus eﬅ ait illa,—et  ipſa vivam tangam. ⁽*⁾


  Votum feci ſano Nicolao, ait peregrinus, naſum meum intaum fore uſque ad—Quodnam tempus? illico reſpondit illa. ⁽*⁾


  Minimo tangetur, inquit ille (manibus in peus compotis) uſque ad illam horam—Quam horam? ait illa—Nullam, reſpondit peregrinus, donec pervenio ad—Quem locum,—obſecro? ait illa—Peregrinus nil reſpondens mulo conſcenſo diſcet. ⁽*⁾


  ☜


  SLAWKENBERGIUS’s

  Tale.


  IT was one cool refreing evening, at the cloſe of a very ſultry day, in the latter end of the month of Auguﬅ, when a ﬅranger, mounted upon a dark mule, with a ſmall cloak-bag behind him, containing a few irts, a pair of oes, and a crimſon-ſattin pair of breeches, entered the town of Straſburg. ⁽*⁾


  He told the centinel, who queﬅioned him as he entered the gates, that he had been at the Promontory of Noses—was going on to Frankfort—and ould be back again at Straſburg that day month, in his way to the borders of Crim Tartary. ⁽*⁾


  The centinel looked up into the ﬅranger’s face—he never ſaw ſuch a Noſe in his life! ⁽*⁾


  —I have made a very good venture of it, quoth the ﬅranger—ſo ipping his wriﬅ out of the loop of a black ribbon, to which a ort ſcymetar was hung, he put his hand into his pocket, and with great courteſy touching the fore part of his cap with his left hand, as he extended his right—he put a ﬂorin into the centinel’s hand, and paed on. ⁽*⁾


  It grieves me, ſaid the centinel, ſpeaking to a little dwarﬁ bandy-legg’d drummer, that ſo courteous a ſoul ould have loﬅ his ſcabbard—he cannot travel without one to his ſcymetar, and will not be able to get a ſcabbard to ﬁt it in all Straſburg.—I never had one, replied the ﬅranger, looking back to the centinel, and putting his hand up to his cap as he ſpoke—I carry it, continued he, thus—holding up his naked ſcymetar, his mule moving on owly all the time—on purpoſe to defend my noſe. ⁽*⁾


  It is well worth it, gentle ﬅranger, replied the centinel. ⁽*⁾


  —’Tis not worth a ngle ﬅiver, ſaid the bandy-legg’d drummer—’tis a noſe of parchment. ⁽*⁾


  As I am a true catholic—except that it is x times as big—’tis a noſe, ſaid the centinel, like my own. ⁽*⁾


  —I heard it crackle, ſaid the drummer. ⁽*⁾


  By dunder, ſaid the centinel, I ſaw it bleed. ⁽*⁾


  What a pity, cried the bandy-legg’d drummer, we did not both touch it! ⁽*⁾


  At the very time that this diſpute was maintaining by the centinel and the drummer—was the ſame point debating betwixt a trumpeter and a trumpeter’s wife, who were juﬅ then coming up, and had ﬅopped to ſee the ﬅranger paſs by. ⁽*⁾


  Benedicity!—What a noſe! ’tis as long, ſaid the trumpeter’s wife, as a trumpet. ⁽*⁾


  And of the ſame metal, ſaid the trumpeter, as you hear by its ſneezing. ⁽*⁾


  ’Tis as ſoft as a ﬂute, ſaid e. ⁽*⁾


  —’Tis braſs, ſaid the trumpeter. ⁽*⁾


  —’Tis a pudding’s end, ſaid his wife. ⁽*⁾


  I tell thee again, ſaid the trumpeter, ’tis a brazen noſe. ⁽*⁾


  I’ll know the bottom of it, ſaid the trumpeter’s wife, for I will touch it with my ﬁnger before I eep. ⁽*⁾


  The ﬅranger’s mule moved on at ſo ow a rate, that he heard every word of the diſpute, not only betwixt the centinel and the drummer, but betwixt the trumpeter and trumpeter’s wife. ⁽*⁾


  No! ſaid he, dropping his reins upon his mule’s neck, and laying both his hands upon his breaﬅ, the one over the other, in a ſaint-like potion (his mule going on ealy all the time) No! ſaid he, looking up—I am not ſuch a debtor to the world—andered and diſappointed as I have been—as to give it that conviion—no! ſaid he, my noſe all never be touched whilﬅ Heaven gives me ﬅrength—To do what? ſaid a burgomaﬅer’s wife. ⁽*⁾


  The ﬅranger took no notice of the burgomaﬅer’s wife—he was making a vow to Saint Nicolas; which done, having uncroed his arms with the ſame ſolemnity with which he croed them, he took up the reins of his bridle with his left hand, and putting his right hand into his boſom, with his ſcymetar hanging looſely to the wriﬅ of it, he rode on, as owly as one foot of the mule could follow another, thro’ the principal ﬅreets of Straſburg, till chance brought him to the great inn in the market-place over againﬅ the church. ⁽*⁾


  The moment the ﬅranger alighted, he ordered his mule to be led into the ﬅable, and his cloak-bag to be brought in; then opening, and taking out of it his crimſon-ſattin breeches, with a lver-fringed—(appendage to them, which I dare not tranate)—he put his breeches, with his fringed codpiece on, and forthwith, with his ort ſcymetar in his hand, walked out on to the grand parade. ⁽*⁾


  The ﬅranger had juﬅ taken three turns upon the parade, when he perceived the trumpeter’s wife at the oppote de of it—ſo turning ort, in pain leﬅ his noſe ould be attempted, he inﬅantly went back to his inn—undreed himſelf, packed up his crimſon-ſattin breeches, &c., in his cloak-bag, and called for his mule. ⁽*⁾


  I am going forwards, ſaid the ﬅranger, for Frankfort—and all be back at Straſburg this day month. ⁽*⁾


  I hope, continued the ﬅranger, ﬅroking down the face of his mule with his left hand as he was going to mount it, that you have been kind to this faithful ave of mine—it has carried me and my cloak-bag, continued he, tapping the mule’s back, above x hundred leagues. ⁽*⁾


  —’Tis a long journey, Sir, replied the maﬅer of the inn—unleſs a man has great buneſs.—Tut! tut! ſaid the ﬅranger, I have been at the Promontory of Noſes; and have got me one of the goodlieﬅ, thank Heaven, that ever fell to a ngle man’s lot. ⁽*⁾


  Whilﬅ the ﬅranger was giving this odd account of himſelf, the maﬅer of the inn and his wife kept both their eyes ﬁxed full upon the ﬅranger’s noſe—By ſaint Radagunda, ſaid the inn-keeper’s wife to herſelf, there is more of it than in any dozen of the largeﬅ noſes put together in all Straſburg! is it not, ſaid e, whiſpering her huſband in his ear, is it not a noble noſe? ⁽*⁾


  ’Tis an impoﬅure, my dear, ſaid the maﬅer of the inn—’tis a falſe noſe. ⁽*⁾


  ’Tis a true noſe, ſaid his wife. ⁽*⁾


  ’Tis made of ﬁr-tree, ſaid he, I ſmell the turpentine.— ⁽*⁾


  There’s a pimple on it, ſaid e. ⁽*⁾


  ’Tis a dead noſe, replied the inn-keeper. ⁽*⁾


  ’Tis a live noſe, and if I am alive myſelf, ſaid the inn-keeper’s wife, I will touch it. ⁽*⁾


  I have made a vow to ſaint Nicolas this day, ſaid the ﬅranger, that my noſe all not be touched till—Here the ﬅranger, ſuſpending his voice, looked up.—Till when? ſaid e haﬅily. ⁽*⁾


  It never all be touched, ſaid he, claſping his hands and bringing them cloſe to his breaﬅ, till that hour—What hour? cried the inn-keeper’s wife.—Never!—never! ſaid the ﬅranger, never till I am got—For Heaven’s ſake, into what place? ſaid e—The ﬅranger rode away without ſaying a word. ⁽*⁾


  The ﬅranger had not got half a league on his way towards Frankfort before all the city of Straſburg was in an uproar about his noſe. The Compline bells were juﬅ ringing to call the Straſburgers to their devotions, and ut up the duties of the day in prayer:—no ſoul in all Straſburg heard ’em—the city was like a ſwarm of bees—men, women, and children (the Compline bells tinkling all the time) ﬂying here and there—in at one door, out at another—this way and that way—long ways and croſs ways—up one ﬅreet, down another ﬅreet—in at this alley, out of that—did you ſee it? did you ſee it? did you ſee it? O! did you ſee it?—who ſaw it? who did ſee it? for mercy’s ſake, who ſaw it?


  Alack o’day! I was at veſpers!—I was waing, I was ﬅarching, I was ſcouring, I was quilting—God help me! I never ſaw it—I never touch’d it!—would I had been a centinel, a bandy-legg’d drummer, a trumpeter, a trumpeter’s wife, was the general cry and lamentation in every ﬅreet and corner of Straſburg.


  Whilﬅ all this confuon and diſorder triumphed throughout the great city of Straſburg, was the courteous ﬅranger going on as gently upon his mule in his way to Frankfort, as if he had no concern at all in the aﬀair—talking all the way he rode in broken ſentences, ſometimes to his mule—ſometimes to himſelf—ſometimes to his Julia.


  O Julia, my lovely Julia!—nay, I cannot ﬅop to let thee bite that thiﬅle—that ever the ſuſpeed tongue of a rival ould have robbed me of enjoyment when I was upon the point of taﬅing it.—


  —Pugh!—’tis nothing but a thiﬅle—never mind it—thou alt have a better ſupper at night.


  —Bani’d from my country—my friends—from thee.—


  Poor devil, thou’rt ſadly tired with thy journey!—come—get on a little faﬅer—there’s nothing in my cloak-bag but two irts—a crimſon-ſattin pair of breeches, and a fringed—Dear Julia.


  —But why to Frankfort—is it that there is a hand unfelt, which ſecretly is conduing me through theſe meanders and unſuſpeed tras?


  —Stumbling! by ſaint Nicolas! every ﬅep—why, at this rate we all be all night in getting in—


  —To happineſs—or am I to be the ſport of fortune and ander—deﬅined to be driven forth unconvied—unheard—untouch’d—if ſo, why did I not ﬅay at Straſburg, where juﬅice—but I had ſworn! Come, thou alt drink—to St. Nicolas—O Julia!—What doﬅ thou prick up thy ears at?—’tis nothing but a man, &c.


  The ﬅranger rode on communing in this manner with his mule and Julia—till he arrived at his inn, where, as ſoon as he arrived, he alighted—ſaw his mule, as he had promiſed it, taken good care of—took oﬀ his cloak-bag, with his crimſon-ſattin breeches, &c., in it—called for an omelet to his ſupper, went to his bed about twelve o’clock, and in ﬁve minutes fell faﬅ aeep.


  It was about the ſame hour when the tumult in Straſburg being abated for that night,—the Straſburgers had all got quietly into their beds—but not like the ﬅranger, for the reﬅ either of their minds or bodies; queen Mab, like an elf as e was, had taken the ﬅranger’s noſe, and without reduion of its bulk, had that night been at the pains of itting and dividing it into as many noſes of diﬀerent cuts and faions, as there were heads in Straſburg to hold them. The abbeſs of Quedlingberg, who with the four great dignitaries of her chapter, the prioreſs, the deaneſs, the ſub-chantreſs, and ſenior canoneſs, had that week come to Straſburg to conſult the univerty upon a caſe of conſcience relating to their placket-holes—was ill all the night.


  The courteous ﬅranger’s noſe had got perched upon the top of the pineal gland of her brain, and made ſuch roung work in the fancies of the four great dignitaries of her chapter, they could not get a wink of eep the whole night thro’ for it—there was no keeping a limb ﬅill amongﬅ them—in ort, they got up like ſo many ghoﬅs.


  The penitentiaries of the third order of ſaint Francis—the nuns of mount Calvary—the Præmonﬅratenſes—the Clunienſes*—the Carthuans, and all the ſeverer orders of nuns who lay that night in blankets or hair-cloth, were ﬅill in a worſe condition than the abbeſs of Quedlingberg—by tumbling and tong, and tong and tumbling from one de of their beds to the other the whole night long—the ſeveral ﬅerhoods had ſcratch’d and maul’d themſelves all to death—they got out of their beds almoﬅ ﬂay’d alive—everybody thought ſaint Antony had vited them for probation with his ﬁre—they had never once, in ort, ut their eyes the whole night long from veſpers to matins.


  The nuns of ſaint Urſula aed the wiſeﬅ—they never attempted to go to bed at all.


  The dean of Straſburg, the prebendaries, the capitulars and domiciliars (capitularly aembled in the morning to conder the caſe of butter’d buns) all wied they had followed the nuns of ſaint Urſula’s example.—


  In the hurry and confuon everything had been in the night before, the bakers had all forgot to lay their leaven—there were no butter’d buns to be had for breakfaﬅ in all Straſburg—the whole cloſe of the cathedral was in one eternal commotion—ſuch a cauſe of reﬅleneſs and diſquietude, and ſuch a zealous inquiry into the cauſe of that reﬅleneſs, had never happened in Straſburg, nce Martin Luther, with his dorines, had turned the city upde down.


  If the ﬅranger’s noſe took this liberty of thruﬅing himſelf thus into the dies* of religious orders, &c., what a carnival did his noſe make of it, in thoſe of the laity!—’tis more than my pen, worn to the ﬅump as it is, has power to deſcribe; tho’ I acknowledge, (cries Slawkenbergius, with more gaiety of thought than I could have expeed from him) that there is many a good mile now ſubﬅing in the world which might give my countrymen ſome idea of it; but at the cloſe of ſuch a folio as this, wrote for their ſakes, and in which I have ſpent the greateﬅ part of my life—tho’ I own to them the mile is in being, yet would it not be unreaſonable in them to expe I ould have either time or inclination to ſearch for it? Let it ſuﬃce to ſay, that the riot and diſorder it occaoned in the Straſburgers’ fantaes was ſo general—ſuch an overpowering maﬅerip had it got of all the faculties of the Straſburgers’ minds—ſo many ﬅrange things, with equal conﬁdence on all des, and with equal eloquence in all places, were ſpoken and ſworn to concerning it, that turned the whole ﬅream of all diſcourſe and wonder towards it—every ſoul, good and bad—rich and poor—learned and unlearned—door and ﬅudent—miﬅreſs and maid—gentle and mple—nun’s ﬂe and woman’s ﬂe, in Straſburg ſpent their time in hearing tidings about it—every eye in Straſburg languied to ſee it—every ﬁnger—every thumb in Straſburg burned to touch it.


  Now what might add, if anything may be thought neceary to add, to ſo vehement a dere—was this, that the centinel, the bandy-legg’d drummer, the trumpeter, the trumpeter’s wife, the burgomaﬅer’s widow, the maﬅer of the inn, and the maﬅer of the inn’s wife, how widely ſoever they all diﬀered every one from another in their teﬅimonies and deſcription of the ﬅranger’s noſe—they all agreed together in two points—namely, that he was gone to Frankfort, and would not return to Straſburg till that day month; and ſecondly, whether his noſe was true or falſe, that the ﬅranger himſelf was one of the moﬅ perfe paragons of beauty—the ﬁneﬅ-made man—the moﬅ genteel!—the moﬅ generous of his purſe—the moﬅ courteous in his carriage that had ever entered the gates of Straſburg—that as he rode, with ſcymetar ung looſely to his wriﬅ, thro’ the ﬅreets—and walked with his crimſon-ſattin breeches acroſs the parade—’twas with ſo ſweet an air of careleſs modeﬅy, and ſo manly withal—as would have put the heart in jeopardy (had his noſe not ﬅood in his way) of every virgin who had caﬅ her eyes upon him.


  I call not upon that heart which is a ﬅranger to the throbs and yearnings of curioty, ſo excited, to juﬅify the abbeſs of Quedlingberg, the prioreſs, the deaneſs, and ſub-chantreſs, for ſending at noon-day for the trumpeter’s wife: e went through the ﬅreets of Straſburg with her huſband’s trumpet in her hand,—the beﬅ apparatus the ﬅraitneſs of the time would allow her, for the illuﬅration of her theory—e ﬅaid no longer than three days.


  The centinel and bandy-legg’d drummer!—nothing on this de of old Athens could equal them! they read their leures under the city-gates to comers and goers, with all the pomp of a Chryppus and a Crantor in their porticos.


  The maﬅer of the inn, with his oﬅler on his left-hand, read his alſo in the ſame ﬅile—under the portico or gateway of his ﬅable-yard—his wife, hers more privately in a back room: all ﬂocked to their leures; not promiſcuouy—but to this or that, as is ever the way, as faith and credulity maral’d them—in a word, each Straſburger came crouding for intelligence—and every Straſburger had the intelligence he wanted.


  ’Tis worth remarking, for the beneﬁt of all demonﬅrators in natural philoſophy, &c., that as ſoon as the trumpeter’s wife had ﬁnied the abbeſs of Quedlingberg’s private leure, and had begun to read in public, which e did upon a ﬅool in the middle of the great parade,—e incommoded the other demonﬅrators mainly, by gaining incontinently the moﬅ faionable part of the city of Straſburg for her auditory—But when a demonﬅrator in philoſophy (cries Slawkenbergius) has a trumpet for an apparatus, pray what rival in ſcience can pretend to be heard bedes him?


  Whilﬅ the unlearned, thro’ theſe conduits of intelligence, were all bued in getting down to the bottom of the well, where Truth keeps her little court—were the learned in their way as buſy in pumping her up thro’ the conduits of diale induion—they concerned themſelves not with fas—they reaſoned—


  Not one profeon had thrown more light upon this ſubje than the Faculty—had not all their diſputes about it run into the aﬀair of Wens and œdematous ſwellings, they could not keep clear of them for their bloods and ſouls—the ﬅranger’s noſe had nothing to do either with wens or œdematous ſwellings.


  It was demonﬅrated however very ſatisfaorily, that ſuch a ponderous maſs of heterogeneous matter could not be congeﬅed and conglomerated to the noſe, whilﬅ the infant was in Utero, without deﬅroying the ﬅatical balance of the fœtus, and throwing it plump upon its head nine months before the time.—


  —The opponents granted the theory—they denied the conſequences.


  And if a ſuitable provion of veins, arteries, &c., ſaid they, was not laid in, for the due nouriment of ſuch a noſe, in the very ﬁrﬅ ﬅamina and rudiments of its formation, before it came into the world (bating the caſe of Wens) it could not regularly grow and be ſuﬅained afterwards.


  This was all anſwered by a diertation upon nutriment, and the eﬀe which nutriment had in extending the veels, and in the increaſe and prolongation of the muſcular parts of the greateﬅ growth and expanon imaginable—In the triumph of which theory, they went ſo far as to aﬃrm, that there was no cauſe in nature, why a noſe might not grow to the ze of the man himſelf.


  The reſpondents ſatisﬁed the world this event could never happen to them ſo long as a man had but one ﬅomach and one pair of lungs—For the ﬅomach, ſaid they, being the only organ deﬅined for the reception of food, and turning it into chyle—and the lungs the only engine of ſanguiﬁcation—it could pobly work oﬀ no more, than what the appetite brought it: or admitting the pobility of a man’s overloading his ﬅomach, nature had ſet bounds however to his lungs—the engine was of a determined ze and ﬅrength, and could elaborate but a certain quantity in a given time—that is, it could produce juﬅ as much blood as was ſuﬃcient for one ngle man, and no more; ſo that, if there was as much noſe as man—they proved a mortiﬁcation muﬅ necearily enſue; and foraſmuch as there could not be a ſupport for both, that the noſe muﬅ either fall oﬀ from the man, or the man inevitably fall oﬀ from his noſe.


  Nature accommodates herſelf to theſe emergencies, cried the opponents—elſe what do you ſay to the caſe of a whole ﬅomach—a whole pair of lungs, and but half a man, when both his legs have been unfortunately ot oﬀ?


  He dies of a plethora, ſaid they—or muﬅ ſpit blood, and in a fortnight or three weeks go oﬀ in a conſumption.—


  —It happens otherwiſe—replied the opponents.—


  It ought not, ſaid they.


  The more curious and intimate inquirers after nature and her doings, though they went hand in hand a good way together, yet they all divided about the noſe at laﬅ, almoﬅ as much as the Faculty itſelf.


  They amicably laid it down, that there was a juﬅ and geometrical arrangement and proportion of the ſeveral parts of the human frame to its ſeveral deﬅinations, oﬃces, and funions which could not be tranſgreed but within certain limits—that nature, though e ſported—e ſported within a certain circle;—and they could not agree about the diameter of it.


  The logicians ﬅuck much cloſer to the point before them than any of the claes of the literati;—they began and ended with the word Noſe; and had it not been for a petitio principii, which one of the ableﬅ of them ran his head againﬅ in the beginning of the combat, the whole controverſy had been ſettled at once.


  A noſe, argued the logician, cannot bleed without blood—and not only blood—but blood circulating in it to ſupply the phænomenon with a ſucceon of drops—(a ﬅream being but a quicker ſucceon of drops, that is included, ſaid he).—Now death, continued the logician, being nothing but the ﬅagnation of the blood—


  I deny the deﬁnition—Death is the ſeparation of the ſoul from the body, ſaid his antagoniﬅ—Then we don’t agree about our weapons, ſaid the logician—Then there is an end of the diſpute, replied the antagoniﬅ.


  The civilians were ﬅill more conciſe: what they oﬀered being more in the nature of a decree—than a diſpute.


  Such a monﬅrous noſe, ſaid they, had it been a true noſe, could not pobly have been ſuﬀered in civil ſociety—and if falſe—to impoſe upon ſociety with ſuch falſe gns and tokens, was a ﬅill greater violation of its rights, and muﬅ have had ﬅill leſs mercy ewn it.


  The only objeion to this was, that if it proved anything, it proved the ﬅranger’s noſe was neither true nor falſe.


  This left room for the controverſy to go on. It was maintained by the advocates of the eccleaﬅic court, that there was nothing to inhibit a decree, nce the ﬅranger ex mero motu had confeed he had been at the Promontory of Noſes, and had got one of the goodlieﬅ, &c. &c.—To this it was anſwered, it was impoble there ould be ſuch a place as the Promontory of Noſes, and the learned be ignorant where it lay. The commiary of the biop of Straſburg undertook the advocates, explained this matter in a treatiſe upon proverbial phraſes, ewing them, that the Promontory of Noſes was a mere allegorick expreon, importing no more than that nature had given him a long noſe: in proof of which, with great learning, he cited the underwritten authorities,* which had decided the point inconteﬅably, had it not appeared that a diſpute about ſome franchiſes of dean and chapter-lands had been determined by it nineteen years before.


  It happened—I muﬅ not ſay unluckily for Truth, becauſe they were giving her a lift another way in ſo doing; that the two univerties of Straſburg—the Lutheran, founded in the year 1538 by Jacobus Surmis, counſellor of the ſenate,—and the Popi, founded by Leopold, arch-duke of Auﬅria, were, during all this time, employing the whole depth of their knowledge (except juﬅ what the aﬀair of the abbeſs of Quedlingberg’s placket-holes required)—in determining the point of Martin Luther’s damnation.


  The Popi doors had undertaken to demonﬅrate à priori, that from the neceary inﬂuence of the planets on the twenty-ſecond day of Oober 1483—when the moon was in the twelfth houſe, Jupiter, Mars, and Venus in the third, the Sun, Saturn, and Mercury, all got together in the fourth—that he muﬅ in courſe, and unavoidably, be a damn’d man—and that his dorines, by a dire corollary, muﬅ be damn’d dorines too.


  By inſpeion into his horoſcope, where ﬁve planets were in coition all at once with Scorpio* (in reading this my father would always ake his head) in the ninth houſe, which the Arabians allotted to religion—it appeared that Martin Luther did not care one ﬅiver about the matter—and that from the horoſcope direed to the conjunion of Mars—they made it plain likewiſe he muﬅ die curng and blaſpheming—with the blaﬅ of which his ſoul (being ﬅeep’d in guilt) ſailed before the wind, in the lake of hell-ﬁre.


  The little objeion of the Lutheran doors to this, was, that it muﬅ certainly be the ſoul of another man, born O. 22, 83, which was forced to ſail down before the wind in that manner—inaſmuch as it appeared from the regiﬅer of Iaben in the county of Mansfelt, that Luther was not born in the year 1483, but in 84; and not on the 22d day of Oober, but on the 10th of November, the eve of Martinmas day, from whence he had the name of Martin.


  [—I muﬅ break oﬀ my tranation for a moment; for if I did not, I know I ould no more be able to ut my eyes in bed, than the abbeſs of Quedlingberg—It is to tell the reader, that my father never read this paage of Slawkenbergius to my uncle Toby, but with triumph—not over my uncle Toby, for he never oppoſed him in it—but over the whole world.


  —Now you ſee, brother Toby, he would ſay, looking up, “that chriﬅian names are not ſuch indiﬀerent things;”—had Luther here been called by any other name but Martin, he would have been damn’d to all eternity—Not that I look upon Martin, he would add, as a good name—far from it—’tis ſomething better than a neutral, and but a little—yet little as it is, you ſee it was of ſome ſervice to him.


  My father knew the weakneſs of this prop to his hypothes, as well as the beﬅ logician could ew him—yet ſo ﬅrange is the weakneſs of man at the ſame time, as it fell in his way, he could not for his life but make uſe of it; and it was certainly for this reaſon, that though there are many ﬅories in Hafen Slawkenbergius’s Decads full as entertaining as this I am tranating, yet there is not one amongﬅ them which my father read over with half the delight—it ﬂattered two of his ﬅrangeﬅ hypotheſes together—his Names and his Noses.—I will be bold to ſay, he might have read all the books in the Alexandrian Library, had not fate taken other care of them, and not have met with a book or paage in one, which hit two ſuch nails as theſe upon the head at one ﬅroke.]


  The two univerties of Straſburg were hard tugging at this aﬀair of Luther’s navigation. The Proteﬅant doors had demonﬅrated, that he had not ſailed right before the wind, as the Popi doors had pretended; and as every one knew there was no ſailing full in the teeth of it—they were going to ſettle, in caſe he had ſailed, how many points he was oﬀ; whether Martin had doubled the cape, or had fallen upon a lee-ore; and no doubt, as it was an enquiry of much ediﬁcation, at leaﬅ to thoſe who underﬅood this ſort of navigation, they had gone on with it in ſpite of the ze of the ﬅranger’s noſe, had not the ze of the ﬅranger’s noſe drawn oﬀ the attention of the world from what they were about—it was their buneſs to follow.


  The abbeſs of Quedlingberg and her four dignitaries was no ﬅop; for the enormity of the ﬅranger’s noſe running full as much in their fancies as their caſe of conſcience—the aﬀair of their placket-holes kept cold—in a word, the printers were ordered to diﬅribute their types—all controveres dropp’d.


  ’Twas a ſquare cap with a lver tael upon the crown of it—to a nut-ell—to have gueed on which de of the noſe the two univerties would ſplit.


  ’Tis above reaſon, cried the doors on one de.


  ’Tis below reaſon, cried the others.


  ’Tis faith, cried one.


  ’Tis a ﬁddle-ﬅick, ſaid the other.


  ’Tis poble, cried the one.


  ’Tis impoble, ſaid the other.


  God’s power is inﬁnite, cried the Noſarians, he can do anything.


  He can do nothing, replied the Antinoſarians, which implies contradiions.


  He can make matter think, ſaid the Noſarians.


  As certainly as you can make a velvet cap out of a ſow’s ear, replied the Antinoſarians.


  He cannot make two and two ﬁve, replied the Popi doors.—’Tis falſe, ſaid their other opponents.—


  Inﬁnite power is inﬁnite power, ſaid the doors who maintained the reality of the noſe.—It extends only to all poble things, replied the Lutherans.


  By God in heaven, cried the Popi doors, he can make a noſe, if he thinks ﬁt, as big as the ﬅeeple of Straſburg.


  Now the ﬅeeple of Straſburg being the biggeﬅ and the talleﬅ church-ﬅeeple to be ſeen in the whole world, the Antinoſarians denied that a noſe of 575 geometrical feet in length could be worn, at leaﬅ by a middle-z’d man—The Popi doors ſwore it could—The Lutheran doors ſaid No;—it could not.


  This at once ﬅarted a new diſpute, which they purſued a great way, upon the extent and limitation of the moral and natural attributes of God—That controverſy led them naturally into Thomas Aquinas, and Thomas Aquinas to the devil.


  The ﬅranger’s noſe was no more heard of in the diſpute—it juﬅ ſerved as a frigate to launch them into the gulph of ſchool-divinity—and then they all ſailed before the wind.


  Heat is in proportion to the want of true knowledge.


  The controverſy about the attributes, &c., inﬅead of cooling, on the contrary had inﬂamed the Straſburgers’ imaginations to a moﬅ inordinate degree—The leſs they underﬅood of the matter, the greater was their wonder about it—they were left in all the diﬅrees of dere unſatisﬁed—ſaw their doors, the Parchmentarians, the Braarians, the Turpentarians, on one de—the Popi doors on the other, like Pantagruel and his companions in queﬅ of the oracle of the bottle, all embarked out of ght.


  —The poor Straſburgers left upon the beach!


  —What was to be done?—No delay—the uproar increaſed—every one in diſorder—the city gates ſet open.—


  Unfortunate Straſburgers! was there in the ﬅorehouſe of nature—was there in the lumber-rooms of learning—was there in the great arſenal of chance, one ngle engine left undrawn forth to torture your curioties, and ﬅretch your deres, which was not pointed by the hand of Fate to play upon your hearts?—I dip not my pen into my ink to excuſe the ſurrender of yourſelves—’tis to write your panegyrick. Shew me a city ſo macerated with expeation—who neither eat, or drank, or ept, or prayed, or hearkened to the calls either of religion or nature for ſeven-and-twenty days together, who could have held out one day longer.


  On the twenty-eighth the courteous ﬅranger had promiſed to return to Straſburg.


  Seven thouſand coaches (Slawkenbergius muﬅ certainly have made ſome miﬅake in his numerical charaers) 7000 coaches—15,000 ngle-horſe chairs—20,000 waggons, crowded as full as they could all hold with ſenators, counſellors, ſyndicks—beguines, widows, wives, virgins, canons, concubines, all in their coaches—The abbeſs of Quedlingberg, with the prioreſs, the deaneſs and ſub-chantreſs, leading the proceon in one coach, and the dean of Straſburg, with the four great dignitaries of his chapter, on her left-hand—the reﬅ following higglety-pigglety as they could; ſome on horſeback—ſome on foot—ſome led—ſome driven—ſome down the Rhine—ſome this way—ſome that—all ſet out at ſun-riſe to meet the courteous ﬅranger on the road.


  Haﬅe we now towards the cataﬅrophe of my tale—I ſay Cataﬅrophe (cries Slawkenbergius) inaſmuch as a tale, with parts rightly diſpoſed, not only rejoiceth (gaudet) in the Cataﬅrophe and Peripetia of a Drama, but rejoiceth moreover in all the eential and integrant parts of it—it has its Protas, Epitas, Cataﬅas, its Cataﬅrophe or Peripetia growing one out of the other in it, in the order Ariﬅotle ﬁrﬅ planted them—without which a tale had better never be told at all, ſays Slawkenbergius, but be kept to a man’s ſelf.


  In all my ten tales, in all my ten decads, have I Slawkenbergius tied down every tale of them as tightly to this rule, as I have done this of the ﬅranger and his noſe.


  —From his ﬁrﬅ parley with the ſentinel, to his leaving the city of Straſburg, after pulling oﬀ his crimſon-ſattin pair of breeches, is the Protas or ﬁrﬅ entrance—where the charaers of the Perſonæ Dramatis are juﬅ touched in, and the ſubje ightly begun.


  The Epitas, wherein the aion is more fully entered upon and heightened, till it arrives at its ﬅate or height called the Cataﬅas, and which uſually takes up the 2d and 3d a, is included within that buſy period of my tale, betwixt the ﬁrﬅ night’s uproar about the noſe, to the concluon of the trumpeter’s wife’s leures upon it in the middle of the grand parade: and from the ﬁrﬅ embarking of the learned in the diſpute—to the doors ﬁnally ſailing away, and leaving the Straſburgers upon the beach in diﬅreſs, is the Cataﬅas or the ripening of the incidents and paons for their burﬅing forth in the ﬁfth a.


  This commences with the ſetting out of the Straſburgers in the Frankfort road, and terminates in unwinding the labyrinth and bringing the hero out of a ﬅate of agitation (as Ariﬅotle calls it) to a ﬅate of reﬅ and quietneſs.


  This, ſays Hafen Slawkenbergius, conﬅitutes the Cataﬅrophe or Peripetia of my tale—and that is the part of it I am going to relate.


  We left the ﬅranger behind the curtain aeep—he enters now upon the ﬅage.


  —What doﬅ thou prick up thy ears at?—’tis nothing but a man upon a horſe—was the laﬅ word the ﬅranger uttered to his mule. It was not proper then to tell the reader, that the mule took his maﬅer’s word for it; and without any more ifs or ands, let the traveller and his horſe paſs by.


  The traveller was haﬅening with all diligence to get to Straſburg that night. What a fool am I, ſaid the traveller to himſelf, when he had rode about a league farther, to think of getting into Straſburg this night.—Straſburg!—the great Straſburg!—Straſburg, the capital of all Alſatia! Straſburg, an imperial city! Straſburg, a ſovereign ﬅate! Straſburg, garriſoned with ﬁve thouſand of the beﬅ troops in all the world!—Alas! if I was at the gates of Straſburg this moment, I could not gain admittance into it for a ducat—nay a ducat and half—’tis too much—better go back to the laﬅ inn I have paed—than lie I know not where—or give I know not what. The traveller, as he made theſe reﬂeions in his mind, turned his horſe’s head about, and three minutes after the ﬅranger had been condued into his chamber, he arrived at the ſame inn.


  —We have bacon in the houſe, ſaid the hoﬅ, and bread—and till eleven o’clock this night had three eggs in it—but a ﬅranger, who arrived an hour ago, has had them dreed into an omelet, and we have nothing.—


  Alas! ſaid the traveller, haraed as I am, I want nothing but a bed.—I have one as ſoft as is in Alſatia, ſaid the hoﬅ.


  —The ﬅranger, continued he, ould have ept in it, for ’tis my beﬅ bed, but upon the ſcore of his noſe.—He has got a deﬂuxion, ſaid the traveller.—Not that I know, cried the hoﬅ.—But ’tis a camp-bed, and Jacinta, ſaid he, looking towards the maid, imagined there was not room in it to turn his noſe in.—Why ſo? cried the traveller, ﬅarting back.—It is ſo long a noſe, replied the hoﬅ.—The traveller ﬁxed his eyes upon Jacinta, then upon the ground—kneeled upon his right knee—had juﬅ got his hand laid upon his breaﬅ—Triﬂe not with my anxiety, ſaid he, ring up again.—’Tis no triﬂe, ſaid Jacinta, ’tis the moﬅ glorious noſe!—The traveller fell upon his knee again—laid his hand upon his breaﬅ—then, ſaid he, looking up to heaven, thou haﬅ condued me to the end of my pilgrimage.—’Tis Diego.


  The traveller was the brother of the Julia, ſo often invoked that night by the ﬅranger as he rode from Straſburg upon his mule; and was come, on her part, in queﬅ of him. He had accompanied his ﬅer from Valadolid acroſs the Pyrenean mountains through France, and had many an entangled ſkein to wind oﬀ in purſuit of him through the many meanders and abrupt turnings of a lover’s thorny tracks.


  —Julia had ſunk under it—and had not been able to go a ﬅep farther than to Lyons, where, with the many diſquietudes of a tender heart, which all talk of—but few feel—e cken’d, but had juﬅ ﬅrength to write a letter to Diego; and having conjured her brother never to ſee her face till he had found him out, and put the letter into his hands, Julia took to her bed.


  Fernandez (for that was her brother’s name)—tho’ the camp-bed was as ſoft as any one in Alſace, yet he could not ut his eyes in it.—As ſoon as it was day he roſe, and hearing Diego was riſen too, he entered his chamber, and diſcharged his ﬅer’s commion.


  The letter was as follows:


  Seig. Diego


  “Whether my ſuſpicions of your noſe were juﬅly excited or not—’tis not now to inquire—it is enough I have not had ﬁrmneſs to put them to farther tryal.


  “How could I know ſo little of myſelf, when I ſent my Duenna to forbid your coming more under my lattice? or how could I know ſo little of you, Diego, as to imagine you would not have ﬅaid one day in Valadolid to have given eaſe to my doubts?—Was I to be abandoned, Diego, becauſe I was deceived? or was it kind to take me at my word, whether my ſuſpicions were juﬅ or no, and leave me, as you did, a prey to much uncertainty and ſorrow?


  “In what manner Julia has reſented this—my brother, when he puts this letter into your hands, will tell you; He will tell you in how few moments e repented of the ra meage e had ſent you—in what frantic haﬅe e ﬂew to her lattice, and how many days and nights together e leaned immoveably upon her elbow, looking through it towards the way which Diego was wont to come.


  “He will tell you, when e heard of your departure—how her ſpirits deſerted her—how her heart cken’d—how piteouy e mourned—how low e hung her head. O Diego! how many weary ﬅeps has my brother’s pity led me by the hand languiing to trace out yours; how far has dere carried me beyond ﬅrength—and how oft have I fainted by the way, and ſunk into his arms, with only power to cry out—O my Diego!


  “If the gentleneſs of your carriage has not belied your heart, you will ﬂy to me, almoﬅ as faﬅ as you ﬂed from me—haﬅe as you will—you will arrive but to ſee me expire.—’Tis a bitter draught, Diego, but oh! ’tis embitter’d ﬅill more by dying un—”


  She could proceed no farther.


  Slawkenbergius ſuppoſes the word intended was unconvinced, but her ﬅrength would not enable her to ﬁni her letter.


  The heart of the courteous Diego overﬂowed as he read the letter—he ordered his mule forthwith and Fernandez’s horſe to be ſaddled; and as no vent in proſe is equal to that of poetry in ſuch conﬂis—chance, which as often dires us to remedies as to diſeaſes, having thrown a piece of charcoal into the window—Diego availed himſelf of it, and whilﬅ the hoﬅler was getting ready his mule, he eaſed his mind againﬅ the wall as follows.


  ODE


  
    Har and untuneful are the notes of love,


    Unleſs my Julia ﬅrikes the key,


    Her hand alone can touch the part,


    Whoſe dulcet move-


    ment charms the heart,


    And governs all the man with ſympathetick ſway.

  


  2d


  
    O Julia!

  


  The lines were very natural—for they were nothing at all to the purpoſe, ſays Slawkenbergius, and ’tis a pity there were no more of them; but whether it was that Seig. Diego was ow in compong verſes—or the hoﬅler quick in ſaddling mules—is not averred; certain it was, that Diego’s mule and Fernandez’s horſe were ready at the door of the inn, before Diego was ready for his ſecond ﬅanza; ſo without ﬅaying to ﬁni his ode, they both mounted, ſallied forth, paed the Rhine, traverſed Alſace, aped their courſe towards Lyons, and before the Straſburgers and the abbeſs of Quedlingberg had ſet out on their cavalcade, had Fernandez, Diego, and his Julia, croed the Pyrenean mountains, and got ſafe to Valadolid.


  ’Tis needleſs to inform the geographical reader, that when Diego was in Spain, it was not poble to meet the courteous ﬅranger in the Frankfort road; it is enough to ſay, that of all reﬅleſs deres, curioty being the ﬅrongeﬅ—the Straſburgers felt the full force of it; and that for three days and nights they were toed to and fro in the Frankfort road, with the tempeﬅuous fury of this paon, before they could ſubmit to return home.—When alas! an event was prepared for them, of all other, the moﬅ grievous that could befal a free people.


  As this revolution of the Straſburgers’ aﬀairs is often ſpoken of, and little underﬅood, I will, in ten words, ſays Slawkenbergius, give the world an explanation of it, and with it put an end to my tale.


  Every body knows of the grand ſyﬅem of Univerſal Monarchy, wrote by order of Mons. Colbert, and put in manuſcript into the hands of Lewis the fourteenth, in the year 1664.


  ’Tis as well known, that one branch out of many of that ſyﬅem, was the getting poeon of Straſburg, to favour an entrance at all times into Suabia, in order to diﬅurb the quiet of Germany—and that in conſequence of this plan, Straſburg unhappily fell at length into their hands.


  It is the lot of a few to trace out the true ſprings of this and ſuch like revolutions—The vulgar look too high for them—Stateſmen look too low—Truth (for once) lies in the middle.


  What a fatal thing is the popular pride of a free city! cries one hiﬅorian—The Straſburgers deemed it a diminution of their freedom to receive an imperial garriſon—ſo fell a prey to a French one.


  The fate, ſays another, of the Straſburgers, may be a warning to all free people to ſave their money.—They anticipated their revenues—brought themſelves under taxes, exhauﬅed their ﬅrength, and in the end became ſo weak a people, they had not ﬅrength to keep their gates ut, and ſo the French pued them open.


  Alas! alas! cries Slawkenbergius, ’twas not the French,—’twas curiosity pued them open—The French indeed, who are ever upon the catch, when they ſaw the Straſburgers, men, women, and children, all marched out to follow the ﬅranger’s noſe—each man followed his own, and marched in.


  Trade and manufaures have decayed and gradually grown down ever nce—but not from any cauſe which commercial heads have agned; for it is owing to this only, that Noſes have ever ſo run in their heads, that the Straſburgers could not follow their buneſs.


  Alas! alas! cries Slawkenbergius, making an exclamation—it is not the ﬁrﬅ—and I fear will not be the laﬅ fortreſs that has been either won—or loﬅ by Noses.


  The END of

  Slawkenbergius’s Tale


  ☜


  CHAP. I.


  WITH all this learning upon Noſes running perpetually in my father’s fancy—with ſo many family prejudices—and ten decads of ſuch tales running on for ever along with them—how was it poble with ſuch exquite—was it a true noſe?—That a man with ſuch exquite feelings as my father had, could bear the ock at all below ﬅairs—or indeed above ﬅairs, in any other poﬅure, but the very poﬅure I have deſcribed?


  —Throw yourſelf down upon the bed, a dozen times—taking care only to place a looking-glaſs ﬁrﬅ in a chair on one de of it, before you do it—But was the ﬅranger’s noſe a true noſe, or was it a falſe one?


  To tell that before-hand, madam, would be to do injury to one of the beﬅ tales in the Chriﬅian-world; and that is the tenth of the tenth decad, which immediately follows this.


  This tale, cried Slawkenbergius, ſomewhat exultingly, has been reſerved by me for the concluding tale of my whole work; knowing right well, that when I all have told it, and my reader all have read it thro’—’twould be even high time for both of us to ut up the book; inaſmuch, continues Slawkenbergius, as I know of no tale which could pobly ever go down after it.


  ’Tis a tale indeed!


  This ſets out with the ﬁrﬅ interview in the inn at Lyons, when Fernandez left the courteous ﬅranger and his ﬅer Julia alone in her chamber, and is over-written


  The Intricacies

  of

  Diego and Julia


  Heavens! thou art a ﬅrange creature, Slawkenbergius! what a whimcal view of the involutions of the heart of woman haﬅ thou opened! how this can ever be tranated, and yet if this ſpecimen of Slawkenbergius’s tales, and the exquitiveneſs of his moral, ould pleaſe the world—tranated all a couple of volumes be.—Elſe, how this can ever be tranated into good Engli, I have no ſort of conception.—There ſeems in ſome paages to want a xth ſenſe to do it rightly.—What can he mean by the lambent pupilability of ow, low, dry chat, ﬁve notes below the natural tone—which you know, madam, is little more than a whiſper? The moment I pronounced the words, I could perceive an attempt towards a vibration in the ﬅrings, about the region of the heart.—The brain made no acknowledgment.—There’s often no good underﬅanding betwixt ’em—I felt as if I underﬅood it.—I had no ideas.—The movement could not be without cauſe.—I’m loﬅ. I can make nothing of it—unleſs, may it pleaſe your worips, the voice, in that caſe being little more than a whiſper, unavoidably forces the eyes to approach not only within x inches of each other—but to look into the pupils—is not that dangerous?—But it can’t be avoided—for to look up to the ceiling, in that caſe the two chins unavoidably meet—and to look down into each other’s lap, the foreheads come to immediate conta, which at once puts an end to the conference—I mean to the ſentimental part of it.—What is left, madam, is not worth ﬅooping for.


  ☜


  CHAP. II.


  MY father lay ﬅretched acroſs the bed as ﬅill as if the hand of death had pued him down, for a full hour and a half before he began to play upon the ﬂoor with the toe of that foot which hung over the bed-de; my uncle Toby’s heart was a pound lighter for it.—In a few moments, his left-hand, the knuckles of which had all the time reclined upon the handle of the chamber-pot, came to its feeling—he thruﬅ it a little more within the valance—drew up his hand, when he had done, into his boſom—gave a hem! My good uncle Toby, with inﬁnite pleaſure, anſwered it; and full gladly would have ingrafted a ſentence of conſolation upon the opening it aﬀorded: but having no talents, as I ſaid, that way, and fearing moreover that he might ſet out with ſomething which might make a bad matter worſe, he contented himſelf with reﬅing his chin placidly upon the croſs of his crutch.


  Now whether the compreon ortened my uncle Toby’s face into a more pleaſurable oval—or that the philanthropy of his heart, in ſeeing his brother beginning to emerge out of the ſea of his aﬄiions, had braced up his muſcles—ſo that the compreon upon his chin only doubled the benignity which was there before, is not hard to decide.—My father, in turning his eyes, was ﬅruck with ſuch a gleam of ſunine in his face, as melted down the ſullenneſs of his grief in a moment.


  He broke lence as follows.


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  DID ever man, brother Toby, cried my father, raing himſelf upon his elbow, and turning himſelf round to the oppote de of the bed, where my uncle Toby was tting in his old fringed chair, with his chin reﬅing upon his crutch—did ever a poor unfortunate man, brother Toby, cried my father, receive ſo many laes?—The moﬅ I ever ſaw given, quoth my uncle Toby (ringing the bell at the bed’s head for Trim) was to a grenadier, I think in Mackay’s regiment.


  —Had my uncle Toby ot a bullet through my father’s heart, he could not have fallen down with his noſe upon the quilt more ſuddenly.


  Bleſs me! ſaid my uncle Toby.


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  WAS it Mackay’s regiment, quoth my uncle Toby, where the poor grenadier was ſo unmercifully whipp’d at Bruges about the ducats?—O Chriﬅ! he was innocent! cried Trim, with a deep gh.—And he was whipp’d, may it pleaſe your honour, almoﬅ to death’s door.—They had better have ot him outright, as he begg’d, and he had gone direly to heaven, for he was as innocent as your honour.—I thank thee, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby.—I never think of his, continued Trim, and my poor brother Tom’s misfortunes, for we were all three ſchool-fellows, but I cry like a coward.—Tears are no proof of cowardice, Trim.—I drop them oft-times myſelf, cried my uncle Toby.—I know your honour does, replied Trim, and ſo am not aamed of it myſelf.—But to think, may it pleaſe your honour, continued Trim, a tear ﬅealing into the corner of his eye as he ſpoke—to think of two virtuous lads with hearts as warm in their bodies, and as honeﬅ as God could make them—the children of honeﬅ people, going forth with gallant ſpirits to ſeek their fortunes in the world—and fall into ſuch evils!—poor Tom! to be tortured upon a rack for nothing—but marrying a Jew’s widow who ſold ſauſages—honeﬅ Dick Johnſon’s ſoul to be ſcourged out of his body, for the ducats another man put into his knapſack!—O!—theſe are misfortunes, cried Trim,—pulling out his handkerchief—theſe are misfortunes, may it pleaſe your honour, worth lying down and crying over.


  —My father could not help bluing.


  ’Twould be a pity, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, thou ouldﬅ ever feel ſorrow of thy own—thou feeleﬅ it ſo tenderly for others.—Alack-o-day, replied the corporal, brightening up his face—your honour knows I have neither wife or child—I can have no ſorrows in this world.—My father could not help ſmiling.—As few as any man, Trim, replied my uncle Toby; nor can I ſee how a fellow of thy light heart can ſuﬀer, but from the diﬅreſs of poverty in thy old age—when thou art paed all ſervices, Trim—and haﬅ outlived thy friends.—An’ pleaſe your honour, never fear, replied Trim, chearily.—But I would have thee never fear, Trim, replied my uncle Toby, and therefore, continued my uncle Toby, throwing down his crutch, and getting up upon his legs as he uttered the word therefore—in recompence, Trim, of thy long ﬁdelity to me, and that goodneſs of thy heart I have had ſuch proofs of—whilﬅ thy maﬅer is worth a illing—thou alt never aſk elſewhere, Trim, for a penny. Trim attempted to thank my uncle Toby—but had not power—tears trickled down his cheeks faﬅer than he could wipe them oﬀ—He laid his hands upon his breaﬅ—made a bow to the ground, and ut the door.


  —I have left Trim my bowling-green, cried my uncle Toby.—My father ſmiled.—I have left him moreover a penon, continued my uncle Toby.—My father looked grave.


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  IS this a ﬁt time, ſaid my father to himſelf, to talk of pensions and grenadiers?


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  WHEN my uncle Toby ﬁrﬅ mentioned the grenadier, my father, I ſaid, fell down with his noſe ﬂat to the quilt, and as ſuddenly as if my uncle Toby had ot him; but it was not added that every other limb and member of my father inﬅantly relapſed with his noſe into the ſame preciſe attitude in which he lay ﬁrﬅ deſcribed; ſo that when corporal Trim left the room, and my father found himſelf diſpoſed to riſe oﬀ the bed—he had all the little preparatory movements to run over again, before he could do it. Attitudes are nothing, madam—’tis the trantion from one attitude to another—like the preparation and reſolution of the diſcord into harmony, which is all in all.


  For which reaſon my father played the ſame jig over again with his toe upon the ﬂoor—pued the chamber-pot ﬅill a little farther within the valance—gave a hem—raiſed himſelf up upon his elbow—and was juﬅ beginning to addreſs himſelf to my uncle Toby—when recolleing the unſucceſsfulneſs of his ﬁrﬅ eﬀort in that attitude—he got upon his legs, and in making the third turn acroſs the room, he ﬅopped ort before my uncle Toby: and laying the three ﬁrﬅ ﬁngers of his right-hand in the palm of his left, and ﬅooping a little, he addreed himſelf to my uncle Toby as follows:


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  WHEN I reﬂe, brother Toby, upon man; and take a view of that dark de of him which repreſents his life as open to ſo many cauſes of trouble—when I conder, brother Toby, how oft we eat the bread of aﬄiion, and that we are born to it, as to the portion of our inheritance—I was born to nothing, quoth my uncle Toby, interrupting my father—but my commion. Zooks! ſaid my father, did not my uncle leave you a hundred and twenty pounds a year?—What could I have done without it? replied my uncle Toby—That’s another concern, ſaid my father teﬅily—But I ſay, Toby, when one runs over the catalogue of all the croſs-reckonings and ſorrowful Items with which the heart of man is overcharged, ’tis wonderful by what hidden reſources the mind is enabled to ﬅand out, and bear itſelf up, as it does, againﬅ the impotions laid upon our nature.—’Tis by the aﬅance of Almighty God, cried my uncle Toby, looking up, and preng the palms of his hands cloſe together—’tis not from our own ﬅrength, brother Shandy—a centinel in a wooden centry-box might as well pretend to ﬅand it out againﬅ a detachment of ﬁfty men.—We are upheld by the grace and the aﬅance of the beﬅ of Beings.


  —That is cutting the knot, ſaid my father, inﬅead of untying it.—But give me leave to lead you, brother Toby, a little deeper into the myﬅery.


  With all my heart, replied my uncle Toby.


  My father inﬅantly exchanged the attitude he was in, for that in which Socrates is ſo ﬁnely painted by Raﬀael in his ſchool of Athens; which your connoieurip knows is ſo exquitely imagined, that even the particular manner of the reaſoning of Socrates is expreed by it—for he holds the foreﬁnger of his left hand between the foreﬁnger and the thumb of his right, and ſeems as if he was ſaying to the libertine he is reclaiming—“You grant me this—and this: and this, and this, I don’t aſk of you—they follow of themſelves in courſe.”


  So ﬅood my father, holding faﬅ his foreﬁnger betwixt his ﬁnger and his thumb, and reaſoning with my uncle Toby as he ſat in his old fringed chair, valanced around with party-coloured worﬅed bobs—O Garrick!—what a rich ſcene of this would thy exquite powers make! and how gladly would I write ſuch another to avail myſelf of thy immortality, and ſecure my own behind it.


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  THOUGH man is of all others the moﬅ curious vehicle, ſaid my father, yet at the ſame time ’tis of ſo ight a frame, and ſo totteringly put together, that the ſudden jerks and hard joﬅlings it unavoidably meets with in this rugged journey, would overſet and tear it to pieces a dozen times a day—was it not, brother Toby, that there is a ſecret ſpring within us.—Which ſpring, ſaid my uncle Toby, I take to be Religion.—Will that ſet my child’s noſe on? cried my father, letting go his ﬁnger, and ﬅriking one hand againﬅ the other.—It makes everything ﬅraight for us, anſwered my uncle Toby.—Figuratively ſpeaking, dear Toby, it may, for aught I know, ſaid my father; but the ſpring I am ſpeaking of, is that great and elaﬅic power within us of counterbalancing evil, which, like a ſecret ſpring in a well-ordered machine, though it can’t prevent the ock—at leaﬅ it impoſes upon our ſenſe of it.


  Now, my dear brother, ſaid my father, replacing his foreﬁnger, as he was coming cloſer to the point—had my child arrived ſafe into the world, unmartyr’d in that precious part of him—fanciful and extravagant as I may appear to the world in my opinion of chriﬅian names, and of that magic bias which good or bad names irreﬅibly impreſs upon our charaers and condus—Heaven is witneſs! that in the warmeﬅ tranſports of my wies for the proſperity of my child, I never once wied to crown his head with more glory and honour than what George or Edward would have ſpread around it.


  But alas! continued my father, as the greateﬅ evil has befallen him—I muﬅ countera and undo it with the greateﬅ good.


  He all be chriﬅened Triſmegiﬅus, brother.


  I wi it may anſwer—replied my uncle Toby, ring up.


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  WHAT a chapter of chances, ſaid my father, turning himſelf about upon the ﬁrﬅ landing, as he and my uncle Toby were going downﬅairs—what a long chapter of chances do the events of this world lay open to us! Take pen and ink in hand, brother Toby, and calculate it fairly—I know no more of calculation than this balluﬅer, ſaid my uncle Toby (ﬅriking ort of it with his crutch, and hitting my father a deſperate blow ſouſe upon his in-bone)—’Twas a hundred to one—cried my uncle Toby—I thought, quoth my father (rubbing his in), you had known nothing of calculations, brother Toby. ’Tis a mere chance, ſaid my uncle Toby.—Then it adds one to the chapter—replied my father.


  The double ſucceſs of my father’s repartees tickled oﬀ the pain of his in at once—it was well it ſo fell out—(chance! again)—or the world to this day had never known the ſubje of my father’s calculation—to gueſs it—there was no chance—What a lucky chapter of chances has this turned out! for it has ſaved me the trouble of writing one expreſs, and in truth I have enough already upon my hands without it.—Have not I promiſed the world a chapter of knots? two chapters upon the right and the wrong end of a woman? a chapter upon whiſkers? a chapter upon wies?—a chapter of noſes?—No, I have done that—a chapter upon my uncle Toby’s modeﬅy? to ſay nothing of a chapter upon chapters, which I will ﬁni before I eep—by my great-grandfather’s whiſkers, I all never get half of ’em through this year.


  Take pen and ink in hand, and calculate it fairly, brother Toby, ſaid my father, and it will turn out a million to one, that of all the parts of the body, the edge of the forceps ould have the ill luck juﬅ to fall upon and break down that one part, which ould break down the fortunes of our houſe with it.


  It might have been worſe, replied my uncle Toby.—I don’t comprehend, ſaid my father.—Suppoſe the hip had preſented, replied my uncle Toby, as Dr. Slop foreboded.


  My father reﬂeed half a minute—looked down—touched the middle of his forehead ightly with his ﬁnger—


  —True, ſaid he.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  IS it not a ame to make two chapters of what paed in going down one pair of ﬅairs? for we are got no farther yet than to the ﬁrﬅ landing, and there are ﬁfteen more ﬅeps down to the bottom; and for aught I know, as my father and my uncle Toby are in a talking humour, there may be as many chapters as ﬅeps:—let that be as it will, Sir, I can no more help it than my deﬅiny:—a ſudden impulſe comes acroſs me—drop the curtain, Shandy—I drop it—Strike a line here acroſs the paper, Triﬅram—I ﬅrike it—and hey for a new chapter.


  The deuce of any other rule have I to govern myſelf by in this aﬀair—and if I had one—as I do all things out of all rule—I would twiﬅ it and tear it to pieces, and throw it into the ﬁre when I had done—Am I warm? I am, and the cauſe demands it—a pretty ﬅory! is a man to follow rules—or rules to follow him?


  Now this, you muﬅ know, being my chapter upon chapters, which I promiſed to write before I went to eep, I thought it meet to eaſe my conſcience entirely before I laid down, by telling the world all I knew about the matter at once: Is not this ten times better than to ſet out dogmatically with a ſententious parade of wiſdom, and telling the world a ﬅory of a roaﬅed horſe—that chapters relieve the mind—that they aﬅ—or impoſe upon the imagination—and that in a work of this dramatic caﬅ they are as neceary as the ifting of ſcenes—with ﬁfty other cold conceits, enough to extingui the ﬁre which roaﬅed him?—O! but to underﬅand this, which is a puﬀ at the ﬁre of Diana’s temple—you muﬅ read Longinus—read away—if you are not a jot the wiſer by reading him the ﬁrﬅ time over—never fear—read him again—Avicenna and Licetus read Ariﬅotle’s metaphycks forty times through apiece, and never underﬅood a ngle word.—But mark the conſequence—Avicenna turned out a deſperate writer at all kinds of writing—for he wrote books de omni ſcribili; and for Licetus (Fortunio) though all the world knows he was born a fœtus,* of no more than ﬁve inches and a half in length, yet he grew to that aﬅoniing height in literature, as to write a book with a title as long as himſelf—the learned know I mean his Gonopſychanthropologia, upon the origin of the human ſoul.


  So much for my chapter upon chapters, which I hold to be the beﬅ chapter in my whole work; and take my word, whoever reads it, is full as well employed, as in picking ﬅraws.


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  WE all bring all things to rights, ſaid my father, ſetting his foot upon the ﬁrﬅ ﬅep from the landing.—This Triſmegiﬅus, continued my father, drawing his leg back and turning to my uncle Toby—was the greateﬅ (Toby) of all earthly beings—he was the greateﬅ king—the greateﬅ law-giver—the greateﬅ philoſopher—and the greateﬅ prieﬅ—and engineer—ſaid my uncle Toby.


  —In courſe, ſaid my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  —AND how does your miﬅreſs? cried my father, taking the ſame ﬅep over again from the landing, and calling to Suſannah, whom he ſaw pang by the foot of the ﬅairs with a huge pincuion in her hand—how does your miﬅreſs? As well, ſaid Suſannah, tripping by, but without looking up, as can be expeed.—What a fool am I! ſaid my father, drawing his leg back again—let things be as they will, brother Toby, ’tis ever the preciſe anſwer—And how is the child, pray?—No anſwer. And where is Dr. Slop? added my father, raing his voice aloud, and looking over the balluﬅers—Suſannah was out of hearing.


  Of all the riddles of a married life, ſaid my father, crong the landing in order to ſet his back againﬅ the wall, whilﬅ he propounded it to my uncle Toby—of all the puzzling riddles, ſaid he, in a marriage ﬅate,—of which you may truﬅ me, brother Toby, there are more aes loads than all Job’s ﬅock of aes could have carried—there is not one that has more intricacies in it than this—that from the very moment the miﬅreſs of the houſe is brought to bed, every female in it, from my lady’s gentlewoman down to the cinder-wench, becomes an inch taller for it; and give themſelves more airs upon that ngle inch, than all their other inches put together.


  I think rather, replied my uncle Toby, that ’tis we who nk an inch lower.—If I meet but a woman with child—I do it.—’Tis a heavy tax upon that half of our fellow-creatures, brother Shandy, ſaid my uncle Toby—’Tis a piteous burden upon ’em, continued he, aking his head—Yes, yes, ’tis a painful thing—ſaid my father, aking his head too—but certainly nce aking of heads came into faion, never did two heads ake together, in concert, from two ſuch diﬀerent ſprings.


  
    
      
        	Godbleſs

        Deucetake

        	}

        	’em all—ſaid my uncle Toby and my father, each to himſelf.
      

    
  


  ☜


  CHAP. XIII.


  HOLLA!—you, chairman!—here’s xpence—do ﬅep into that bookſeller’s op, and call me a day-tall critick. I am very willing to give any one of ’em a crown to help me with his tackling, to get my father and my uncle Toby oﬀ the ﬅairs, and to put them to bed.


  —’Tis even high time; for except a ort nap, which they both got whilﬅ Trim was boring the jack-boots—and which, by the bye, did my father no ſort of good, upon the ſcore of the bad hinge—they have not elſe ut their eyes, nce nine hours before the time that Dr. Slop was led into the back parlour in that dirty pickle by Obadiah.


  Was every day of my life to be as buſy a day as this—and to take up—Truce.


  I will not ﬁni that ſentence till I have made an obſervation upon the ﬅrange ﬅate of aﬀairs between the reader and myſelf, juﬅ as things ﬅand at preſent—an obſervation never applicable before to any one biographical writer nce the creation of the world, but to myſelf—and I believe, will never hold good to any other, until its ﬁnal deﬅruion—and therefore, for the very novelty of it alone, it muﬅ be worth your worips attending to.


  I am this month one whole year older than I was this time twelve-month; and having got, as you perceive, almoﬅ into the middle of my fourth volume—and no farther than to my ﬁrﬅ day’s life—’tis demonﬅrative that I have three hundred and xty-four days more life to write juﬅ now, than when I ﬁrﬅ ſet out; ſo that inﬅead of advancing, as a common writer, in my work with what I have been doing at it—on the contrary, I am juﬅ thrown ſo many volumes back—was every day of my life to be as buſy a day as this—And why not?—and the tranſaions and opinions of it to take up as much deſcription—And for what reaſon ould they be cut ort? as at this rate I ould juﬅ live 364 times faﬅer than I ould write—It muﬅ follow, an’ pleaſe your worips, that the more I write, the more I all have to write—and conſequently, the more your worips read, the more your worips will have to read.


  Will this be good for your worips’ eyes?


  It will do well for mine; and, was it not that my Opinions will be the death of me, I perceive I all lead a ﬁne life of it out of this ſelf-ſame life of mine; or, in other words, all lead a couple of ﬁne lives together.


  As for the propoſal of twelve volumes a year, or a volume a month, it no way alters my proſpe—write as I will, and ru as I may into the middle of things, as Horace adviſes—I all never overtake myſelf whipp’d and driven to the laﬅ pinch; at the worﬅ I all have one day the ﬅart of my pen—and one day is enough for two volumes—and two volumes will be enough for one year.—


  Heaven proſper the manufaurers of paper under this propitious reign, which is now opened to us—as I truﬅ its providence will proſper everything elſe in it that is taken in hand.—


  As for the propagation of Geeſe—I give myſelf no concern—Nature is all bountiful—I all never want tools to work with.


  —So then, friend! you have got my father and my uncle Toby oﬀ the ﬅairs, and ſeen them to bed?—And how did you manage it?—You dropp’d a curtain at the ﬅair-foot—I thought you had no other way for it—Here’s a crown for your trouble.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  —THEN reach me my breeches oﬀ the chair, ſaid my father to Suſannah.—There is not a moment’s time to dreſs you, Sir, cried Suſannah—the child is as black in the face as my—As your what? ſaid my father, for like all orators, he was a dear ſearcher into compariſons.—Bleſs me, Sir, ſaid Suſannah, the child’s in a ﬁt.—And where’s Mr. Yorick?—Never where he ould be, ſaid Suſannah, but his curate’s in the dreng-room, with the child upon his arm, waiting for the name—and my miﬅreſs bid me run as faﬅ as I could to know, as captain Shandy is the godfather, whether it ould not be called after him.


  Were one ſure, ſaid my father to himſelf, ſcratching his eyebrow, that the child was expiring, one might as well compliment my brother Toby as not—and it would be a pity, in ſuch a caſe, to throw away ſo great a name as Triſmegiﬅus upon him—but he may recover.


  No, no,—ſaid my father to Suſannah, I’ll get up—There is no time, cried Suſannah, the child’s as black as my oe. Triſmegiﬅus, ſaid my father—But ﬅay—thou art a leaky veel, Suſannah, added my father; canﬅ thou carry Triſmegiﬅus in thy head, the length of the gallery without ſcattering?—Can I? cried Suſannah, utting the door in a huﬀ.—If e can, I’ll be ot, ſaid my father, bouncing out of bed in the dark, and groping for his breeches.


  Suſannah ran with all ſpeed along the gallery.


  My father made all poble ſpeed to ﬁnd his breeches.


  Suſannah got the ﬅart, and kept it—’Tis Tris—ſomething, cried Suſannah—There is no chriﬅian-name in the world, ſaid the curate, beginning with Tris—but Triﬅram. Then ’tis Triﬅram-giﬅus, quoth Suſannah.


  —There is no giﬅus to it, noodle!—’tis my own name, replied the curate, dipping his hand, as he ſpoke, into the baſon—Triﬅram! ſaid he, &c. &c. &c. &c., ſo Triﬅram was I called, and Triﬅram all I be to the day of my death.


  My father followed Suſannah, with his night-gown acroſs his arm, with nothing more than his breeches on, faﬅened through haﬅe with but a ngle button, and that button through haﬅe thruﬅ only half into the button-hole.


  —She has not forgot the name? cried my father, half opening the door.—No, no, ſaid the curate, with a tone of intelligence.—And the child is better, cried Suſannah.—And how does your miﬅreſs? As well, ſaid Suſannah, as can be expeed.—Pi! ſaid my father, the button of his breeches ipping out of the button-hole—So that whether the interjeion was levelled at Suſannah, or the button-hole—whether Pi was an interjeion of contempt or an interjeion of modeﬅy, is a doubt, and muﬅ be a doubt till I all have time to write the three following favourite chapters, that is, my chapter of chamber-maids, my chapter of pies, and my chapter of button-holes.


  All the light I am able to give the reader at preſent is this, that the moment my father cried Pi! he whiſk’d himſelf about—and with his breeches held up by one hand, and his night-gown thrown acroſs the arm of the other, he turned along the gallery to bed, ſomething ower than he came.


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  IWi I could write a chapter upon eep.


  A ﬁtter occaon could never have preſented itſelf, than what this moment oﬀers, when all the curtains of the family are drawn—the candles put out—and no creature’s eyes are open but a ngle one, for the other has been ut theſe twenty years, of my mother’s nurſe.


  It is a ﬁne ſubje!


  And yet, as ﬁne as it is, I would undertake to write a dozen chapters upon button-holes, both quicker and with more fame, than a ngle chapter upon this.


  Button-holes! there is ſomething lively in the very idea of ’em—and truﬅ me, when I get amongﬅ ’em—You gentry with great beards—look as grave as you will—I’ll make merry work with my button-holes—I all have ’em all to myſelf—’tis a maiden ſubje—I all run foul of no man’s wiſdom or ﬁne ſayings in it.


  But for eep—I know I all make nothing of it before I begin—I am no dab at your ﬁne ſayings in the ﬁrﬅ place—and in the next, I cannot for my ſoul ſet a grave face upon a bad matter, and tell the world—’tis the refuge of the unfortunate—the enfranchiſement of the priſoner—the downy lap of the hopeleſs, the weary, and the broken-hearted; nor could I ſet out with a lye in my mouth, by aﬃrming, that of all the ſoft and delicious funions of our nature, by which the great Author of it, in his bounty, has been pleaſed to recompenſe the ſuﬀerings wherewith his juﬅice and his good pleaſure has wearied us—that this is the chiefeﬅ (I know pleaſures worth ten of it); or what a happineſs it is to man, when the anxieties and paons of the day are over, and he lies down upon his back, that his ſoul all be ſo ſeated within him, that whichever way e turns her eyes, the heavens all look calm and ſweet above her—no dere—or fear—or doubt that troubles the air, nor any diﬃculty paﬅ, preſent, or to come, that the imagination may not paſs over without oﬀence, in that ſweet ſeceon.


  “God’s bleng,” ſaid Sancho Pança, “be upon the man who ﬁrﬅ invented this ſelf-ſame thing called eep—it covers a man all over like a cloak.” Now there is more to me in this, and it ſpeaks warmer to my heart and aﬀeions, than all the diertations ſqueez’d out of the heads of the learned together upon the ſubje.


  —Not that I altogether diſapprove of what Montaigne advances upon it—’tis admirable in its way—(I quote by memory).


  The world enjoys other pleaſures, ſays he, as they do that of eep, without taﬅing or feeling it as it ips and paes by.—We ould ﬅudy and ruminate upon it, in order to render proper thanks to him who grants it to us.—For this end I cauſe myſelf to be diﬅurbed in my eep, that I may the better and more ſenbly reli it.—And yet I ſee few, ſays he again, who live with leſs eep, when need requires; my body is capable of a ﬁrm, but not of a violent and ſudden agitation—I evade of late all violent exerciſes—I am never weary with walking—but from my youth, I never liked to ride upon pavements. I love to lie hard and alone, and even without my wife—This laﬅ word may ﬅagger the faith of the world—but remember, “La Vraiſemblance (as Bayle ſays in the aﬀair of Liceti) n’eﬅ pas toujours du Côté de la Verité.” And ſo much for eep.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  IF my wife will but venture him—brother Toby, Triſmegiﬅus all be dreſs’d and brought down to us, whilﬅ you and I are getting our breakfaﬅs together.—


  —Go, tell Suſannah, Obadiah, to ﬅep here.


  She is run upﬅairs, anſwered Obadiah, this very inﬅant, ſobbing and crying, and wringing her hands as if her heart would break.


  We all have a rare month of it, ſaid my father, turning his head from Obadiah, and looking wiﬅfully in my uncle Toby’s face for ſome time—we all have a devili month of it, brother Toby, ſaid my father, ſetting his arms a-kimbo, and aking his head; ﬁre, water, women, wind—brother Toby!—’Tis ſome misfortune, quoth my uncle Toby.—That it is, cried my father—to have ſo many jarring elements breaking looſe, and riding triumph in every corner of a gentleman’s houſe—Little boots it to the peace of a family, brother Toby, that you and I poeſs ourſelves, and t here lent and unmoved—whilﬅ ſuch a ﬅorm is whiﬅling over our heads.—


  And what’s the matter, Suſannah? They have called the child Triﬅram—and my miﬅreſs is juﬅ got out of an hyﬅerick ﬁt about it—No—’tis not my fault, ſaid Suſannah—I told him it was Triﬅram-giﬅus.


  —Make tea for yourſelf, brother Toby, ſaid my father, taking down his hat—but how diﬀerent from the ſallies and agitations of voice and members which a common reader would imagine!


  —For he ſpake in the ſweeteﬅ modulation—and took down his hat with the genteeleﬅ movement of limbs, that ever aﬄiion harmonized and attuned together.


  —Go to the bowling-green for corporal Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, ſpeaking to Obadiah, as ſoon as my father left the room.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  WHEN the misfortune of my Nose fell ſo heavily upon my father’s head;—the reader remembers that he walked inﬅantly up ﬅairs, and caﬅ himſelf down upon his bed; and from hence, unleſs he has a great inght into human nature, he will be apt to expe a rotation of the ſame aſcending and deſcending movements from him, upon his misfortune of my name;—no.


  The diﬀerent weight, dear Sir—nay even the diﬀerent package of two vexations of the ſame weight—makes a very wide diﬀerence in our manner of bearing and getting through with them.—It is not half an hour ago, when (in the great hurry and precipitation of a poor devil’s writing for daily bread) I threw a fair eet, which I had juﬅ ﬁnied, and carefully wrote out, ap into the ﬁre, inﬅead of the foul one.


  Inﬅantly I ſnatch’d oﬀ my wig, and threw it perpendicularly, with all imaginable violence, up to the top of the room—indeed I caught it as it fell—but there was an end of the matter; nor do I think anything elſe in Nature would have given ſuch immediate eaſe: She, dear Goddeſs, by an inﬅantaneous impulſe, in all provoking caſes, determines us to a ſally of this or that member—or elſe e thruﬅs us into this or that place or poﬅure of body, we know not why—But mark, madam, we live amongﬅ riddles and myﬅeries—the moﬅ obvious things, which come in our way, have dark des, which the quickeﬅ ght cannot penetrate into; and even the cleareﬅ and moﬅ exalted underﬅandings amongﬅ us ﬁnd ourſelves puzzled and at a loſs in almoﬅ every cranny of nature’s works: ſo that this, like a thouſand other things, falls out for us in a way, which tho’ we cannot reaſon upon it—yet we ﬁnd the good of it, may it pleaſe your reverences and your worips—and that’s enough for us.


  Now, my father could not lie down with this aﬄiion for his life—nor could he carry it up ﬅairs like the other—he walked compoſedly out with it to the ﬁ-pond.


  Had my father leaned his head upon his hand, and reaſoned an hour which way to have gone—reaſon, with all her force, could not have direed him to anything like it: there is ſomething, Sir, in ﬁ-ponds—but what it is, I leave to ſyﬅem-builders and ﬁ-pond-diggers betwixt ’em to ﬁnd out—but there is ſomething, under the ﬁrﬅ diſorderly tranſport of the humours, ſo unaccountably becalming in an orderly and a ſober walk towards one of them, that I have often wondered that neither Pythagoras, nor Plato, nor Solon, nor Lycurgus, nor Mahomet, nor any one of your noted lawgivers, ever gave order about them.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  YOUR honour, ſaid Trim, utting the parlour-door before he began to ſpeak, has heard, I imagine, of this unlucky accident—O yes, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, and it gives me great concern.—I am heartily concerned too, but I hope your honour, replied Trim, will do me the juﬅice to believe, that it was not in the leaﬅ owing to me.—To thee—Trim?—cried my uncle Toby, looking kindly in his face—’twas Suſannah’s and the curate’s folly betwixt them.—What buneſs could they have together, an’ pleaſe your honour, in the garden?—In the gallery thou meaneﬅ, replied my uncle Toby.


  Trim found he was upon a wrong ſcent, and ﬅopped ort with a low bow—Two misfortunes, quoth the corporal to himſelf, are twice as many at leaﬅ as are needful to be talked over at one time;—the miſchief the cow has done in breaking into the fortiﬁcations, may be told his honour hereafter.—Trim’s caſuiﬅry and addreſs, under the cover of his low bow, prevented all ſuſpicion in my uncle Toby, ſo he went on with what he had to ſay to Trim as follows:


  —For my own part, Trim, though I can ſee little or no diﬀerence betwixt my nephew’s being called Triﬅram or Triſmegiﬅus—yet as the thing ts ſo near my brother’s heart, Trim—I would freely have given a hundred pounds rather than it ould have happened.—a hundred pounds, an’ pleaſe your honour! replied Trim,—I would not give a cherry-ﬅone to boot.—Nor would I, Trim, upon my own account, quoth my uncle Toby,—but my brother, whom there is no arguing with in this caſe—maintains that a great deal more depends, Trim, upon chriﬅian-names, than what ignorant people imagine—for he ſays there never was a great or heroic aion performed nce the world began by one called Triﬅram—nay, he will have it, Trim, that a man can neither be learned, or wiſe, or brave.—’Tis all fancy, an’ pleaſe your honour—I fought juﬅ as well, replied the corporal, when the regiment called me Trim, as when they called me James Butler.—And for my own part, ſaid my uncle Toby, though I ould blu to boaﬅ of myſelf, Trim—yet had my name been Alexander, I could have done no more at Namur than my duty.—Bleſs your honour! cried Trim, advancing three ﬅeps as he ſpoke, does a man think of his chriﬅian-name when he goes upon the attack?—Or when he ﬅands in the trench, Trim? cried my uncle Toby, looking ﬁrm.—Or when he enters a breach? ſaid Trim, puing in between two chairs.—Or forces the lines? cried my uncle, ring up, and puing his crutch like a pike.—Or facing a platoon? cried Trim, preſenting his ﬅick like a ﬁre-lock.—Or when he marches up the glacis? cried my uncle Toby, looking warm and ſetting his foot upon his ﬅool.—


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  MY father was returned from his walk to the ﬁ-pond—and opened the parlour-door in the very height of the attack, juﬅ as my uncle Toby was marching up the glacis—Trim recovered his arms—never was my uncle Toby caught in riding at ſuch a deſperate rate in his life! Alas! my uncle Toby! had not a weightier matter called forth all the ready eloquence of my father—how hadﬅ thou then and thy poor Hobby-Horse too been inſulted!


  My father hung up his hat with the ſame air he took it down; and after giving a ight look at the diſorder of the room, he took hold of one of the chairs which had formed the corporal’s breach, and placing it over-againﬅ my uncle Toby, he ſat down in it, and as ſoon as the tea-things were taken away, and the door ut, he broke out in a lamentation as follows.


  My Father’s Lamentation


  IT is in vain longer, ſaid my father, addreng himſelf as much to Ernulphus’s curſe, which was laid upon the corner of the chimney-piece—as to my uncle Toby who ſat under it—it is in vain longer, ſaid my father, in the moﬅ querulous monotony imaginable, to ﬅruggle as I have done againﬅ this moﬅ uncomfortable of human perſuaons—I ſee it plainly, that either for my own ns, brother Toby, or the ns and follies of the Shandy family, Heaven has thought ﬁt to draw forth the heavieﬅ of its artillery againﬅ me; and that the proſperity of my child is the point upon which the whole force of it is direed to play.—Such a thing would batter the whole univerſe about our ears, brother Shandy, ſaid my uncle Toby—if it was ſo—Unhappy Triﬅram: child of wrath! child of decrepitude! interruption! miﬅake! and diſcontent! What one misfortune or diſaﬅer in the book of embryotic evils, that could unmechanize thy frame, or entangle thy ﬁlaments! which has not fallen upon thy head, or ever thou cameﬅ into the world—what evils in thy paage into it!—what evils nce!—produced into being, in the decline of thy father’s days—when the powers of his imagination and of his body were waxing feeble—when radical heat and radical moiﬅure, the elements which ould have temper’d thine, were drying up; and nothing left to found thy ﬅamina in, but negations—’tis pitiful—brother Toby, at the beﬅ, and called out for all the little helps that care and attention on both des could give it. But how were we defeated! You know the event, brother Toby—’tis too melancholy a one to be repeated now—when the few animal ſpirits I was worth in the world, and with which memory, fancy, and quick parts ould have been convey’d—were all diſperſed, confuſed, confounded, ſcattered, and ſent to the devil.—


  Here then was the time to have put a ﬅop to this perſecution againﬅ him;—and tried an experiment at leaﬅ—whether calmneſs and ſerenity of mind in your ﬅer, with a due attention, brother Toby, to her evacuations and repletions—and the reﬅ of her non-naturals, might not, in a courſe of nine months geﬅation, have ſet all things to rights.—My child was bereft of theſe!—What a teazing life did e lead herſelf, and conſequently her fœtus too, with that nonſencal anxiety of hers about lying-in in town? I thought my ﬅer ſubmitted with the greateﬅ patience, replied my uncle Toby—I never heard her utter one fretful word about it.—She fumed inwardly, cried my father; and that, let me tell you, brother, was ten times worſe for the child—and then! what battles did e ﬁght with me, and what perpetual ﬅorms about the midwife.—There e gave vent, ſaid my uncle Toby.—Vent! cried my father, looking up.


  But what was all this, my dear Toby, to the injuries done us by my child’s coming head foremoﬅ into the world, when all I wied, in this general wreck of his frame, was to have ſaved this little caſket unbroke, unriﬂed.—


  With all my precautions, how was my ſyﬅem turned topde-turvy in the womb with my child! his head expoſed to the hand of violence, and a preure of 470 pounds avoirdupois weight aing ſo perpendicularly upon its apex—that at this hour ’tis ninety per Cent. inſurance, that the ﬁne net-work of the intelleual web be not rent and torn to a thouſand tatters.


  —Still we could have done.—Fool, coxcomb, puppy—give him but a Nose—Cripple, Dwarf, Driveller, Gooſecap—(ape him as you will) the door of fortune ﬅands open—O Licetus! Licetus! had I been bleﬅ with a fœtus ﬁve inches long and a half, like thee—Fate might have done her worﬅ.


  Still, brother Toby, there was one caﬅ of the dye left for our child after all—O Triﬅram! Triﬅram! Triﬅram!


  We will ſend for Mr. Yorick, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  —You may ſend for whom you will, replied my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. XX.


  WHAT a rate have I gone on at, curvetting and friſking it away, two up and two down for four volumes together, without looking once behind, or even on one de of me, to ſee whom I trod upon!—I’ll tread upon no one—quoth I to myſelf when I mounted—I’ll take a good rattling gallop; but I’ll not hurt the pooreﬅ jackaſs upon the road.—So oﬀ I ſet—up one lane—down another, through this turnpike—over that, as if the arch-jockey of jockeys had got behind me.


  Now ride at this rate with what good intention and reſolution you may—’tis a million to one you’ll do ſome one a miſchief, if not yourſelf—He’s ﬂung—he’s oﬀ—he’s loﬅ his hat—he’s down—he’ll break his neck—ſee!—if he has not galloped full among the ſcaﬀolding of the undertaking criticks!—he’ll knock his brains out againﬅ ſome of their poﬅs—he’s bounced out!—look—he’s now riding like a mad-cap full tilt through a whole crowd of painters, ﬁddlers, poets, biographers, phycians, lawyers, logicians, players, ſchoolmen, churchmen, ﬅateſmen, ſoldiers, caſuiﬅs, connoieurs, prelates, popes, and engineers.—Don’t fear, ſaid I—I’ll not hurt the pooreﬅ jack-aſs upon the king’s highway.—But your horſe throws dirt; ſee you’ve ſpla’d a biop.—I hope in God, ’twas only Ernulphus, ſaid I.—But you have ſquirted full in the faces of Meſs. Le Moyne, De Romigny, and De Marcilly, doors of the Sorbonne.—That was laﬅ year, replied I.—But you have trod this moment upon a king.—Kings have bad times on’t, ſaid I, to be trod upon by ſuch people as me.


  You have done it, replied my accuſer.


  I deny it, quoth I, and ſo have got oﬀ, and here am I ﬅanding with my bridle in one hand, and with my cap in the other, to tell my ﬅory.—And what is it? You all hear in the next chapter.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXI.


  AS Francis the ﬁrﬅ of France was one winterly night warming himſelf over the embers of a wood ﬁre, and talking with his ﬁrﬅ miniﬅer of ſundry things for the good of the ﬅate*—It would not be amiſs, ſaid the king, ﬅirring up the embers with his cane, if this good underﬅanding betwixt ourſelves and Switzerland was a little ﬅrengthened.—There is no end, Sire, replied the miniﬅer, in giving money to theſe people—they would ſwallow up the treaſury of France.—Poo! poo! anſwered the king—there are more ways, Mons. le Premier, of bribing ﬅates, bedes that of giving money—I’ll pay Switzerland the honour of ﬅanding godfather for my next child.—Your majeﬅy, ſaid the miniﬅer, in ſo doing, would have all the grammarians in Europe upon your back;—Switzerland, as a republick, being a female, can in no conﬅruion be godfather.—She may be godmother, replied Francis haﬅily—ſo announce my intentions by a courier to-morrow morning.


  I am aﬅonied, ſaid Francis the Firﬅ, (that day fortnight) ſpeaking to his miniﬅer as he entered the cloſet, that we have had no anſwer from Switzerland.—Sire, I wait upon you this moment, ſaid Mons. le Premier, to lay before you my diſpatches upon that buneſs.—They take it kindly, ſaid the king.—They do, Sire, replied the miniﬅer, and have the higheﬅ ſenſe of the honour your majeﬅy has done them—but the republick, as godmother, claims her right, in this caſe, of naming the child.


  In all reaſon, quoth the king—e will chriﬅen him Francis, or Henry, or Lewis, or ſome name that e knows will be agreeable to us. Your majeﬅy is deceived, replied the miniﬅer—I have this hour received a diſpatch from our redent, with the determination of the republick on that point alſo.—And what name has the republick ﬁxed upon for the Dauphin?—Shadrach, Meech, Abed-nego, replied the miniﬅer.—By Saint Peter’s girdle, I will have nothing to do with the Swiſs, cried Francis the Firﬅ, pulling up his breeches and walking haﬅily acroſs the ﬂoor.


  Your majeﬅy, replied the miniﬅer calmly, cannot bring yourſelf oﬀ.


  We’ll pay them in money—ſaid the king.


  Sire, there are not xty thouſand crowns in the treaſury, anſwered the miniﬅer.—I’ll pawn the beﬅ jewel in my crown, quoth Francis the Firﬅ.


  Your honour ﬅands pawn’d already in this matter, anſwered Moneur le Premier.


  Then, Mons. le Premier, ſaid the king, by —— we’ll go to war with ’em.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXII.


  ALBEIT, gentle reader, I have luﬅed earneﬅly, and endeavoured carefully (according to the meaſure of ſuch a ender ſkill as God has vouchſafed me, and as convenient leiſure from other occaons of needful proﬁt and healthful paﬅime have permitted) that theſe little books which I here put into thy hands, might ﬅand inﬅead of many bigger books—yet have I carried myſelf towards thee in ſuch fanciful guiſe of careleſs diſport, that right ſore am I aamed now to intreat thy lenity ſeriouy—in beſeeching thee to believe it of me, that in the ﬅory of my father and his chriﬅian-names—I have no thoughts of treading upon Francis the Firﬅ—nor in the aﬀair of the noſe—upon Francis the Ninth—nor in the charaer of my uncle Toby—of charaerizing the militiating ſpirits of my country—the wound upon his groin, is a wound to every compariſon of that kind—nor by Trim—that I meant the duke of Ormond—or that my book is wrote againﬅ predeﬅination, or free-will, or taxes—If ’tis wrote againﬅ any thing,—’tis wrote, an’ pleaſe your worips, againﬅ the ſpleen! in order, by a more frequent and a more convulve elevation and depreon of the diaphragm, and the ſuccuations of the intercoﬅal and abdominal muſcles in laughter, to drive the gall and other bitter juices from the gallbladder, liver, and ſweet-bread of his majeﬅy’s ſubjes, with all the inimicitious paons which belong to them, down into their duodenums.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIII.


  —BUT can the thing be undone, Yorick? ſaid my father—for in my opinion, continued he, it cannot. I am a vile canoniﬅ, replied Yorick—but of all evils, holding ſuſpenſe to be the moﬅ tormenting, we all at leaﬅ know the worﬅ of this matter. I hate theſe great dinners—ſaid my father—The ze of the dinner is not the point, anſwered Yorick—we want, Mr. Shandy, to dive into the bottom of this doubt, whether the name can be changed or not—and as the beards of ſo many commiaries, oﬃcials, advocates, proors, regiﬅers, and of the moﬅ eminent of our ſchool-divines, and others, are all to meet in the middle of one table, and Didius has ſo prengly invited you—who in your diﬅreſs would miſs ſuch an occaon? All that is requite, continued Yorick, is to apprize Didius, and let him manage a converſation after dinner ſo as to introduce the ſubje.—Then my brother Toby, cried my father, clapping his two hands together, all go with us.


  —Let my old tye-wig, quoth my uncle Toby, and my laced regimentals, be hung to the ﬁre all night, Trim.


  [[original pagination jumps from 146 to 156.]]


  ☜


  CHAP. XXV.


  —NO doubt, Sir,—there is a whole chapter wanting here—and a chaſm of ten pages made in the book by it—but the bookbinder is neither a fool, or a knave, or a puppy—nor is the book a jot more imperfe (at leaﬅ upon that ſcore)—but, on the contrary, the book is more perfe and complete by wanting the chapter, than having it, as I all demonﬅrate to your reverences in this manner.—I queﬅion ﬁrﬅ, by the bye, whether the ſame experiment might not be made as ſucceſsfully upon ſundry other chapters—but there is no end, an’ pleaſe your reverences, in trying experiments upon chapters—we have had enough of it—So there’s an end of that matter.


  But before I begin my demonﬅration, let me only tell you, that the chapter which I have torn out, and which otherwiſe you would all have been reading juﬅ now, inﬅead of this—was the deſcription of my father’s, my uncle Toby’s, Trim’s, and Obadiah’s ſetting out and journeying to the vitation at ****.


  We’ll go in the coach, ſaid my father—Prithee, have the arms been altered, Obadiah?—It would have made my ﬅory much better to have begun with telling you, that at the time my mother’s arms were added to the Shandy’s, when the coach was re-painted upon my father’s marriage, it had ſo fallen out, that the coach-painter, whether by performing all his works with the left-hand, like Turpilius the Roman, or Hans Holbein of Bal—or whether ’twas more from the blunder of his head than hand—or whether, laﬅly, it was from the niﬅer turn which every thing relating to our family was apt to take—it ſo fell out, however, to our reproach, that inﬅead of the bend-dexter, which nce Harry the Eighth’s reign was honeﬅly our due—a bend-niﬅer, by ſome of theſe fatalities, had been drawn quite acroſs the ﬁeld of the Shandy arms. ’Tis ſcarce credible that the mind of ſo wiſe a man as my father was, could be ſo much incommoded with ſo ſmall a matter. The word coach—let it be whoſe it would—or coach-man, or coach-horſe, or coach-hire, could never be named in the family, but he conﬅantly complained of carrying this vile mark of illegitimacy upon the door of his own; he never once was able to ﬅep into the coach, or out of it, without turning round to take a view of the arms, and making a vow at the ſame time, that it was the laﬅ time he would ever ſet his foot in it again, till the bend-niﬅer was taken out—but like the aﬀair of the hinge, it was one of the many things which the Deﬅinies had ſet down in their books ever to be grumbled at (and in wiſer families than ours)—but never to be mended.


  —Has the bend-niﬅer been bru’d out, I ſay? ſaid my father.—There has been nothing bru’d out, Sir, anſwered Obadiah, but the lining. We’ll go o’horſeback, ſaid my father, turning to Yorick.—Of all things in the world, except politicks, the clergy know the leaﬅ of heraldry, ſaid Yorick.—No matter for that, cried my father—I ould be ſorry to appear with a blot in my eſcutcheon before them.—Never mind the bend-niﬅer, ſaid my uncle Toby, putting on his tye-wig.—No, indeed, ſaid my father—you may go with my aunt Dinah to a vitation with a bend-niﬅer, if you think ﬁt—My poor uncle Toby blu’d. My father was vexed at himſelf.—No—my dear brother Toby, ſaid my father, changing his tone—but the damp of the coach-lining about my loins, may give me the ſciatica again, as it did December, January, and February laﬅ winter—ſo if you pleaſe you all ride my wife’s pad—and as you are to preach, Yorick, you had better make the beﬅ of your way before—and leave me to take care of my brother Toby, and to follow at our own rates.


  Now the chapter I was obliged to tear out, was the deſcription of this cavalcade, in which Corporal Trim and Obadiah, upon two coach-horſes a-breaﬅ, led the way as ow as a patrole—whilﬅ my uncle Toby, in his laced regimentals and tye-wig, kept his rank with my father, in deep roads and diertations alternately upon the advantage of learning and arms, as each could get the ﬅart.


  —But the painting of this journey, upon reviewing it, appears to be ſo much above the ﬅile and manner of anything elſe I have been able to paint in this book, that it could not have remained in it, without depreciating every other ſcene; and deﬅroying at the ſame time that neceary equipoiſe and balance, (whether of good or bad) betwixt chapter and chapter, from whence the juﬅ proportions and harmony of the whole work reſults. For my own part, I am but juﬅ ſet up in the buneſs, ſo know little about it—but, in my opinion, to write a book is for all the world like humming a ſong—but in tune with yourſelf, madam, ’tis no matter how high or how low you take it.


  —This is the reaſon, may it pleaſe your reverences, that ſome of the loweﬅ and ﬂatteﬅ compotions paſs oﬀ very well—(as Yorick told my uncle Toby one night) by ege.—My uncle Toby looked briſk at the ſound of the word ege, but could make neither head or tail of it.


  I’m to preach at court next Sunday, ſaid Homenas—run over my notes—ſo I humm’d over door Homenas’s notes—the modulation’s very well—’twill do, Homenas, if it holds on at this rate—ſo on I humm’d—and a tolerable tune I thought it was; and to this hour, may it pleaſe your reverences, had never found out how low, how ﬂat, how ſpiritleſs and jejune it was, but that all of a ſudden, up ﬅarted an air in the middle of it, ſo ﬁne, ſo rich, ſo heavenly,—it carried my ſoul up with it into the other world; now had I (as Montaigne complained in a parallel accident)—had I found the declivity eaſy, or the aſcent acceble—certes I had been outwitted.—Your notes, Homenas, I ould have ſaid, are good notes;—but it was ſo perpendicular a precipice—ſo wholly cut oﬀ from the reﬅ of the work, that by the ﬁrﬅ note I humm’d I found myſelf ﬂying into the other world, and from thence diſcovered the vale from whence I came, ſo deep, ſo low, and diſmal, that I all never have the heart to deſcend into it again.


  ☞ A dwarf who brings a ﬅandard along with him to meaſure his own ze—take my word, is a dwarf in more articles than one.—And ſo much for tearing out of chapters.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVI.


  —SEE if he is not cutting it into ips, and giving them about him to light their pipes!—’Tis abominable, anſwered Didius; it ould not go unnoticed, ſaid door Kyſarcius— ☞he was of the Kyſarcii of the Low Countries.


  Methinks, ſaid Didius, half ring from his chair, in order to remove a bottle and a tall decanter, which ﬅood in a dire line betwixt him and Yorick—you might have ſpared this ſarcaﬅic ﬅroke, and have hit upon a more proper place, Mr. Yorick—or at leaﬅ upon a more proper occaon to have ewn your contempt of what we have been about: If the ſermon is of no better worth than to light pipes with—’twas certainly, Sir, not good enough to be preached before ſo learned a body; and if ’twas good enough to be preached before ſo learned a body—’twas certainly, Sir, too good to light their pipes with afterwards.


  —I have got him faﬅ hung up, quoth Didius to himſelf, upon one of the two horns of my dilemma—let him get oﬀ as he can.


  I have undergone ſuch unſpeakable torments, in bringing forth this ſermon, quoth Yorick, upon this occaon—that I declare, Didius, I would ſuﬀer martyrdom—and if it was poble my horſe with me, a thouſand times over, before I would t down and make ſuch another: I was delivered of it at the wrong end of me—it came from my head inﬅead of my heart—and it is for the pain it gave me, both in the writing and preaching of it, that I revenge myſelf of it, in this manner—To preach, to ew the extent of our reading, or the ſubtleties of our wit—to parade in the eyes of the vulgar with the beggarly accounts of a little learning, tinſel’d over with a few words which glitter, but convey little light and leſs warmth—is a dioneﬅ uſe of the poor ngle half hour in a week which is put into our hands—’Tis not preaching the goſpel—but ourſelves—For my own part, continued Yorick, I had rather dire ﬁve words point-blank to the heart.—


  As Yorick pronounced the word point-blank, my uncle Toby roſe up to ſay ſomething upon projeiles—when a ngle word and no more uttered from the oppote de of the table drew every one’s ears towards it—a word of all others in the diionary the laﬅ in that place to be expeed—a word I am aamed to write—yet muﬅ be written—muﬅ be read—illegal—uncanonical—gueſs ten thouſand guees, multiplied into themſelves—rack—torture your invention for ever, you’re where you was—In ort, I’ll tell it in the next chapter.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVII.


  ZOUNDS! ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— ——— Z——ds! cried Phutatorius, partly to himſelf—and yet high enough to be heard—and what ſeemed odd, ’twas uttered in a conﬅruion of look, and in a tone of voice, ſomewhat between that of a man in amazement and one in bodily pain.


  One or two who had very nice ears, and could diﬅingui the expreon and mixture of the two tones as plainly as a third or a ﬁfth, or any other chord in muck—were the moﬅ puzzled and perplexed with it—the concord was good in itſelf—but then ’twas quite out of the key, and no way applicable to the ſubje ﬅarted;—ſo that with all their knowledge, they could not tell what in the world to make of it.


  Others who knew nothing of mucal expreon, and merely lent their ears to the plain import of the word, imagined that Phutatorius, who was ſomewhat of a cholerick ſpirit, was juﬅ going to ſnatch the cudgels out of Didius’s hands, in order to bemaul Yorick to ſome purpoſe—and that the deſperate monoſyllable Z—ds was the exordium to an oration, which, as they judged from the ſample, preſaged but a rough kind of handling of him; ſo that my uncle Toby’s good-nature felt a pang for what Yorick was about to undergo. But ſeeing Phutatorius ﬅop ort, without any attempt or dere to go on—a third party began to ſuppoſe, that it was no more than an involuntary reſpiration, caſually forming itſelf into the ape of a twelve-penny oath—without the n or ſubﬅance of one.


  Others, and eſpecially one or two who ſat next him, looked upon it on the contrary as a real and ſubﬅantial oath, propeny formed againﬅ Yorick, to whom he was known to bear no good liking—which ſaid oath, as my father philoſophized upon it, aually lay fretting and fuming at that very time in the upper regions of Phutatorius’s purtenance; and ſo was naturally, and according to the due courſe of things, ﬁrﬅ ſqueezed out by the ſudden inﬂux of blood which was driven into the right ventricle of Phutatorius’s heart, by the ﬅroke of ſurprize which ſo ﬅrange a theory of preaching had excited.


  How ﬁnely we argue upon miﬅaken fas!


  There was not a ſoul bued in all theſe various reaſonings upon the monoſyllable which Phutatorius uttered—who did not take this for granted, proceeding upon it as from an axiom, namely, that Phutatorius’s mind was intent upon the ſubje of debate which was aring between Didius and Yorick; and indeed as he looked ﬁrﬅ towards the one and then towards the other, with the air of a man liﬅening to what was going forwards—who would not have thought the ſame? But the truth was, that Phutatorius knew not one word or one ſyllable of what was pang—but his whole thoughts and attention were taken up with a tranſaion which was going forwards at that very inﬅant within the precins of his own Galligaſkins, and in a part of them, where of all others he ﬅood moﬅ intereﬅed to watch accidents: So that notwithﬅanding he looked with all the attention in the world, and had gradually ſkrewed up every nerve and muſcle in his face, to the utmoﬅ pitch the inﬅrument would bear, in order, as it was thought, to give a arp reply to Yorick, who ſat over-againﬅ him—yet, I ſay, was Yorick never once in any one domicile of Phutatorius’s brain—but the true cauſe of his exclamation lay at leaﬅ a yard below.


  This I will endeavour to explain to you with all imaginable decency.


  You muﬅ be informed then, that Gaﬅripheres, who had taken a turn into the kitchen a little before dinner, to ſee how things went on—obſerving a wicker-baſket of ﬁne cheſnuts ﬅanding upon the dreer, had ordered that a hundred or two of them might be roaﬅed and ſent in, as ſoon as dinner was over—Gaﬅripheres inforcing his orders about them, that Didius, but Phutatorius eſpecially, were particularly fond of ’em.


  About two minutes before the time that my uncle Toby interrupted Yorick’s harangue—Gaﬅripheres’s cheſnuts were brought in—and as Phutatorius’s fondneſs for ’em was uppermoﬅ in the waiter’s head, he laid them direly before Phutatorius, wrapt up hot in a clean damaſk napkin.


  Now whether it was phycally impoble, with half a dozen hands all thruﬅ into the napkin at a time—but that ſome one cheſnut, of more life and rotundity than the reﬅ, muﬅ be put in motion—it ſo fell out, however, that one was aually ſent rolling oﬀ the table; and as Phutatorius ſat ﬅraddling under—it fell perpendicularly into that particular aperture of Phutatorius’s breeches, for which, to the ame and indelicacy of our language be it ſpoke, there is no chaﬅe word throughout all Johnſon’s diionary—let it ſuﬃce to ſay—it was that particular aperture which, in all good ſocieties, the laws of decorum do ﬅrily require, like the temple of Janus (in peace at leaﬅ) to be univerſally ut up.


  The negle of this punilio in Phutatorius (which by the bye ould be a warning to all mankind) had opened a door to this accident.—


  Accident I call it, in compliance to a received mode of ſpeaking—but in no oppotion to the opinion either of Acrites or Mythogeras in this matter; I know they were both prepoeed and fully perſuaded of it—and are ſo to this hour, That there was nothing of accident in the whole event—but that the cheſnut’s taking that particular courſe and in a manner of its own accord—and then falling with all its heat direly into that one particular place, and no other—was a real judgment upon Phutatorius, for that ﬁlthy and obſcene treatiſe de Concubinis retinendis, which Phutatorius had publied about twenty years ago—and was that identical week going to give the world a ſecond edition of.


  It is not my buneſs to dip my pen in this controverſy—much undoubtedly may be wrote on both des of the queﬅion—all that concerns me as an hiﬅorian, is to repreſent the matter of fa, and render it credible to the reader, that the hiatus in Phutatorius’s breeches was ſuﬃciently wide to receive the cheſnut;—and that the cheſnut, ſomehow or other, did fall perpendicularly and piping hot into it, without Phutatorius’s perceiving it, or any one elſe at that time.


  The genial warmth which the cheſnut imparted, was not undeleable for the ﬁrﬅ twenty or ﬁve-and-twenty ſeconds—and did no more than gently ſolicit Phutatorius’s attention towards the part:—But the heat gradually increang, and in a few ſeconds more getting beyond the point of all ſober pleaſure, and then advancing with all ſpeed into the regions of pain, the ſoul of Phutatorius, together with all his ideas, his thoughts, his attention, his imagination, judgment, reſolution, deliberation, ratiocination, memory, fancy, with ten battalions of animal ſpirits, all tumultuouy crowded down, through diﬀerent deﬁles and circuits, to the place of danger, leaving all his upper regions, as you may imagine, as empty as my purſe.


  With the beﬅ intelligence which all theſe meengers could bring him back, Phutatorius was not able to dive into the ſecret of what was going forwards below, nor could he make any kind of conjeure, what the devil was the matter with it: However, as he knew not what the true cauſe might turn out, he deemed it moﬅ prudent, in the tuation he was in at preſent, to bear it, if poble, like a Stoick; which, with the help of ſome wry faces and compurons of the mouth, he had certainly accomplied, had his imagination continued neuter;—but the ſallies of the imagination are ungovernable in things of this kind—a thought inﬅantly darted into his mind, that tho’ the angui had the ſenſation of glowing heat—it might, notwithﬅanding that, be a bite as well as a burn; and if ſo, that pobly a Newt or an Aſker, or ſome ſuch deteﬅed reptile, had crept up, and was faﬅening his teeth—the horrid idea of which, with a fre glow of pain aring that inﬅant from the cheſnut, ſeized Phutatorius with a ſudden panick, and in the ﬁrﬅ terrifying diſorder of the paon, it threw him, as it has done the beﬅ generals upon earth, quite oﬀ his guard:—the eﬀe of which was this, that he leapt incontinently up, uttering as he roſe that interjeion of ſurpriſe ſo much deſcanted upon, with the apoopeﬅic break after it, marked thus, Z—ds—which, though not ﬅrily canonical, was ﬅill as little as any man could have ſaid upon the occaon;—and which, by the bye, whether canonical or not, Phutatorius could no more help than he could the cauſe of it.


  Though this has taken up ſome time in the narrative, it took up little more time in the tranſaion, than juﬅ to allow for Phutatorius to draw forth the cheſnut, and throw it down with violence upon the ﬂoor—and for Yorick to riſe from his chair, and pick the cheſnut up.


  It is curious to obſerve the triumph of ight incidents over the mind:—What incredible weight they have in forming and governing our opinions, both of men and things—that triﬂes, light as air, all waft a belief into the ſoul, and plant it ſo immoveably within it—that Euclid’s demonﬅrations, could they be brought to batter it in breach, ould not all have power to overthrow it.


  Yorick, I ſaid, picked up the cheſnut which Phutatorius’s wrath had ﬂung down—the aion was triﬂing—I am aamed to account for it—he did it, for no reaſon, but that he thought the cheſnut not a jot worſe for the adventure—and that he held a good cheſnut worth ﬅooping for.—But this incident, triﬂing as it was, wrought diﬀerently in Phutatorius’s head: He condered this a of Yorick’s in getting oﬀ his chair and picking up the cheſnut, as a plain acknowledgment in him, that the cheſnut was originally his—and in courſe, that it muﬅ have been the owner of the cheſnut, and no one elſe, who could have played him ſuch a prank with it: What greatly conﬁrmed him in this opinion, was this, that the table being parallelogramical and very narrow, it aﬀorded a fair opportunity for Yorick, who ſat direly over againﬅ Phutatorius, of ipping the cheſnut in—and conſequently that he did it. The look of ſomething more than ſuſpicion, which Phutatorius caﬅ full upon Yorick as theſe thoughts aroſe, too evidently ſpoke his opinion—and as Phutatorius was naturally ſuppoſed to know more of the matter than any perſon bedes, his opinion at once became the general one;—and for a reaſon very diﬀerent from any which have been yet given—in a little time it was put out of all manner of diſpute.


  When great or unexpeed events fall out upon the ﬅage of this ſublunary world—the mind of man, which is an inquitive kind of ſubﬅance, naturally takes a ﬂight behind the ſcenes to ſee what is the cauſe and ﬁrﬅ ſpring of them.—The ſearch was not long in this inﬅance.


  It was well known that Yorick had never a good opinion of the treatiſe which Phutatorius had wrote de Concubinis retinendis, as a thing which he feared had done hurt in the world—and ’twas ealy found out, that there was a myﬅical meaning in Yorick’s prank—and that his chucking the cheſnut hot into Phutatorius’s ***—*****, was a ſarcaﬅical ﬂing at his book—the dorines of which, they ſaid, had enﬂamed many an honeﬅ man in the ſame place.


  This conceit awaken’d Somnolentus—made Agelaﬅes ſmile—and if you can recolle the preciſe look and air of a man’s face intent in ﬁnding out a riddle—it threw Gaﬅripheres’s into that form—and in ort was thought by many to be a maﬅer-ﬅroke of arch-wit.


  This, as the reader has ſeen from one end to the other, was as groundleſs as the dreams of philoſophy: Yorick, no doubt, as Shakeſpeare ſaid of his anceﬅor—“was a man of jeﬅ,” but it was temper’d with ſomething which withheld him from that, and many other ungracious pranks, of which he as undeſervedly bore the blame;—but it was his misfortune all his life long to bear the imputation of ſaying and doing a thouſand things, of which (unleſs my eﬅeem blinds me) his nature was incapable. All I blame him for—or rather, all I blame and alternately like him for, was that ngularity of his temper, which would never ſuﬀer him to take pains to ſet a ﬅory right with the world, however in his power. In every ill uſage of that ſort, he aed preciſely as in the aﬀair of his lean horſe—he could have explained it to his honour, but his ſpirit was above it; and bedes, he ever looked upon the inventor, the propagator and believer of an illiberal report alike ſo injurious to him—he could not ﬅoop to tell his ﬅory to them—and ſo truﬅed to time and truth to do it for him.


  This heroic caﬅ produced him inconveniences in many reſpes—in the preſent it was followed by the ﬁxed reſentment of Phutatorius, who, as Yorick had juﬅ made an end of his cheſnut, roſe up from his chair a ſecond time, to let him know it—which indeed he did with a ſmile; ſaying only—that he would endeavour not to forget the obligation.


  But you muﬅ mark and carefully ſeparate and diﬅingui theſe two things in your mind.


  —The ſmile was for the company.


  —The threat was for Yorick.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVIII.


  —CAN you tell me, quoth Phutatorius, ſpeaking to Gaﬅripheres who ſat next to him—for one would not apply to a ſurgeon in ſo fooli an aﬀair—can you tell me, Gaﬅripheres, what is beﬅ to take out the ﬁre?—Aſk Eugenius, ſaid Gaﬅripheres.—That greatly depends, ſaid Eugenius, pretending ignorance of the adventure, upon the nature of the part—If it is a tender part, and a part which can conveniently be wrapt up—It is both the one and the other, replied Phutatorius, laying his hand as he ſpoke, with an emphatical nod of his head, upon the part in queﬅion, and lifting up his right leg at the ſame time to eaſe and ventilate it.—If that is the caſe, ſaid Eugenius, I would adviſe you, Phutatorius, not to tamper with it by any means; but if you will ſend to the next printer, and truﬅ your cure to ſuch a mple thing as a ſoft eet of paper juﬅ come oﬀ the preſs—you need do nothing more than twiﬅ it round.—The damp paper, quoth Yorick (who ſat next to his friend Eugenius) though I know it has a refreing coolneſs in it—yet I preſume is no more than the vehicle—and that the oil and lamp-black with which the paper is ſo ﬅrongly impregnated, does the buneſs.—Right, ſaid Eugenius, and is, of any outward application I would venture to recommend, the moﬅ anodyne and ſafe.


  Was it my caſe, ſaid Gaﬅripheres, as the main thing is the oil and lamp-black, I ould ſpread them thick upon a rag, and clap it on direly.—That would make a very devil of it, replied Yorick.—And bedes, added Eugenius, it would not anſwer the intention, which is the extreme neatneſs and elegance of the preſcription, which the Faculty hold to be half in half;—for conder, if the type is a very ſmall one (which it ould be) the ſanative particles, which come into conta in this form, have the advantage of being ſpread ſo inﬁnitely thin, and with ſuch a mathematical equality (fre paragraphs and large capitals excepted) as no art or management of the ſpatula can come up to.—It falls out very luckily, replied Phutatorius, that the ſecond edition of my treatiſe de Concubinis retinendis is at this inﬅant in the preſs.—You may take any leaf of it, ſaid Eugenius—no matter which.—Provided, quoth Yorick, there is no bawdry in it.—


  They are juﬅ now, replied Phutatorius, printing oﬀ the ninth chapter—which is the laﬅ chapter but one in the book.—Pray what is the title of that chapter? ſaid Yorick; making a reſpeful bow to Phutatorius as he ſpoke.—I think, anſwered Phutatorius, ’tis that de re concubinariâ.


  For Heaven’s ſake keep out of that chapter, quoth Yorick.


  —By all means—added Eugenius.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIX.


  —NOW, quoth Didius, ring up, and laying his right hand with his ﬁngers ſpread upon his breaﬅ—had ſuch a blunder about a chriﬅian-name happened before the Reformation—[It happened the day before yeﬅerday, quoth my uncle Toby to himſelf] and when baptiſm was adminiﬅer’d in Latin—[’Twas all in Engli, ſaid my uncle]—many things might have coincided with it, and upon the authority of ſundry decreed caſes, to have pronounced the baptiſm null, with a power of giving the child a new name—Had a prieﬅ, for inﬅance, which was no uncommon thing, through ignorance of the Latin tongue, baptized a child of Tom-o’Stiles, in nomine patriæ & ﬁlia & ſpiritum ſanos—the baptiſm was held null.—I beg your pardon, replied Kyſarcius—in that caſe, as the miﬅake was only the terminations, the baptiſm was valid—and to have rendered it null, the blunder of the prieﬅ ould have fallen upon the ﬁrﬅ ſyllable of each noun—and not, as in your caſe, upon the laﬅ.


  My father delighted in ſubtleties of this kind, and liﬅen’d with inﬁnite attention.


  Gaﬅripheres, for example, continued Kyſarcius, baptizes a child of John Stradling’s in Gomine gatris, &c. &c., inﬅead of in Nomine patris, &c.—Is this a baptiſm? No—ſay the ableﬅ canoniﬅs; in as much as the radix of each word is hereby torn up, and the ſenſe and meaning of them removed and changed quite to another obje; for Gomine does not gnify a name, nor gatris a father.—What do they gnify? ſaid my uncle Toby.—Nothing at all—quoth Yorick.—Ergo, ſuch a baptiſm is null, ſaid Kyſarcius.—


  In courſe, anſwered Yorick, in a tone two parts jeﬅ and one part earneﬅ.—


  But in the caſe cited, continued Kyſarcius, where patriæ is put for patris, ﬁlia for ﬁlii, and ſo on—as it is a fault only in the declenon, and the roots of the words continue untouch’d, the inﬂeions of their branches either this way or that, does not in any ſort hinder the baptiſm, inaſmuch as the ſame ſenſe continues in the words as before.—But then, ſaid Didius, the intention of the prieﬅ’s pronouncing them grammatically muﬅ have been proved to have gone along with it.—Right, anſwered Kyſarcius; and of this, brother Didius, we have an inﬅance in a decree of the decretals of Pope Leo the IIId.—But my brother’s child, cried my uncle Toby, has nothing to do with the Pope—’tis the plain child of a Proteﬅant gentleman, chriﬅen’d Triﬅram againﬅ the wills and wies both of his father and mother, and all who are a-kin to it.—


  If the wills and wies, ſaid Kyſarcius, interrupting my uncle Toby, of thoſe only who ﬅand related to Mr. Shandy’s child, were to have weight in this matter, Mrs. Shandy, of all people, has the leaﬅ to do in it.—My uncle Toby lay’d down his pipe, and my father drew his chair ﬅill cloſer to the table, to hear the concluon of ſo ﬅrange an introduion.


  —It has not only been a queﬅion, Captain Shandy, amongﬅ the* beﬅ lawyers and civilians in this land, continued Kyſarcius, “Whether the mother be of kin to her child,”—but, after much diſpaonate enquiry and jaitation of the arguments on all des—it has been abjudged for the negative—namely, “That the mother is not of kin to her child.”† My father inﬅantly clapp’d his hand upon my uncle Toby’s mouth, under colour of whiſpering in his ear;—the truth was, he was alarmed for Lillabullero—and having a great dere to hear more of ſo curious an argument—he begg’d my uncle Toby, for Heaven’s ſake, not to diſappoint him in it.—My uncle Toby gave a nod—reſumed his pipe, and contenting himſelf with whiﬅling Lillabullero inwardly—Kyſarcius, Didius, and Triptolemus went on with the diſcourſe as follows.


  This determination, continued Kyſarcius, how contrary ſoever it may ſeem to run to the ﬅream of vulgar ideas, yet had reaſon ﬅrongly on its de; and has been put out of all manner of diſpute from the famous caſe, known commonly by the name of the Duke of Suﬀolk’s caſe.—It is cited in Brook, ſaid Triptolemus—And taken notice of by Lord Coke, added Didius.—And you may ﬁnd it in Swinburn on Teﬅaments, ſaid Kyſarcius.


  The caſe, Mr. Shandy, was this.


  In the reign of Edward the Sixth, Charles duke of Suﬀolk having iue a ſon by one venter, and a daughter by another venter, made his laﬅ will, wherein he deviſed goods to his ſon, and died; after whoſe death the ſon died alſo—but without will, without wife, and without child—his mother and his ﬅer by the father’s de (for e was born of the former venter) then living. The mother took the adminiﬅration of her ſon’s goods, according to the ﬅatute of the 21ﬅ of Harry the Eighth, whereby it is enaed, That in caſe any perſon die inteﬅate the adminiﬅration of his goods all be committed to the next of kin.


  The adminiﬅration being thus (ſurreptitiouy) granted to the mother, the ﬅer by the father’s de commenced a ſuit before the Eccleaﬅical Judge, alledging, 1ﬅ, That e herſelf was next of kin; and 2dly, That the mother was not of kin at all to the party deceaſed; and therefore prayed the court, that the adminiﬅration granted to the mother might be revoked, and be committed unto her, as next of kin to the deceaſed, by force of the ſaid ﬅatute.


  Hereupon, as it was a great cauſe, and much depending upon its iue—and many cauſes of great property likely to be decided in times to come, by the precedent to be then made—the moﬅ learned, as well in the laws of this realm, as in the civil law, were conſulted together, whether the mother was of kin to her ſon, or no.—Whereunto not only the temporal lawyers—but the church lawyers—the juris-conſulti—the juris-prudentes—the civilians—the advocates—the commiaries—the judges of the conﬅory and prerogative courts of Canterbury and York, with the maﬅer of the faculties, were all unanimouy of opinion, That the mother was not of* kin to her child.—


  And what ſaid the ducheſs of Suﬀolk to it? ſaid my uncle Toby.


  The unexpeedneſs of my uncle Toby’s queﬅion, confounded Kyſarcius more than the ableﬅ advocate—He ﬅopp’d a full minute, looking in my uncle Toby’s face without replying—and in that ngle minute Triptolemus put by him, and took the lead as follows.


  ’Tis a ground and principle in the law, ſaid Triptolemus, that things do not aſcend, but deſcend in it; and I make no doubt ’tis for this cauſe, that however true it is, that the child may be of the blood and ſeed of its parents—that the parents, nevertheleſs, are not of the blood and ſeed of it; inaſmuch as the parents are not begot by the child, but the child by the parents—For ſo they write, Liberi ſunt de ſanguine patris & matris, ſed pater & mater non ſunt de ſanguine liberorum.


  —But this, Triptolemus, cried Didius, proves too much—for from this authority cited it would follow, not only what indeed is granted on all des, that the mother is not of kin to her child—but the father likewiſe.—It is held, ſaid Triptolemus, the better opinion; becauſe the father, the mother, and the child, though they be three perſons, yet are they but (una caro*) one ﬂe; and conſequently no degree of kindred—or any method of acquiring one in nature.—There you pu the argument again too far, cried Didius—for there is no prohibition in nature, though there is in the Levitical law—but that a man may beget a child upon his grandmother—in which caſe, ſuppong the iue a daughter, e would ﬅand in relation both of—But who ever thought, cried Kyſarcius, of lying with his grandmother?—The young gentleman, replied Yorick, whom Selden ſpeaks of—who not only thought of it, but juﬅiﬁed his intention to his father by the argument drawn from the law of retaliation.—“You lay’d, Sir, with my mother,” ſaid the lad—“why may not I lie with yours?”—’Tis the Argumentum commune, added Yorick.—’Tis as good, replied Eugenius, taking down his hat, as they deſerve.


  The company broke up.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXX.


  —AND pray, ſaid my uncle Toby, leaning upon Yorick, as he and my father were helping him leiſurely down the ﬅairs—don’t be terriﬁed, madam, this ﬅair-caſe converſation is not ſo long as the laﬅ—And pray, Yorick, ſaid my uncle Toby, which way is this ſaid aﬀair of Triﬅram at length ſettled by theſe learned men? Very ſatisfaorily, replied Yorick; no mortal, Sir, has any concern with it—for Mrs. Shandy the mother is nothing at all a-kin to him—and as the mother’s is the ſureﬅ de—Mr. Shandy, in courſe, is ﬅill leſs than nothing—In ort, he is not as much a-kin to him, Sir, as I am.—


  —That may well be, ſaid my father, aking his head.


  —Let the learned ſay what they will, there muﬅ certainly, quoth my uncle Toby, have been ſome ſort of conſanguinity betwixt the ducheſs of Suﬀolk and her ſon.


  The vulgar are of the ſame opinion, quoth Yorick, to this hour.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXI.


  THOUGH my father was hugely tickled with the ſubtleties of theſe learned diſcourſes—’twas ﬅill but like the anointing of a broken bone—The moment he got home, the weight of his aﬄiions returned upon him but ſo much the heavier, as is ever the caſe when the ﬅaﬀ we lean on ips from under us.—He became penve—walked frequently forth to the ﬁ-pond—let down one loop of his hat—gh’d often—forbore to ſnap—and, as the haﬅy ſparks of temper, which occaon ſnapping, ſo much aﬅ perſpiration and digeﬅion, as Hippocrates tells us—he had certainly fallen ill with the extinion of them, had not his thoughts been critically drawn oﬀ, and his health reſcued by a fre train of diſquietudes left him, with a legacy of a thouſand pounds, by my aunt Dinah.


  My father had ſcarce read the letter, when taking the thing by the right end, he inﬅantly began to plague and puzzle his head how to lay it out moﬅly to the honour of his family.—a hundred-and-ﬁfty odd projes took poeon of his brains by turns—he would do this, and that, and t’other—He would go to Rome—he would go to law—he would buy ﬅock—he would buy John Hobſon’s farm—he would new fore-front his houſe, and add a new wing to make it even—There was a ﬁne water-mill on this de, and he would build a wind-mill on the other de of the river in full view to anſwer it—But above all things in the world, he would incloſe the great Ox-moor, and ſend out my brother Bobby immediately upon his travels.


  But as the ſum was ﬁnite, and conſequently could not do everything—and in truth very few of theſe to any purpoſe—of all the projes which oﬀered themſelves upon this occaon, the two laﬅ ſeemed to make the deepeﬅ impreon; and he would infallibly have determined upon both at once, but for the ſmall inconvenience hinted at above, which abſolutely put him under a necety of deciding in favour either of the one or the other.


  This was not altogether ſo eaſy to be done; for though ’tis certain my father had long before ſet his heart upon this neceary part of my brother’s education, and like a prudent man had aually determined to carry it into execution, with the ﬁrﬅ money that returned from the ſecond creation of aions in the Mippi-ſcheme, in which he was an adventurer—yet the Ox-moor, which was a ﬁne, large, whinny, undrained, unimproved common, belonging to the Shandy-eﬅate, had almoﬅ as old a claim upon him: he had long and aﬀeionately ſet his heart upon turning it likewiſe to ſome account.


  But having never hitherto been preed with ſuch a conjunure of things, as made it neceary to ſettle either the priority or juﬅice of their claims—like a wiſe man he had refrained entering into any nice or critical examination about them: ſo that upon the diſmion of every other proje at this cris—the two old projes, the Ox-moor and my brother, divided him again; and ſo equal a match were they for each other, as to become the occaon of no ſmall conteﬅ in the old gentleman’s mind—which of the two ould be ſet o’going ﬁrﬅ.


  —People may laugh as they will—but the caſe was this.


  It had ever been the cuﬅom of the family, and by length of time was almoﬅ become a matter of common right, that the eldeﬅ ſon of it ould have free ingreſs, egreſs, and regreſs into foreign parts before marriage—not only for the ſake of bettering his own private parts, by the beneﬁt of exerciſe and change of ſo much air—but mply for the mere deleation of his fancy, by the feather put into his cap, of having been abroad—tantum valet, my father would ſay, quantum ſonat.


  Now as this was a reaſonable, and in courſe a moﬅ chriﬅian indulgence—to deprive him of it, without why or wherefore—and thereby make an example of him, as the ﬁrﬅ Shandy unwhirl’d about Europe in a poﬅ-chaiſe, and only becauſe he was a heavy lad—would be ung him ten times worſe than a Turk.


  On the other hand, the caſe of the Ox-moor was full as hard.


  Excluve of the original purchaſe-money, which was eight hundred pounds—it had coﬅ the family eight hundred pounds more in a law-ſuit about ﬁfteen years before—bedes the Lord knows what trouble and vexation.


  It had been moreover in poeon of the Shandy-family ever nce the middle of the laﬅ century; and though it lay full in view before the houſe, bounded on one extremity by the water-mill, and on the other by the projeed wind-mill, ſpoken of above—and for all theſe reaſons ſeemed to have the faireﬅ title of any part of the eﬅate to the care and proteion of the family—yet by an unaccountable fatality, common to men, as well as the ground they tread on—it had all along moﬅ amefully been overlook’d; and to ſpeak the truth of it, had ſuﬀered ſo much by it, that it would have made any man’s heart have bled (Obadiah ſaid) who underﬅood the value of the land, to have rode over it, and only ſeen the condition it was in.


  However, as neither the purchang this tra of ground—nor indeed the placing of it where it lay, were either of them, properly ſpeaking, of my father’s doing—he had never thought himſelf any way concerned in the aﬀair—till the ﬁfteen years before, when the breaking out of that curſed law-ſuit mentioned above (and which had aroſe about its boundaries)—which being altogether my father’s own a and deed, it naturally awakened every other argument in its favour, and upon ſumming them all up together, he ſaw, not merely in intereﬅ, but in honour, he was bound to do ſomething for it—and that now or never was the time.


  I think there muﬅ certainly have been a mixture of ill-luck in it, that the reaſons on both des ould happen to be ſo equally balanced by each other; for though my father weigh’d them in all humours and conditions—ſpent many an anxious hour in the moﬅ profound and abﬅraed meditation upon what was beﬅ to be done—reading books of farming one day—books of travels another—laying ade all paon whatever—viewing the arguments on both des in all their lights and circumﬅances—communing every day with my uncle Toby—arguing with Yorick, and talking over the whole aﬀair of the Ox-moor with Obadiah—yet nothing in all that time appeared ſo ﬅrongly in behalf of the one, which was not either ﬅrily applicable to the other, or at leaﬅ ſo far counterbalanced by ſome conderation of equal weight, as to keep the ſcales even.


  For to be ſure, with proper helps, and in the hands of ſome people, tho’ the Ox-moor would undoubtedly have made a diﬀerent appearance in the world from what it did, or ever could do in the condition it lay—yet every tittle of this was true, with regard to my brother Bobby—let Obadiah ſay what he would.—


  In point of intereﬅ—the conteﬅ, I own, at ﬁrﬅ ght, did not appear ſo undecive betwixt them; for whenever my father took pen and ink in hand, and ſet about calculating the mple expence of paring and burning, and fencing in the Ox-moor &c. &c.—with the certain proﬁt it would bring him in return—the latter turned out ſo prodigiouy in his way of working the account, that you would have ſworn the Ox-moor would have carried all before it. For it was plain he ould reap a hundred laﬅs of rape, at twenty pounds a laﬅ, the very ﬁrﬅ year—bedes an excellent crop of wheat the year following—and the year after that, to ſpeak within bounds, a hundred—but in all likelihood, a hundred and ﬁfty—if not two hundred quarters of peaſe and beans—bedes potatoes without end.—But then, to think he was all this while breeding up my brother, like a hog to eat them—knocked all on the head again, and generally left the old gentleman in ſuch a ﬅate of ſuſpence—that, as he often declared to my uncle Toby—he knew no more than his heels what to do.


  No body, but he who has felt it, can conceive what a plaguing thing it is to have a man’s mind torn aſunder by two projes of equal ﬅrength, both obﬅinately pulling in a contrary direion at the ſame time: for to ſay nothing of the havock, which by a certain conſequence is unavoidably made by it all over the ﬁner ſyﬅem of the nerves, which you know convey the animal ſpirits and more ſubtle juices from the heart to the head, and ſo on—it is not to be told in what a degree ſuch a wayward kind of friion works upon the more groſs and ſolid parts, waﬅing the fat and impairing the ﬅrength of a man every time as it goes backwards and forwards.


  My father had certainly ſunk under this evil, as certainly as he had done under that of my christian name—had he not been reſcued out of it, as he was out of that, by a fre evil—the misfortune of my brother Bobby’s death.


  What is the life of man! Is it not to ift from de to de?—from ſorrow to ſorrow?—to button up one cauſe of vexation—and unbutton another?


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXII.


  FROM this moment I am to be condered as heir-apparent to the Shandy family—and it is from this point properly, that the ﬅory of my Life and my Opinions ſets out. With all my hurry and precipitation, I have but been clearing the ground to raiſe the building—and ſuch a building do I foreſee it will turn out, as never was planned, and as never was executed nce Adam. In leſs than ﬁve minutes I all have thrown my pen into the ﬁre, and the little drop of thick ink which is left remaining at the bottom of my ink-horn, after it—I have but half a ſcore things to do in the time—I have a thing to name—a thing to lament—a thing to hope—a thing to promiſe, and a thing to threaten—I have a thing to ſuppoſe—a thing to declare—a thing to conceal—a thing to chooſe, and a thing to pray for—This chapter, therefore, I name the chapter of Things—and my next chapter to it, that is, the ﬁrﬅ chapter of my next volume, if I live, all be my chapter upon whiskers, in order to keep up ſome ſort of conneion in my works.


  The thing I lament is, that things have crowded in ſo thick upon me, that I have not been able to get into that part of my work, towards which I have all the way looked forwards, with ſo much earneﬅ dere; and that is the Campaigns, but eſpecially the amours of my uncle Toby, the events of which are of ſo ngular a nature, and ſo Cervantick a caﬅ, that if I can ſo manage it, as to convey but the ſame impreons to every other brain, which the occurrences themſelves excite in my own—I will anſwer for it the book all make its way in the world, much better than its maﬅer has done before it.—Oh Triﬅram! Triﬅram! can this but be once brought about—the credit, which will attend thee as an author, all counterbalance the many evils which have befallen thee as a man—thou wilt feaﬅ upon the one—when thou haﬅ loﬅ all ſenſe and remembrance of the other!—


  No wonder I itch ſo much as I do, to get at theſe amours—They are the choiceﬅ morſel of my whole ﬅory! and when I do get at ’em—aure yourſelves, good folks—(nor do I value whoſe ſqueami ﬅomach takes oﬀence at it) I all not be at all nice in the choice of my words!—and that’s the thing I have to declare.—I all never get all through in ﬁve minutes, that I fear—and the thing I hope is, that your worips and reverences are not oﬀended—if you are, depend upon’t I’ll give you ſomething, my good gentry, next year to be oﬀended at—that’s my dear Jenny’s way—but who my Jenny is—and which is the right and which the wrong end of a woman, is the thing to be concealed—it all be told you in the next chapter but one to my chapter of Button-holes—and not one chapter before.


  And now that you have juﬅ got to the end of theſe four volumes—the thing I have to aſk is, how you feel your heads? my own akes diſmally!—as for your healths, I know, they are much better.—True Shandeiſm, think what you will againﬅ it, opens the heart and lungs, and like all thoſe aﬀeions which partake of its nature, it forces the blood and other vital ﬂuids of the body to run freely through its channels, makes the wheel of life run long and chearfully round.


  Was I left, like Sancho Panca, to chooſe my kingdom, it ould not be maritime—or a kingdom of blacks to make a penny of;—no, it ould be a kingdom of hearty laughing ſubjes: And as the bilious and more ſaturnine paons, by creating diſorders in the blood and humours, have as bad an inﬂuence, I ſee, upon the body politick as body natural—and as nothing but a habit of virtue can fully govern thoſe paons, and ſubje them to reaſon—I ould add to my prayer—that God would give my ſubjes grace to be as wise as they were merry; and then ould I be the happieﬅ monarch, and they the happieﬅ people under heaven.


  And ſo, with this moral for the preſent, may it pleaſe your worips and your reverences, I take my leave of you till this time twelve-month, when, (unleſs this vile cough kills me in the meantime) I’ll have another pluck at your beards, and lay open a ﬅory to the world you little dream of.


  Finis.


  ☜
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  To the Right Honourable

  JOHN,

  Lord Viſcount Spencer.


  My Lord,


  IHumbly beg leave to oﬀer you theſe two Volumes; they are the beﬅ my talents, with ſuch bad health as I have, could produce:—had Providence granted me a larger ﬅock of either, they had been a much more proper preſent to your Lordip.


  I beg your Lordip will forgive me, if, at the ſame time I dedicate this work to you, I join Lady Spencer, in the liberty I take of inſcribing the ﬅory of Le Fever to her name; for which I have no other motive, which my heart has informed me of, but that the ﬅory is a humane one.


  
    I am,


    My Lord,


    Your Lordip’s


    Moﬅ devoted


    And moﬅ humble Servant,

  


  Laur. Sterne.


  ☜
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  CHAP. I.


  IF it had not been for thoſe two mettleſome tits, and that madcap of a poﬅillion who drove them from Stilton to Stamford, the thought had never entered my head. He ﬂew like lightning—there was a ope of three miles and a half—we ſcarce touched the ground—the motion was moﬅ rapid—moﬅ impetuous—’twas communicated to my brain—my heart partook of it—“By the great God of day,” ſaid I, looking towards the ſun, and thruﬅing my arm out of the fore-window of the chaiſe, as I made my vow, “I will lock up my ﬅudy-door the moment I get home, and throw the key of it ninety feet below the ſurface of the earth, into the draw-well at the back of my houſe.”


  The London waggon conﬁrmed me in my reſolution; it hung tottering upon the hill, ſcarce progreve, drag’d—drag’d up by eight heavy beaﬅs—“by main ﬅrength!—quoth I, nodding—but your betters draw the ſame way—and ſomething of everybody’s!—O rare!”


  Tell me, ye learned, all we for ever be adding ſo much to the bulk—ſo little to the ﬅock?


  Shall we for ever make new books, as apothecaries make new mixtures, by pouring only out of one veel into another?


  Are we for ever to be twiﬅing, and untwiﬅing the ſame rope? for ever in the ſame track—for ever at the ſame pace?


  Shall we be deﬅined to the days of eternity, on holy-days, as well as working-days, to be ewing the relicks of learning, as monks do the relicks of their ſaints—without working one—one ngle miracle with them?


  Who made Man, with powers which dart him from earth to heaven in a moment—that great, that moﬅ excellent, and moﬅ noble creature of the world—the miracle of nature, as Zoroaﬅer in his book περι φύσεως called him—the Shekinah of the divine preſence, as Chryſoﬅom—the image of God, as Moſes—the ray of divinity, as Plato—the marvel of marvels, as Ariﬅotle—to go ſneaking on at this pitiful—pimping—pettifogging rate?


  I ſcorn to be as abuve as Horace upon the occaon—but if there is no catachres in the wi, and no n in it, I wi from my ſoul, that every imitator in Great Britain, France, and Ireland, had the farcy for his pains; and that there was a good farcical houſe, large enough to hold—aye—and ſublimate them, ag rag and bob-tail, male and female, all together: and this leads me to the aﬀair of Whiſkers—but, by what chain of ideas—I leave as a legacy in mort-main to Prudes and Tartufs, to enjoy and make the moﬅ of.


  Upon Whiſkers.


  I’m ſorry I made it—’twas as inconderate a promiſe as ever entered a man’s head—a chapter upon whiſkers! alas! the world will not bear it—’tis a delicate world—but I knew not of what mettle it was made—nor had I ever ſeen the underwritten fragment; otherwiſe, as ſurely as noſes are noſes, and whiſkers are whiſkers ﬅill (let the world ſay what it will to the contrary); ſo ſurely would I have ﬅeered clear of this dangerous chapter.


  The Fragment


  * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *— You are half aeep, my good lady, ſaid the old gentleman, taking hold of the old lady’s hand, and giving it a gentle ſqueeze, as he pronounced the word Whiſkers—all we change the ſubje? By no means, replied the old lady—I like your account of thoſe matters; ſo throwing a thin gauze handkerchief over her head, and leaning it back upon the chair with her face turned towards him, and advancing her two feet as e reclined herſelf—I dere, continued e, you will go on.


  The old gentleman went on as follows:—Whiſkers! cried the queen of Navarre, dropping her knotting ball, as La Foeuſe uttered the word—Whiſkers, madam, ſaid La Foeuſe, pinning the ball to the queen’s apron, and making a courteſy as e repeated it.


  La Foeuſe’s voice was naturally ſoft and low, yet ’twas an articulate voice: and every letter of the word Whiſkers fell diﬅinly upon the queen of Navarre’s ear—Whiſkers! cried the queen, laying a greater ﬅreſs upon the word, and as if e had ﬅill diﬅruﬅed her ears—Whiſkers! replied La Foeuſe, repeating the word a third time—There is not a cavalier, madam, of his age in Navarre, continued the maid of honour, preng the page’s intereﬅ upon the queen, that has ſo gallant a pair—Of what? cried Margaret, ſmiling—Of whiſkers, ſaid La Foeuſe, with inﬁnite modeﬅy.


  The word Whiſkers ﬅill ﬅood its ground, and continued to be made uſe of in moﬅ of the beﬅ companies throughout the little kingdom of Navarre, notwithﬅanding the indiſcreet uſe which La Foeuſe had made of it: the truth was, La Foeuſe had pronounced the word, not only before the queen, but upon ſundry other occaons at court, with an accent which always implied ſomething of a myﬅery—And as the court of Margaret, as all the world knows, was at that time a mixture of gallantry and devotion—and whiſkers being as applicable to the one, as the other, the word naturally ﬅood its ground—it gain’d full as much as it loﬅ; that is, the clergy were for it—the laity were againﬅ it—and for the women,—they were divided.


  The excellency of the ﬁgure and mien of the young Sieur De Croix, was at that time beginning to draw the attention of the maids of honour towards the terrace before the palace gate, where the guard was mounted. The lady De Bauere fell deeply in love with him,—La Battarelle did the ſame—it was the ﬁneﬅ weather for it, that ever was remembered in Navarre—La Guyol, La Maronette, La Sabatiere, fell in love with the Sieur De Croix alſo—La Rebours and La Foeuſe knew better—De Croix had failed in an attempt to recommend himſelf to La Rebours; and La Rebours and La Foeuſe were inſeparable.


  The queen of Navarre was tting with her ladies in the painted bow-window, facing the gate of the ſecond court, as De Croix paed through it—He is handſome, ſaid the Lady Bauere.—He has a good mien, ſaid La Battarelle—He is ﬁnely aped, ſaid La Guyol—I never ſaw an oﬃcer of the horſe-guards in my life, ſaid La Maronette, with two ſuch legs—Or who ﬅood ſo well upon them, ſaid La Sabatiere—But he has no whiſkers, cried La Foeuſe—Not a pile, ſaid La Rebours.


  The queen went direly to her oratory, mung all the way, as e walked through the gallery, upon the ſubje; turning it this way and that way in her fancy—Ave Maria †—what can La Foeuſe mean? ſaid e, kneeling down upon the cuion.


  La Guyol, La Battarelle, La Maronette, La Sabatiere, retired inﬅantly to their chambers—Whiſkers! ſaid all four of them to themſelves, as they bolted their doors on the inde.


  The Lady Carnavallette was counting her beads with both hands, unſuſpeed, under her farthingal—from St. Antony down to St. Urſula incluve, not a ſaint paed through her ﬁngers without whiſkers; St. Francis, St. Dominick, St. Bennet, St. Bal, St. Bridget, had all whiſkers.


  The Lady Bauere had got into a wilderneſs of conceits, with moralizing too intricately upon La Foeuſe’s text—She mounted her palfrey, her page followed her—the hoﬅ paed by—the Lady Bauere rode on.


  One denier, cried the order of mercy—one ngle denier, in behalf of a thouſand patient captives, whoſe eyes look towards heaven and you for their redemption.


  —The Lady Bauere rode on.


  Pity the unhappy, ſaid a devout, venerable, hoary-headed man, meekly holding up a box, begirt with iron, in his withered hands—I beg for the unfortunate—good my Lady, ’tis for a priſon—for an hoſpital—’tis for an old man—a poor man undone by ipwreck, by ſuretyip, by ﬁre—I call God and all his angels to witneſs—’tis to clothe the naked—to feed the hungry—’tis to comfort the ck and the broken-hearted.


  The Lady Bauere rode on.


  A decayed kinſman bowed himſelf to the ground.


  —The Lady Bauere rode on.


  He ran begging bare-headed on one de of her palfrey, conjuring her by the former bonds of friendip, alliance, conſanguinity, &c.—Coun, aunt, ﬅer, mother,—for virtue’s ſake, for your own, for mine, for Chriﬅ’s ſake, remember me—pity me.


  —The Lady Bauere rode on.


  Take hold of my whiſkers, ſaid the Lady Bauere—The page took hold of her palfrey. She diſmounted at the end of the terrace.


  There are ſome trains of certain ideas which leave prints of themſelves about our eyes and eye-brows; and there is a conſciouſneſs of it, ſomewhere about the heart, which ſerves but to make theſe etchings the ﬅronger—we ſee, ſpell, and put them together without a diionary.


  Ha, ha! he, hee! cried La Guyol and La Sabatiere, looking cloſe at each other’s prints—Ho, ho! cried La Battarelle and Maronette, doing the ſame:—Whiﬅ! cried one—ﬅ, ﬅ,—ſaid a ſecond—hu, quoth a third—poo, poo, replied a fourth—gramercy! cried the Lady Carnavallette;—’twas e who bewhiſker’d St. Bridget.


  La Foeuſe drew her bodkin from the knot of her hair, and having traced the outline of a ſmall whiſker, with the blunt end of it, upon one de of her upper lip, put it into La Rebours’ hand—La Rebours ook her head.


  The Lady Bauere coughed thrice into the inde of her muﬀ—La Guyol ſmiled—Fy, ſaid the Lady Bauere. The queen of Navarre touched her eye with the tip of her fore-ﬁnger—as much as to ſay, I underﬅand you all.


  ’Twas plain to the whole court the word was ruined: La Foeuſe had given it a wound, and it was not the better for pang through all theſe deﬁles—It made a faint ﬅand, however, for a few months, by the expiration of which, the Sieur De Croix, ﬁnding it high time to leave Navarre for want of whiſkers—the word in courſe became indecent, and (after a few eﬀorts) abſolutely unﬁt for uſe.


  The beﬅ word, in the beﬅ language of the beﬅ world, muﬅ have ſuﬀered under ſuch combinations.—The curate of d’Eﬅella wrote a book againﬅ them, ſetting forth the dangers of acceory ideas, and warning the Navarois againﬅ them.


  Does not all the world know, ſaid the curate d’Eﬅella at the concluon of his work, that Noſes ran the ſame fate ſome centuries ago in moﬅ parts of Europe, which Whiſkers have now done in the kingdom of Navarre?—The evil indeed ſpread no farther then—but have not beds and bolﬅers, and nightcaps and chamber-pots ﬅood upon the brink of deﬅruion ever nce? Are not trouſe, and placket-holes, and pump-handles—and ſpigots and faucets, in danger ﬅill from the ſame aociation?—Chaﬅity, by nature, the gentleﬅ of all aﬀeions—give it but its head—’tis like a ramping and a roaring lion.


  The drift of the curate d’Eﬅella’s argument was not underﬅood.—They ran the ſcent the wrong way.—The world bridled his aſs at the tail.—And when the extremes of delicacy, and the beginnings of concupiscence, hold their next provincial chapter together, they may decree that bawdy alſo.


  ☜


  CHAP. II.


  WHEN my father received the letter which brought him the melancholy account of my brother Bobby’s death, he was buſy calculating the expence of his riding poﬅ from Calais to Paris, and ſo on to Lyons.


  ’Twas a moﬅ inauſpicious journey; my father having had every foot of it to travel over again, and his calculation to begin afre, when he had almoﬅ got to the end of it, by Obadiah’s opening the door to acquaint him the family was out of yeaﬅ—and to aſk whether he might not take the great coach-horſe early in the morning and ride in ſearch of ſome.—With all my heart, Obadiah, ſaid my father (purſuing his journey)—take the coach-horſe, and welcome.—But he wants a oe, poor creature! ſaid Obadiah.—Poor creature! ſaid my uncle Toby, vibrating the note back again, like a ﬅring in uniſon. Then ride the Scotch horſe, quoth my father haﬅily.—He cannot bear a ſaddle upon his back, quoth Obadiah, for the whole world.—The devil’s in that horſe; then take Patriot, cried my father, and ut the door.—Patriot is ſold, ſaid Obadiah. Here’s for you! cried my father, making a pauſe, and looking in my uncle Toby’s face, as if the thing had not been a matter of fa.—Your worip ordered me to ſell him laﬅ April, ſaid Obadiah.—Then go on foot for your pains, cried my father—I had much rather walk than ride, ſaid Obadiah, utting the door.


  What plagues, cried my father, going on with his calculation.—But the waters are out, ſaid Obadiah,—opening the door again.


  Till that moment, my father, who had a map of Sanſon’s, and a book of the poﬅ-roads before him, had kept his hand upon the head of his compaes, with one foot of them ﬁxed upon Nevers, the laﬅ ﬅage he had paid for—purpong to go on from that point with his journey and calculation, as ſoon as Obadiah quitted the room: but this ſecond attack of Obadiah’s, in opening the door and laying the whole country under water, was too much.—He let go his compaes—or rather with a mixed motion between accident and anger, he threw them upon the table; and then there was nothing for him to do, but to return back to Calais (like many others) as wiſe as he had ſet out.


  When the letter was brought into the parlour, which contained the news of my brother’s death, my father had got forwards again upon his journey to within a ﬅride of the compaes of the very ſame ﬅage of Nevers.—By your leave, Mons. Sanſon, cried my father, ﬅriking the point of his compaes through Nevers into the table—and nodding to my uncle Toby to ſee what was in the letter—twice of one night, is too much for an Engli gentleman and his ſon, Mons. Sanſon, to be turned back from ſo louſy a town as Nevers—What think’ﬅ thou, Toby? added my father in a ſprightly tone.—Unleſs it be a garriſon town, ſaid my uncle Toby—for then—I all be a fool, ſaid my father, ſmiling to himſelf, as long as I live.—So giving a ſecond nod—and keeping his compaes ﬅill upon Nevers with one hand, and holding his book of the poﬅ-roads in the other—half calculating and half liﬅening, he leaned forwards upon the table with both elbows, as my uncle Toby hummed over the letter.


   — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — he’s gone! ſaid my uncle Toby.—Where—Who? cried my father.—My nephew, ſaid my uncle Toby.—What—without leave—without money—without governor? cried my father in amazement. No:—he is dead, my dear brother, quoth my uncle Toby.—Without being ill? cried my father again.—I dare ſay not, ſaid my uncle Toby, in a low voice, and fetching a deep gh from the bottom of his heart, he has been ill enough, poor lad! I’ll anſwer for him—for he is dead.


  When Agrippina was told of her ſon’s death, Tacitus informs us, that, not being able to moderate the violence of her paons, e abruptly broke oﬀ her work.—My father ﬅuck his compaes into Nevers, but ſo much the faﬅer.—What contrarieties! his, indeed, was matter of calculation!—Agrippina’s muﬅ have been quite a diﬀerent aﬀair; who elſe could pretend to reaſon from hiﬅory?


  How my father went on, in my opinion, deſerves a chapter to itſelf.—


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  —— —— And a chapter it all have, and a devil of a one too—ſo look to yourſelves.


  ’Tis either Plato, or Plutarch, or Seneca, or Xenophon, or Epietus, or Theophraﬅus, or Lucian—or ſome one perhaps of later date—either Cardan, or Budæus, or Petrarch, or Stella—or pobly it may be ſome divine or father of the church, St. Auﬅin, or St. Cyprian, or Barnard, who aﬃrms that it is an irreﬅible and natural paon to weep for the loſs of our friends or children—and Seneca (I’m potive) tells us ſomewhere, that ſuch griefs evacuate themſelves beﬅ by that particular channel—And accordingly we ﬁnd, that David wept for his ſon Abſalom—Adrian for his Antinous—Niobe for her children, and that Apollodorus and Crito both ed tears for Socrates before his death.


  My father managed his aﬄiion otherwiſe; and indeed diﬀerently from moﬅ men either ancient or modern; for he neither wept it away, as the Hebrews and the Romans—or ept it oﬀ, as the Laplanders—or hanged it, as the Engli, or drowned it, as the Germans—nor did he curſe it, or damn it, or excommunicate it, or rhyme it, or lillabullero it.—


  —He got rid of it, however.


  Will your worips give me leave to ſqueeze in a ﬅory between theſe two pages?


  When Tully was bereft of his dear daughter Tullia, at ﬁrﬅ he laid it to his heart,—he liﬅened to the voice of nature, and modulated his own unto it.—O my Tullia! my daughter! my child!—ﬅill, ﬅill, ﬅill,—’twas O my Tullia!—my Tullia! Methinks I ſee my Tullia, I hear my Tullia, I talk with my Tullia.—But as ſoon as he began to look into the ﬅores of philoſophy, and conder how many excellent things might be ſaid upon the occaon—nobody upon earth can conceive, ſays the great orator, how happy, how joyful it made me.


  My father was as proud of his eloquence as Marcus Tullius Cicero could be for his life, and, for aught I am convinced of to the contrary at preſent, with as much reaſon: it was indeed his ﬅrength—and his weakneſs too.—His ﬅrength—for he was by nature eloquent; and his weakneſs—for he was hourly a dupe to it; and, provided an occaon in life would but permit him to ew his talents, or ſay either a wiſe thing, a witty, or a rewd one—(bating the caſe of a ſyﬅematic misfortune)—he had all he wanted.—a bleng which tied up my father’s tongue, and a misfortune which let it looſe with a good grace, were pretty equal: ſometimes, indeed, the misfortune was the better of the two; for inﬅance, where the pleaſure of the harangue was as ten, and the pain of the misfortune but as ﬁve—my father gained half in half, and conſequently was as well again oﬀ, as if it had never befallen him.


  This clue will unravel what otherwiſe would ſeem very inconﬅent in my father’s domeﬅic charaer; and it is this, that, in the provocations aring from the negles and blunders of ſervants, or other miaps unavoidable in a family, his anger or rather the duration of it, eternally ran counter to all conjeure.


  My father had a favourite little mare, which he had congned over to a moﬅ beautiful Arabian horſe, in order to have a pad out of her for his own riding: he was ſanguine in all his projes; ſo talked about his pad every day with as abſolute a ſecurity, as if it had been reared, broke,—and bridled and ſaddled at his door ready for mounting. By ſome negle or other in Obadiah, it ſo fell out, that my father’s expeations were anſwered with nothing better than a mule, and as ugly a beaﬅ of the kind as ever was produced.


  My mother and my uncle Toby expeed my father would be the death of Obadiah—and that there never would be an end of the diſaﬅer.—See here! you raſcal, cried my father, pointing to the mule, what you have done!—It was not me, ſaid Obadiah.—How do I know that? replied my father.


  Triumph ſwam in my father’s eyes, at the repartee—the Attic ſalt brought water into them—and ſo Obadiah heard no more about it.


  Now let us go back to my brother’s death.


  Philoſophy has a ﬁne ſaying for everything.—For Death it has an entire ſet; the miſery was, they all at once rued into my father’s head, that ’twas diﬃcult to ﬅring them together, ſo as to make anything of a conﬅent ow out of them.—He took them as they came.


  “’Tis an inevitable chance—the ﬁrﬅ ﬅatute in Magnâ Chartâ—it is an everlaﬅing a of parliament, my dear brother,—All muﬅ die.


  “If my ſon could not have died, it had been matter of wonder,—not that he is dead.


  “Monarchs and princes dance in the ſame ring with us.


  “—To die, is the great debt and tribute due unto nature: tombs and monuments, which ould perpetuate our memories, pay it themſelves; and the proudeﬅ pyramid of them all, which wealth and ſcience have ereed, has loﬅ its apex, and ﬅands obtruncated in the traveller’s horizon.” (My father found he got great eaſe, and went on)—“Kingdoms and provinces, and towns and cities, have they not their periods? and when thoſe principles and powers, which at ﬁrﬅ cemented and put them together, have performed their ſeveral evolutions, they fall back.”—Brother Shandy, ſaid my uncle Toby, laying down his pipe at the word evolutions—Revolutions, I meant, quoth my father,—by heaven! I meant revolutions, brother Toby—evolutions is nonſenſe.—’Tis not nonſenſe,—ſaid my uncle Toby.—But is it not nonſenſe to break the thread of ſuch a diſcourſe upon ſuch an occaon? cried my father—do not—dear Toby, continued he, taking him by the hand, do not—do not, I beſeech thee, interrupt me at this cris.—My uncle Toby put his pipe into his mouth.


  “Where is Troy and Mycenæ, and Thebes and Delos, and Perſepolis and Agrigentum?”—continued my father, taking up his book of poﬅ-cards, which he had laid down.—“What is become, brother Toby, of Nineveh and Babylon, of Cizicum and Mitylenæ? The faireﬅ towns that ever the ſun roſe upon, are now no more; the names only are left, and thoſe (for many of them are wrong ſpelt) are falling themſelves by piece-meals to decay, and in length of time will be forgotten, and involved with everything in a perpetual night: the world itſelf, brother Toby, muﬅ—muﬅ come to an end.


  “Returning out of Aa, when I ſailed from Ægina towards Megara,” (when can this have been? thought my uncle Toby) “I began to view the country round about. Ægina was behind me, Megara was before, Pyræus on the right hand, Corinth on the left.—What ﬂouriing towns now proﬅrate upon the earth! Alas! alas! ſaid I to myſelf, that man ould diﬅurb his ſoul for the loſs of a child, when ſo much as this lies awfully buried in his preſence—Remember, ſaid I to myſelf again—remember thou art a man.”—


  Now my uncle Toby knew not that this laﬅ paragraph was an extra of Servius Sulpicius’s conſolatory letter to Tully.—He had as little ſkill, honeﬅ man, in the fragments, as he had in the whole pieces of antiquity.—And as my father, whilﬅ he was concerned in the Turkey trade, had been three or four diﬀerent times in the Levant, in one of which he had ﬅaid a whole year and an half at Zant, my uncle Toby naturally concluded, that, in ſome one of theſe periods, he had taken a trip acroſs the Archipelago into Aa; and that all this ſailing aﬀair with Ægina behind, and Megara before, and Pyræus on the right hand, &c. &c., was nothing more than the true courſe of my father’s voyage and reﬂeions.—’Twas certainly in his manner, and many an undertaking critic would have built two ﬅories higher upon worſe foundations.—And pray, brother, quoth my uncle Toby, laying the end of his pipe upon my father’s hand in a kindly way of interruption—but waiting till he ﬁnied the account—what year of our Lord was this?—’Twas no year of our Lord, replied my father.—That’s impoble, cried my uncle Toby.—Simpleton! ſaid my father,—’twas forty years before Chriﬅ was born.


  My uncle Toby had but two things for it; either to ſuppoſe his brother to be the wandering Jew, or that his misfortunes had diſordered his brain.—“May the Lord God of heaven and earth prote him and reﬅore him,” ſaid my uncle Toby, praying lently for my father, and with tears in his eyes.


  —My father placed the tears to a proper account, and went on with his harangue with great ſpirit.


  “There is not ſuch great odds, brother Toby, betwixt good and evil, as the world imagines”—(this way of ſetting oﬀ, by the bye, was not likely to cure my uncle Toby’s ſuſpicions.)—“Labour, ſorrow, grief, ckneſs, want, and woe, are the ſauces of life.”—Much good may it do them—ſaid my uncle Toby to himſelf.—


  “My ſon is dead!—ſo much the better;—’tis a ame in ſuch a tempeﬅ to have but one anchor.”


  “But he is gone for ever from us!—be it ſo. He is got from under the hands of his barber before he was bald—he is but riſen from a feaﬅ before he was ſurfeited—from a banquet before he had got drunken.”


  “The Thracians wept when a child was born”—(and we were very near it, quoth my uncle Toby)—“and feaﬅed and made merry when a man went out of the world; and with reaſon.—Death opens the gate of fame, and uts the gate of envy after it,—it unlooſes the chain of the captive, and puts the bondſman’s taſk into another man’s hands.”


  “Shew me the man, who knows what life is, who dreads it, and I’ll ew thee a priſoner who dreads his liberty.”


  Is it not better, my dear brother Toby, (for mark—our appetites are but diſeaſes)—is it not better not to hunger at all, than to eat?—not to thirﬅ, than to take phyc to cure it?


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


  There is no terrour, brother Toby, in its looks, but what it borrows from groans and convulons—and the blowing of noſes and the wiping away of tears with the bottoms of curtains, in a dying man’s room.—Strip it of theſe, what is it?—’Tis better in battle than in bed, ſaid my uncle Toby.—Take away its herſes, its mutes, and its mourning,—its plumes, ſcutcheons, and other mechanic aids—What is it?—Better in battle! continued my father, ſmiling, for he had abſolutely forgot my brother Bobby—’tis terrible no way—for conder, brother Toby,—when we are—death is not;—and when death is—we are not. My uncle Toby laid down his pipe to conder the propotion; my father’s eloquence was too rapid to ﬅay for any man—away it went,—and hurried my uncle Toby’s ideas along with it.—


  For this reaſon, continued my father, ’tis worthy to recolle how little alteration, in great men, the approaches of death have made.—Veſpaan died in a jeﬅ upon his cloſe-ﬅool—Galba with a ſentence—Septimus Severus in a diſpatch—Tiberius in dimulation, and Cæſar Auguﬅus in a compliment.—I hope ’twas a ncere one—quoth my uncle Toby.


  —’Twas to his wife,—ſaid my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  —And laﬅly—for all the choice anecdotes which hiﬅory can produce of this matter, continued my father,—this, like the gilded dome which covers in the fabric—crowns all.—


  ’Tis of Cornelius Gattus, the prætor—which, I dare ſay, brother Toby, you have read,—I dare ſay I have not, replied my uncle.—He died, ſaid my father, as * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * —And if it was with his wife, ſaid my uncle Toby—there could be no hurt in it—That’s more than I know—replied my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  MY mother was going very gingerly in the dark along the paage which led to the parlour, as my uncle Toby pronounced the word wife.—’Tis a rill penetrating ſound of itſelf, and Obadiah had helped it by leaving the door a little a-jar, ſo that my mother heard enough of it to imagine herſelf the ſubje of the converſation; ſo laying the edge of her ﬁnger acroſs her two lips—holding in her breath, and bending her head a little downwards, with a twiﬅ of her neck—(not towards the door, but from it, by which means her ear was brought to the chink)—e liﬅened with all her powers:—the liﬅening ave, with the Goddeſs of Silence at his back, could not have given a ﬁner thought for an intaglio.


  In this attitude I am determined to let her ﬅand for ﬁve minutes: till I bring up the aﬀairs of the kitchen (as Rapin does thoſe of the church) to the ſame period.


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  THOUGH in one ſenſe, our family was certainly a mple machine, as it conﬅed of a few wheels; yet there was thus much to be ſaid for it, that theſe wheels were ſet in motion by ſo many diﬀerent ſprings, and aed one upon the other from ſuch a variety of ﬅrange principles and impulſes—that though it was a mple machine, it had all the honour and advantages of a complex one,—and a number of as odd movements within it, as ever were beheld in the inde of a Dutch lk-mill.


  Amongﬅ theſe there was one, I am going to ſpeak of, in which, perhaps, it was not altogether ſo ngular, as in many others; and it was this, that whatever motion, debate, harangue, dialogue, proje, or diertation, was going forwards in the parlour, there was generally another at the ſame time, and upon the ſame ſubje, running parallel along with it in the kitchen.


  Now to bring this about, whenever an extraordinary meage, or letter, was delivered in the parlour—or a diſcourſe ſuſpended till a ſervant went out—or the lines of diſcontent were obſerved to hang upon the brows of my father or mother—or, in ort, when anything was ſuppoſed to be upon the tapis worth knowing or liﬅening to, ’twas the rule to leave the door, not abſolutely ut, but ſomewhat a-jar—as it ﬅands juﬅ now,—which, under covert of the bad hinge (and that pobly might be one of the many reaſons why it was never mended), it was not diﬃcult to manage; by which means, in all theſe caſes, a paage was generally left, not indeed as wide as the Dardanelles, but wide enough, for all that, to carry on as much of this wind-ward trade, as was ſuﬃcient to ſave my father the trouble of governing his houſe;—my mother at this moment ﬅands proﬁting by it.—Obadiah did the ſame thing, as ſoon as he had left the letter upon the table which brought the news of my brother’s death, ſo that before my father had well got over his ſurpriſe, and entered upon this harangue,—had Trim got upon his legs, to ſpeak his ſentiments upon the ſubje.


  A curious obſerver of nature, had he been worth the inventory of all Job’s ﬅock—though by the by, your curious obſervers are ſeldom worth a groat—would have given the half of it, to have heard Corporal Trim and my father, two orators ſo contraﬅed by nature and education, haranguing over the ſame bier.


  My father—a man of deep reading—prompt memory—with Cato, and Seneca, and Epietus, at his ﬁngers ends.—


  The corporal—with nothing—to remember—of no deeper reading than his muﬅer-roll—or greater names at his ﬁngers end, than the contents of it.


  The one proceeding from period to period, by metaphor and alluon, and ﬅriking the fancy as he went along (as men of wit and fancy do) with the entertainment and pleaſantry of his piures and images.


  The other, without wit or antithes, or point, or turn, this way or that; but leaving the images on one de, and the piure on the other, going ﬅraight forwards as nature could lead him, to the heart. O Trim! would to heaven thou had’ﬅ a better hiﬅorian!—would thy hiﬅorian had a better pair of breeches!—O ye critics! will nothing melt you?


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  —My young maﬅer in London is dead! ſaid Obadiah.—


  —A green ſattin night-gown of my mother’s which had been twice ſcoured, was the ﬁrﬅ idea which Obadiah’s exclamation brought into Suſannah’s head.—Well might Locke write a chapter upon the imperfeion of words.—Then, quoth Suſannah, we muﬅ all go into mourning.—But note a ſecond time: the word mourning, notwithﬅanding Suſannah made uſe of it herſelf—failed alſo of doing its oﬃce; it excited not one ngle idea, tinged either with grey or black,—all was green.—The green ſattin night-gown hung there ﬅill.


  —O! ’twill be the death of my poor miﬅreſs, cried Suſannah.—My mother’s whole wardrobe followed.—What a proceon! her red damaſk,—her orange tawney,—her white and yellow luteﬅrings,—her brown taﬀata,—her bone-laced caps, her bed-gowns, and comfortable under-petticoats.—Not a rag was left behind.—“No,—e will never look up again,” ſaid Suſannah.


  We had a fat, fooli ſcullion—my father, I think, kept her for her mplicity;—e had been all autumn ﬅruggling with a dropſy.—He is dead, ſaid Obadiah,—he is certainly dead!—So am not I, ſaid the fooli ſcullion.


  —Here is ſad news, Trim, cried Suſannah, wiping her eyes as Trim ﬅepp’d into the kitchen,—maﬅer Bobby is dead and buried—the funeral was an interpolation of Suſannah’s—we all have all to go into mourning, ſaid Suſannah.


  I hope not, ſaid Trim.—You hope not! cried Suſannah earneﬅly.—The mourning ran not in Trim’s head, whatever it did in Suſannah’s.—I hope—ſaid Trim, explaining himſelf, I hope in God the news is not true.—I heard the letter read with my own ears, anſwered Obadiah; and we all have a terrible piece of work of it in ﬅubbing the Ox-moor.—Oh! he’s dead, ſaid Suſannah.—As ſure, ſaid the ſcullion, as I’m alive.


  I lament for him from my heart and my ſoul, ſaid Trim, fetching a gh.—Poor creature!—poor boy!—poor gentleman.


  —He was alive laﬅ Whitſontide! ſaid the coachman.—Whitſontide! alas! cried Trim, extending his right arm, and falling inﬅantly into the ſame attitude in which he read the ſermon,—what is Whitſontide, Jonathan (for that was the coachman’s name), or Shrovetide, or any tide or time paﬅ, to this? Are we not here now, continued the corporal (ﬅriking the end of his ﬅick perpendicularly upon the ﬂoor, ſo as to give an idea of health and ﬅability)—and are we not—(dropping his hat upon the ground) gone! in a moment!—’Twas inﬁnitely ﬅriking! Suſannah burﬅ into a ﬂood of tears.—We are not ﬅocks and ﬅones.—Jonathan, Obadiah, the cook-maid, all melted.—The fooli fat ſcullion herſelf, who was ſcouring a ﬁ-kettle upon her knees, was rous’d with it.—The whole kitchen crowded about the corporal.


  Now, as I perceive plainly, that the preſervation of our conﬅitution in church and ﬅate,—and pobly the preſervation of the whole world—or what is the ſame thing, the diﬅribution and balance of its property and power, may in time to come depend greatly upon the right underﬅanding of this ﬅroke of the corporal’s eloquence—I do demand your attention—your worips and reverences, for any ten pages together, take them where you will in any other part of the work, all eep for it at your eaſe.


  I ſaid, “we were not ﬅocks and ﬅones”—’tis very well. I ould have added, nor are we angels, I wi we were,—but men clothed with bodies, and governed by our imaginations;—and what a junketing piece of work of it there is, betwixt theſe and our ſeven ſenſes, eſpecially ſome of them, for my own part, I own it, I am aamed to confeſs. Let it ſuﬃce to aﬃrm, that of all the ſenſes, the eye (for I abſolutely deny the touch, though moﬅ of your Barbati, I know, are for it) has the quickeﬅ commerce with the ſoul,—gives a ſmarter ﬅroke, and leaves ſomething more inexpreble upon the fancy, than words can either convey—or ſometimes, get rid of.


  —I’ve gone a little about—no matter, ’tis for health—let us only carry it back in our mind to the mortality of Trim’s hat.—“Are we not here now,—and gone in a moment?”—There was nothing in the ſentence—’twas one of your ſelf-evident truths we have the advantage of hearing every day; and if Trim had not truﬅed more to his hat than his head—he had made nothing at all of it.


  —“Are we not here now;” continued the corporal, “and are we not”—(dropping his hat plump upon the ground—and paung, before he pronounced the word)—“gone! in a moment?” The deſcent of the hat was as if a heavy lump of clay had been kneeded into the crown of it.—Nothing could have expreed the ſentiment of mortality, of which it was the type and fore-runner, like it,—his hand ſeemed to vani from under it,—it fell dead,—the corporal’s eye ﬁxed upon it, as upon a corpſe,—and Suſannah burﬅ into a ﬂood of tears.


  Now—Ten thouſand, and ten thouſand times ten thouſand (for matter and motion are inﬁnite) are the ways by which a hat may be dropped upon the ground, without any eﬀe.—Had he ﬂung it, or thrown it, or caﬅ it, or ſkimmed it, or ſquirted it, or let it ip or fall in any poble direion under heaven,—or in the beﬅ direion that could be given to it,—had he dropped it like a gooſe—like a puppy—like an aſs—or in doing it, or even after he had done, had he looked like a fool—like a ninny—like a nincompoop—it had fail’d, and the eﬀe upon the heart had been loﬅ.


  Ye who govern this mighty world and its mighty concerns with the engines of eloquence,—who heat it, and cool it, and melt it, and mollify it,—and then harden it again to your purpoſe—


  Ye who wind and turn the paons with this great windlaſs, and, having done it, lead the owners of them, whither ye think meet—


  Ye, laﬅly, who drive—and why not, Ye alſo who are driven, like turkeys to market with a ﬅick and a red clout—meditate—meditate, I beſeech you, upon Trim’s hat.


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  STAY—I have a ſmall account to ſettle with the reader before Trim can go on with his harangue.—It all be done in two minutes.


  Amongﬅ many other book-debts, all of which I all diſcharge in due time,—I own myſelf a debtor to the world for two items,—a chapter upon chamber-maids and button-holes, which, in the former part of my work, I promiſed and fully intended to pay oﬀ this year: but ſome of your worips and reverences telling me, that the two ſubjes, eſpecially ſo conneed together, might endanger the morals of the world,—I pray the chapter upon chamber-maids and button-holes may be forgiven me,—and that they will accept of the laﬅ chapter in lieu of it; which is nothing, an’t pleaſe your reverences, but a chapter of chamber-maids, green gowns, and old hats.


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


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  —To us, Jonathan, who know not what want or care is—who live here in the ſervice of two of the beﬅ of maﬅers—(bating in my own caſe his majeﬅy King William the Third, whom I had the honour to ſerve both in Ireland and Flanders)—I own it, that from Whitſontide to within three weeks of Chriﬅmas,—’tis not long—’tis like nothing;—but to thoſe, Jonathan, who know what death is, and what havock and deﬅruion he can make, before a man can well wheel about—’tis like a whole age.—O Jonathan! ’twould make a good-natured man’s heart bleed, to conder, continued the corporal (ﬅanding perpendicularly), how low many a brave and upright fellow has been laid nce that time!—And truﬅ me, Suſy, added the corporal, turning to Suſannah, whoſe eyes were ſwimming in water,—before that time comes round again,—many a bright eye will be dim.—Suſannah placed it to the right de of the page—e wept—but e court’ed too.—Are we not, continued Trim, looking ﬅill at Suſannah—are we not like a ﬂower of the ﬁeld—a tear of pride ﬅole in betwixt every two tears of humiliation—elſe no tongue could have deſcribed Suſannah’s aﬄiion—is not all ﬂe graſs?—’Tis clay,—’tis dirt.—They all looked direly at the ſcullion,—the ſcullion had juﬅ been ſcouring a ﬁ-kettle.—It was not fair.—


  —What is the ﬁneﬅ face that ever man looked at!—I could hear Trim talk ſo for ever, cried Suſannah,—what is it! (Suſannah laid her hand upon Trim’s oulder)—but corruption?—Suſannah took it oﬀ.


  Now I love you for this—and ’tis this delicious mixture within you which makes you dear creatures what you are—and he who hates you for it—all I can ſay of the matter is—That he has either a pumpkin for his head—or a pippin for his heart,—and whenever he is dieed ’twill be found ſo.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  WHETHER Suſannah, by taking her hand too ſuddenly from oﬀ the corporal’s oulder (by the whiſking about of her paons)—broke a little the chain of his reﬂexions—


  Or whether the corporal began to be ſuſpicious, he had got into the door’s quarters, and was talking more like the chaplain than himſelf—


  Or whether -  -  -  -  -  -  - Or whether—for in all ſuch caſes a man of invention and parts may with pleaſure ﬁll a couple of pages with ſuppotions—which of all theſe was the cauſe, let the curious phyologiﬅ, or the curious anybody determine—’tis certain, at leaﬅ, the corporal went on thus with his harangue.


  For my own part, I declare it, that out of doors, I value not death at all:—not this .. added the corporal, ſnapping his ﬁngers,—but with an air which no one but the corporal could have given to the ſentiment.—In battle, I value death not this ... and let him not take me cowardly, like poor Joe Gibbins, in ſcouring his gun—What is he? a pull of a trigger—a pu of a bayonet an inch this way or that—makes the diﬀerence.—Look along the line—to the right—ſee! Jack’s down! well,—’tis worth a regiment of horſe to him.—No—’tis Dick. Then Jack’s no worſe.—Never mind which,—we paſs on,—in hot purſuit the wound itſelf which brings him is not felt,—the beﬅ way is to ﬅand up to him,—the man who ﬂies, is in ten times more danger than the man who marches up into his jaws.—I’ve look’d him, added the corporal, an hundred times in the face,—and know what he is.—He’s nothing, Obadiah, at all in the ﬁeld.—But he’s very frightful in a houſe, quoth Obadiah.—I never mind it myſelf, ſaid Jonathan, upon a coach-box.—It muﬅ, in my opinion, be moﬅ natural in bed, replied Suſannah.—And could I eſcape him by creeping into the worﬅ calf’s ſkin that ever was made into a knapſack, I would do it there—ſaid Trim—but that is nature.


  —Nature is nature, ſaid Jonathan.—And that is the reaſon, cried Suſannah, I ſo much pity my miﬅreſs.—She will never get the better of it.—Now I pity the captain the moﬅ of any one in the family, anſwered Trim.—Madam will get eaſe of heart in weeping,—and the Squire in talking about it,—but my poor maﬅer will keep it all in lence to himſelf,—I all hear him gh in his bed for a whole month together, as he did for lieutenant Le Fever.—An’ pleaſe your honour, do not gh ſo piteouy, I would ſay to him as I laid bedes him. I cannot help it, Trim, my maﬅer would ſay,—’tis ſo melancholy an accident—I cannot get it oﬀ my heart.—Your honour fears not death yourſelf.—I hope, Trim, I fear nothing, he would ſay, but the doing a wrong thing.—Well, he would add, whatever betides, I will take care of Le Fever’s boy.—And with that, like a quieting draught, his honour would fall aeep.


  I like to hear Trim’s ﬅories about the captain, ſaid Suſannah.—He is a kindly-hearted gentleman, ſaid Obadiah, as ever lived.—Aye, and as brave a one too, ſaid the corporal, as ever ﬅept before a platoon.—There never was a better oﬃcer in the king’s army,—or a better man in God’s world; for he would march up to the mouth of a cannon, though he ſaw the lighted match at the very touch-hole,—and yet, for all that, he has a heart as ſoft as a child for other people.—He would not hurt a chicken.—I would ſooner, quoth Jonathan, drive ſuch a gentleman for ſeven pounds a year—than ſome for eight.—Thank thee, Jonathan! for thy twenty illings,—as much, Jonathan, ſaid the corporal, aking him by the hand, as if thou hadﬅ put the money into my own pocket.—I would ſerve him to the day of my death out of love. He is a friend and a brother to me,—and could I be ſure my poor brother Tom was dead,—continued the corporal, taking out his handkerchief,—was I worth ten thouſand pounds, I would leave every illing of it to the captain.—Trim could not refrain from tears at this teﬅamentary proof he gave of his aﬀeion to his maﬅer.—The whole kitchen was aﬀeed.—Do tell us the ﬅory of the poor lieutenant, ſaid Suſannah.—With all my heart, anſwered the corporal.


  Suſannah, the cook, Jonathan, Obadiah, and corporal Trim, formed a circle about the ﬁre; and as ſoon as the ſcullion had ut the kitchen door,—the corporal begun.


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  IAm a Turk if I had not as much forgot my mother, as if Nature had plaiﬅered me up, and ſet me down naked upon the banks of the river Nile, without one.—Your moﬅ obedient ſervant, Madam—I’ve coﬅ you a great deal of trouble,—I wi it may anſwer;—but you have left a crack in my back,—and here’s a great piece fallen oﬀ here before,—and what muﬅ I do with this foot?—I all never reach England with it.


  For my own part, I never wonder at any thing;—and ſo often has my judgment deceived me in my life, that I always ſuſpe it, right or wrong,—at leaﬅ I am ſeldom hot upon cold ſubjes. For all this, I reverence truth as much as any body; and when it has ipped us, if a man will but take me by the hand, and go quietly and ſearch for it, as for a thing we have both loﬅ, and can neither of us do well without,—I’ll go to the world’s end with him:—But I hate diſputes,—and therefore (bating religious points, or ſuch as touch ſociety) I would almoﬅ ſubſcribe to any thing which does not choak me in the ﬁrﬅ paage, rather than be drawn into one.—But I cannot bear ſuﬀocation,—and bad ſmells worﬅ of all.—For which reaſons, I reſolved from the beginning, That if ever the army of martyrs was to be augmented,—or a new one raiſed,—I would have no hand in it, one way or t’other.


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  —BUT to return to my mother.


  My uncle Toby’s opinion, Madam, “that there could be no harm in Cornelius Gallus, the Roman prætor’s lying with his wife;”—or rather the laﬅ word of that opinion,—(for it was all my mother heard of it) caught hold of her by the weak part of the whole ſex:—You all not miﬅake me,—I mean her curioty,—e inﬅantly concluded herſelf the ſubje of the converſation, and with that prepoeon upon her fancy, you will readily conceive every word my father ſaid, was accommodated either to herſelf, or her family concerns.


  —Pray, Madam, in what ﬅreet does the lady live, who would not have done the ſame?


  From the ﬅrange mode of Cornelius’s death, my father had made a trantion to that of Socrates, and was giving my uncle Toby an abﬅra of his pleading before his judges;—’twas irreﬅible:—not the oration of Socrates,—but my father’s temptation to it.—He had wrote the Life of Socrates* himſelf the year before he left oﬀ trade, which, I fear, was the means of haﬅening him out of it;—ſo that no one was able to ſet out with ſo full a ſail, and in ſo ſwelling a tide of heroic loftineſs upon the occaon, as my father was. Not a period in Socrates’s oration, which cloſed with a orter word than tranſmigration, or annihilation,—or a worſe thought in the middle of it than to be—or not to be,—the entering upon a new and untried ﬅate of things,—or, upon a long, a profound and peaceful eep, without dreams, without diﬅurbance?—That we and our children were born to die,—but neither of us born to be aves.—No—there I miﬅake; that was part of Eleazer’s oration, as recorded by Joſephus (de Bell. Judaic.)—Eleazer owns he had it from the philoſophers of India; in all likelihood Alexander the Great, in his irruption into India, after he had over-run Pera, amongﬅ the many things he ﬅole,—ﬅole that ſentiment alſo; by which means it was carried, if not all the way by himſelf (for we all know he died at Babylon), at leaﬅ by ſome of his maroders, into Greece,—from Greece it got to Rome,—from Rome to France,—and from France to England:—So things come round.—


  By land carriage, I can conceive no other way.—


  By water the ſentiment might ealy have come down the Ganges into the Sinus Gangeticus, or Bay of Bengal, and ſo into the Indian Sea; and following the courſe of trade (the way from India by the Cape of Good Hope being then unknown), might be carried with other drugs and ſpices up the Red Sea to Joddah, the port of Mekka, or elſe to Tor or Sues, towns at the bottom of the gulf; and from thence by karrawans to Coptos, but three days’ journey diﬅant, ſo down the Nile direly to Alexandria, where the sentiment would be landed at the very foot of the great ﬅair-caſe of the Alexandrian library,—and from that ﬅore-houſe it would be fetched.—Bleſs me! what a trade was driven by the learned in thoſe days!


  ☜


  CHAP. XIII.


  —NOW my father had a way, a little like that of Job’s (in caſe there ever was ſuch a man—if not, there’s an end of the matter.—


  Though, by the bye, becauſe your learned men ﬁnd ſome diﬃculty in ﬁxing the preciſe æra in which ſo great a man lived;—whether, for inﬅance, before or after the patriarchs, &c.—to vote, therefore, that he never lived at all, is a little cruel,—’tis not doing as they would be done by,—happen that as it may)—My father, I ſay, had a way, when things went extremely wrong with him, eſpecially upon the ﬁrﬅ ſally of his impatience,—of wondering why he was begot,—wiing himſelf dead;—ſometimes worſe:—And when the provocation ran high, and grief touched his lips with more than ordinary powers—Sir, you ſcarce could have diﬅinguied him from Socrates himſelf.—Every word would breathe the ſentiments of a ſoul diſdaining life, and careleſs about all its iues; for which reaſon, though my mother was a woman of no deep reading, yet the abﬅra of Socrates’s oration, which my father was giving my uncle Toby, was not altogether new to her.—She liﬅened to it with compoſed intelligence, and would have done ſo to the end of the chapter, had not my father plunged (which he had no occaon to have done) into that part of the pleading where the great philoſopher reckons up his conneions, his alliances, and children; but renounces a ſecurity to be ſo won by working upon the paons of his judges.—“I have friends—I have relations,—I have three deſolate children,”—ſays Socrates.—


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


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


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  ——They are Socrates’s children, ſaid my uncle Toby. He has been dead a hundred years ago, replied my mother.


  My uncle Toby was no chronologer—ſo not caring to advance one ﬅep but upon ſafe ground, he laid down his pipe deliberately upon the table, and ring up, and taking my mother moﬅ kindly by the hand, without ſaying another word, either good or bad, to her, he led her out after my father, that he might ﬁni the ecclairciement himſelf.


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  HAD this volume been a farce, which, unleſs every one’s life and opinions are to be looked upon as a farce as well as mine, I ſee no reaſon to ſuppoſe—the laﬅ chapter, Sir, had ﬁnied the ﬁrﬅ a of it, and then this chapter muﬅ have ſet oﬀ thus.


  Ptr..r..r..ing—twing—twang—prut—trut—’tis a curſed bad ﬁddle.—Do you know whether my ﬁddle’s in tune or no?—trut..prut..—They ould be ﬁfths.—’Tis wickedly ﬅrung—tr...a.e.i.o.u.-twang.—The bridge is a mile too high, and the ſound poﬅ abſolutely down,—elſe—trut..prut—hark! ’tis not ſo bad a tone.—Diddle diddle, diddle diddle, diddle diddle, dum. There is nothing in playing before good judges,—but there’s a man there—no—not him with the bundle under his arm—the grave man in black.—’Sdeath! not the gentleman with the ſword on.—Sir, I had rather play a Caprichio to Calliope herſelf, than draw my bow acroſs my ﬁddle before that very man; and yet I’ll ﬅake my Cremona to a Jew’s trump, which is the greateﬅ mucal odds that ever were laid, that I will this moment ﬅop three hundred and ﬁfty leagues out of tune upon my ﬁddle, without puniing one ngle nerve that belongs to him—Twaddle diddle, tweddle diddle,—twiddle diddle,—twoddle diddle,—twuddle diddle,—prut trut—kri—kra—kru.—I’ve undone you, Sir,—but you ſee he’s no worſe,—and was Apollo to take his ﬁddle after me, he can make him no better.


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


  —Your worips and your reverences love muc—and God has made you all with good ears—and ſome of you play delightfully yourſelves—trut-prut,—prut-trut.


  O! there is—whom I could t and hear whole days,—whoſe talents lie in making what he ﬁddles to be felt,—who inſpires me with his joys and hopes, and puts the moﬅ hidden ſprings of my heart into motion.—If you would borrow ﬁve guineas of me, Sir,—which is generally ten guineas more than I have to ſpare—or you Mers. Apothecary and Taylor, want your bills paying,—that’s your time.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  THE ﬁrﬅ thing which entered my father’s head, after aﬀairs were a little ſettled in the family, and Suſannah had got poeon of my mother’s green ſattin night-gown,—was to t down coolly, after the example of Xenophon, and write a Tristra-pædia, or ſyﬅem of education for me; colleing ﬁrﬅ for that purpoſe his own ſcattered thoughts, counſels, and notions; and binding them together, ſo as to form an institute for the government of my childhood and adoleſcence. I was my father’s laﬅ ﬅake—he had loﬅ my brother Bobby entirely,—he had loﬅ, by his own computation, full three-fourths of me—that is, he had been unfortunate in his three ﬁrﬅ great caﬅs for me—my geniture, noſe, and name,—there was but this one left; and accordingly my father gave himſelf up to it with as much devotion as ever my uncle Toby had done to his dorine of projeils.—The diﬀerence between them was, that my uncle Toby drew his whole knowledge of projeils from Nicholas Tartaglia—My father ſpun his, every thread of it, out of his own brain,—or reeled and croſs-twiﬅed what all other ſpinners and ſpinﬅers had ſpun before him, that ’twas pretty near the ſame torture to him.


  In about three years, or ſomething more, my father had got advanced almoﬅ into the middle of his work.—Like all other writers, he met with diſappointments.—He imagined he ould be able to bring whatever he had to ſay, into ſo ſmall a compaſs, that when it was ﬁnied and bound, it might be rolled up in my mother’s huve.—Matter grows under our hands.—Let no man ſay,—“Come—I’ll write a duodecimo.”


  My father gave himſelf up to it, however, with the moﬅ painful diligence, proceeding ﬅep by ﬅep in every line, with the ſame kind of caution and circumſpeion (though I cannot ſay upon quite ſo religious a principle) as was uſed by John de la Cae, the lord archbiop of Benevento, in compang his Galatea; in which his Grace of Benevento ſpent near forty years of his life; and when the thing came out, it was not of above half the ze or the thickneſs of a Rider’s Almanack.—How the holy man managed the aﬀair, unleſs he ſpent the greateﬅ part of his time in combing his whiſkers, or playing at primero with his chaplain,—would poſe any mortal not let into the true ſecret;—and therefore ’tis worth explaining to the world, was it only for the encouragement of thoſe few in it, who write not ſo much to be fed—as to be famous.


  I own had John de la Cae, the archbiop of Benevento, for whoſe memory (notwithﬅanding his Galatea) I retain the higheﬅ veneration,—had he been, Sir, a ender clerk—of dull wit—ow parts—coﬅive head, and ſo forth,—he and his Galatea might have jogged on together to the age of Methuſelah for me,—the phænomenon had not been worth a parenthes.—


  But the reverſe of this was the truth: John de la Cae was a genius of ﬁne parts and fertile fancy; and yet with all theſe advantages of nature, which ould have pricked him forwards with his Galatea, he lay under an impuiance at the ſame time of advancing above a line and a half in the compaſs of a whole ſummer’s day: this diſability in his Grace aroſe from an opinion he was aﬄied with,—which opinion was this,—viz. that whenever a Chriﬅian was writing a book (not for his private amuſement, but) where his intent and purpoſe was, bonâ ﬁde, to print and publi it to the world, his ﬁrﬅ thoughts were always the temptations of the evil one.—This was the ﬅate of ordinary writers: but when a perſonage of venerable charaer and high ﬅation, either in church or ﬅate, once turned author,—he maintained, that from the very moment he took pen in hand—all the devils in hell broke out of their holes to cajole him.—’Twas Term-time with them,—every thought, ﬁrﬅ and laﬅ, was captious;—how ſpecious and good ſoever,—’twas all one;—in whatever form or colour it preſented itſelf to the imagination,—’twas ﬅill a ﬅroke of one or other of ’em levell’d at him, and was to be fenced oﬀ.—So that the life of a writer, whatever he might fancy to the contrary, was not ſo much a ﬅate of compotion, as a ﬅate of warfare; and his probation in it, preciſely that of any other man militant upon earth,—both depending alike, not half ſo much upon the degrees of his wit—as his resistance.


  My father was hugely pleaſed with this theory of John de la Cae, archbiop of Benevento; and (had it not cramped him a little in his creed) I believe would have given ten of the beﬅ acres in the Shandy eﬅate, to have been the broacher of it.—How far my father aually believed in the devil, will be ſeen, when I come to ſpeak of my father’s religious notions, in the progreſs of this work: ’tis enough to ſay here, as he could not have the honour of it, in the literal ſenſe of the dorine—he took up with the allegory of it; and would often ſay, eſpecially when his pen was a little retrograde, there was as much good meaning, truth, and knowledge, couched under the veil of John de la Cae’s parabolical repreſentation,—as was to be found in any one poetic ﬁion or myﬅic record of antiquity.—Prejudice of education, he would ſay, is the devil,—and the multitudes of them which we ſuck in with our mother’s milk—are the devil and all.—We are haunted with them, brother Toby, in all our lucubrations and reſearches; and was a man fool enough to ſubmit tamely to what they obtruded upon him,—what would his book be? Nothing,—he would add, throwing his pen away with a vengeance,—nothing but a farrago of the clack of nurſes, and of the nonſenſe of the old women (of both ſexes) throughout the kingdom.


  This is the beﬅ account I am determined to give of the ow progreſs my father made in his Triﬅra-pædia; at which (as I ſaid) he was three years, and ſomething more, indefatigably at work, and, at laﬅ, had ſcarce completed, by his own reckoning, one half of his undertaking: the misfortune was, that I was all that time totally negleed and abandoned to my mother: and what was almoﬅ as bad, by the very delay, the ﬁrﬅ part of the work, upon which my father had ſpent the moﬅ of his pains, was rendered entirely uſeleſs,—every day a page or two became of no conſequence.—


  —Certainly it was ordained as a ſcourge upon the pride of human wiſdom, That the wiſeﬅ of us all ould thus outwit ourſelves, and eternally forego our purpoſes, in the intemperate a of purſuing them.


  In ort, my father was ſo long in all his as of reﬅance,—or in other words,—he advanced ſo very ow with his work, and I began to live and get forwards at ſuch a rate, that if an event had not happened,—which, when we get to it, if it can be told with decency, all not be concealed a moment from the reader—I verily believe, I had put by my father, and left him drawing a ſun-dial, for no better purpoſe than to be buried underground.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  —’TWAS nothing,—I did not loſe two drops of blood by it— —’twas not worth calling in a ſurgeon, had he lived next door to us—thouſands ſuﬀer by choice, what I did by accident.—Door Slop made ten times more of it, than there was occaon:—ſome men riſe, by the art of hanging great weights upon ſmall wires,—and I am this day (Auguﬅ the 10th, 1761) paying part of the price of this man’s reputation.—O ’twould provoke a ﬅone, to ſee how things are carried on in this world!—The chamber-maid had left no ******* *** under the bed:—Cannot you contrive, maﬅer, quoth Suſannah, lifting up the ſa with one hand, as e ſpoke, and helping me up into the window-ſeat with the other,—cannot you manage, my dear, for a ngle time, to **** *** ** *** ******?


  I was ﬁve years old.—Suſannah did not conder that nothing was well hung in our family,—ſo ap came the ſa down like lightning upon us;—Nothing is left,—cried Suſannah,—nothing is left—for me, but to run my country.—


  My uncle Toby’s houſe was a much kinder ſanuary; and ſo Suſannah ﬂed to it.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  WHEN Suſannah told the corporal the miſadventure of the ſa, with all the circumﬅances which attended the murder of me,—(as e called it)—the blood forſook his cheeks,—all accearies in murder being principals,—Trim’s conſcience told him he was as much to blame as Suſannah,—and if the dorine had been true, my uncle Toby had as much of the blooded to anſwer for to heaven, as either of ’em;—ſo that neither reaſon or inﬅin, ſeparate or together, could pobly have guided Suſannah’s ﬅeps to ſo proper an aſylum. It is in vain to leave this to the Reader’s imagination:—to form any kind of hypothes that will render theſe propotions feable, he muﬅ cudgel his brains ſore,—and to do it without,—he muﬅ have ſuch brains as no reader ever had before him.—Why ould I put them either to trial or to torture? ’Tis my own aﬀair: I’ll explain it myſelf.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  ’TIS a pity, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, reﬅing with his hand upon the corporal’s oulder, as they both ﬅood ſurveying their works,—that we have not a couple of ﬁeld-pieces to mount in the gorge of that new redoubt;—’twould ſecure the lines all along there, and make the attack on that de quite complete:—get me a couple caﬅ, Trim.


  Your honour all have them, replied Trim, before to-morrow morning.


  It was the joy of Trim’s heart,—nor was his fertile head ever at a loſs for expedients in doing it, to ſupply my uncle Toby in his campaigns, with whatever his fancy called for; had it been his laﬅ crown, he would have ſate down and hammered it into a paderero, to have prevented a ngle wi in his Maﬅer. The corporal had already,—what with cutting oﬀ the ends of my uncle Toby’s ſpouts—hacking and chiſeling up the des of his leaden gutters,—melting down his pewter aving-baſon,—and going at laﬅ, like Lewis the Fourteenth, on to the top of the church, for ſpare ends, &c.—he had that very campaign brought no leſs than eight new battering cannons, bedes three demi-culverins, into the ﬁeld; my uncle Toby’s demand for two more pieces for the redoubt, had ſet the corporal at work again; and no better reſource oﬀering, he had taken the two leaden weights from the nurſery window: and as the ſa pullies, when the lead was gone, were of no kind of uſe, he had taken them away alſo, to make a couple of wheels for one of their carriages.


  He had diſmantled every ſa-window in my uncle Toby’s houſe long before, in the very ſame way,—though not always in the ſame order; for ſometimes the pullies have been wanted, and not the lead,—ſo then he began with the pullies,—and the pullies being picked out, then the lead became uſeleſs,—and ſo the lead went to pot too.


  —A great moral might be picked handſomely out of this, but I have not time—’tis enough to ſay, wherever the demolition began, ’twas equally fatal to the ſa window.


  ☜


  CHAP. XX.


  THE corporal had not taken his meaſures ſo badly in this ﬅroke of artilleryip, but that he might have kept the matter entirely to himſelf, and left Suſannah to have ſuﬅained the whole weight of the attack, as e could;—true courage is not content with coming oﬀ ſo.—The corporal, whether as general or comptroller of the train,—’twas no matter,—had done that, without which, as he imagined, the misfortune could never have happened,—at leaﬅ in Suſannah’s hands;—How would your honours have behaved?—He determined at once, not to take elter behind Suſannah,—but to give it; and with this reſolution upon his mind, he marched upright into the parlour, to lay the whole manœuvre before my uncle Toby.


  My uncle Toby had juﬅ then been giving Yorick an account of the battle of Steenkirk, and of the ﬅrange condu of count Solmes in ordering the foot to halt, and the horſe to march where it could not a; which was direly contrary to the king’s commands, and proved the loſs of the day.


  There are incidents in ſome families ſo pat to the purpoſe of what is going to follow,—they are ſcarce exceeded by the invention of a dramatic writer;—I mean of ancient days.—


  Trim, by the help of his foreﬁnger, laid ﬂat upon the table, and the edge of his hand ﬅriking acroſs it at right angles, made a ift to tell his ﬅory ſo, that prieﬅs and virgins might have liﬅened to it;—and the ﬅory being told,—the dialogue went on as follows.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXI.


  —I would be picquetted to death, cried the corporal, as he concluded Suſannah’s ﬅory, before I would ſuﬀer the woman to come to any harm,—’twas my fault, an’ pleaſe your honour,—not hers.


  Corporal Trim, replied my uncle Toby, putting on his hat which lay upon the table,—if anything can be ſaid to be a fault, when the ſervice abſolutely requires it ould be done,—’tis I certainly who deſerve the blame,—you obeyed your orders.


  Had count Solmes, Trim, done the ſame at the battle of Steenkirk, ſaid Yorick, drolling a little upon the corporal, who had been run over by a dragoon in the retreat,—he had ſaved thee;—Saved! cried Trim, interrupting Yorick, and ﬁniing the ſentence for him after his own faion,—he had ſaved ﬁve battalions, an’ pleaſe your reverence, every ſoul of them:—there was Cutts’s—continued the corporal, clapping the foreﬁnger of his right hand upon the thumb of his left, and counting round his hand,—there was Cutts’s,—Mackay’s,—Angus’s,—Graham’s,—and Leven’s, all cut to pieces;—and ſo had the Engli life-guards too, had it not been for ſome regiments upon the right, who marched up boldly to their relief, and received the enemy’s ﬁre in their faces, before any one of their own platoons diſcharged a muſket,—they’ll go to heaven for it,—added Trim.—Trim is right, ſaid my uncle Toby, nodding to Yorick,—he’s perfely right. What gniﬁed his marching the horſe, continued the corporal, where the ground was ſo ﬅraight, that the French had ſuch a nation of hedges, and copſes, and ditches, and fell’d trees laid this way and that to cover them; (as they always have).—Count Solmes ould have ſent us,—we would have ﬁred muzzle to muzzle with them for their lives.—There was nothing to be done for the horſe:—he had his foot ot oﬀ however for his pains, continued the corporal, the very next campaign at Landen.—Poor Trim got his wound there, quoth my uncle Toby.—’Twas owing, an’ pleaſe your honour, entirely to count Solmes,—had he drubb’d them ſoundly at Steenkirk, they would not have fought us at Landen.—Pobly not,—Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby;—though if they have the advantage of a wood, or you give them a moment’s time to intrench themſelves, they are a nation which will pop and pop for ever at you.—There is no way but to march coolly up to them,—receive their ﬁre, and fall in upon them, pell-mell—Ding dong, added Trim.—Horſe and foot, ſaid my uncle Toby.—Helter ſkelter, ſaid Trim.—Right and left, cried my uncle Toby.—Blood an’ ounds, outed the corporal;—the battle raged,—Yorick drew his chair a little to one de for ſafety, and after a moment’s pauſe, my uncle Toby nking his voice a note,—reſumed the diſcourſe as follows.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXII.


  KING William, ſaid my uncle Toby, addreng himſelf to Yorick, was ſo terribly provoked at count Solmes for diſobeying his orders, that he would not ſuﬀer him to come into his preſence for many months after.—I fear, anſwered Yorick, the ſquire will be as much provoked at the corporal, as the King at the count.—But ’twould be ngularly hard in this caſe, continued he, if corporal Trim, who has behaved ſo diametrically oppote to count Solmes, ould have the fate to be rewarded with the ſame diſgrace:—too oft in this world, do things take that train.—I would ſpring a mine, cried my uncle Toby, ring up,—and blow up my fortiﬁcations, and my houſe with them, and we would peri under their ruins, ere I would ﬅand by and ſee it.—Trim direed a ight,—but a grateful bow towards his maﬅer,—and ſo the chapter ends.


  ☜
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  ——Then, Yorick, replied my uncle Toby, you and I will lead the way abreaﬅ,—and do you, corporal, follow a few paces behind us.—And Suſannah, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid Trim, all be put in the rear.—’Twas an excellent diſpotion,—and in this order, without either drums beating, or colours ﬂying, they marched owly from my uncle Toby’s houſe to Shandy-hall.


  —I wi, ſaid Trim, as they entered the door,—inﬅead of the ſa weights, I had cut oﬀ the church ſpout, as I once thought to have done.—You have cut oﬀ ſpouts enow, replied Yorick.—
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  AS many piures as have been given of my father, how like him ſoever in diﬀerent airs and attitudes,—not one, or all of them, can ever help the reader to any kind of preconception of how my father would think, ſpeak, or a, upon any untried occaon or occurrence of life.—There was that inﬁnitude of oddities in him, and of chances along with it, by which handle he would take a thing,—it baﬄed, Sir, all calculations.—The truth was, his road lay ſo very far on one de, from that wherein moﬅ men travelled,—that every obje before him preſented a face and ſeion of itſelf to his eye, altogether diﬀerent from the plan and elevation of it ſeen by the reﬅ of mankind.—In other words, ’twas a diﬀerent obje, and in courſe was diﬀerently condered:


  This is the true reaſon, that my dear Jenny and I, as well as all the world bedes us, have ſuch eternal ſquabbles about nothing.—She looks at her outde,—I, at her in—. How is it poble we ould agree about her value?
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  ’TIS a point ſettled,—and I mention it for the comfort of *Confucius, who is apt to get entangled in telling a plain ﬅory—that provided he keeps along the line of his ﬅory,—he may go backwards and forwards as he will,—’tis ﬅill held to be no digreon.


  This being premiſed, I take the beneﬁt of the a of going backwards myſelf.
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  FIFTY thouſand pannier loads of devils—(not of the Archbiop of Benevento’s,—I mean of Rabelais’s devils) with their tails chopped oﬀ by their rumps, could not have made ſo diabolical a ſcream of it, as I did—when the accident befel me: it ſummoned up my mother inﬅantly into the nurſery,—ſo that Suſannah had but juﬅ time to make her eſcape down the back ﬅairs, as my mother came up the fore.


  Now, though I was old enough to have told the ﬅory myſelf,—and young enough, I hope, to have done it without malignity; yet Suſannah, in pang by the kitchen, for fear of accidents, had left it in orthand with the cook—the cook had told it with a commentary to Jonathan, and Jonathan to Obadiah; ſo that by the time my father had rung the bell half a dozen times, to know what was the matter above,—was Obadiah enabled to give him a particular account of it, juﬅ as it had happened.—I thought as much, ſaid my father, tucking up his night-gown;—and ſo walked up ﬅairs.


  One would imagine from this—(though for my own part I ſomewhat queﬅion it)—that my father, before that time, had aually wrote that remarkable charaer in the Triﬅra-pædia, which to me is the moﬅ original and entertaining one in the whole book;—and that is the chapter upon ſa-windows, with a bitter Philippick at the end of it, upon the forgetfulneſs of chamber-maids.—I have but two reaſons for thinking otherwiſe.


  Firﬅ, Had the matter been taken into conderation, before the event happened, my father certainly would have nailed up the ſa window for good an’ all;—which, condering with what diﬃculty he compoſed books,—he might have done with ten times leſs trouble, than he could have wrote the chapter: this argument I foreſee holds good againﬅ his writing a chapter, even after the event; but ’tis obviated under the ſecond reaſon, which I have the honour to oﬀer to the world in ſupport of my opinion, that my father did not write the chapter upon ſa-windows and chamber-pots, at the time ſuppoſed,—and it is this.


  —That, in order to render the Triﬅra-pædia complete,—I wrote the chapter myſelf.
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  MY father put on his ſpeacles—looked,—took them oﬀ,—put them into the caſe—all in leſs than a ﬅatutable minute; and without opening his lips, turned about and walked precipitately down ﬅairs: my mother imagined he had ﬅepped down for lint and balicon; but ſeeing him return with a couple of folios under his arm, and Obadiah following him with a large reading-deſk, e took it for granted ’twas an herbal, and ſo drew him a chair to the bedde, that he might conſult upon the caſe at his eaſe.


  —If it be but right done,—ſaid my father, turning to the Seion—de ſede vel ſubjeo circumcionis,—for he had brought up Spenſer de Legibus Hebræorum Ritualibus—and Maimonides, in order to confront and examine us altogether.—


  —If it be but right done, quoth he:—only tell us, cried my mother, interrupting him, what herbs?—For that, replied my father, you muﬅ ſend for Dr. Slop.


  My mother went down, and my father went on, reading the ſeion as follows,


  * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * —Very well,—ſaid my father, * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *—nay, if it has that convenience—and ſo without ﬅopping a moment to ſettle it ﬁrﬅ in his mind, whether the Jews had it from the Egyptians, or the Egyptians from the Jews,—he roſe up, and rubbing his forehead two or three times acroſs with the palm of his hand, in the manner we rub out the footﬅeps of care, when evil has trod lighter upon us than we foreboded,—he ut the book, and walked down ﬅairs.—Nay, ſaid he, mentioning the name of a diﬀerent great nation upon every ﬅep as he ſet his foot upon it—if the Egyptians,—the Syrians,—the Phoenicians,—the Arabians,—the Cappadocians,—if the Colchi, and Troglodytes did it—if Solon and Pythagoras ſubmitted,—what is Tristram?—Who am I, that I ould fret or fume one moment about the matter?
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  DEAR Yorick, ſaid my father, ſmiling (for Yorick had broke his rank with my uncle Toby in coming through the narrow entry, and ſo had ﬅept ﬁrﬅ into the parlour)—this Triﬅram of ours, I ﬁnd, comes very hardly by all his religious rites.—Never was the ſon of Jew, Chriﬅian, Turk, or Inﬁdel initiated into them in ſo oblique and ovenly a manner.—But he is no worſe, I truﬅ, ſaid Yorick.—There has been certainly, continued my father, the deuce and all to do in ſome part or other of the ecliptic, when this oﬀſpring of mine was formed.—That, you are a better judge of than I, replied Yorick.—Aﬅrologers, quoth my father, know better than us both:—the trine and ſextil aſpes have jumped awry,—or the oppote of their aſcendants have not hit it, as they ould,—or the lords of the genitures (as they call them) have been at bo-peep,—or ſomething has been wrong above, or below with us.


  ’Tis poble, anſwered Yorick.—But is the child, cried my uncle Toby, the worſe?—The Troglodytes ſay not, replied my father. And your theologiﬅs, Yorick, tell us—Theologically? ſaid Yorick,—or ſpeaking after the manner of apothecaries?*—ﬅateſmen?†—or waer-women?‡


  —I’m not ſure, replied my father,—but they tell us, brother Toby, he’s the better for it.—Provided, ſaid Yorick, you travel him into Egypt.—Of that, anſwered my father, he will have the advantage, when he ſees the Pyramids.—


  Now every word of this, quoth my uncle Toby, is Arabick to me.—I wi, ſaid Yorick, ’twas ſo, to half the world.


  —Ilus,* continued my father, circumciſed his whole army one morning.—Not without a court martial? cried my uncle Toby.—Though the learned, continued he, taking no notice of my uncle Toby’s remark, but turning to Yorick,—are greatly divided ﬅill who Ilus was;—ſome ſay Saturn;—ſome the Supreme Being;—others, no more than a brigadier general under Pharaoh-neco.—Let him be who he will, ſaid my uncle Toby, I know not by what article of war he could juﬅify it.


  The controvertiﬅs, anſwered my father, agn two-and-twenty diﬀerent reaſons for it:—others, indeed, who have drawn their pens on the oppote de of the queﬅion, have ewn the world the futility of the greateﬅ part of them.—But then again, our beﬅ polemic divines—I wi there was not a polemic divine, ſaid Yorick, in the kingdom;—one ounce of praical divinity—is worth a painted ip-load of all their reverences have imported theſe ﬁfty years.—Pray, Mr. Yorick, quoth my uncle Toby,—do tell me what a polemic divine is?—The beﬅ deſcription, captain Shandy, I have ever read, is of a couple of ’em, replied Yorick, in the account of the battle fought ngle hands betwixt Gymnaﬅ and captain Tripet; which I have in my pocket.—I beg I may hear it, quoth my uncle Toby earneﬅly.—You all, ſaid Yorick.—And as the corporal is waiting for me at the door,—and I know the deſcription of a battle will do the poor fellow more good than his ſupper,—I beg, brother, you’ll give him leave to come in.—With all my ſoul, ſaid my father.—Trim came in, ere and happy as an emperor; and having ut the door, Yorick took a book from his right-hand coat-pocket, and read, or pretended to read, as follows.
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  —“which words being heard by all the ſoldiers which were there, divers of them being inwardly terriﬁed, did rink back and make room for the aailant: all this did Gymnaﬅ very well remark and conder; and therefore, making as if he would have alighted from oﬀ his horſe, as he was poing himſelf on the mounting de, he moﬅ nimbly (with his ort ſword by his thigh) ifting his feet in the ﬅirrup, and performing the ﬅirrup-leather feat, whereby, after the inclining of his body downwards, he forthwith launched himſelf aloft into the air, and placed both his feet together upon the ſaddle, ﬅanding upright, with his back turned towards his horſe’s head,—Now (ſaid he) my caſe goes forward. Then ſuddenly in the ſame poﬅure wherein he was, he fetched a gambol upon one foot, and turning to the left-hand, failed not to carry his body perfely round, juﬅ into his former potion, without ming one jot.—Ha! ſaid Tripet, I will not do that at this time,—and not without cauſe. Well, ſaid Gymnaﬅ, I have failed,—I will undo this leap; then with a marvellous ﬅrength and agility, turning towards the right-hand, he fetched another friſking gambol as before; which done, he ſet his right-hand thumb upon the bow of the ſaddle, raiſed himſelf up, and ſprung into the air, poing and upholding his whole weight upon the muſcle and nerve of the ſaid thumb, and ſo turned and whirled himſelf about three times: at the fourth, reverng his body, and overturning it upde down, and forede back, without touching anything, he brought himſelf betwixt the horſe’s two ears, and then giving himſelf a jerking ſwing, he ſeated himſelf upon the crupper—”


  (This can’t be ﬁghting, ſaid my uncle Toby.—The corporal ook his head at it.—Have patience, ſaid Yorick.)


  “Then (Tripet) paſs’d his right leg over his ſaddle, and placed himſelf en croup.—But, ſaid he, ’twere better for me to get into the ſaddle; then putting the thumbs of both hands upon the crupper before him, and thereupon leaning himſelf, as upon the only ſupporters of his body, he incontinently turned heels over head in the air, and ﬅrait found himſelf betwixt the bow of the ſaddle in a tolerable ſeat; then ſpringing into the air with a ſummerſet, he turned him about like a wind-mill, and made above a hundred friſks, turns, and demi-pommadas.”—Good God! cried Trim, long all patience,—one home thruﬅ of a bayonet is worth it all.—I think ſo too, replied Yorick.—


  I am of a contrary opinion, quoth my father.
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  —NO,—I think I have advanced nothing, replied my father, making anſwer to a queﬅion which Yorick had taken the liberty to put to him,—I have advanced nothing in the Triﬅra-pædia, but what is as clear as any one propotion in Euclid.—Reach me, Trim, that book from oﬀ the ſcrutoir:—it has oft-times been in my mind, continued my father, to have read it over both to you, Yorick, and to my brother Toby, and I think it a little unfriendly in myſelf, in not having done it long ago:—all we have a ort chapter or two now,—and a chapter or two hereafter, as occaons ſerve; and ſo on, till we get through the whole? My uncle Toby and Yorick made the obeiſance which was proper; and the corporal, though he was not included in the compliment, laid his hand upon his breaﬅ, and made his bow at the ſame time.—The company ſmiled. Trim, quoth my father, has paid the full price for ﬅaying out the entertainment.—He did not ſeem to reli the play, replied Yorick.—’Twas a Tom-fool-battle, an’ pleaſe your reverence, of captain Tripet’s and that other oﬃcer, making ſo many ſummerſets, as they advanced;—the French come on capering now and then in that way,—but not quite ſo much.


  My uncle Toby never felt the conſciouſneſs of his exiﬅence with more complacency than what the corporal’s, and his own reﬂeions, made him do at that moment;—he lighted his pipe,—Yorick drew his chair cloſer to the table,—Trim ſnuﬀ’d the candle,—my father ﬅirr’d up the ﬁre,—took up the book,—cough’d twice, and begun.
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  THE ﬁrﬅ thirty pages, ſaid my father, turning over the leaves,—are a little dry; and as they are not cloſely conneed with the ſubje,—for the preſent we’ll paſs them by: ’tis a prefatory introduion, continued my father, or an introduory preface (for I am not determined which name to give it) upon political or civil government; the foundation of which being laid in the ﬁrﬅ conjunion betwixt male and female, for procreation of the ſpecies—I was inſenbly led into it.—’Twas natural, ſaid Yorick.


  The original of ſociety, continued my father, I’m ſatisﬁed is, what Politian tells us, i.e., merely conjugal; and nothing more than the getting together of one man and one woman;—to which, (according to Heod) the philoſopher adds a ſervant:—but ſuppong in the ﬁrﬅ beginning there were no men ſervants born—he lays the foundation of it, in a man,—a woman—and a bull.—I believe ’tis an ox, quoth Yorick, quoting the paage (οἶκον μὲν πρώτιστα, γυνᾶικα τε, βοῦν τ’ ἀροτῆρα).—a bull muﬅ have given more trouble than his head was worth.—But there is a better reaſon ﬅill, ſaid my father (dipping his pen into his ink); for the ox being the moﬅ patient of animals, and the moﬅ uſeful withal in tilling the ground for their nouriment,—was the propereﬅ inﬅrument, and emblem too, for the new joined couple, that the creation could have aociated with them.—And there is a ﬅronger reaſon, added my uncle Toby, than them all for the ox.—My father had not power to take his pen out of his ink-horn, till he had heard my uncle Toby’s reaſon.—For when the ground was tilled, ſaid my uncle Toby, and made worth inclong, then they began to ſecure it by walls and ditches, which was the origin of fortiﬁcation.—True, true, dear Toby, cried my father, ﬅriking out the bull, and putting the ox in his place.


  My father gave Trim a nod, to ſnuﬀ the candle, and reſumed his diſcourſe.


  —I enter upon this ſpeculation, ſaid my father careleſy, and half utting the book, as he went on, merely to ew the foundation of the natural relation between a father and his child; the right and juriſdiion over whom he acquires theſe ſeveral ways—


  1ﬅ, by marriage.


  2d, by adoption.


  3d, by legitimation.


  And 4th, by procreation; all which I conder in their order.


  I lay a ight ﬅreſs upon one of them, replied Yorick—the a, eſpecially where it ends there, in my opinion lays as little obligation upon the child, as it conveys power to the father.—You are wrong,—ſaid my father argutely, and for this plain reaſon * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *.—I own, added my father, that the oﬀſpring, upon this account, is not ſo under the power and juriſdiion of the mother.—But the reaſon, replied Yorick, equally holds good for her.—She is under authority herſelf, ſaid my father:—and bedes, continued my father, nodding his head, and laying his ﬁnger upon the de of his noſe, as he agned his reaſon,—e is not the principal agent, Yorick.—In what, quoth my uncle Toby? ﬅopping his pipe.—Though by all means, added my father (not attending to my uncle Toby) “The ſon ought to pay her reſpe,” as you may read, Yorick, at large in the ﬁrﬅ book of the Inﬅitutes of Juﬅinian, at the eleventh title and the tenth ſeion,—I can read it as well, replied Yorick, in the Catechiſm.
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  TRIM can repeat every word of it by heart, quoth my uncle Toby.—Pugh! ſaid my father, not caring to be interrupted with Trim’s ſaying his Catechiſm. He can, upon my honour, replied my uncle Toby.—Aſk him, Mr. Yorick, any queﬅion you pleaſe.—


  —The ﬁfth Commandment, Trim—ſaid Yorick, ſpeaking mildly, and with a gentle nod, as to a modeﬅ Catechumen. The corporal ﬅood lent.—You don’t aſk him right, ſaid my uncle Toby, raing his voice, and giving it rapidly like the word of command:—The ﬁfth—cried my uncle Toby.—I muﬅ begin with the ﬁrﬅ, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal.—


  —Yorick could not forbear ſmiling.—Your reverence does not conder, ſaid the corporal, ouldering his ﬅick like a muſket, and marching into the middle of the room, to illuﬅrate his potion,—that ’tis exaly the ſame thing, as doing one’s exerciſe in the ﬁeld.—


  “Join your right-hand to your ﬁrelock,” cried the corporal, giving the word of command, and performing the motion.—


  “Poiſe your ﬁrelock,” cried the corporal, doing the duty ﬅill both of adjutant and private man.


  “Reﬅ your ﬁrelock;”—one motion, an’ pleaſe your reverence, you ſee leads into another.—If his honour will begin but with the ﬁrﬅ—


  The first—cried my uncle Toby, ſetting his hand upon his de— * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *.


  The second—cried my uncle Toby, waving his tobacco-pipe, as he would have done his ſword at the head of a regiment.—The corporal went through his manual with exaneſs! and having honoured his father and mother, made a low bow, and fell back to the de of the room.


  Everything in this world, ſaid my father, is big with jeﬅ,—and has wit in it, and inﬅruion too,—if we can but ﬁnd it out.


  —Here is the ſcaﬀold work of Instruction, its true point of folly, without the building behind it.


  —Here is the glaſs for pedagogues, preceptors, tutors, governors, gerund-grinders, and bear-leaders, to view themſelves in, in their true dimenons.—


  Oh! there is a huſk and ell, Yorick, which grows up with learning, which their unſkilfulneſs knows not how to ﬂing away!


  —Sciences may be learned by rote, but Wisdom not.


  Yorick thought my father inſpired.—I will enter into obligations this moment, ſaid my father, to lay out all my aunt Dinah’s legacy in charitable uſes (of which, by the bye, my father had no high opinion), if the corporal has any one determinate idea annexed to any one word he has repeated.—Prythee, Trim, quoth my father, turning round to him,—What doﬅ thou mean, by “honouring thy father and mother?”


  Allowing them, an’ pleaſe your honour, three half-pence a day out of my pay, when they grow old.—And didﬅ thou do that, Trim? ſaid Yorick.—He did indeed, replied my uncle Toby.—Then, Trim, ſaid Yorick, ſpringing out of his chair, and taking the corporal by the hand, thou art the beﬅ commentator upon that part of the Decalogue; and I honour thee more for it, corporal Trim, than if thou hadﬅ had a hand in the Talmud itſelf.
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  OBleed health! cried my father, making an exclamation, as he turned over the leaves to the next chapter, thou art above all gold and treaſure; ’tis thou who enlargeﬅ the ſoul,—and openeﬅ all its powers to receive inﬅruion and to reli virtue.—He that has thee, has little more to wi for;—and he that is ſo wretched as to want thee,—wants everything with thee.


  I have concentrated all that can be ſaid upon this important head, ſaid my father, into a very little room, therefore we’ll read the chapter quite through.


  My father read as follows:


  “The whole ſecret of health depending upon the due contention for maﬅery betwixt the radical heat and the radical moiﬅure”—You have proved that matter of fa, I ſuppoſe, above, ſaid Yorick. Suﬃciently, replied my father.


  In ſaying this, my father ut the book,—not as if he reſolved to read no more of it, for he kept his foreﬁnger in the chapter:—nor pettily,—for he ut the book owly; his thumb reﬅing, when he had done it, upon the upper-de of the cover, as his three ﬁngers ſupported the lower de of it, without the leaﬅ compreve violence.—


  I have demonﬅrated the truth of that point, quoth my father, nodding to Yorick, moﬅ ſuﬃciently in the preceding chapter.


  Now could the man in the moon be told, that a man in the earth had wrote a chapter, ſuﬃciently demonﬅrating, That the ſecret of all health depended upon the due contention for maﬅery betwixt the radical heat and the radical moiﬅure,—and that he had managed the point ſo well, that there was not one ngle word wet or dry upon radical heat or radical moiﬅure, throughout the whole chapter,—or a ngle ſyllable in it, pro or con, direly or indirely, upon the contention betwixt theſe two powers in any part of the animal œconomy—


  “O thou eternal Maker of all beings!”—he would cry, ﬅriking his breaﬅ with his right hand (in caſe he had one)—“Thou whoſe power and goodneſs can enlarge the faculties of thy creatures to this inﬁnite degree of excellence and perfeion,—What have we Moonites done?”
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  WITH two ﬅrokes, the one at Hippocrates, the other at Lord Verulam, did my father achieve it.


  The ﬅroke at the prince of phycians, with which he began, was no more than a ort inſult upon his ſorrowful complaint of the Ars longa,—and Vita brevis.—Life ort, cried my father,—and the art of healing tedious! And who are we to thank for both the one and the other, but the ignorance of quacks themſelves,—and the ﬅage-loads of chymical noﬅrums, and peripatetic lumber, with which, in all ages, they have ﬁrﬅ ﬂatter’d the world, and at laﬅ deceived it?


  —O my lord Verulam! cried my father, turning from Hippocrates, and making his ſecond ﬅroke at him, as the principal of noﬅrum-mongers, and the ﬁtteﬅ to be made an example of to the reﬅ,—What all I ſay to thee, my great lord Verulam? What all I ſay to thy internal ſpirit,—thy opium,—thy ſalt-petre,—thy greaſy unions,—thy daily purges,—thy nightly clyﬅers, and ſuccedaneums?


  —My father was never at a loſs what to ſay to any man, upon any ſubje; and had the leaﬅ occaon for the exordium of any man breathing: how he dealt with his lordip’s opinion,—you all ſee;—but when—I know not;—we muﬅ ﬁrﬅ ſee what his lordip’s opinion was.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXV.


  “THE two great cauſes, which conſpire with each other to orten life, ſays lord Verulam, are ﬁrﬅ—


  “The internal ſpirit, which, like a gentle ﬂame, waﬅes the body down to death:—And ſecondly, the external air, that parches the body up to aes:—which two enemies attacking us on both des of our bodies together, at length deﬅroy our organs, and render them unﬁt to carry on the funions of life.”


  This being the ﬅate of the caſe, the road to Longevity was plain; nothing more being required, ſays his lordip, but to repair the waﬅe committed by the internal ſpirit, by making the ſubﬅance of it more thick and denſe, by a regular courſe of opiates on one de, and by refrigerating the heat of it on the other, by three grains and a half of ſalt-petre every morning before you got up.—


  Still this frame of ours was left expoſed to the inimical aaults of the air without;—but this was fenced oﬀ again by a courſe of greaſy unions, which ſo fully ſaturated the pores of the ſkin, that no ſpicula could enter;—nor could any one get out.—This put a ﬅop to all perſpiration, ſenble and inſenble, which being the cauſe of ſo many ſcurvy diﬅempers—a courſe of clyﬅers was requite to carry oﬀ redundant humours,—and render the ſyﬅem complete.


  What my father had to ſay to my lord of Verulam’s opiates, his ſalt-petre, and greaſy unions and clyﬅers, you all read,—but not to-day—or to-morrow: time prees upon me,—my reader is impatient—I muﬅ get forwards.—You all read the chapter at your leiſure (if you chuſe it), as ſoon as ever the Triﬅra-pædia is publied.—


  Suﬃceth it at preſent, to ſay, my father levelled the hypothes with the ground, and in doing that, the learned know, he built up and eﬅablied his own.—


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVI.


  THE whole ſecret of health, ſaid my father, beginning the ſentence again, depending evidently upon the due contention betwixt the radical heat and radical moiﬅure within us;—the leaﬅ imaginable ſkill had been ſuﬃcient to have maintained it, had not the ſchoolmen confounded the talk, merely (as Van Helmont, the famous chymiﬅ, has proved) by all along miﬅaking the radical moiﬅure for the tallow and fat of animal bodies.


  Now the radical moiﬅure is not the tallow or fat of animals, but an oily and balſamous ſubﬅance; for the fat and tallow, as alſo the phlegm or watery parts, are cold; whereas the oily and balſamous parts are of a lively heat and ſpirit, which accounts for the obſervation of Ariﬅotle, “Quod omne animal poﬅ coitum eﬅ triﬅe.”


  Now it is certain, that the radical heat lives in the radical moiﬅure, but whether vice versâ, is a doubt: however, when the one decays, the other decays alſo; and then is produced, either an unnatural heat, which cauſes an unnatural dryneſs—or an unnatural moiﬅure, which cauſes dropes.—So that if a child, as he grows up, can but be taught to avoid running into ﬁre or water, as either of ’em threaten his deﬅruion,—’twill be all that is needful to be done upon that head.—


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVII.


  THE deſcription of the ege of Jericho itſelf, could not have engaged the attention of my uncle Toby more powerfully than the laﬅ chapter;—his eyes were ﬁxed upon my father throughout it;—he never mentioned radical heat and radical moiﬅure, but my uncle Toby took his pipe out of his mouth, and ook his head; and as ſoon as the chapter was ﬁnied, he beckoned to the corporal to come cloſe to his chair, to aſk him the following queﬅion,—ade.— * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *. It was at the ege of Limerick, an’ pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal, making a bow.


  The poor fellow and I, quoth my uncle Toby, addreng himſelf to my father, were ſcarce able to crawl out of our tents, at the time the ege of Limerick was raiſed, upon the very account you mention.—Now what can have got into that precious noddle of thine, my dear brother Toby? cried my father, mentally.—By Heaven! continued he, communing ﬅill with himſelf, it would puzzle an Œdipus to bring it in point.—


  I believe, an’ pleaſe your honour, quoth the corporal, that if it had not been for the quantity of brandy we ſet ﬁre to every night, and the claret and cinnamon with which I plyed your honour oﬀ;—And the geneva, Trim, added my uncle Toby, which did us more good than all—I verily believe, continued the corporal, we had both, an’ pleaſe your honour, left our lives in the trenches, and been buried in them too.—The nobleﬅ grave, corporal! cried my uncle Toby, his eyes ſparkling as he ſpoke, that a ſoldier could wi to lie down in.—But a pitiful death for him! an’ pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal.


  All this was as much Arabick to my father, as the rites of the Colchi and Troglodites had been before to my uncle Toby; my father could not determine whether he was to frown or to ſmile.—


  My uncle Toby, turning to Yorick, reſumed the caſe at Limerick, more intelligibly than he had begun it,—and ſo ſettled the point for my father at once.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVIII.


  IT was undoubtedly, ſaid my uncle Toby, a great happineſs for myſelf and the corporal, that we had all along a burning fever, attended with a moﬅ raging thirﬅ, during the whole ﬁve-and-twenty days the ﬂux was upon us in the camp; otherwiſe what my brother calls the radical moiﬅure, muﬅ, as I conceive it, inevitably have got the better.—My father drew in his lungs top-full of air, and looking up, blew it forth again, as owly as he pobly could.—


  —It was Heaven’s mercy to us, continued my uncle Toby, which put it into the corporal’s head to maintain that due contention betwixt the radical heat and the radical moiﬅure, by reinforcing the fever, as he did all along, with hot wine and ſpices; whereby the corporal kept up (as it were) a continual ﬁring, ſo that the radical heat ﬅood its ground from the beginning to the end, and was a fair match for the moiﬅure, terrible as it was.—Upon my honour, added my uncle Toby, you might have heard the contention within our bodies, brother Shandy, twenty toiſes.—If there was no ﬁring, ſaid Yorick.


  Well—ſaid my father, with a full aſpiration, and paung a while after the word—Was I a judge, and the laws of the country which made me one permitted it, I would condemn ſome of the worﬅ malefaors, provided they had had their clergy— —Yorick, foreſeeing the ſentence was likely to end with no ſort of mercy, laid his hand upon my father’s breaﬅ, and begged he would reſpite it for a few minutes, till he aſked the corporal a queﬅion.—Prithee, Trim, ſaid Yorick, without ﬅaying for my father’s leave,—tell us honeﬅly—what is thy opinion concerning this ſelf-ſame radical heat and radical moiﬅure?


  With humble ſubmion to his honour’s better judgment, quoth the corporal, making a bow to my uncle Toby—Speak thy opinion freely, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby.—The poor fellow is my ſervant,—not my ave,—added my uncle Toby, turning to my father.—


  The corporal put his hat under his left arm, and with his ﬅick hanging upon the wriﬅ of it, by a black thong ſplit into a tael about the knot, he marched up to the ground where he had performed his catechiſm; then touching his under-jaw with the thumb and ﬁngers of his right-hand before he opened his mouth,—he delivered his notion thus.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIX.


  JUST as the corporal was humming, to begin—in waddled Dr. Slop.—’Tis not two-pence matter—the corporal all go on in the next chapter, let who will come in.—


  Well, my good door, cried my father ſportively, for the trantions of his paons were unaccountably ſudden,—and what has this whelp of mine to ſay to the matter?


  Had my father been aſking after the amputation of the tail of a puppy-dog—he could not have done it in a more careleſs air: the ſyﬅem which Dr. Slop had laid down, to treat the accident by, no way allowed of ſuch a mode of enquiry.—He ſat down.


  Pray, Sir, quoth my uncle Toby, in a manner which could not go unanſwered,—in what condition is the boy?—’Twill end in a phimos, replied Dr. Slop.


  I am no wiſer than I was, quoth my uncle Toby—returning his pipe into his mouth.—Then let the corporal go on, ſaid my father, with his medical leure.—The corporal made a bow to his old friend, Dr. Slop, and then delivered his opinion concerning radical heat and radical moiﬅure, in the following words.


  ☜


  CHAP. XL.


  THE city of Limerick, the ege of which was begun under his majeﬅy king William himſelf, the year after I went into the army—lies, an’ pleaſe your honours, in the middle of a devili wet, ſwampy country.—’Tis quite ſurrounded, ſaid my uncle Toby, with the Shannon, and is, by its tuation, one of the ﬅrongeﬅ fortiﬁed places in Ireland.—


  I think this is a new faion, quoth Dr. Slop, of beginning a medical leure.—’Tis all true, anſwered Trim.—Then I wi the faculty would follow the cut of it, ſaid Yorick.—’Tis all cut through, an’ pleaſe your reverence, ſaid the corporal, with drains and bogs; and bedes, there was ſuch a quantity of rain fell during the ege, the whole country was like a puddle,—’twas that, and nothing elſe, which brought on the ﬂux, and which had like to have killed both his honour and myſelf; now there was no ſuch thing, after the ﬁrﬅ ten days, continued the corporal, for a ſoldier to lie dry in his tent, without cutting a ditch round it, to draw oﬀ the water;—nor was that enough, for thoſe who could aﬀord it, as his honour could, without ſetting ﬁre every night to a pewter di full of brandy, which took oﬀ the damp of the air, and made the inde of the tent as warm as a ﬅove.—


  And what concluon doﬅ thou draw, corporal Trim, cried my father, from all theſe premiſes?


  I infer, an’ pleaſe your worip, replied Trim, that the radical moiﬅure is nothing in the world but ditch-water—and that the radical heat, of thoſe who can go to the expence of it, is burnt brandy,—the radical heat and moiﬅure of a private man, an’ pleaſe your honour, is nothing but ditch-water—and a dram of geneva—and give us but enough of it, with a pipe of tobacco, to give us ſpirits, and drive away the vapours—we know not what it is to fear death.


  I am at a loſs, Captain Shandy, quoth Dr. Slop, to determine in which branch of learning your ſervant ines moﬅ, whether in phyology or divinity.—Slop had not forgot Trim’s comment upon the ſermon.—


  It is but an hour ago, replied Yorick, nce the corporal was examined in the latter, and paſs’d muﬅer with great honour.—


  The radical heat and moiﬅure, quoth Dr. Slop, turning to my father, you muﬅ know, is the bas and foundation of our being—as the root of a tree is the ſource and principle of its vegetation.—It is inherent in the ſeeds of all animals, and may be preſerved ſundry ways, but principally in my opinion by conſubﬅantials, impriments, and occludents.—Now this poor fellow, continued Dr. Slop, pointing to the corporal, has had the misfortune to have heard ſome ſuperﬁcial empiric diſcourſe upon this nice point.—That he has,—ſaid my father.—Very likely, ſaid my uncle.—I’m ſure of it—quoth Yorick.—


  ☜


  CHAP. XLI.


  DOCTOR Slop being called out to look at a cataplaſm he had ordered, it gave my father an opportunity of going on with another chapter in the Triﬅra-pædia.—Come! cheer up, my lads; I’ll ew you land—for when we have tugged through that chapter, the book all not be opened again this twelve-month.—Huzza!—


  ☜


  CHAP. XLII.


  —FIVE years with a bib under his chin;


  Four years in travelling from Chriﬅ-croſs-row to Malachi;


  A year and a half in learning to write his own name;


  Seven long years and more τυπτω-ing it, at Greek and Latin;


  Four years at his probations and his negations—the ﬁne ﬅatue ﬅill lying in the middle of the marble block,—and nothing done, but his tools arpened to hew it out!—’Tis a piteous delay!—Was not the great Julius Scaliger within an ace of never getting his tools arpened at all?—Forty-four years old was he before he could manage his Greek;—and Peter Damianus, lord biop of Oﬅia, as all the world knows, could not ſo much as read, when he was of man’s eﬅate.—And Baldus himſelf, as eminent as he turned out after, entered upon the law ſo late in life, that everybody imagined he intended to be an advocate in the other world: no wonder, when Eudamidas, the ſon of Archidamas, heard Xenocrates at ſeventy-ﬁve diſputing about wiſdom, that he aſked gravely,—If the old man be yet diſputing and enquiring concerning wiſdom,—what time will he have to make uſe of it?


  Yorick liﬅened to my father with great attention; there was a ſeaſoning of wiſdom unaccountably mixed up with his ﬅrangeﬅ whims, and he had ſometimes ſuch illuminations in the darkeﬅ of his eclipſes, as almoﬅ atoned for them:—be wary, Sir, when you imitate him.


  I am convinced, Yorick, continued my father, half reading and half diſcourng, that there is a North-weﬅ paage to the intelleual world; and that the ſoul of man has orter ways of going to work, in furniing itſelf with knowledge and inﬅruion, than we generally take with it.—But, alack! all ﬁelds have not a river or a ſpring running bedes them;—every child, Yorick, has not a parent to point it out.


  —The whole entirely depends, added my father, in a low voice, upon the auxiliary verbs, Mr. Yorick.


  Had Yorick trod upon Virgil’s ſnake, he could not have looked more ſurpriſed.—I am ſurpriſed too, cried my father, obſerving it,—and I reckon it as one of the greateﬅ calamities which ever befel the republic of letters, That thoſe who have been entruﬅed with the education of our children, and whoſe buneſs it was to open their minds, and ﬅock them early with ideas, in order to ſet the imagination looſe upon them, have made ſo little uſe of the auxiliary verbs in doing it, as they have done—So that, except Raymond Lullius, and the elder Pelegrini, the laﬅ of which arrived to ſuch perfeion in the uſe of ’em, with his topics, that, in a few leons, he could teach a young gentleman to diſcourſe with plaubility upon any ſubje, pro and con, and to ſay and write all that could be ſpoken or written concerning it, without blotting a word, to the admiration of all who beheld him.—I ould be glad, ſaid Yorick, interrupting my father, to be made to comprehend this matter. You all, ſaid my father.


  The higheﬅ ﬅretch of improvement a ngle word is capable of, is a high metaphor,—for which, in my opinion, the idea is generally the worſe, and not the better;—but be that as it may,—when the mind has done that with it—there is an end,—the mind and the idea are at reﬅ,—until a ſecond idea enters;—and ſo on.


  Now the uſe of the Auxiliaries is, at once to ſet the ſoul a-going by herſelf upon the materials as they are brought her; and by the verſability of this great engine, round which they are twiﬅed, to open new tras of enquiry, and make every idea engender millions.


  You excite my curioty greatly, ſaid Yorick.


  For my own part, quoth my uncle Toby, I have given it up.—The Danes, an’ pleaſe your honour, quoth the corporal, who were on the left at the ege of Limerick, were all auxiliaries.—And very good ones, ſaid my uncle Toby.—But the auxiliaries, Trim, my brother is talking about,—I conceive to be diﬀerent things.—


  —You do? ſaid my father, ring up.


  ☜


  CHAP. XLIII.


  MY father took a ngle turn acroſs the room, then ſat down, and ﬁnied the chapter.


  The verbs auxiliary we are concerned in here, continued my father, are, am; was; have; had; do; did; make; made; ſuﬀer; all; ould; will; would; can; could; owe; ought; uſed; or is wont.—And theſe varied with tenſes, preſent, paﬅ, future, and conjugated with the verb ſee,—or with theſe queﬅions added to them;—Is it? Was it? Will it be? Would it be? May it be? Might it be? And theſe again put negatively, Is it not? Was it not? Ought it not?—Or aﬃrmatively,—It is; It was; It ought to be. Or chronologically,—Has it been always? Lately? How long ago?—Or hypothetically,—If it was? If it was not? What would follow?—If the French ould beat the Engli? If the Sun go out of the Zodiac?


  Now, by the right uſe and application of theſe, continued my father, in which a child’s memory ould be exerciſed, there is no one idea can enter his brain, how barren ſoever, but a magazine of conceptions and concluons may be drawn forth from it.—Didﬅ thou ever ſee a white bear? cried my father, turning his head round to Trim, who ﬅood at the back of his chair:—No, an’ pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal.—But thou couldﬅ diſcourſe about one, Trim, ſaid my father, in caſe of need?—How is it poble, brother, quoth my uncle Toby, if the corporal never ſaw one?—’Tis the fa I want, replied my father,—and the pobility of it is as follows.


  A white bear! Very well. Have I ever ſeen one? Might I ever have ſeen one? Am I ever to ſee one? Ought I ever to have ſeen one? Or can I ever ſee one?


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


  If I ould ſee a white bear, what would I ſay? If I ould never ſee a white bear, what then?


  If I never have, can, muﬅ, or all ſee a white bear alive; have I ever ſeen the ſkin of one? Did I ever ſee one painted?—deſcribed? Have I never dreamed of one?


  Did my father, mother, uncle, aunt, brothers or ﬅers, ever ſee a white bear? What would they give? How would they behave? How would the white bear have behaved? Is he wild? Tame? Terrible? Rough? Smooth?


  —Is the white bear worth ſeeing?—


  —Is there no n in it?—


  Is it better than a black one?


  End of the Fifth Volume.
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  CHAP. I.


  —WE’LL not ﬅop two moments, my dear Sir,—only, as we have got through theſe ﬁve volumes, (do, Sir, t down upon a ſet—they are better than nothing) let us juﬅ look back upon the country we have paſs’d through.—


  —What a wilderneſs has it been! and what a mercy that we have not both of us been loﬅ, or devoured by wild beaﬅs in it!


  Did you think the world itſelf, Sir, had contained ſuch a number of Jack Aes?—How they view’d and review’d us as we paed over the rivulet at the bottom of that little valley!—and when we climbed over that hill, and were juﬅ getting out of ght—good God! what a braying did they all ſet up together!


  —Prithee, epherd! who keeps all thoſe Jack Aes? * * *


  —Heaven be their comforter—What! are they never curried?—Are they never taken in in winter?—Bray bray—bray. Bray on,—the world is deeply your debtor;—louder ﬅill—that’s nothing:—in good ſooth, you are ill-uſed:—Was I a Jack Ae, I ſolemnly declare, I would bray in G-fol-re-ut from morning, even unto night.


  ☜


  CHAP. II.


  WHEN my father had danced his white bear backwards and forwards through half a dozen pages, he cloſed the book for good an’ all,—and in a kind of triumph redelivered it into Trim’s hand, with a nod to lay it upon the ’ſcrutoire, where he found it.—Triﬅram, ſaid he, all be made to conjugate every word in the diionary, backwards and forwards the ſame way;—every word, Yorick, by this means, you ſee, is converted into a thes or an hypothes;—every thes and hypothes have an oﬀſpring of propotions;—and each propotion has its own conſequences and concluons; every one of which leads the mind on again, into fre tracks of enquiries and doubtings.—The force of this engine, added my father, is incredible in opening a child’s head.—’Tis enough, brother Shandy, cried my uncle Toby, to burﬅ it into a thouſand ſplinters.—


  I preſume, ſaid Yorick, ſmiling,—it muﬅ be owing to this,—(for let logicians ſay what they will, it is not to be accounted for ſuﬃciently from the bare uſe of the ten predicaments)—That the famous Vincent Quirino, amongﬅ the many other aﬅoniing feats of his childhood, of which the Cardinal Bembo has given the world ſo exa a ﬅory,—ould be able to paﬅe up in the public ſchools at Rome, ſo early as in the eighth year of his age, no leſs than four thouſand ﬁve hundred and ﬁfty diﬀerent theſes, upon the moﬅ abﬅruſe points of the moﬅ abﬅruſe theology;—and to defend and maintain them in ſuch ſort, as to cramp and dumbfound his opponents.—What is that, cried my father, to what is told us of Alphonſus Toﬅatus, who, almoﬅ in his nurſe’s arms, learned all the ſciences and liberal arts without being taught any one of them?—What all we ſay of the great Piereſkius?—That’s the very man, cried my uncle Toby, I once told you of, brother Shandy, who walked a matter of ﬁve hundred miles, reckoning from Paris to Shevling, and from Shevling back again, merely to ſee Stevinus’s ﬂying chariot.—He was a very great man! added my uncle Toby (meaning Stevinus)—He was ſo, brother Toby, ſaid my father (meaning Piereſkius)—and had multiplied his ideas ſo faﬅ, and increaſed his knowledge to ſuch a prodigious ﬅock, that, if we may give credit to an anecdote concerning him, which we cannot withhold here, without aking the authority of all anecdotes whatever—at ſeven years of age, his father committed entirely to his care the education of his younger brother, a boy of ﬁve years old,—with the ſole management of all his concerns.—Was the father as wiſe as the ſon? quoth my uncle Toby:—I ould think not, ſaid Yorick:—But what are theſe, continued my father—(breaking out in a kind of enthuaſm)—what are theſe, to thoſe prodigies of childhood in Grotius, Scioppius, Heinus, Politian, Paſcal, Joſeph Scaliger, Ferdinand de Cordouè, and others—ſome of which left oﬀ their ſubﬅantial forms at nine years old, or ſooner, and went on reaſoning without them;—others went through their clacs at ſeven;—wrote tragedies at eight;—Ferdinand de Cordouè was ſo wiſe at nine,—’twas thought the Devil was in him;—and at Venice gave ſuch proofs of his knowledge and goodneſs, that the monks imagined he was Antichriﬅ, or nothing.—Others were maﬅers of fourteen languages at ten,—ﬁnied the courſe of their rhetoric, poetry, logic, and ethics, at eleven,—put forth their commentaries upon Servius and Martianus Capella at twelve,—and at thirteen received their degrees in philoſophy, laws, and divinity:—But you forget the great Lipus, quoth Yorick, who compoſed a work* the day he was born:—They ould have wiped it up, ſaid my uncle Toby, and ſaid no more about it.


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  WHEN the cataplaſm was ready, a ſcruple of decorum had unſeaſonably roſe up in Suſannah’s conſcience about holding the candle, whilﬅ Slop tied it on; Slop had not treated Suſannah’s diﬅemper with anodynes,—and ſo a quarrel had enſued betwixt them.


  —Oh! oh!—ſaid Slop, caﬅing a glance of undue freedom in Suſannah’s face, as e declined the oﬃce;—then, I think I know you, madam—You know me, Sir! cried Suſannah faﬅidiouy, and with a toſs of her head, levelled evidently, not at his profeon, but at the door himſelf,—you know me! cried Suſannah again.—Door Slop clapped his ﬁnger and his thumb inﬅantly upon his noﬅrils;—Suſannah’s ſpleen was ready to burﬅ at it;—’Tis falſe, ſaid Suſannah.—Come, come, Mrs. Modeﬅy, ſaid Slop, not a little elated with the ſucceſs of his laﬅ thruﬅ,—If you won’t hold the candle, and look—you may hold it and ut your eyes:—That’s one of your popi ifts, cried Suſannah:—’Tis better, ſaid Slop, with a nod, than no ift at all, young woman;—I defy you, Sir, cried Suſannah, pulling her ift eeve below her elbow.


  It was almoﬅ impoble for two perſons to aﬅ each other in a ſurgical caſe with a more ſplenetic cordiality.


  Slop ſnatched up the cataplaſm,—Suſannah ſnatched up the candle;—a little this way, ſaid Slop; Suſannah looking one way, and rowing another, inﬅantly ſet ﬁre to Slop’s wig, which being ſomewhat buy and unuous withal, was burnt out before it was well kindled.—You impudent whore! cried Slop,—(for what is paon, but a wild beaﬅ?)—you impudent whore, cried Slop, getting upright, with the cataplaſm in his hand;—I never was the deﬅruion of anybody’s noſe, ſaid Suſannah,—which is more than you can ſay:—Is it? cried Slop, throwing the cataplaſm in her face;—Yes, it is, cried Suſannah, returning the compliment with what was left in the pan.


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  DOCTOR Slop and Suſannah ﬁled croſs-bills againﬅ each other in the parlour; which done, as the cataplaſm had failed, they retired into the kitchen to prepare a fomentation for me;—and whilﬅ that was doing, my father determined the point as you will read.


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  YOU ſee ’tis high time, ſaid my father, addreng himſelf equally to my uncle Toby and Yorick, to take this young creature out of theſe women’s hands, and put him into thoſe of a private governor. Marcus Antoninus provided fourteen governors all at once to ſuperintend his ſon Commodus’s education,—and in x weeks he caiered ﬁve of them;—I know very well, continued my father, that Commodus’s mother was in love with a gladiator at the time of her conception, which accounts for a great many of Commodus’s cruelties when he became emperor;—but ﬅill I am of opinion, that thoſe ﬁve whom Antoninus diſmied, did Commodus’s temper, in that ort time, more hurt than the other nine were able to reify all their lives long.


  Now as I conder the perſon who is to be about my ſon, as the mirror in which he is to view himſelf from morning to night, and by which he is to adjuﬅ his looks, his carriage, and perhaps the inmoﬅ ſentiments of his heart;—I would have one, Yorick, if poble, polied at all points, ﬁt for my child to look into.—This is very good ſenſe, quoth my uncle Toby to himſelf.


  —There is, continued my father, a certain mien and motion of the body and all its parts, both in aing and ſpeaking, which argues a man well within; and I am not at all ſurpriſed that Gregory of Nazianzum, upon obſerving the haﬅy and untoward geﬅures of Julian, ould foretel he would one day become an apoﬅate;—or that St. Ambroſe ould turn his Amanuens out of doors, becauſe of an indecent motion of his head, which went backwards and forwards like a ﬂail;—or that Democritus ould conceive Protagoras to be a ſcholar, from ſeeing him bind up a faggot, and thruﬅing, as he did it, the ſmall twigs inwards.—There are a thouſand unnoticed openings, continued my father, which let a penetrating eye at once into a man’s ſoul; and I maintain it, added he, that a man of ſenſe does not lay down his hat in coming into a room,—or take it up in going out of it, but ſomething eſcapes, which diſcovers him.


  It is for theſe reaſons, continued my father, that the governor I make choice of all neither* liſp, or ſquint, or wink, or talk loud, or look ﬁerce, or fooli;—or bite his lips, or grind his teeth, or ſpeak through his noſe, or pick it, or blow it with his ﬁngers.—


  He all neither walk faﬅ,—or ow, or fold his arms,—for that is lazineſs;—or hang them down,—for that is folly; or hide them in his pocket, for that is nonſenſe.—


  He all neither ﬅrike, or pinch, or tickle,—or bite, or cut his nails, or hawk, or ſpit, or ſnift, or drum with his feet or ﬁngers in company;—nor (according to Eraſmus) all he ſpeak to any one in making water,—nor all he point to carrion or excrement.—Now this is all nonſenſe again, quoth my uncle Toby to himſelf.—


  I will have him, continued my father, chearful, faceté, jovial; at the ſame time, prudent, attentive to buneſs, vigilant, acute, argute, inventive, quick in reſolving doubts and ſpeculative queﬅions;—he all be wiſe, and judicious, and learned:—And why not humble, and moderate, and gentle-tempered, and good? ſaid Yorick:—And why not, cried my uncle Toby, free, and generous, and bountiful, and brave?—He all, my dear Toby, replied my father, getting up and aking him by the hand.—Then, brother Shandy, anſwered my uncle Toby, raing himſelf oﬀ the chair, and laying down his pipe to take hold of my father’s other hand,—I humbly beg I may recommend poor Le Fever’s ſon to you;—a tear of joy of the ﬁrﬅ water ſparkled in my uncle Toby’s eye, and another, the fellow to it, in the corporal’s, as the propotion was made;—you will ſee why when you read Le Fever’s ﬅory:—fool that I was! nor can I recolle (nor perhaps you) without turning back to the place, what it was that hindered me from letting the corporal tell it in his own words;—but the occaon is loﬅ,—I muﬅ tell it now in my own.


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  The Story of Le Fever.


  IT was ſome time in the ſummer of that year in which Dendermond was taken by the allies,—which was about ſeven years before my father came into the country,—and about as many, after the time, that my uncle Toby and Trim had privately decamped from my father’s houſe in town, in order to lay ſome of the ﬁneﬅ eges to ſome of the ﬁneﬅ fortiﬁed cities in Europe—when my uncle Toby was one evening getting his ſupper, with Trim tting behind him at a ſmall deboard,—I ſay, tting—for in conderation of the corporal’s lame knee (which ſometimes gave him exquite pain)—when my uncle Toby dined or ſupped alone, he would never ſuﬀer the corporal to ﬅand; and the poor fellow’s veneration for his maﬅer was ſuch, that, with a proper artillery, my uncle Toby could have taken Dendermond itſelf, with leſs trouble than he was able to gain this point over him; for many a time when my uncle Toby ſuppoſed the corporal’s leg was at reﬅ, he would look back, and dete him ﬅanding behind him with the moﬅ dutiful reſpe: this bred more little ſquabbles betwixt them, than all other cauſes for ﬁve-and-twenty years together—But this is neither here nor there—why do I mention it?—Aſk my pen,—it governs me,—I govern not it.


  He was one evening tting thus at his ſupper, when the landlord of a little inn in the village came into the parlour, with an empty phial in his hand, to beg a glaſs or two of ſack; ’Tis for a poor gentleman,—I think, of the army, ſaid the landlord, who has been taken ill at my houſe four days ago, and has never held up his head nce, or had a dere to taﬅe anything, till juﬅ now, that he has a fancy for a glaſs of ſack and a thin toaﬅ,—I think, ſays he, taking his hand from his forehead, it would comfort me.


  —If I could neither beg, borrow, or buy ſuch a thing—added the landlord,—I would almoﬅ ﬅeal it for the poor gentleman, he is ſo ill.—I hope in God he will ﬅill mend, continued he,—we are all of us concerned for him.


  Thou art a good-natured ſoul, I will anſwer for thee, cried my uncle Toby; and thou alt drink the poor gentleman’s health in a glaſs of ſack thyſelf,—and take a couple of bottles with my ſervice, and tell him he is heartily welcome to them, and to a dozen more if they will do him good.


  Though I am perſuaded, ſaid my uncle Toby, as the landlord ut the door, he is a very compaonate fellow—Trim,—yet I cannot help entertaining a high opinion of his gueﬅ too; there muﬅ be ſomething more than common in him, that in ſo ort a time ould win ſo much upon the aﬀeions of his hoﬅ;—And of his whole family, added the corporal, for they are all concerned for him.—Step after him, ſaid my uncle Toby,—do, Trim,—and aſk if he knows his name.


  —I have quite forgot it truly, ſaid the landlord, coming back into the parlour with the corporal,—but I can aſk his ſon again:—Has he a ſon with him then? ſaid my uncle Toby.—a boy, replied the landlord, of about eleven or twelve years of age;—but the poor creature has taﬅed almoﬅ as little as his father; he does nothing but mourn and lament for him night and day:—He has not ﬅirred from the bed-de theſe two days.


  My uncle Toby laid down his knife and fork, and thruﬅ his plate from before him, as the landlord gave him the account; and Trim, without being ordered, took away, without ſaying one word, and in a few minutes after brought him his pipe and tobacco.


  —Stay in the room a little, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  Trim!—ſaid my uncle Toby, after he lighted his pipe, and ſmoak’d about a dozen whiﬀs.—Trim came in front of his maﬅer, and made his bow;—my uncle Toby ſmoak’d on, and ſaid no more.—Corporal! ſaid my uncle Toby—the corporal made his bow.—My uncle Toby proceeded no farther, but ﬁnied his pipe.


  Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby, I have a proje in my head, as it is a bad night, of wrapping myſelf up warm in my roquelaure, and paying a vit to this poor gentleman.—Your honour’s roquelaure, replied the corporal, has not once been had on, nce the night before your honour received your wound, when we mounted guard in the trenches before the gate of St. Nicolas;—and bedes, it is ſo cold and rainy a night, that what with the roquelaure, and what with the weather, ’twill be enough to give your honour your death, and bring on your honour’s torment in your groin. I fear ſo, replied my uncle Toby; but I am not at reﬅ in my mind, Trim, nce the account the landlord has given me.—I wi I had not known ſo much of this aﬀair,—added my uncle Toby,—or that I had known more of it:—How all we manage it? Leave it, an’t pleaſe your honour, to me, quoth the corporal;—I’ll take my hat and ﬅick and go to the houſe and reconnoitre, and a accordingly; and I will bring your honour a full account in an hour.—Thou alt go, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, and here’s a illing for thee to drink with his ſervant.—I all get it all out of him, ſaid the corporal, utting the door.


  My uncle Toby ﬁlled his ſecond pipe; and had it not been, that he now and then wandered from the point, with condering whether it was not full as well to have the curtain of the tenaille a ﬅraight line, as a crooked one,—he might be ſaid to have thought of nothing elſe but poor Le Fever and his boy the whole time he ſmoaked it.


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  The Story of Le Fever continued.


  IT was not till my uncle Toby had knocked the aes out of his third pipe, that corporal Trim returned from the inn, and gave him the following account.


  I deſpaired, at ﬁrﬅ, ſaid the corporal, of being able to bring back your honour any kind of intelligence concerning the poor ck lieutenant—Is he in the army, then? ſaid my uncle Toby—He is, ſaid the corporal—And in what regiment? ſaid my uncle Toby—I’ll tell your honour, replied the corporal, everything ﬅraight forwards, as I learnt it.—Then, Trim, I’ll ﬁll another pipe, ſaid my uncle Toby, and not interrupt thee till thou haﬅ done; ſo t down at thy eaſe, Trim, in the window-ſeat, and begin thy ﬅory again. The corporal made his old bow, which generally ſpoke as plain as a bow could ſpeak it—Your honour is good:—And having done that, he ſat down, as he was ordered,—and began the ﬅory to my uncle Toby over again in pretty near the ſame words.


  I deſpaired at ﬁrﬅ, ſaid the corporal, of being able to bring back any intelligence to your honour, about the lieutenant and his ſon; for when I aſked where his ſervant was, from whom I made myſelf ſure of knowing everything which was proper to be aſked,—That’s a right diﬅinion, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby—I was anſwered, an’ pleaſe your honour, that he had no ſervant with him;—that he had come to the inn with hired horſes, which, upon ﬁnding himſelf unable to proceed (to join, I ſuppoſe, the regiment), he had diſmied the morning after he came.—If I get better, my dear, ſaid he, as he gave his purſe to his ſon to pay the man,—we can hire horſes from hence.—But alas! the poor gentleman will never get from hence, ſaid the landlady to me,—for I heard the death-watch all night long;—and when he dies, the youth, his ſon, will certainly die with him, for he is broken-hearted already.


  I was hearing this account, continued the corporal, when the youth came into the kitchen, to order the thin toaﬅ the landlord ſpoke of;—but I will do it for my father myſelf, ſaid the youth.—Pray let me ſave you the trouble, young gentleman, ſaid I, taking up a fork for the purpoſe, and oﬀering him my chair to t down upon by the ﬁre, whilﬅ I did it.—I believe, Sir, ſaid he, very modeﬅly, I can pleaſe him beﬅ myſelf.—I am ſure, ſaid I, his honour will not like the toaﬅ the worſe for being toaﬅed by an old ſoldier.—The youth took hold of my hand, and inﬅantly burﬅ into tears.—Poor youth! ſaid my uncle Toby,—he has been bred up from an infant in the army, and the name of a ſoldier, Trim, ſounded in his ears like the name of a friend;—I wi I had him here.


  —I never, in the longeﬅ march, ſaid the corporal, had ſo great a mind to my dinner, as I had to cry with him for company:—What could be the matter with me, an’ pleaſe your honour? Nothing in the world, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, blowing his noſe,—but that thou art a good-natured fellow.


  When I gave him the toaﬅ, continued the corporal, I thought it was proper to tell him I was captain Shandy’s ſervant, and that your honour (though a ﬅranger) was extremely concerned for his father;—and that if there was any thing in your houſe or cellar—(And thou might’ﬅ have added my purſe too, ſaid my uncle Toby)—he was heartily welcome to it:—He made a very low bow (which was meant to your honour), but no anſwer—for his heart was full—ſo he went up ﬅairs with the toaﬅ;—I warrant you, my dear, ſaid I, as I opened the kitchen-door, your father will be well again.—Mr. Yorick’s curate was ſmoaking a pipe by the kitchen ﬁre,—but ſaid not a word good or bad to comfort the youth.—I thought it wrong; added the corporal—I think ſo too, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  When the lieutenant had taken his glaſs of ſack and toaﬅ, he felt himſelf a little revived, and ſent down into the kitchen, to let me know, that in about ten minutes he ould be glad if I would ﬅep up ﬅairs.—I believe, ſaid the landlord, he is going to ſay his prayers,—for there was a book laid upon the chair by his bed-de, and as I ut the door, I ſaw his ſon take up a cuion.—


  I thought, ſaid the curate, that you gentlemen of the army, Mr. Trim, never ſaid your prayers at all.—I heard the poor gentleman ſay his prayers laﬅ night, ſaid the landlady, very devoutly, and with my own ears, or I could not have believed it.—Are you ſure of it? replied the curate.—a ſoldier, an’ pleaſe your reverence, ſaid I, prays as often (of his own accord) as a parſon;—and when he is ﬁghting for his king, and for his own life, and for his honour too, he has the moﬅ reaſon to pray to God of any one in the whole world—’Twas well ſaid of thee, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby.—But when a ſoldier, ſaid I, an’ pleaſe your reverence, has been ﬅanding for twelve hours together in the trenches, up to his knees in cold water,—or engaged, ſaid I, for months together in long and dangerous marches;—haraed, perhaps, in his rear to-day;—harang others to-morrow;—detached here;—countermanded there;—reﬅing this night out upon his arms;—beat up in his irt the next;—benumbed in his joints;—perhaps without ﬅraw in his tent to kneel on;—muﬅ ſay his prayers how and when he can.—I believe, ſaid I,—for I was piqued, quoth the corporal, for the reputation of the army,—I believe, an’ pleaſe your reverence, ſaid I, that when a ſoldier gets time to pray,—he prays as heartily as a parſon,—though not with all his fuſs and hypocriſy.—Thou ouldﬅ not have ſaid that, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby,—for God only knows who is a hypocrite, and who is not:—At the great and general review of us all, corporal, at the day of judgment (and not till then)—it will be ſeen who has done their duties in this world,—and who has not; and we all be advanced, Trim, accordingly.—I hope we all, ſaid Trim.—It is in the Scripture, ſaid my uncle Toby; and I will ew it thee to-morrow:—In the mean time we may depend upon it, Trim, for our comfort, ſaid my uncle Toby, that God Almighty is ſo good and juﬅ a governor of the world, that if we have but done our duties in it,—it will never be enquired into, whether we have done them in a red coat or a black one:—I hope not, ſaid the corporal—But go on, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, with thy ﬅory.


  When I went up, continued the corporal, into the lieutenant’s room, which I did not do till the expiration of the ten minutes,—he was lying in his bed with his head raiſed upon his hand, with his elbow upon the pillow, and a clean white cambrick handkerchief bede it:—The youth was juﬅ ﬅooping down to take up the cuion, upon which I ſuppoſed he had been kneeling,—the book was laid upon the bed,—and, as he roſe, in taking up the cuion with one hand, he reached out his other to take it away at the ſame time.—Let it remain there, my dear, ſaid the lieutenant.


  He did not oﬀer to ſpeak to me, till I had walked up cloſe to his bed-de:—If you are captain Shandy’s ſervant, ſaid he, you muﬅ preſent my thanks to your maﬅer, with my little boy’s thanks along with them, for his courteſy to me;—if he was of Leven’s—ſaid the lieutenant.—I told him your honour was—Then, ſaid he, I ſerved three campaigns with him in Flanders, and remember him,—but ’tis moﬅ likely, as I had not the honour of any acquaintance with him, that he knows nothing of me.—You will tell him, however, that the perſon his good-nature has laid under obligations to him, is one Le Fever, a lieutenant in Angus’s—but he knows me not,—ſaid he, a ſecond time, mung;—pobly he may my ﬅory—added he—pray tell the captain, I was the engn at Breda, whoſe wife was moﬅ unfortunately killed with a muſket-ot, as e lay in my arms in my tent.—I remember the ﬅory, an’t pleaſe your honour, ſaid I, very well.—Do you ſo? ſaid he, wiping his eyes with his handkerchief,—then well may I.—In ſaying this, he drew a little ring out of his boſom, which ſeemed tied with a black ribband about his neck, and kiſs’d it twice—Here, Billy, ſaid he,—the boy ﬂew acroſs the room to the bed-de,—and falling down upon his knee, took the ring in his hand, and kied it too,—then kied his father, and ſat down upon the bed and wept.


  I wi, ſaid my uncle Toby, with a deep gh,—I wi, Trim, I was aeep.


  Your honour, replied the corporal, is too much concerned;—all I pour your honour out a glaſs of ſack to your pipe?—Do, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  I remember, ſaid my uncle Toby, ghing again, the ﬅory of the engn and his wife, with a circumﬅance his modeﬅy omitted;—and particularly well that he, as well as e, upon ſome account or other (I forget what) was univerſally pitied by the whole regiment;—but ﬁni the ﬅory thou art upon:—’Tis ﬁnied already, ſaid the corporal,—for I could ﬅay no longer,—ſo wied his honour a good night; young Le Fever roſe from oﬀ the bed, and ſaw me to the bottom of the ﬅairs; and as we went down together, told me, they had come from Ireland, and were on their route to join the regiment in Flanders.—But alas! ſaid the corporal,—the lieutenant’s laﬅ day’s march is over.—Then what is to become of his poor boy? cried my uncle Toby.


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  The Story of Le Fever continued.


  IT was to my uncle Toby’s eternal honour,—though I tell it only for the ſake of thoſe, who, when coop’d in betwixt a natural and a potive law, know not, for their ſouls, which way in the world to turn themſelves—That notwithﬅanding my uncle Toby was warmly engaged at that time in carrying on the ege of Dendermond, parallel with the allies, who preed theirs on ſo vigorouy, that they ſcarce allowed him time to get his dinner—that nevertheleſs he gave up Dendermond, though he had already made a lodgment upon the counterſcarp;—and bent his whole thoughts towards the private diﬅrees at the inn; and except that he ordered the garden gate to be bolted up, by which he might be ſaid to have turned the ege of Dendermond into a blockade,—he left Dendermond to itſelf—to be relieved or not by the French king, as the French king thought good; and only condered how he himſelf ould relieve the poor lieutenant and his ſon.


  —That kind Being, who is a friend to the friendleſs, all recompence thee for this.


  Thou haﬅ left this matter ort, ſaid my uncle Toby to the corporal, as he was putting him to bed,—and I will tell thee in what, Trim.—In the ﬁrﬅ place, when thou madeﬅ an oﬀer of my ſervices to Le Fever,—as ckneſs and travelling are both expenve, and thou knoweﬅ he was but a poor lieutenant, with a ſon to ſubﬅ as well as himſelf out of his pay,—that thou didﬅ not make an oﬀer to him of my purſe; becauſe, had he ﬅood in need, thou knoweﬅ, Trim, he had been as welcome to it as myſelf.—Your honour knows, ſaid the corporal, I had no orders;—True, quoth my uncle Toby,—thou didﬅ very right, Trim, as a ſoldier,—but certainly very wrong as a man.


  In the ſecond place, for which, indeed, thou haﬅ the ſame excuſe, continued my uncle Toby,—when thou oﬀeredﬅ him whatever was in my houſe,—thou ouldﬅ have oﬀered him my houſe too:—a ck brother oﬃcer ould have the beﬅ quarters, Trim, and if we had him with us,—we could tend and look to him:—Thou art an excellent nurſe thyſelf, Trim,—and what with thy care of him, and the old woman’s, and his boy’s, and mine together, we might recruit him again at once, and ſet him upon his legs.—


  —In a fortnight or three weeks, added my uncle Toby, ſmiling,—he might march.—He will never march; an’ pleaſe your honour, in this world, ſaid the corporal:—He will march; ſaid my uncle Toby, ring up, from the de of the bed, with one oe oﬀ:—An’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal, he will never march but to his grave:—He all march, cried my uncle Toby, marching the foot which had a oe on, though without advancing an inch,—he all march to his regiment.—He cannot ﬅand it, ſaid the corporal;—He all be ſupported, ſaid my uncle Toby;—He’ll drop at laﬅ, ſaid the corporal, and what will become of his boy?—He all not drop, ſaid my uncle Toby, ﬁrmly.—A-well-o’-day,—do what we can for him, ſaid Trim, maintaining his point,—the poor ſoul will die:—He all not die, by G—, cried my uncle Toby.


  —The accusing spirit, which ﬂew up to heaven’s chancery with the oath, blu’d as he gave it in;—and the recording angel, as he wrote it down, dropp’d a tear upon the word, and blotted it out for ever.


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  —MY uncle Toby went to his bureau,—put his purſe into his breeches pocket, and having ordered the corporal to go early in the morning for a phycian,—he went to bed, and fell aeep.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  The Story of Le Fever concluded.


  THE ſun looked bright the morning after, to every eye in the village but Le Fever’s and his aﬄied ſon’s; the hand of death preſs’d heavy upon his eye-lids,—and hardly could the wheel at the ciﬅern turn round its circle,—when my uncle Toby, who had roſe up an hour before his wonted time, entered the lieutenant’s room, and without preface or apology, ſat himſelf down upon the chair by the bed-de, and, independently of all modes and cuﬅoms, opened the curtain in the manner an old friend and brother oﬃcer would have done it, and aſked him how he did,—how he had reﬅed in the night,—what was his complaint,—where was his pain,—and what he could do to help him:—and without giving him time to anſwer any one of the enquiries, went on, and told him of the little plan which he had been concerting with the corporal the night before for him.—


  —You all go home direly, Le Fever, ſaid my uncle Toby, to my houſe,—and we’ll ſend for a door to ſee what’s the matter,—and we’ll have an apothecary,—and the corporal all be your nurſe;—and I’ll be your ſervant, Le Fever.


  There was a frankneſs in my uncle Toby,—not the eﬀe of familiarity,—but the cauſe of it,—which let you at once into his ſoul, and ewed you the goodneſs of his nature; to this, there was ſomething in his looks, and voice, and manner, ſuperadded, which eternally beckoned to the unfortunate to come and take elter under him; ſo that before my uncle Toby had half ﬁnied the kind oﬀers he was making to the father, had the ſon inſenbly preed up cloſe to his knees, and had taken hold of the breaﬅ of his coat, and was pulling it towards him.—The blood and ſpirits of Le Fever, which were waxing cold and ow within him, and were retreating to their laﬅ citadel, the heart—rallied back,—the ﬁlm forſook his eyes for a moment,—he looked up wifully in my uncle Toby’s face,—then caﬅ a look upon his boy,—and that ligament, ﬁne as it was,—was never broken.—


  Nature inﬅantly ebb’d again,—the ﬁlm returned to its place,—the pulſe ﬂuttered—ﬅopp’d—went on—throbb’d—ﬅopp’d again—moved—ﬅopp’d—all I go on?—No.


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  IAm ſo impatient to return to my own ﬅory, that what remains of young Le Fever’s, that is, from this turn of his fortune, to the time my uncle Toby recommended him for my preceptor, all be told in a very few words in the next chapter.—All that is neceary to be added to this chapter is as follows.—


  That my uncle Toby, with young Le Fever in his hand, attended the poor lieutenant, as chief mourners, to his grave.


  That the governor of Dendermond paid his obſequies all military honours,—and that Yorick, not to be behind-hand—paid him all eccleaﬅic—for he buried him in his chancel:—And it appears likewiſe, he preached a funeral ſermon over him—I ſay it appears,—for it was Yorick’s cuﬅom, which I ſuppoſe a general one with thoſe of his profeon, on the ﬁrﬅ leaf of every ſermon which he compoſed, to chronicle down the time, the place, and the occaon of its being preached: to this, he was ever wont to add ſome ort comment or ﬅriure upon the ſermon itſelf, ſeldom, indeed, much to its credit:—For inﬅance, This ſermon upon the Jewi diſpenſation—I don’t like it at all;—Though I own there is a world of water-landish knowledge in it,—but ’tis all tritical, and moﬅ tritically put together.—This is but a ﬂimſy kind of a compotion; what was in my head when I made it?


  —N. B. The excellency of this text is, that it will ſuit any ſermon,—and of this ſermon,—that it will ſuit any text.—


  —For this ſermon I all be hanged,—for I have ﬅolen the greateﬅ part of it. Door Paidagunes found me out. ☞ Set a thief to catch a thief.—


  On the back of half a dozen I ﬁnd written, So, ſo, and no more—and upon a couple Moderato; by which, as far as one may gather from Altieri’s Italian diionary,—but moﬅly from the authority of a piece of green whipcord, which ſeemed to have been the unravelling of Yorick’s whip-la, with which he has left us the two ſermons marked Moderato, and the half dozen of So, ſo, tied faﬅ together in one bundle by themſelves,—one may ſafely ſuppoſe he meant pretty near the ſame thing.


  There is but one diﬃculty in the way of this conjeure, which is this, that the moderato’s are ﬁve times better than the ſo, ſo’s;—ow ten times more knowledge of the human heart;—have ſeventy times more wit and ſpirit in them;—(and, to riſe properly in my climax)—diſcovered a thouſand times more genius;—and to crown all, are inﬁnitely more entertaining than thoſe tied up with them:—for which reaſon, whene’er Yorick’s dramatic ſermons are oﬀered to the world, though I all admit but one out of the whole number of the ſo, ſo’s, I all, nevertheleſs, adventure to print the two moderato’s without any ſort of ſcruple.


  What Yorick could mean by the words lentamente,—tenutè,—grave,—and ſometimes adagio,—as applied to theological compotions, and with which he has charaeriſed ſome of theſe ſermons, I dare not venture to gueſs.—I am more puzzled ﬅill upon ﬁnding a l’oava alta! upon one;—Con ﬅrepito upon the back of another;—Siciliana upon a third;—Alla capella upon a fourth;—Con l’arco upon this;—Senza l’arco upon that.—All I know is, that they are mucal terms, and have a meaning;—and as he was a mucal man, I will make no doubt, but that by ſome quaint application of ſuch metaphors to the compotions in hand, they impreed very diﬅin ideas of their ſeveral charaers upon his fancy,—whatever they may do upon that of others.


  Amongﬅ theſe, there is that particular ſermon which has unaccountably led me into this digreon—The funeral ſermon upon poor Le Fever, wrote out very fairly, as if from a haﬅy copy.—I take notice of it the more, becauſe it ſeems to have been his favourite compotion—It is upon mortality; and is tied lengthways and croſs-ways with a yarn thrum, and then rolled up and twiﬅed round with a half-eet of dirty blue paper, which ſeems to have been once the caﬅ cover of a general review, which to this day ſmells horribly of horſe drugs.—Whether theſe marks of humiliation were degned,—I ſomething doubt;—becauſe at the end of the ſermon (and not at the beginning of it)—very diﬀerent from his way of treating the reﬅ, he had wrote—


  Bravo!


  —Though not very oﬀenvely,—for it is at two inches, at leaﬅ, and a half’s diﬅance from, and below the concluding line of the ſermon, at the very extremity of the page, and in that right hand corner of it, which, you know, is generally covered with your thumb; and, to do it juﬅice, it is wrote bedes with a crow’s quill ſo faintly in a ſmall Italian hand, as ſcarce to ſolicit the eye towards the place, whether your thumb is there or not,—ſo that from the manner of it, it ﬅands half excuſed; and being wrote moreover with very pale ink, diluted almoﬅ to nothing,—’tis more like a ritratto of the adow of vanity, than of Vanity herſelf—of the two; reſembling rather a faint thought of tranent applauſe, ſecretly ﬅirring up in the heart of the compoſer; than a groſs mark of it, coarſely obtruded upon the world.


  With all theſe extenuations, I am aware, that in publiing this, I do no ſervice to Yorick’s charaer as a modeﬅ man;—but all men have their failings! and what leens this ﬅill farther, and almoﬅ wipes it away, is this; that the word was ﬅruck through ſometime afterwards (as appears from a diﬀerent tint of the ink) with a line quite acroſs it in this manner, BRAVO—as if he had retraed, or was aamed of the opinion he had once entertained of it.


  Theſe ort charaers of his ſermons were always written, excepting in this one inﬅance, upon the ﬁrﬅ leaf of his ſermon, which ſerved as a cover to it; and uſually upon the inde of it, which was turned towards the text;—but at the end of his diſcourſe, where, perhaps, he had ﬁve or x pages, and ſometimes, perhaps, a whole ſcore to turn himſelf in,—he took a large circuit, and, indeed, a much more mettleſome one;—as if he had ſnatched the occaon of unlacing himſelf with a few more frolickſome ﬅrokes at vice, than the ﬅraitneſs of the pulpit allowed.—Theſe, though huar-like, they ſkirmi lightly and out of all order, are ﬅill auxiliaries on the de of virtue;—tell me then, Mynheer Vander Blonederdondergewdenﬅronke, why they ould not be printed together?


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  WHEN my uncle Toby had turned everything into money, and ſettled all accounts betwixt the agent of the regiment and Le Fever, and betwixt Le Fever and all mankind,—there remained nothing more in my uncle Toby’s hands, than an old regimental coat and a ſword; ſo that my uncle Toby found little or no oppotion from the world in taking adminiﬅration. The coat my uncle Toby gave the corporal;—Wear it, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, as long as it will hold together, for the ſake of the poor lieutenant—And this,—ſaid my uncle Toby, taking up the ſword in his hand, and drawing it out of the ſcabbard as he ſpoke—and this, Le Fever, I’ll ſave for thee,—’tis all the fortune, continued my uncle Toby, hanging it up upon a crook, and pointing to it,—’tis all the fortune, my dear Le Fever, which God has left thee; but if he has given thee a heart to ﬁght thy way with it in the world,—and thou doeﬅ it like a man of honour,—’tis enough for us.


  As ſoon as my uncle Toby had laid a foundation, and taught him to inſcribe a regular polygon in a circle, he ſent him to a public ſchool, where, excepting Whitſontide and Chriﬅmas, at which times the corporal was punually diſpatched for him,—he remained to the ſpring of the year, ſeventeen; when the ﬅories of the emperor’s ſending his army into Hungary againﬅ the Turks, kindling a ſpark of ﬁre in his boſom, he left his Greek and Latin without leave, and throwing himſelf upon his knees before my uncle Toby, begged his father’s ſword, and my uncle Toby’s leave along with it, to go and try his fortune under Eugene.—Twice did my uncle Toby forget his wound and cry out, Le Fever! I will go with thee, and thou alt ﬁght bede me—And twice he laid his hand upon his groin, and hung down his head in ſorrow and diſconſolation.—


  My uncle Toby took down the ſword from the crook, where it had hung untouched ever nce the lieutenant’s death, and delivered it to the corporal to brighten up;—and having detained Le Fever a ngle fortnight to equip him, and contra for his paage to Leghorn,—he put the ſword into his hand.—If thou art brave, Le Fever, ſaid my uncle Toby, this will not fail thee,—but Fortune, ſaid he (mung a little),—Fortune may—And if e does,—added my uncle Toby, embracing him, come back again to me, Le Fever, and we will ape thee another courſe.


  The greateﬅ injury could not have oppreed the heart of Le Fever more than my uncle Toby’s paternal kindneſs;—he parted from my uncle Toby, as the beﬅ of ſons from the beﬅ of fathers—both dropped tears—and as my uncle Toby gave him his laﬅ kiſs, he ipped xty guineas, tied up in an old purſe of his father’s, in which was his mother’s ring, into his hand,—and bid God bleſs him.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIII.


  LE Fever got up to the Imperial army juﬅ time enough to try what metal his ſword was made of, at the defeat of the Turks before Belgrade; but a ſeries of unmerited miſchances had purſued him from that moment, and trod cloſe upon his heels for four years together after; he had withﬅood theſe buﬀetings to the laﬅ, till ckneſs overtook him at Marſeilles, from whence he wrote my uncle Toby word, he had loﬅ his time, his ſervices, his health, and, in ort, everything but his ſword;—and was waiting for the ﬁrﬅ ip to return back to him.


  As this letter came to hand about x weeks before Suſannah’s accident, Le Fever was hourly expeed; and was uppermoﬅ in my uncle Toby’s mind all the time my father was giving him and Yorick a deſcription of what kind of a perſon he would chuſe for a preceptor to me: but as my uncle Toby thought my father at ﬁrﬅ ſomewhat fanciful in the accompliments he required, he forebore mentioning Le Fever’s name,—till the charaer, by Yorick’s interpotion, ending unexpeedly, in one, who ould be gentle-tempered, and generous, and good, it impreed the image of Le Fever, and his intereﬅ, upon my uncle Toby ſo forcibly, he roſe inﬅantly oﬀ his chair; and laying down his pipe, in order to take hold of both my father’s hands—I beg, brother Shandy, ſaid my uncle Toby, I may recommend poor Le Fever’s ſon to you—I beſeech you do, added Yorick—He has a good heart, ſaid my uncle Toby—And a brave one too, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal.


  —The beﬅ hearts, Trim, are ever the braveﬅ, replied my uncle Toby.—And the greateﬅ cowards, an’ pleaſe your honour, in our regiment, were the greateﬅ raſcals in it.—There was ſerjeant Kumber, and engn—


  —We’ll talk of them, ſaid my father, another time.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  WHAT a jovial and a merry world would this be, may it pleaſe your worips, but for that inextricable labyrinth of debts, cares, woes, want, grief, diſcontent, melancholy, large jointures, impotions, and lies!


  Door Slop, like a ſon of a w—, as my father called him for it,—to exalt himſelf,—debaſed me to death,—and made ten thouſand times more of Suſannah’s accident, than there was any grounds for; ſo that in a week’s time, or leſs, it was in everybody’s mouth, That poor Maﬅer Shandy * * * * * * * * * * * * entirely.—And Fame, who loves to double everything,—in three days more, had ſworn, potively e ſaw it,—and all the world, as uſual, gave credit to her evidence—“That the nurſery window had not only * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *;—but that * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *’s alſo.”


  Could the world have been ſued like a body-corporate,—my father had brought an aion upon the caſe, and trounced it ſuﬃciently; but to fall foul of individuals about it—as every ſoul who had mentioned the aﬀair, did it with the greateﬅ pity imaginable;—’twas like ﬂying in the very face of his beﬅ friends:—And yet to acquieſce under the report, in lence—was to acknowledge it openly,—at leaﬅ in the opinion of one half of the world; and to make a buﬅle again, in contradiing it,—was to conﬁrm it as ﬅrongly in the opinion of the other half.—


  —Was ever poor devil of a country gentleman ſo hampered? ſaid my father.


  I would ew him publickly, ſaid my uncle Toby, at the market croſs.


  —’Twill have no eﬀe, ſaid my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  —I’ll put him, however, into breeches, ſaid my father,—let the world ſay what it will.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  THERE are a thouſand reſolutions, Sir, both in church and ﬅate, as well as in matters, Madam, of a more private concern;—which though they have carried all the appearance in the world of being taken, and entered upon in a haﬅy, hare-brained, and unadviſed manner, were, notwithﬅanding this (and could you or I have got into the cabinet, or ﬅood behind the curtain, we ould have found it was ſo), weighed, poized, and perpended—argued upon—canvaed through—entered into, and examined on all des with ſo much coolneſs, that the goddess of coolness herſelf (I do not take upon me to prove her exiﬅence) could neither have wied it, or done it better.


  Of the number of theſe was my father’s reſolution of putting me into breeches; which, though determined at once,—in a kind of huﬀ, and a deﬁance of all mankind, had, nevertheleſs, been pro’d and conn’d, and judicially talked over betwixt him and my mother about a month before, in two ſeveral beds of juﬅice, which my father had held for that purpoſe. I all explain the nature of theſe beds of juﬅice in my next chapter; and in the chapter following that, you all ﬅep with me, Madam, behind the curtain, only to hear in what kind of manner my father and my mother debated between themſelves, this aﬀair of the breeches,—from which you may form an idea, how they debated all leer matters.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  THE ancient Goths of Germany, who (the learned Cluverius is potive) were ﬁrﬅ ſeated in the country between the Viﬅula and the Oder, and who afterwards incorporated the Herculi, the Bugians, and ſome other Vandallick clans to ’em—had all of them a wiſe cuﬅom of debating everything of importance to their ﬅate, twice; that is,—once drunk, and once ſober:—Drunk,—that their councils might not want vigour;—and ſober—that they might not want diſcretion.


  Now my father being entirely a water-drinker,—was a long time gravelled almoﬅ to death, in turning this as much to his advantage, as he did every other thing which the ancients did or ſaid; and it was not till the ſeventh year of his marriage, after a thouſand fruitleſs experiments and devices, that he hit upon an expedient which anſwered the purpoſe;—and that was, when any diﬃcult and momentous point was to be ſettled in the family, which required great ſobriety, and great ſpirit too, in its determination,—he ﬁxed and ſet apart the ﬁrﬅ Sunday night in the month, and the Saturday night which immediately preceded it, to argue it over, in bed, with my mother: By which contrivance, if you conder, Sir, with yourſelf, * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * .


  Theſe my father, humorouy enough, called his beds of juﬅice;—for from the two diﬀerent counſels taken in theſe two diﬀerent humours, a middle one was generally found out which touched the point of wiſdom as well, as if he had got drunk and ſober a hundred times.


  It muﬅ not be made a ſecret of to the world, that this anſwers full as well in literary diſcuons, as either in military or conjugal; but it is not every author that can try the experiment as the Goths and Vandals did it—or, if he can, may it be always for his body’s health; and to do it, as my father did it,—am I ſure it would be always for his ſoul’s.


  My way is this:—


  In all nice and tickli diſcuons—(of which, heaven knows, there are but too many in my book),—where I ﬁnd I cannot take a ﬅep without the danger of having either their worips or their reverences upon my back—I write one-half full,—and t’other faﬅing;—or write it all full,—and corre it faﬅing:—or write it faﬅing,—and corre it full, for they all come to the ſame thing:—So that with a leſs variation from my father’s plan, than my father’s from the Gothick—I feel myſelf upon a par with him in his ﬁrﬅ bed of juﬅice,—and no way inferior to him in his ſecond.—Theſe diﬀerent and almoﬅ irreconcileable eﬀes, ﬂow uniformly from the wiſe and wonderful mechaniſm of nature,—of which,—be her’s the honour.—All that we can do, is to turn and work the machine to the improvement and better manufaory of the arts and ſciences.—


  Now, when I write full,—I write as if I was never to write faﬅing again as long as I live;—that is, I write free from the cares as well as the terrors of the world.—I count not the number of my ſcars,—nor does my fancy go forth into dark entries and bye-corners to antedate my ﬅabs.—In a word, my pen takes its courſe; and I write on as much from the fulneſs of my heart, as my ﬅomach.—


  But when, an’ pleaſe your honours, I indite faﬅing, ’tis a diﬀerent hiﬅory.—I pay the world all poble attention and reſpe,—and have as great a are (whilﬅ it laﬅs) of that under-ﬅrapping virtue of diſcretion as the beﬅ of you.—So that betwixt both, I write a careleſs kind of a civil, nonſencal, good-humoured Shandean book, which will do all your hearts good—


  —And all your heads too,—provided you underﬅand it.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  WE ould begin, ſaid my father, turning himſelf half round in bed, and ifting his pillow a little towards my mother’s, as he opened the debate—We ould begin to think, Mrs. Shandy, of putting this boy into breeches.—


  We ould ſo,—ſaid my mother.—We defer it, my dear, quoth my father, amefully.—


  I think we do, Mr. Shandy,—ſaid my mother.


  —Not but the child looks extremely well, ſaid my father, in his veﬅs and tunicks.—


  —He does look very well in them,—replied my mother.—


  —And for that reaſon it would be almoﬅ a n, added my father, to take him out of ’em.—


  —It would ſo,—ſaid my mother:—But indeed he is growing a very tall lad,—rejoined my father.


  —He is very tall for his age, indeed,—ſaid my mother.—


  —I can not (making two ſyllables of it) imagine, quoth my father, who the deuce he takes after.—


  I cannot conceive, for my life,—ſaid my mother.—


  Humph!—ſaid my father.


  (The dialogue ceaſed for a moment.)


  —I am very ort myſelf,—continued my father gravely.


  You are very ort, Mr. Shandy,—ſaid my mother.


  Humph! quoth my father to himſelf, a ſecond time: in muttering which, he plucked his pillow a little further from my mother’s—and turning about again, there was an end of the debate for three minutes and a half.


  —When he gets theſe breeches made, cried my father in a higher tone, he’ll look like a beaﬅ in ’em.


  He will be very awkward in them at ﬁrﬅ, replied my mother.—


  —And ’twill be lucky, if that’s the worﬅ on’t, added my father.


  It will be very lucky, anſwered my mother.


  I ſuppoſe, replied my father,—making ſome pauſe ﬁrﬅ,—he’ll be exaly like other people’s children.—


  Exaly, ſaid my mother.—


  —Though I all be ſorry for that, added my father: and ſo the debate ﬅopp’d again.


  —They ould be of leather, ſaid my father, turning him about again.—


  They will laﬅ him, ſaid my mother, the longeﬅ.


  But he can have no linings to ’em, replied my father.—


  He cannot, ſaid my mother.


  ’Twere better to have them of fuﬅian, quoth my father.


  Nothing can be better, quoth my mother.—


  —Except dimity,—replied my father:—’Tis beﬅ of all,—replied my mother.


  —One muﬅ not give him his death, however,—interrupted my father.


  By no means, ſaid my mother:—and ſo the dialogue ﬅood ﬅill again.


  I am reſolved, however, quoth my father, breaking lence the fourth time, he all have no pockets in them.—


  —There is no occaon for any, ſaid my mother.—


  I mean in his coat and waiﬅcoat,—cried my father.


  —I mean ſo too,—replied my mother.


  —Though if he gets a gig or top—Poor ſouls! it is a crown and a ſceptre to them,—they ould have where to ſecure it.—


  Order it as you pleaſe, Mr. Shandy, replied my mother.—


  —But don’t you think it right? added my father, preng the point home to her.


  Perfely, ſaid my mother, if it pleaſes you, Mr. Shandy.—


  —There’s for you! cried my father, long temper—Pleaſes me!—You never will diﬅingui, Mrs. Shandy, nor all I ever teach you to do it, betwixt a point of pleaſure and a point of convenience.—This was on the Sunday night:—and further this chapter ſayeth not.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  AFTER my father had debated the aﬀair of the breeches with my mother,—he conſulted Albertus Rubenius upon it; and Albertus Rubenius uſed my father ten times worſe in the conſultation (if poble) than even my father had uſed my mother: For as Rubenius had wrote a quarto expreſs, De re Veﬅiaria Veterum,—it was Rubenius’s buneſs to have given my father ſome lights.—On the contrary, my father might as well have thought of extraing the ſeven cardinal virtues out of a long beard,—as of extraing a ngle word out of Rubenius upon the ſubje.


  Upon every other article of ancient dreſs, Rubenius was very communicative to my father;—gave him a full and ſatisfaory account of


  
    The Toga, or looſe gown.


    The Chlamys.


    The Ephod.


    The Tunica, or Jacket.


    The Synthes.


    The Pænula.


    The Lacema, with its Cucullus.


    The Paludamentum.


    The Prætexta.


    The Sagum, or ſoldier’s jerkin.


    The Trabea: of which, according to Suetonius, there were three kinds.—

  


  —But what are all theſe to the breeches? ſaid my father.


  Rubenius threw him down upon the counter all kinds of oes which had been in faion with the Romans.—

  There was,


  
    The open oe.


    The cloſe oe.


    The ip oe.


    The wooden oe.


    The ſoc.


    The buſkin.


    And The military oe with hobnails in it, which Juvenal takes notice of.

  


  There were,


  
    The clogs.


    The pattins.


    The pantouﬂes.


    The brogues.


    The ſandals, with latchets to them.

  


  There was,


  
    The felt oe.


    The linen oe.


    The laced oe.


    The braided oe.


    The calceus inciſus.


    And The calceus roﬅratus.

  


  Rubenius ewed my father how well they all ﬁtted,—in what manner they laced on,—with what points, ﬅraps, thongs, latchets, ribbands, jaggs, and ends.—


  —But I want to be informed about the breeches, ſaid my father.


  Albertus Rubenius informed my father that the Romans manufaured ﬅuﬀs of various fabrics,—ſome plain,—ſome ﬅriped,—others diapered throughout the whole contexture of the wool, with lk and gold—That linen did not begin to be in common uſe till towards the declenon of the empire, when the Egyptians coming to ſettle amongﬅ them, brought it into vogue.


  —That perſons of quality and fortune diﬅinguied themſelves by the ﬁneneſs and whiteneſs of their clothes; which colour (next to purple, which was appropriated to the great oﬃces) they moﬅ aﬀeed, and wore on their birthdays and public rejoicings.—That it appeared from the beﬅ hiﬅorians of thoſe times, that they frequently ſent their clothes to the fuller, to be clean’d and whitened:—but that the inferior people, to avoid that expence, generally wore brown clothes, and of a ſomething coarſer texture,—till towards the beginning of Auguﬅus’s reign, when the ave dreed like his maﬅer, and almoﬅ every diﬅinion of habiliment was loﬅ, but the Latus Clavus.


  And what was the Latus Clavus? ſaid my father.


  Rubenius told him, that the point was ﬅill litigating amongﬅ the learned:—That Egnatius, Sigonius, Bous Ticinens, Bayﬁus, Budæus, Salmaus, Lipus, Lazius, Iſaac Caſaubon, and Joſeph Scaliger, all diﬀered from each other,—and he from them: That ſome took it to be the button,—ſome the coat itſelf,—others only the colour of it:—That the great Bayﬁus, in his Wardrobe of the Ancients, chap. 12—honeﬅly ſaid, he knew not what it was,—whether a tibula,—a ﬅud,—a button,—a loop,—a buckle,—or claſps and keepers.—


  —My father loﬅ the horſe, but not the ſaddle—They are hooks and eyes, ſaid my father—and with hooks and eyes he ordered my breeches to be made.


  ☜


  CHAP. XX.


  WE are now going to enter upon a new ſcene of events.—


  —Leave we then the breeches in the taylor’s hands, with my father ﬅanding over him with his cane, reading him as he ſat at work a leure upon the latus clavus, and pointing to the preciſe part of the waiﬅband, where he was determined to have it ſewed on.—


  Leave we my mother—(trueﬅ of all the Pococurantes of her ſex!)—careleſs about it, as about everything elſe in the world which concerned her;—that is,—indiﬀerent whether it was done this way or that,—provided it was but done at all.—


  Leave we Slop likewiſe to the full proﬁts of all my dionours.—


  Leave we poor Le Fever to recover, and get home from Marſeilles as he can.—And laﬅ of all,—becauſe the hardeﬅ of all—


  Let us leave, if poble, myſelf:—But ’tis impoble,—I muﬅ go along with you to the end of the work.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXI.


  IF the reader has not a clear conception of the rood and the half of ground which lay at the bottom of my uncle Toby’s kitchen-garden, and which was the ſcene of ſo many of his delicious hours,—the fault is not in me,—but in his imagination;—for I am ſure I gave him ſo minute a deſcription, I was almoﬅ aamed of it.


  When Fate was looking forwards one afternoon, into the great tranſaions of future times,—and recolleed for what purpoſes this little plot, by a decree faﬅ bound down in iron, had been deﬅined,—e gave a nod to Nature,—’twas enough—Nature threw half a ſpade full of her kindlieﬅ compoﬅ upon it, with juﬅ ſo much clay in it, as to retain the forms of angles and indentings,—and ſo little of it too, as not to cling to the ſpade, and render works of ſo much glory, naﬅy in foul weather.


  My uncle Toby came down, as the reader has been informed, with plans along with him, of almoﬅ every fortiﬁed town in Italy and Flanders; ſo let the Duke of Marlborough, or the allies, have ſet down before what town they pleaſed, my uncle Toby was prepared for them.


  His way, which was the mpleﬅ one in the world, was this; as ſoon as ever a town was inveﬅed—(but ſooner when the degn was known) to take the plan of it (let it be what town it would), and enlarge it upon a ſcale to the exa ze of his bowling-green; upon the ſurface of which, by means of a large role of packthread, and a number of ſmall piquets driven into the ground, at the ſeveral angles and redans, he transferred the lines from his paper; then taking the proﬁle of the place, with its works, to determine the depths and opes of the ditches,—the talus of the glacis, and the preciſe height of the ſeveral banquets, parapets, &c.—he ſet the corporal to work—and ſweetly went it on:—The nature of the ſoil,—the nature of the work itſelf,—and above all, the good-nature of my uncle Toby tting by from morning to night, and chatting kindly with the corporal upon paﬅ-done deeds,—left labour little elſe but the ceremony of the name.


  When the place was ﬁnied in this manner, and put into a proper poﬅure of defence,—it was inveﬅed,—and my uncle Toby and the corporal began to run their ﬁrﬅ parallel.—I beg I may not be interrupted in my ﬅory, by being told, That the ﬁrﬅ parallel ould be at leaﬅ three hundred toiſes diﬅant from the main body of the place,—and that I have not left a ngle inch for it;—for my uncle Toby took the liberty of incroaching upon his kitchen-garden, for the ſake of enlarging his works on the bowling-green, and for that reaſon generally ran his ﬁrﬅ and ſecond parallels betwixt two rows of his cabbages and his cauliﬂowers; the conveniences and inconveniences of which will be condered at large in the hiﬅory of my uncle Toby’s and the corporal’s campaigns, of which, this I’m now writing is but a ſketch, and will be ﬁnied, if I conjeure right, in three pages (but there is no gueng)—The campaigns themſelves will take up as many books; and therefore I apprehend it would be hanging too great a weight of one kind of matter in ſo ﬂimſy a performance as this, to rhapſodize them, as I once intended, into the body of the work—ſurely they had better be printed apart,—we’ll conder the aﬀair—ſo take the following ſketch of them in the meantime.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXII.


  WHEN the town, with its works, was ﬁnied, my uncle Toby and the corporal began to run their ﬁrﬅ parallel—not at random, or any how—but from the ſame points and diﬅances the allies had begun to run theirs; and regulating their approaches and attacks, by the accounts my uncle Toby received from the daily papers,—they went on, during the whole ege, ﬅep by ﬅep with the allies.


  When the duke of Marlborough made a lodgment,—my uncle Toby made a lodgment too,—And when the face of a baﬅion was battered down, or a defence ruined,—the corporal took his mattock and did as much,—and ſo on;—gaining ground, and making themſelves maﬅers of the works one after another, till the town fell into their hands.


  To one who took pleaſure in the happy ﬅate of others,—there could not have been a greater ght in the world, than, on a poﬅ-morning, in which a praicable breach had been made by the duke of Marlborough, in the main body of the place,—to have ﬅood behind the horn-beam hedge, and obſerved the ſpirit with which my uncle Toby, with Trim behind him, ſallied forth;—the one with the Gazette in his hand,—the other with a ſpade on his oulder to execute the contents.—What an honeﬅ triumph in my uncle Toby’s looks as he marched up to the ramparts! What intenſe pleaſure ſwimming in his eye as he ﬅood over the corporal, reading the paragraph ten times over to him, as he was at work, leﬅ, peradventure, he ould make the breach an inch too wide,—or leave it an inch too narrow.—But when the chamade was beat, and the corporal helped my uncle up it, and followed with the colours in his hand, to ﬁx them upon the ramparts—Heaven! Earth! Sea!—but what avails apoﬅrophes?—with all your elements, wet or dry, ye never compounded ſo intoxicating a draught.


  In this track of happineſs for many years, without one interruption to it, except now and then when the wind continued to blow due weﬅ for a week or ten days together, which detained the Flanders mail, and kept them ſo long in torture,—but ﬅill ’twas the torture of the happy—In this track, I ſay, did my uncle Toby and Trim move for many years, every year of which, and ſometimes every month, from the invention of either the one or the other of them, adding ſome new conceit or quirk of improvement to their operations, which always opened fre ſprings of delight in carrying them on.


  The ﬁrﬅ year’s campaign was carried on from beginning to end, in the plain and mple method I’ve related.


  In the ſecond year, in which my uncle Toby took Liege and Ruremond, he thought he might aﬀord the expence of four handſome draw-bridges, of two of which I have given an exa deſcription in the former part of my work.


  At the latter end of the ſame year he added a couple of gates with portculliſes:—Theſe laﬅ were converted afterwards into orgues, as the better thing; and during the winter of the ſame year, my uncle Toby, inﬅead of a new ſuit of clothes, which he always had at Chriﬅmas, treated himſelf with a handſome ſentry-box, to ﬅand at the corner of the bowling-green, betwixt which point and the foot of the glacis, there was left a little kind of an eſplanade for him and the corporal to confer and hold councils of war upon.


  —The ſentry-box was in caſe of rain.


  All theſe were painted white three times over the enſuing ſpring, which enabled my uncle Toby to take the ﬁeld with great ſplendour.


  My father would often ſay to Yorick, that if any mortal in the whole univerſe had done ſuch a thing, except his brother Toby, it would have been looked upon by the world as one of the moﬅ reﬁned ſatires upon the parade and prancing manner in which Lewis XIV. from the beginning of the war, but particularly that very year, had taken the ﬁeld—But ’tis not my brother Toby’s nature, kind ſoul! my father would add, to inſult any one.


  —But let us go on.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIII.


  IMuﬅ obſerve, that although in the ﬁrﬅ year’s campaign, the word town is often mentioned,—yet there was no town at that time within the polygon; that addition was not made till the ſummer following the ſpring in which the bridges and ſentry-box were painted, which was the third year of my uncle Toby’s campaigns,—when upon his taking Amberg, Bonn, and Rhinberg, and Huy and Limbourg, one after another, a thought came into the corporal’s head, that to talk of taking ſo many towns, without one town to ew for it,—was a very nonſencal way of going to work, and ſo propoſed to my uncle Toby, that they ould have a little model of a town built for them,—to be run up together of it deals, and then painted, and clapped within the interior polygon to ſerve for all.


  My uncle Toby felt the good of the proje inﬅantly, and inﬅantly agreed to it, but with the addition of two ngular improvements, of which he was almoﬅ as proud as if he had been the original inventor of the proje itſelf.


  The one was, to have the town built exaly in the ﬅyle of thoſe of which it was moﬅ likely to be the repreſentative:—with grated windows, and the gable ends of the houſes, facing the ﬅreets, &c. &c.—as thoſe in Ghent and Bruges, and the reﬅ of the towns in Brabant and Flanders.


  The other was, not to have the houſes run up together, as the corporal propoſed, but to have every houſe independent, to hook on, or oﬀ, ſo as to form into the plan of whatever town they pleaſed. This was put direly into hand, and many and many a look of mutual congratulation was exchanged between my uncle Toby and the corporal, as the carpenter did the work.


  —It anſwered prodigiouy the next ſummer—the town was a perfe Proteus—It was Landen, and Trerebach, and Santvliet, and Druſen, and Hagenau,—and then it was Oﬅend and Menin, and Aeth and Dendermond.


  —Surely never did any town a ſo many parts, nce Sodom and Gomorah, as my uncle Toby’s town did.


  In the fourth year, my uncle Toby thinking a town looked foolily without a church, added a very ﬁne one with a ﬅeeple.—Trim was for having bells in it;—my uncle Toby ſaid, the metal had better be caﬅ into cannon.


  This led the way the next campaign for half a dozen braſs ﬁeld-pieces, to be planted three and three on each de of my uncle Toby’s ſentry-box; and in a ort time, theſe led the way for a train of ſomewhat larger,—and ſo on—(as muﬅ always be the caſe in hobby-horcal aﬀairs) from pieces of half an inch bore, till it came at laﬅ to my father’s jack boots.


  The next year, which was that in which Lie was beeged, and at the cloſe of which both Ghent and Bruges fell into our hands,—my uncle Toby was ſadly put to it for proper ammunition;—I ſay proper ammunition—becauſe his great artillery would not bear powder; and ’twas well for the Shandy family they would not—For ſo full were the papers, from the beginning to the end of the ege, of the inceant ﬁrings kept up by the beegers,—and ſo heated was my uncle Toby’s imagination with the accounts of them, that he had infallibly ot away all his eﬅate.


  Something therefore was wanting as a ſuccedaneum, eſpecially in one or two of the more violent paroxyſms of the ege, to keep up ſomething like a continual ﬁring in the imagination,—and this ſomething, the corporal, whoſe principal ﬅrength lay in invention, ſupplied by an entire new ſyﬅem of battering of his own,—without which, this had been objeed to by military critics, to the end of the world, as one of the great dederata of my uncle Toby’s apparatus.


  This will not be explained the worſe, for ſetting oﬀ, as I generally do, at a little diﬅance from the ſubje.
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  CHAP. XXIV.


  WITH two or three other trinkets, ſmall in themſelves, but of great regard, which poor Tom, the corporal’s unfortunate brother, had ſent him over, with the account of his marriage with the Jew’s widow—there was


  A Montero-cap and two Turki tobacco-pipes.


  The Montero-cap I all deſcribe by and bye.—The Turki tobacco-pipes had nothing particular in them, they were ﬁtted up and ornamented as uſual, with ﬂexible tubes of Morocco leather and gold wire, and mounted at their ends, the one of them with ivory,—the other with black ebony, tipp’d with lver.


  My father, who ſaw all things in lights diﬀerent from the reﬅ of the world, would ſay to the corporal, that he ought to look upon theſe two preſents more as tokens of his brother’s nicety, than his aﬀeion.—Tom did not care, Trim, he would ſay, to put on the cap, or to ſmoke in the tobacco-pipe of a Jew.—God bleſs your honour, the corporal would ſay, (giving a ﬅrong reaſon to the contrary)—how can that be?


  The Montero-cap was ſcarlet, of a ſuperﬁne Spani cloth, dyed in grain, and mounted all round with fur, except about four inches in the front, which was faced with a light blue, ightly embroidered,—and ſeemed to have been the property of a Portugueſe quartermaﬅer, not of foot, but of horſe, as the word denotes.


  The corporal was not a little proud of it, as well for its own ſake, as the ſake of the giver, ſo ſeldom or never put it on but upon Gala-days; and yet never was a Montero-cap put to ſo many uſes; for in all controverted points, whether military or culinary, provided the corporal was ſure he was in the right,—it was either his oath,—his wager,—or his gift.


  —’Twas his gift in the preſent caſe.


  I’ll be bound, ſaid the corporal, ſpeaking to himſelf, to give away my Montero-cap to the ﬁrﬅ beggar who comes to the door, if I do not manage this matter to his honour’s ſatisfaion.


  The completion was no further oﬀ than the very next morning; which was that of the ﬅorm of the counterſcarp betwixt the Lower Deule, to the right, and the gate St. Andrew,—and on the left, between St. Magdalen’s and the river.


  As this was the moﬅ memorable attack in the whole war,—the moﬅ gallant and obﬅinate on both des,—and I muﬅ add the moﬅ bloody too, for it coﬅ the allies themſelves that morning above eleven hundred men,—my uncle Toby prepared himſelf for it with a more than ordinary ſolemnity.


  The eve which preceded, as my uncle Toby went to bed, he ordered his ramallie wig, which had laid inde out for many years in the corner of an old campaigning trunk, which ﬅood by his bedde, to be taken out and laid upon the lid of it, ready for the morning;—and the very ﬁrﬅ thing he did in his irt, when he had ﬅepped out of bed, my uncle Toby, after he had turned the rough de outwards,—put it on:—This done, he proceeded next to his breeches, and having buttoned the waiﬅband, he forthwith buckled on his ſword-belt, and had got his ſword half way in,—when he condered he ould want aving, and that it would be very inconvenient doing it with his ſword on,—ſo took it oﬀ:—In aaying to put on his regimental coat and waiﬅcoat, my uncle Toby found the ſame objeion in his wig,—ſo that went oﬀ too:—So that what with one thing and what with another, as always falls out when a man is in the moﬅ haﬅe,—’twas ten o’clock, which was half an hour later than his uſual time, before my uncle Toby ſallied out.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXV.


  MY uncle Toby had ſcarce turned the corner of his yew hedge, which ſeparated his kitchen-garden from his bowling-green, when he perceived the corporal had begun the attack without him.—


  Let me ﬅop and give you a piure of the corporal’s apparatus; and of the corporal himſelf in the height of his attack, juﬅ as it ﬅruck my uncle Toby, as he turned towards the ſentry-box, where the corporal was at work,—for in nature there is not ſuch another,—nor can any combination of all that is groteſque and whimcal in her works produce its equal.


  The corporal—


  —Tread lightly on his aes, ye men of genius,—for he was your kinſman:


  Weed his grave clean, ye men of goodneſs,—for he was your brother.—Oh corporal! had I thee, but now,—now, that I am able to give thee a dinner and proteion,—how would I cheri thee! thou ould’ﬅ wear thy Montero-cap every hour of the day, and every day of the week,—and when it was worn out, I would purchaſe thee a couple like it:—But alas! alas! alas! now that I can do this in ſpite of their reverences—the occaon is loﬅ—for thou art gone;—thy genius ﬂed up to the ﬅars from whence it came;—and that warm heart of thine, with all its generous and open veels, compreed into a clod of the valley!


  —But what—what is this, to that future and dreaded page, where I look towards the velvet pall, decorated with the military engns of thy maﬅer—the ﬁrﬅ—the foremoﬅ of created beings;—where, I all ſee thee, faithful ſervant! laying his ſword and ſcabbard with a trembling hand acroſs his coﬃn, and then returning pale as aes to the door, to take his mourning horſe by the bridle, to follow his hearſe, as he direed thee;—where—all my father’s ſyﬅems all be baﬄed by his ſorrows; and, in ſpite of his philoſophy, I all behold him, as he inſpes the lackered plate, twice taking his ſpeacles from oﬀ his noſe, to wipe away the dew which nature has ed upon them—When I ſee him caﬅ in the roſemary with an air of diſconſolation, which cries through my ears,—O Toby! in what corner of the world all I ſeek thy fellow?


  —Gracious powers! which erﬅ have opened the lips of the dumb in his diﬅreſs, and made the tongue of the ﬅammerer ſpeak plain—when I all arrive at this dreaded page, deal not with me, then, with a ﬅinted hand.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVI.


  THE corporal, who the night before had reſolved in his mind to ſupply the grand dederatum, of keeping up ſomething like an inceant ﬁring upon the enemy during the heat of the attack,—had no further idea in his fancy at that time, than a contrivance of ſmoking tobacco againﬅ the town, out of one of my uncle Toby’s x ﬁeld-pieces, which were planted on each de of his ſentry-box; the means of eﬀeing which occurring to his fancy at the time ſame, though he had pledged his cap, he thought it in no danger from the miſcarriage of his projes.


  Upon turning it this way, and that, a little in his mind, he ſoon began to ﬁnd out, that by means of his two Turki tobacco-pipes, with the ſupplement of three ſmaller tubes of wa-leather at each of their lower ends, to be tagg’d by the ſame number of tin-pipes ﬁtted to the touch-holes, and ſealed with clay next the cannon, and then tied hermetically with waxed lk at their ſeveral inſertions into the Morocco tube,—he ould be able to ﬁre the x ﬁeld-pieces all together, and with the ſame eaſe as to ﬁre one.—


  —Let no man ſay from what taggs and jaggs hints may not be cut out for the advancement of human knowledge. Let no man, who has read my father’s ﬁrﬅ and ſecond beds of juﬅice, ever riſe up and ſay again, from collion of what kinds of bodies light may or may not be ﬅruck out, to carry the arts and ſciences up to perfeion.—Heaven! thou knoweﬅ how I love them;—thou knoweﬅ the ſecrets of my heart, and that I would this moment give my irt—Thou art a fool, Shandy, ſays Eugenius, for thou haﬅ but a dozen in the world,—and ’twill break thy ſet.—


  No matter for that, Eugenius; I would give the irt oﬀ my back to be burned into tinder, were it only to ſatisfy one feveri enquirer, how many ſparks at one good ﬅroke, a good ﬂint and ﬅeel could ﬅrike into the tail of it.—Think ye not that in ﬅriking theſe in,—he might, peradventure, ﬅrike ſomething out? as ſure as a gun.—


  —But this proje, by the bye.


  The corporal ſat up the beﬅ part of the night, in bringing his to perfeion; and having made a ſuﬃcient proof of his cannon, with charging them to the top with tobacco,—he went with contentment to bed.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVII.


  THE corporal had ipped out about ten minutes before my uncle Toby, in order to ﬁx his apparatus, and juﬅ give the enemy a ot or two before my uncle Toby came.


  He had drawn the x ﬁeld-pieces for this end, all cloſe up together in front of my uncle Toby’s ſentry-box, leaving only an interval of about a yard and a half betwixt the three, on the right and left, for the convenience of charging, &c.—and the ſake pobly of two batteries, which he might think double the honour of one.


  In the rear and facing this opening, with his back to the door of the ſentry-box, for fear of being ﬂanked, had the corporal wiſely taken his poﬅ:—He held the ivory pipe, appertaining to the battery on the right, betwixt the ﬁnger and thumb of his right hand,—and the ebony pipe tipp’d with lver, which appertained to the battery on the left, betwixt the ﬁnger and thumb of the other—and with his right knee ﬁxed ﬁrm upon the ground, as if in the front rank of his platoon, was the corporal with his Montero-cap upon his head, furiouy playing oﬀ his two croſs batteries at the ſame time againﬅ the counter-guard, which faced the counter-ſcarp, where the attack was to be made that morning. His ﬁrﬅ intention, as I ſaid, was no more than giving the enemy a ngle puﬀ or two;—but the pleaſure of the puﬀs, as well as the puﬃng, had inſenbly got hold of the corporal, and drawn him on from puﬀ to puﬀ, into the very height of the attack, by the time my uncle Toby joined him.


  ’Twas well for my father, that my uncle Toby had not his will to make that day.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVIII.


  MY uncle Toby took the ivory pipe out of the corporal’s hand,—looked at it for half a minute, and returned it.


  In leſs than two minutes, my uncle Toby took the pipe from the corporal again, and raiſed it half way to his mouth—then haﬅily gave it back a ſecond time.


  The corporal redoubled the attack,—my uncle Toby ſmiled,—then looked grave,—then ſmiled for a moment,—then looked ſerious for a long time;—Give me hold of the ivory pipe, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby—my uncle Toby put it to his lips,—drew it back direly,—gave a peep over the horn-beam hedge;—never did my uncle Toby’s mouth water ſo much for a pipe in his life.—My uncle Toby retired into the ſentry-box with the pipe in his hand.—


  —Dear uncle Toby! don’t go into the ſentry-box with the pipe,—there’s no truﬅing a man’s ſelf with ſuch a thing in ſuch a corner.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIX.


  IBeg the reader will aﬅ me here, to wheel oﬀ my uncle Toby’s ordnance behind the ſcenes,—to remove his ſentry-box, and clear the theatre, if poble, of horn-works and half moons, and get the reﬅ of his military apparatus out of the way;—that done, my dear friend Garrick, we’ll ſnuﬀ the candles bright,—ſweep the ﬅage with a new broom,—draw up the curtain, and exhibit my uncle Toby dreed in a new charaer, throughout which the world can have no idea how he will a: and yet, if pity be a-kin to love,—and bravery no alien to it, you have ſeen enough of my uncle Toby in theſe, to trace theſe family likenees betwixt the two paons (in caſe there is one) to your heart’s content.


  Vain ſcience! thou aﬅeﬅ us in no caſe of this kind—and thou puzzleﬅ us in every one.


  There was, Madam, in my uncle Toby, a ngleneſs of heart which mied him ſo far out of the little ſerpentine tracks in which things of this nature uſually go on; you can—you can have no conception of it: with this, there was a plainneſs and mplicity of thinking, with ſuch an unmiﬅruﬅing ignorance of the plies and foldings of the heart of woman;—and ſo naked and defenceleſs did he ﬅand before you (when a ege was out of his head), that you might have ﬅood behind any one of your ſerpentine walks, and ot my uncle Toby ten times in a day, through his liver, if nine times in a day, Madam, had not ſerved your purpoſe.


  With all this, Madam,—and what confounded everything as much on the other hand, my uncle Toby had that unparalleled modeﬅy of nature I once told you of, and which, by the bye, ﬅood eternal ſentry upon his feelings, that you might as ſoon—But where am I going? theſe reﬂeions crowd in upon me ten pages at leaﬅ too ſoon, and take up that time, which I ought to beﬅow upon fas.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXX.


  OF the few legitimate ſons of Adam whoſe breaﬅs never felt what the ﬅing of love was,—(maintaining ﬁrﬅ, all myſogyniﬅs to be baﬅards)—the greateﬅ heroes of ancient and modern ﬅory have carried oﬀ amongﬅ them nine parts in ten of the honour; and I wi for their ſakes I had the key of my ﬅudy, out of my draw-well, only for ﬁve minutes, to tell you their names—recolle them I cannot—ſo be content to accept of theſe, for the preſent, in their ﬅead.—


  There was the great king Aldrovandus, and Boſphorus, and Cappadocius, and Dardanus, and Pontus, and Aus,—to ſay nothing of the iron-hearted Charles the XIIth, whom the Counteſs of K***** herſelf could make nothing of.—There was Babylonicus, and Mediterraneus, and Polixenes, and Percus, and Prucus, not one of whom (except Cappadocius and Pontus, who were both a little ſuſpeed) ever once bowed down his breaﬅ to the goddeſs—The truth is, they had all of them ſomething elſe to do—and ſo had my uncle Toby—till Fate—till Fate I ſay, envying his name the glory of being handed down to poﬅerity with Aldrovandus’s and the reﬅ,—e baſely patched up the peace of Utrecht.


  —Believe me, Sirs, ’twas the worﬅ deed e did that year.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXI.


  AMONGST the many ill conſequences of the treaty of Utrecht, it was within a point of giving my uncle Toby a ſurfeit of eges; and though he recovered his appetite afterwards, yet Calais itſelf left not a deeper ſcar in Mary’s heart, than Utrecht upon my uncle Toby’s. To the end of his life he never could hear Utrecht mentioned upon any account whatever,—or ſo much as read an article of news extraed out of the Utrecht Gazette, without fetching a gh, as if his heart would break in twain.


  My father, who was a great motive-monger, and conſequently a very dangerous perſon for a man to t by, either laughing or crying,—for he generally knew your motive for doing both, much better than you knew it yourſelf—would always conſole my uncle Toby upon theſe occaons, in a way, which ewed plainly, he imagined my uncle Toby grieved for nothing in the whole aﬀair, ſo much as the loſs of his hobby-horſe.—Never mind, brother Toby, he would ſay,—by God’s bleng we all have another war break out again ſome of theſe days; and when it does,—the belligerent powers, if they would hang themſelves, cannot keep us out of play.—I defy ’em, my dear Toby, he would add, to take countries without taking towns,—or towns without eges.


  My uncle Toby never took this back-ﬅroke of my father’s at his hobby-horſe kindly.—He thought the ﬅroke ungenerous; and the more ſo, becauſe in ﬅriking the horſe he hit the rider too, and in the moﬅ dionourable part a blow could fall; ſo that upon theſe occaons, he always laid down his pipe upon the table with more ﬁre to defend himſelf than common.


  I told the reader, this time two years, that my uncle Toby was not eloquent; and in the very ſame page gave an inﬅance to the contrary:—I repeat the obſervation, and a fa which contradis it again.—He was not eloquent,—it was not eaſy to my uncle Toby to make long harangues,—and he hated ﬂorid ones; but there were occaons where the ﬅream overﬂowed the man, and ran ſo counter to its uſual courſe, that in ſome parts my uncle Toby, for a time, was at leaﬅ equal to Tertullus—but in others, in my own opinion, inﬁnitely above him.


  My father was ſo highly pleaſed with one of theſe apologetical orations of my uncle Toby’s, which he had delivered one evening before him and Yorick, that he wrote it down before he went to bed.


  I have had the good fortune to meet with it amongﬅ my father’s papers, with here and there an inſertion of his own, betwixt two crooks, thus [], and is endorſed,


  My brother Toby’s juﬅiﬁcation of his own principles and condu in wiing to continue the war.


  I may ſafely ſay, I have read over this apologetical oration of my uncle Toby’s a hundred times, and think it ſo ﬁne a model of defence,—and ows ſo ſweet a temperament of gallantry and good principles in him, that I give it the world, word for word (interlineations and all), as I ﬁnd it.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXII.


  My uncle Toby’s apologetical oration.


  IAm not inſenble, brother Shandy, that when a man whoſe profeon is arms, wies, as I have done, for war,—it has an ill aſpe to the world;—and that, how juﬅ and right ſoever his motives and intentions may be,—he ﬅands in an uneaſy poﬅure in vindicating himſelf from private views in doing it.


  For this cauſe, if a ſoldier is a prudent man, which he may be without being a jot the leſs brave, he will be ſure not to utter his wi in the hearing of an enemy; for ſay what he will, an enemy will not believe him.—He will be cautious of doing it even to a friend,—leﬅ he may ſuﬀer in his eﬅeem:—But if his heart is overcharged, and a ſecret gh for arms muﬅ have its vent, he will reſerve it for the ear of a brother, who knows his charaer to the bottom, and what his true notions, diſpotions, and principles of honour are: What, I hope, I have been in all theſe, brother Shandy, would be unbecoming in me to ſay:—much worſe, I know, have I been than I ought,—and ſomething worſe, perhaps, than I think: But ſuch as I am, you, my dear brother Shandy, who have ſucked the ſame breaﬅs with me,—and with whom I have been brought up from my cradle,—and from whoſe knowledge, from the ﬁrﬅ hours of our boyi paﬅimes, down to this, I have concealed no one aion of my life, and ſcarce a thought in it—Such as I am, brother, you muﬅ by this time know me, with all my vices, and with all my weaknees too, whether of my age, my temper, my paons, or my underﬅanding.


  Tell me then, my dear brother Shandy, upon which of them it is, that when I condemned the peace of Utrecht, and grieved the war was not carried on with vigour a little longer, you ould think your brother did it upon unworthy views; or that in wiing for war, he ould be bad enough to wi more of his fellow-creatures ain,—more aves made, and more families driven from their peaceful habitations, merely for his own pleaſure:—Tell me, brother Shandy, upon what one deed of mine do you ground it? [The devil a deed do I know of, dear Toby, but one for a hundred pounds, which I lent thee to carry on theſe curſed eges.]


  If, when I was a ſchool-boy, I could not hear a drum beat, but my heart beat with it—was it my fault? Did I plant the propenty there?—Did I ſound the alarm within, or Nature?


  When Guy, Earl of Warwick, and Pariſmus and Pariſmenus, and Valentine and Orſon, and the Seven Champions of England, were handed around the ſchool,—were they not all purchaſed with my own pocket-money? Was that ſelﬁ, brother Shandy? When we read over the ege of Troy, which laﬅed ten years and eight months,—though with ſuch a train of artillery as we had at Namur, the town might have been carried in a week—was I not as much concerned for the deﬅruion of the Greeks and Trojans as any boy of the whole ſchool? Had I not three ﬅrokes of a ferula given me, two on my right hand, and one on my left, for calling Helena a bitch for it? Did any one of you ed more tears for Heor? And when king Priam came to the camp to beg his body, and returned weeping back to Troy without it,—you know, brother, I could not eat my dinner.—


  —Did that beſpeak me cruel? Or becauſe, brother Shandy, my blood ﬂew out into the camp, and my heart panted for war,—was it a proof it could not ache for the diﬅrees of war too?


  O brother! ’tis one thing for a ſoldier to gather laurels,—and ’tis another to ſcatter cypreſs.—[Who told thee, my dear Toby, that cypreſs was uſed by the antients on mournful occaons?]


  —’Tis one thing, brother Shandy, for a ſoldier to hazard his own life—to leap ﬁrﬅ down into the trench, where he is ſure to be cut in pieces:—’Tis one thing, from public ſpirit and a thirﬅ of glory, to enter the breach the ﬁrﬅ man,—To ﬅand in the foremoﬅ rank, and march bravely on with drums and trumpets, and colours ﬂying about his ears:—’Tis one thing, I ſay, brother Shandy, to do this,—and ’tis another thing to reﬂe on the miſeries of war;—to view the deſolations of whole countries, and conder the intolerable fatigues and hardips which the ſoldier himſelf, the inﬅrument who works them, is forced (for xpence a day, if he can get it) to undergo.


  Need I be told, dear Yorick, as I was by you, in Le Fever’s funeral ſermon, That ſo ſoft and gentle a creature, born to love, to mercy, and kindneſs, as man is, was not aped for this?—But why did you not add, Yorick,—if not by nature—that he is ſo by necessity?—For what is war? what is it, Yorick, when fought as ours has been, upon principles of liberty, and upon principles of honour—what is it, but the getting together of quiet and harmleſs people, with their ſwords in their hands, to keep the ambitious and the turbulent within bounds? And heaven is my witneſs, brother Shandy, that the pleaſure I have taken in theſe things,—and that inﬁnite delight, in particular, which has attended my eges in my bowling-green, has aroſe within me, and I hope in the corporal too, from the conſciouſneſs we both had, that in carrying them on, we were anſwering the great ends of our creation.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIII.


  ITold the Chriﬅian reader—I ſay Chriﬅian—hoping he is one—and if he is not, I am ſorry for it—and only beg he will conder the matter with himſelf, and not lay the blame entirely upon this book—


  I told him, Sir—for in good truth, when a man is telling a ﬅory in the ﬅrange way I do mine, he is obliged continually to be going backwards and forwards to keep all tight together in the reader’s fancy—which, for my own part, if I did not take heed to do more than at ﬁrﬅ, there is ſo much unﬁxed and equivocal matter ﬅarting up, with ſo many breaks and gaps in it,—and ſo little ſervice do the ﬅars aﬀord, which, nevertheleſs, I hang up in ſome of the darkeﬅ paages, knowing that the world is apt to loſe its way, with all the lights the ſun itſelf at noon-day can give it—and now you ſee, I am loﬅ myſelf!—


  —But ’tis my father’s fault; and whenever my brains come to be dieed, you will perceive, without ſpeacles, that he has left a large uneven thread, as you ſometimes ſee in an unſaleable piece of cambrick, running along the whole length of the web, and ſo untowardly, you cannot ſo much as cut out a **, (here I hang up a couple of lights again)—or a ﬁllet, or a thumb-ﬅall, but it is ſeen or felt.—


  Quanto id diligentius in liberis procreandis cavendum, ſayeth Cardan. All which being condered, and that you ſee ’tis morally impraicable for me to wind this round to where I ſet out—


  I begin the chapter over again.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIV.


  ITold the Chriﬅian reader in the beginning of the chapter which preceded my uncle Toby’s apologetical oration,—though in a diﬀerent trope from what I ould make uſe of now, That the peace of Utrecht was within an ace of creating the ſame yneſs betwixt my uncle Toby and his hobby-horſe, as it did betwixt the queen and the reﬅ of the confederating powers.


  There is an indignant way in which a man ſometimes diſmounts his horſe, which as good as ſays to him, “I’ll go afoot, Sir, all the days of my life, before I would ride a ngle mile upon your back again.” Now my uncle Toby could not be ſaid to diſmount his horſe in this manner; for in ﬅrineſs of language, he could not be ſaid to diſmount his horſe at all—his horſe rather ﬂung him—and ſomewhat viciouy, which made my uncle Toby take it ten times more unkindly. Let this matter be ſettled by ﬅate-jockies as they like.—It created, I ſay, a ſort of yneſs betwixt my uncle Toby and his hobby-horſe.—He had no occaon for him from the month of March to November, which was the ſummer after the articles were gned, except it was now and then to take a ort ride out, juﬅ to ſee that the fortiﬁcations and harbour of Dunkirk were demolied, according to ﬅipulation.


  The French were ſo backwards all that ſummer in ſetting about that aﬀair, and Moneur Tugghe, the Deputy from the magiﬅrates of Dunkirk, preſented ſo many aﬀeing petitions to the queen,—beſeeching her majeﬅy to cauſe only her thunder-bolts to fall upon the martial works, which might have incurred her diſpleaſure,—but to ſpare—to ſpare the mole, for the mole’s ſake; which, in its naked tuation, could be no more than an obje of pity—and the queen (who was but a woman) being of a pitiful diſpotion,—and her miniﬅers alſo, they not wiing in their hearts to have the town diſmantled, for theſe private reaſons, * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *——


  * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *; ſo that the whole went heavily on with my uncle Toby; inſomuch, that it was not within three full months, after he and the corporal had conﬅrued the town, and put it in a condition to be deﬅroyed, that the ſeveral commandants, commiaries, deputies, negociators, and intendants, would permit him to ſet about it.—Fatal interval of inaivity!


  The corporal was for beginning the demolition, by making a breach in the ramparts, or main fortiﬁcations of the town—No,—that will never do, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby, for in going that way to work with the town, the Engli garriſon will not be ſafe in it an hour; becauſe if the French are treacherous—They are as treacherous as devils, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal—It gives me concern always when I hear it, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby,—for they don’t want perſonal bravery; and if a breach is made in the ramparts, they may enter it, and make themſelves maﬅers of the place when they pleaſe:—Let them enter it, ſaid the corporal, lifting up his pioneer’s ſpade in both his hands, as if he was going to lay about him with it,—let them enter, an’ pleaſe your honour, if they dare.—In caſes like this, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby, ipping his right hand down to the middle of his cane, and holding it afterwards truncheon-wiſe with his foreﬁnger extended,—’tis no part of the conderation of a commandant, what the enemy dare,—or what they dare not do; he muﬅ a with prudence. We will begin with the outworks both towards the ſea and the land, and particularly with fort Louis, the moﬅ diﬅant of them all, and demoli it ﬁrﬅ,—and the reﬅ, one by one, both on our right and left, as we retreat towards the town;—then we’ll demoli the mole,—next ﬁll up the harbour,—then retire into the citadel, and blow it up into the air: and having done that, corporal, we’ll embark for England.—We are there, quoth the corporal, recolleing himſelf—Very true, ſaid my uncle Toby—looking at the church.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXV.


  ADeluve, delicious conſultation or two of this kind, betwixt my uncle Toby and Trim, upon the demolition of Dunkirk,—for a moment rallied back the ideas of thoſe pleaſures, which were ipping from under him:—ﬅill—ﬅill all went on heavily—the magic left the mind the weaker—Stillness, with Silence at her back, entered the ſolitary parlour, and drew their gauzy mantle over my uncle Toby’s head;—and Listlessness, with her lax ﬁbre and undireed eye, ſat quietly down bede him in his arm-chair.—No longer Amberg and Rhinberg, and Limbourg, and Huy, and Bonn, in one year,—and the proſpe of Landen, and Trerebach, and Druſen, and Dendermond, the next,—hurried on the blood:—No longer did ſaps, and mines, and blinds, and gabions, and paliſadoes, keep out this fair enemy of man’s repoſe:—No more could my uncle Toby, after pang the French lines, as he eat his egg at ſupper, from thence break into the heart of France,—croſs over the Oyes, and with all Picardie open behind him, march up to the gates of Paris, and fall aeep with nothing but ideas of glory:—No more was he to dream he had ﬁxed the royal ﬅandard upon the tower of the Baﬅile, and awake with it ﬅreaming in his head.


  —Softer vions,—gentler vibrations ﬅole ſweetly in upon his umbers;—the trumpet of war fell out of his hands,—he took up the lute, ſweet inﬅrument! of all others the moﬅ delicate! the moﬅ diﬃcult!—how wilt thou touch it, my dear uncle Toby?


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVI.


  NOW, becauſe I have once or twice ſaid, in my inconderate way of talking, That I was conﬁdent the following memoirs of my uncle Toby’s courtip of widow Wadman, whenever I got time to write them, would turn out one of the moﬅ complete ſyﬅems, both of the elementary and praical part of love and love-making, that ever was addreed to the world—are you to imagine from thence, that I all ſet out with a deſcription of what love is? whether part God and part Devil, as Plotinus will have it—


  —Or by a more critical equation, and ſuppong the whole of love to be as ten—to determine with Ficinus, “How many parts of it—the one,—and how many the other;”—or whether it is all of it one great Devil, from head to tail, as Plato has taken upon him to pronounce; concerning which conceit of his, I all not oﬀer my opinion:—but my opinion of Plato is this; that he appears, from this inﬅance, to have been a man of much the ſame temper and way of reaſoning with door Baynyard, who being a great enemy to bliﬅers, as imagining that half a dozen of ’em at once, would draw a man as ſurely to his grave, as a herſe and x—raly concluded, that the Devil himſelf was nothing in the world, but one great bouncing Canthari[di]s.—


  I have nothing to ſay to people who allow themſelves this monﬅrous liberty in arguing, but what Nazianzen cried out (that is, polemically) to Philagrius—


  “῏Ευγε!” O rare! ’tis ﬁne reaſoning, Sir, indeed!—“ὅτι φιλοσοφεῖς ἐν Πάθεσι”—and moﬅ nobly do you aim at truth, when you philoſophize about it in your moods and paons.


  Nor is it to be imagined, for the ſame reaſon, I ould ﬅop to inquire, whether love is a diſeaſe,—or embroil myſelf with Rhas and Dioſcorides, whether the ſeat of it is in the brain or liver;—becauſe this would lead me on, to an examination of the two very oppote manners, in which patients have been treated—the one, of Aætius, who always begun with a cooling clyﬅer of hempſeed and bruiſed cucumbers;—and followed on with thin potations of water-lillies and purane—to which he added a pinch of ſnuﬀ of the herb Hanea;—and where Aætius durﬅ venture it,—his topaz-ring.


  —The other, that of Gordonius, who (in his cap. 15. de Amore) dires they ould be thraed, “ad putorem uſque,”—till they ﬅink again.


  Theſe are diſquitions, which my father, who had laid in a great ﬅock of knowledge of this kind, will be very buſy with in the progreſs of my uncle Toby’s aﬀairs: I muﬅ anticipate thus much, That from his theories of love, (with which, by the way, he contrived to crucify my uncle Toby’s mind, almoﬅ as much as his amours themſelves)—he took a ngle ﬅep into praice;—and by means of a camphorated cerecloth, which he found means to impoſe upon the taylor for buckram, whilﬅ he was making my uncle Toby a new pair of breeches, he produced Gordonius’s eﬀe upon my uncle Toby without the diſgrace.


  What changes this produced, will be read in its proper place: all that is needful to be added to the anecdote, is this—That whatever eﬀe it had upon my uncle Toby,—it had a vile eﬀe upon the houſe;—and if my uncle Toby had not ſmoaked it down as he did, it might have had a vile eﬀe upon my father too.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVII.


  —’TWILL come out of itſelf by and bye.—All I contend for is, that I am not obliged to ſet out with a deﬁnition of what love is; and ſo long as I can go on with my ﬅory intelligibly, with the help of the word itſelf, without any other idea to it, than what I have in common with the reﬅ of the world, why ould I diﬀer from it a moment before the time?—When I can get on no further,—and ﬁnd myſelf entangled on all des of this myﬅic labyrinth,—my Opinion will then come in, in courſe,—and lead me out.


  At preſent, I hope I all be ſuﬃciently underﬅood, in telling the reader, my uncle Toby fell in love:


  —Not that the phraſe is at all to my liking: for to ſay a man is fallen in love,—or that he is deeply in love,—or up to the ears in love,—and ſometimes even over head and ears in it,—carries an idiomatical kind of implication, that love is a thing below a man:—this is recurring again to Plato’s opinion, which, with all his divinityip,—I hold to be damnable and heretical:—and ſo much for that.


  Let love therefore be what it will,—my uncle Toby fell into it.


  —And pobly, gentle reader, with ſuch a temptation—ſo wouldﬅ thou: For never did thy eyes behold, or thy concupiſcence covet anything in this world, more concupiſcible than widow Wadman.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVIII.


  TO conceive this right,—call for pen and ink—here’s paper ready to your hand.—Sit down, Sir, paint her to your own mind—as like your miﬅreſs as you can—as unlike your wife as your conſcience will let you—’tis all one to me—pleaſe but your own fancy in it.


  


  —Was ever any thing in Nature ſo ſweet!—ſo exquite!


  —Then, dear Sir, how could my uncle Toby reﬅ it?


  Thrice happy book! thou wilt have one page, at leaﬅ, within thy covers, which Malice will not blacken, and which Ignorance cannot miſrepreſent.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIX.


  AS Suſannah was informed by an expreſs from Mrs. Bridget, of my uncle Toby’s falling in love with her miﬅreſs ﬁfteen days before it happened,—the contents of which expreſs, Suſannah communicated to my mother the next day,—it has juﬅ given me an opportunity of entering upon my uncle Toby’s amours a fortnight before their exiﬅence.


  I have an article of news to tell you, Mr. Shandy, quoth my mother, which will ſurpriſe you greatly.—


  Now my father was then holding one of his ſecond beds of juﬅice, and was mung within himſelf about the hardips of matrimony, as my mother broke lence.—


  “—My brother Toby, quoth e, is going to be married to Mrs. Wadman.”


  —Then he will never, quoth my father, be able to lie diagonally in his bed again as long as he lives.


  It was a conſuming vexation to my father, that my mother never aſked the meaning of a thing e did not underﬅand.


  —That e is not a woman of ſcience, my father would ſay—is her misfortune—but e might aſk a queﬅion.—


  My mother never did.—In ort, e went out of the world at laﬅ without knowing whether it turned round, or ﬅood ﬅill.—My father had oﬃciouy told her above a thouſand times which way it was,—but e always forgot.


  For theſe reaſons, a diſcourſe ſeldom went on much further betwixt them, than a propotion,—a reply, and a rejoinder; at the end of which, it generally took breath for a few minutes (as in the aﬀair of the breeches), and then went on again.


  If he marries, ’twill be the worſe for us,—quoth my mother.


  Not a cherry-ﬅone, ſaid my father,—he may as well batter away his means upon that, as any thing elſe.


  —To be ſure, ſaid my mother: ſo here ended the propotion,—the reply,—and the rejoinder, I told you of.


  It will be ſome amuſement to him, too,—ſaid my father.


  A very great one, anſwered my mother, if he ould have children.—


  —Lord have mercy upon me,—ſaid my father to himſelf— * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *.


  ☜


  CHAP. XL.


  IAm now beginning to get fairly into my work; and by the help of a vegetable diet, with a few of the cold ſeeds, I make no doubt but I all be able to go on with my uncle Toby’s ﬅory, and my own, in a tolerable ﬅrait line. Now,
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  Theſe were the four lines I moved in through my ﬁrﬅ, ſecond, third, and fourth volumes.*—In the ﬁfth volume I have been very good,—the preciſe line I have deſcribed in it being this:
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  By which it appears, that except at the curve, marked A, where I took a trip to Navarre,—and the indented curve B, which is the ort airing when I was there with the Lady Bauere and her page,—I have not taken the leaﬅ friſk of a digreon, till John de la Cae’s devils led me the round you ſee marked D.—for as for ccccc they are nothing but parentheſes, and the common ins and outs incident to the lives of the greateﬅ miniﬅers of ﬅate; and when compared with what men have done,—or with my own tranſgreons at the letters a BD—they vani into nothing.


  In this laﬅ volume I have done better ﬅill—for from the end of Le Fever’s epiſode, to the beginning of my uncle Toby’s campaigns,—I have ſcarce ﬅepped a yard out of my way.


  If I mend at this rate, it is not impoble—by the good leave of his grace of Benevento’s devils—but I may arrive hereafter at the excellency of going on even thus:

  


  which is a line drawn as ﬅraight as I could draw it, by a writing-maﬅer’s ruler (borrowed for that purpoſe), turning neither to the right hand or to the left.


  This right line,—the path-way for Chriﬅians to walk in! ſay divines—


  —The emblem of moral reitude! ſays Cicero—


  —The beﬅ line! ſay cabbage planters—is the orteﬅ line, ſays Archimedes, which can be drawn from one given point to another.—


  I wi your ladyips would lay this matter to heart, in your next birth-day ſuits!


  —What a journey!


  Pray can you tell me,—that is, without anger, before I write my chapter upon ﬅraight lines—by what miﬅake—who told them ſo—or how it has come to paſs, that your men of wit and genius have all along confounded this line, with the line of gravitation?


  End of the Sixth Volume.


  ☜
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  the

  LIFE and OPINIONS

  of

  TRISTRAM SHANDY, Gent.

  


  CHAP. I.


  NO—I think, I ſaid, I would write two volumes every year, provided the vile cough which then tormented me, and which to this hour I dread worſe than the devil, would but give me leave—and in another place—(but where, I can’t recolle now) ſpeaking of my book as a machine, and laying my pen and ruler down croſs-wiſe upon the table, in order to gain the greater credit to it—I ſwore it ould be kept a going at that rate theſe forty years, if it pleaſed but the fountain of life to bleſs me ſo long with health and good ſpirits.


  Now as for my ſpirits, little have I to lay to their charge—nay ſo very little (unleſs the mounting me upon a long ﬅick and playing the fool with me nineteen hours out of the twenty-four, be accuſations) that on the contrary, I have much—much to thank ’em for: cheerily have ye made me tread the path of life with all the burthens of it (except its cares) upon my back; in no one moment of my exiﬅence, that I remember, have ye once deſerted me, or tinged the objes which came in my way, either with ſable, or with a ckly green; in dangers ye gilded my horizon with hope, and when Death himſelf knocked at my door—ye bad him come again; and in ſo gay a tone of careleſs indiﬀerence did ye do it, that he doubted of his commion—


  “—There muﬅ certainly be ſome miﬅake in this matter,” quoth he.


  Now there is nothing in this world I abominate worſe, than to be interrupted in a ﬅory—and I was that moment telling Eugenius a moﬅ tawdry one in my way, of a nun who fancied herſelf a ell-ﬁ, and of a monk damn’d for eating a muſcle, and was ewing him the grounds and juﬅice of the procedure—


  “—Did ever ſo grave a perſonage get into ſo vile a ſcrape?” quoth Death. Thou haﬅ had a narrow eſcape, Triﬅram, ſaid Eugenius, taking hold of my hand as I ﬁnied my ﬅory—


  But there is no living, Eugenius, replied I, at this rate; for as this ſon of a whore has found out my lodgings—


  —You call him rightly, ſaid Eugenius,—for by n, we are told, he enter’d the world—I care not which way he enter’d, quoth I, provided he be not in ſuch a hurry to take me out with him—for I have forty volumes to write, and forty thouſand things to ſay and do which no body in the world will ſay and do for me, except thyſelf; and as thou ſeeﬅ he has got me by the throat (for Eugenius could ſcarce hear me ſpeak acroſs the table), and that I am no match for him in the open ﬁeld, had I not better, whilﬅ theſe few ſcatter’d ſpirits remain, and theſe two ſpider legs of mine (holding one of them up to him) are able to ſupport me—had I not better, Eugenius, ﬂy for my life? ’Tis my advice, my dear Triﬅram, ſaid Eugenius—Then by heaven! I will lead him a dance he little thinks of—for I will gallop, quoth I, without looking once behind me, to the banks of the Garonne; and if I hear him clattering at my heels—I’ll ſcamper away to mount Veſuvius—from thence to Joppa, and from Joppa to the world’s end; where, if he follows me, I pray God he may break his neck—


  —He runs more riſk there, ſaid Eugenius, than thou.


  Eugenius’s wit and aﬀeion brought blood into the cheek from whence it had been ſome months bani’d—’twas a vile moment to bid adieu in; he led me to my chaiſe—Allons! ſaid I; the poﬅboy gave a crack with his whip—oﬀ I went like a cannon, and in half a dozen bounds got into Dover.


  ☜


  CHAP. II.


  NOW hang it! quoth I, as I look’d towards the French coaﬅ—a man ould know ſomething of his own country too, before he goes abroad—and I never gave a peep into Rocheﬅer church, or took notice of the dock of Chatham, or vited St. Thomas at Canterbury, though they all three laid in my way—


  —But mine, indeed, is a particular caſe—


  So without arguing the matter further with Thomas o’ Becket, or any one elſe—I ſkip’d into the boat, and in ﬁve minutes we got under ſail, and ſcudded away like the wind.


  Pray, captain, quoth I, as I was going down into the cabin, is a man never overtaken by Death in this paage?


  Why, there is not time for a man to be ck in it, replied he—What a curſed lyar! for I am ck as a horſe, quoth I, already—what a brain!—upde down!—hey-day! the cells are broke looſe one into another, and the blood, and the lymph, and the nervous juices, with the ﬁx’d and volatile ſalts, are all jumbled into one maſs—good G—! everything turns round in it like a thouſand whirlpools—I’d give a illing to know if I an’t write the clearer for it—


  Sick! ck! ck! ck!—


  —When all we get to land? captain—they have hearts like ﬅones—O I am deadly ck!—reach me that thing, boy—’tis the moﬅ diſcomﬁting ckneſs—I wi I was at the bottom—Madam! how is it with you? Undone! undone! un—O! undone! r—What the ﬁrﬅ time?—No, ’tis the ſecond, third, xth, tenth time, r,—hey-day!—what a trampling over head!—hollo! cabin boy! what’s the matter?—


  The wind chopp’d about! s’Death!—then I all meet him full in the face.


  What luck!—’tis chopp’d about again, maﬅer—O the devil chop it—


  Captain, quoth e, for heaven’s ſake, let us get aore.


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  IT is a great inconvenience to a man in a haﬅe, that there are three diﬅin roads between Calais and Paris, in behalf of which there is ſo much to be ſaid by the ſeveral deputies from the towns which lie along them, that half a day is ealy loﬅ in ſettling which you’ll take.


  Firﬅ, the road by Lie and Arras, which is the moﬅ about—but moﬅ intereﬅing and inﬅruing.


  The ſecond, that by Amiens, which you may go, if you would ſee Chantilly—


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


  For this reaſon a great many chuſe to go by Beauvais.


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  “NOW before I quit Calais,” a travel-writer would ſay, “it would not be amiſs to give ſome account of it.”—Now I think it very much amiſs—that a man cannot go quietly through a town and let it alone, when it does not meddle with him, but that he muﬅ be turning about and drawing his pen at every kennel he croes over, merely o’ my conſcience for the ſake of drawing it; becauſe, if we may judge from what has been wrote of theſe things, by all who have wrote and gallop’d—or who have gallop’d and wrote, which is a diﬀerent way ﬅill; or who, for more expedition than the reﬅ, have wrote galloping, which is the way I do at preſent—from the great Addiſon, who did it with his ſatchel of ſchool books hanging at his a—, and galling his beaﬅ’s crupper at every ﬅroke—there is not a gallopper of us all who might not have gone on ambling quietly in his own ground (in caſe he had any), and have wrote all he had to write, dryod, as well as not.


  For my own part, as heaven is my judge, and to which I all ever make my laﬅ appeal—I know no more of Calais (except the little my barber told me of it as he was whetting his razor), than I do this moment of Grand Cairo; for it was duſky in the evening when I landed, and dark as pitch in the morning when I ſet out, and yet by merely knowing what is what, and by drawing this from that in one part of the town, and by ſpelling and putting this and that together in another—I would lay any travelling odds, that I this moment write a chapter upon Calais as long as my arm; and with ſo diﬅin and ſatisfaory a detail of every item, which is worth a ﬅranger’s curioty in the town—that you would take me for the town-clerk of Calais itſelf—and where, r, would be the wonder? was not Democritus, who laughed ten times more than I—town-clerk of Abdera? and was not (I forget his name) who had more diſcretion than us both, town-clerk of Epheſus?—it ould be penn’d moreover, r, with ſo much knowledge and good ſenſe, and truth, and precion—


  —Nay—if you don’t believe me, you may read the chapter for your pains.


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  CALAIS, Calatium, Caluum, Caleum.


  This town, if we may truﬅ its archives, the authority of which I ſee no reaſon to call in queﬅion in this place—was once no more than a ſmall village belonging to one of the ﬁrﬅ Counts de Guignes; and as it boaﬅs at preſent of no leſs than fourteen thouſand inhabitants, excluve of four hundred and twenty diﬅin families in the bae ville, or ſuburbs—it muﬅ have grown up by little and little, I ſuppoſe, to its preſent ze.


  Though there are four convents, there is but one parochial church in the whole town; I had not an opportunity of taking its exa dimenons, but it is pretty eaſy to make a tolerable conjeure of ’em—for as there are fourteen thouſand inhabitants in the town, if the church holds them all it muﬅ be conderably large—and if it will not—’tis a very great pity they have not another—it is built in form of a croſs, and dedicated to the Virgin Mary; the ﬅeeple, which has a ſpire to it, is placed in the middle of the church, and ﬅands upon four pillars elegant and light enough, but ſuﬃciently ﬅrong at the ſame time—it is decorated with eleven altars, moﬅ of which are rather ﬁne than beautiful. The great altar is a maﬅerpiece in its kind; ’tis of white marble, and, as I was told, near xty feet high—had it been much higher, it had been as high as mount Calvary itſelf—therefore, I ſuppoſe it muﬅ be high enough in all conſcience.


  There was nothing ﬅruck me more than the great Square; tho’ I cannot ſay ’tis either well paved or well built; but ’tis in the heart of the town, and moﬅ of the ﬅreets, eſpecially thoſe in that quarter, all terminate in it; could there have been a fountain in all Calais, which it ſeems there cannot, as ſuch an obje would have been a great ornament, it is not to be doubted, but that the inhabitants would have had it in the very centre of this ſquare,—not that it is properly a ſquare,—becauſe ’tis forty feet longer from eaﬅ to weﬅ, than from north to ſouth; ſo that the French in general have more reaſon on their de in calling them Places than Squares, which, ﬅrily ſpeaking, to be ſure, they are not.


  The town-houſe ſeems to be but a ſorry building, and not to be kept in the beﬅ repair; otherwiſe it had been a ſecond great ornament to this place; it anſwers however its deﬅination, and ſerves very well for the reception of the magiﬅrates, who aemble in it from time to time; ſo that ’tis preſumable, juﬅice is regularly diﬅributed.


  I have heard much of it, but there is nothing at all curious in the Courgain; ’tis a diﬅin quarter of the town, inhabited ſolely by ſailors and ﬁermen; it conﬅs of a number of ſmall ﬅreets, neatly built and moﬅly of brick; ’tis extremely populous, but as that may be accounted for, from the principles of their diet,—there is nothing curious in that neither.—a traveller may ſee it to ſatisfy himſelf—he muﬅ not omit however taking notice of La Tour de Guet, upon any account; ’tis ſo called from its particular deﬅination, becauſe in war it ſerves to diſcover and give notice of the enemies which approach the place, either by ſea or land;—but ’tis monﬅrous high, and catches the eye ſo continually, you cannot avoid taking notice of it if you would.


  It was a ngular diſappointment to me, that I could not have permion to take an exa ſurvey of the fortiﬁcations, which are the ﬅrongeﬅ in the world, and which, from ﬁrﬅ to laﬅ, that is, from the time they were ſet about by Philip of France, Count of Boulogne, to the preſent war, wherein many reparations were made, have coﬅ (as I learned afterwards from an engineer in Gaſcony)—above a hundred millions of livres. It is very remarkable, that at the Tête de Gravelenes, and where the town is naturally the weakeﬅ, they have expended the moﬅ money; ſo that the out-works ﬅretch a great way into the campaign, and conſequently occupy a large tra of ground—However, after all that is ſaid and done, it muﬅ be acknowledged that Calais was never upon any account ſo conderable from itſelf, as from its tuation, and that eaſy entrance which it gave our anceﬅors, upon all occaons, into France: it was not without its inconveniences alſo; being no leſs troubleſome to the Engli in thoſe times, than Dunkirk has been to us, in ours; ſo that it was deſervedly looked upon as the key to both kingdoms, which no doubt is the reaſon that there have ariſen ſo many contentions who ould keep it: of theſe, the ege of Calais, or rather the blockade (for it was ut up both by land and ſea), was the moﬅ memorable, as it withﬅood the eﬀorts of Edward the Third a whole year, and was not terminated at laﬅ but by famine and extreme miſery; the gallantry of Euﬅace de St. Pierre, who ﬁrﬅ oﬀered himſelf a viim for his fellow-citizens, has rank’d his name with heroes. As it will not take up above ﬁfty pages, it would be injuﬅice to the reader, not to give him a minute account of that romantic tranſaion, as well as of the ege itſelf, in Rapin’s own words:


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  —BUT courage! gentle reader!—I ſcorn it—’tis enough to have thee in my power—but to make uſe of the advantage which the fortune of the pen has now gained over thee, would be too much—No—! by that all-powerful ﬁre which warms the vionary brain, and lights the ſpirits through unwordly tras! ere I would force a helpleſs creature upon this hard ſervice, and make thee pay, poor ſoul! for ﬁfty pages, which I have no right to ſell thee,—naked as I am, I would browſe upon the mountains, and ſmile that the north wind brought me neither my tent or my ſupper.


  —So put on, my brave boy! and make the beﬅ of thy way to Boulogne.


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  —BOULOGNE!—hah!—ſo we are all got together—debtors and nners before heaven; a jolly ſet of us—but I can’t ﬅay and quaﬀ it oﬀ with you—I’m purſued myſelf like a hundred devils, and all be overtaken, before I can well change horſes:—for heaven’s ſake, make haﬅe—’Tis for high-treaſon, quoth a very little man, whiſpering as low as he could to a very tall man, that ﬅood next him—Or elſe for murder; quoth the tall man—Well thrown, Size-ace! quoth I. No; quoth a third, the gentleman has been committing—.


  Ah! ma chere ﬁlle! ſaid I, as e tripp’d by from her matins—you look as roſy as the morning (for the ſun was ring, and it made the compliment the more gracious)—No; it can’t be that, quoth a fourth—(e made a curt’ſy to me—I kiſs’d my hand) ’tis debt, continued he: ’Tis certainly for debt; quoth a ﬁfth; I would not pay that gentleman’s debts, quoth Ace, for a thouſand pounds; nor would I, quoth Size, for x times the ſum—Well thrown, Size-ace, again! quoth I;—but I have no debt but the debt of Nature, and I want but patience of her, and I will pay her every farthing I owe her—How can you be ſo hard-hearted, Madam, to arreﬅ a poor traveller going along without moleﬅation to any one upon his lawful occaons? do ﬅop that death-looking, long-ﬅriding ſcoundrel of a ſcare-nner, who is poﬅing after me—he never would have followed me but for you—if it be but for a ﬅage or two, juﬅ to give me ﬅart of him, I beſeech you, madam—do, dear lady—


  —Now, in troth, ’tis a great pity, quoth mine Iri hoﬅ, that all this good courtip ould be loﬅ; for the young gentlewoman has been after going out of hearing of it all along.—


  —Simpleton! quoth I.


  —So you have nothing elſe in Boulogne worth ſeeing?


  —By Jaſus! there is the ﬁneﬅ Seminary for the Humanities—


  —There cannot be a ﬁner; quoth I.


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  WHEN the precipitancy of a man’s wies hurries on his ideas ninety times faﬅer than the vehicle he rides in—woe be to truth! and woe be to the vehicle and its tackling (let ’em be made of what ﬅuﬀ you will) upon which he breathes forth the diſappointment of his ſoul!


  As I never give general charaers either of men or things in choler, “the moﬅ haﬅe the worﬅ ſpeed,” was all the reﬂeion I made upon the aﬀair, the ﬁrﬅ time it happen’d;—the ſecond, third, fourth, and ﬁfth time, I conﬁned it reſpeively to thoſe times, and accordingly blamed only the ſecond, third, fourth, and ﬁfth poﬅ-boy for it, without carrying my reﬂeions further; but the event continuing to befal me from the ﬁfth, to the xth, ſeventh, eighth, ninth, and tenth time, and without one exception, I then could not avoid making a national reﬂeion of it, which I do in theſe words;


  That ſomething is always wrong in a French poﬅ-chaiſe, upon ﬁrﬅ ſetting out.


  Or the propotion may ﬅand thus:


  A French poﬅilion has always to alight before he has got three hundred yards out of town.


  What’s wrong now?—Diable!—a rope’s broke!—a knot has ipt!—a ﬅaple’s drawn!—a bolt’s to whittle!—a tag, a rag, a jag, a ﬅrap, a buckle, or a buckle’s tongue, want altering.


  Now true as all this is, I never think myſelf impowered to excommunicate thereupon either the poﬅ-chaiſe, or its driver—nor do I take it into my head to ſwear by the living G—, I would rather go a-foot ten thouſand times—or that I will be damn’d, if ever I get into another—but I take the matter coolly before me, and conder, that ſome tag, or rag, or jag, or bolt, or buckle, or buckle’s tongue, will ever be a wanting, or want altering, travel where I will—ſo I never chaﬀ, but take the good and the bad as they fall in my road, and get on:—Do ſo, my lad! ſaid I; he had loﬅ ﬁve minutes already, in alighting in order to get at a luncheon of black bread, which he had cramm’d into the chaiſe-pocket, and was remounted, and going leiſurely on, to reli it the better—Get on, my lad, ſaid I, briſkly—but in the moﬅ perſuave tone imaginable, for I jingled a four-and-twenty ſous piece againﬅ the glaſs, taking care to hold the ﬂat de towards him, as he look’d back: the dog grinn’d intelligence from his right ear to his left, and behind his ſooty muzzle diſcovered ſuch a pearly row of teeth, that Sovereignty would have pawn’d her jewels for them.—


  
    
      
        	Juﬅheaven!

        	{

        	What maﬅicators!—

        What bread!—
      

    
  


  and ſo as he ﬁnied the laﬅ mouthful of it, we entered the town of Montreuil.


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  THERE is not a town in all France, which, in my opinion, looks better in the map, than Montreuil;—I own, it does not look ſo well in the book of poﬅ-roads; but when you come to ſee it—to be ſure it looks moﬅ pitifully.


  There is one thing, however, in it at preſent very handſome; and that is, the inn-keeper’s daughter: She has been eighteen months at Amiens, and x at Paris, in going through her claes; ſo knits, and ſews, and dances, and does the little coquetries very well.—


  —A ut! in running them over within theſe ﬁve minutes that I have ﬅood looking at her, e has let fall at leaﬅ a dozen loops in a white thread ﬅocking—yes, yes—I ſee, you cunning gipſy!—’tis long and taper—you need not pin it to your knee—and that ’tis your own—and ﬁts you exaly.—


  —That Nature ould have told this creature a word about a ﬅatue’s thumb!


  —But as this ſample is worth all their thumbs—bedes, I have her thumbs and ﬁngers in at the bargain, if they can be any guide to me,—and as Janatone withal (for that is her name) ﬅands ſo well for a drawing—may I never draw more, or rather may I draw like a draught-horſe, by main ﬅrength all the days of my life,—if I do not draw her in all her proportions, and with as determined a pencil, as if I had her in the wetteﬅ drapery.—


  —But your worips chuſe rather that I give you the length, breadth, and perpendicular height of the great pari-church, or drawing of the façade of the abbey of Saint Auﬅerberte which has been tranſported from Artois hither—everything is juﬅ I ſuppoſe as the maſons and carpenters left them,—and if the belief in Chriﬅ continues ſo long, will be ſo theſe ﬁfty years to come—ſo your worips and reverences may all meaſure them at your leiſures—but he who meaſures thee, Janatone, muﬅ do it now—thou carrieﬅ the principles of change within thy frame; and condering the chances of a trantory life, I would not anſwer for thee a moment; and ere twice twelve months are paed and gone, thou mayeﬅ grow out like a pumpkin, and loſe thy apes—or thou mayeﬅ go oﬀ like a ﬂower, and loſe thy beauty—nay, thou mayeﬅ go oﬀ like a huy—and loſe thyſelf.—I would not anſwer for my aunt Dinah, was e alive—’faith, ſcarce for her piure—were it but painted by Reynolds—


  But if I go on with my drawing, after naming that ſon of Apollo, I’ll be ot—


  So you muﬅ e’en be content with the original; which, if the evening is ﬁne in pang thro’ Montreuil, you will ſee at your chaiſe-door, as you change horſes: but unleſs you have as bad a reaſon for haﬅe as I have—you had better ﬅop:—She has a little of the devote: but that, r, is a terce to a nine in your favour—


  —L—help me! I could not count a ngle point: ſo had been piqued and repiqued, and capotted to the devil.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  ALL which being condered, and that Death moreover might be much nearer me than I imagined—I wi I was at Abbeville, quoth I, were it only to ſee how they card and ſpin—ſo oﬀ we ſet.


  * de Montreuil à Nampont - poﬅe et demi

  de Nampont à Bernay - - - poﬅe

  de Bernay à Nouvion - - - poﬅe

  de Nouvion à Abbeville poﬅe


  —but the carders and ſpinners were all gone to bed.


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  WHAT a vaﬅ advantage is travelling! only it heats one; but there is a remedy for that, which you may pick out of the next chapter.


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  WAS I in a condition to ﬅipulate with Death, as I am this moment with my apothecary, how and where I will take his clyﬅer—I ould certainly declare againﬅ ſubmitting to it before my friends; and therefore I never ſeriouy think upon the mode and manner of this great cataﬅrophe, which generally takes up and torments my thoughts as much as the cataﬅrophe itſelf; but I conﬅantly draw the curtain acroſs it with this wi, that the Diſpoſer of all things may ſo order it, that it happen not to me in my own houſe—but rather in ſome decent inn—at home, I know it,—the concern of my friends, and the laﬅ ſervices of wiping my brows, and ſmoothing my pillow, which the quivering hand of pale aﬀeion all pay me, will ſo crucify my ſoul; that I all die of a diﬅemper which my phycian is not aware of: but in an inn, the few cold oﬃces I wanted, would be purchaſed with a few guineas, and paid me with an undiﬅurbed, but punual attention—but mark. This inn ould not be the inn at Abbeville—if there was not another inn in the univerſe, I would ﬅrike that inn out of the capitulation: ſo


  Let the horſes be in the chaiſe exaly by four in the morning—Yes, by four, Sir,—or by Genevieve! I’ll raiſe a clatter in the houſe all wake the dead.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIII.


  “MAKE them like unto a wheel,” is a bitter ſarcaſm, as all the learned know, againﬅ the grand tour, and that reﬅleſs ſpirit for making it, which David prophetically foreſaw would haunt the children of men in the latter days; and therefore, as thinketh the great biop Hall, ’tis one of the ſevereﬅ imprecations which David ever utter’d againﬅ the enemies of the Lord—and, as if he had ſaid, “I wi them no worſe luck than always to be rolling about”—So much motion, continues he (for he was very corpulent)—is ſo much unquietneſs; and ſo much of reﬅ, by the ſame analogy, is ſo much of heaven.


  Now, I (being very thin) think diﬀerently; and that ſo much of motion, is ſo much of life, and ſo much of joy—and that to ﬅand ﬅill, or get on but owly, is death and the devil—


  Hollo! Ho!—the whole world’s aeep!—bring out the horſes—greaſe the wheels—tie on the mail—and drive a nail into that moulding—I’ll not loſe a moment—


  Now the wheel we are talking of, and whereinto (but not whereunto, for that would make an Ixion’s wheel of it) he curſeth his enemies, according to the biop’s habit of body, ould certainly be a poﬅ-chaiſe wheel, whether they were ſet up in Paleﬅine at that time or not—and my wheel, for the contrary reaſons, muﬅ as certainly be a cart-wheel groaning round its revolution once in an age; and of which ſort, were I to turn commentator, I ould make no ſcruple to aﬃrm, they had great ﬅore in that hilly country.


  I love the Pythagoreans (much more than ever I dare tell my dear Jenny) for their “χωρισμὸν ἀπὸ τοῦ Σώματος, εἰς τὸ καλῶς φιλοσοφεῖν”—[their] “getting out of the body, in order to think well.” No man thinks right, whilﬅ he is in it; blinded as he muﬅ be, with his congenial humours, and drawn diﬀerently ade, as the biop and myſelf have been, with too lax or too tenſe a ﬁbre—Reason is, half of it, Sense; and the meaſure of heaven itſelf is but the meaſure of our preſent appetites and concoions—


  —But which of the two, in the preſent caſe, do you think to be moﬅly in the wrong?


  You, certainly: quoth e, to diﬅurb a whole family ſo early.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  —But e did not know I was under a vow not to ave my beard till I got to Paris;—yet I hate to make myﬅeries of nothing;—’tis the cold cautiouſneſs of one of thoſe little ſouls from which Leus (lib. 13, de moribus divinis, cap.24) hath made his eﬅimate, wherein he ſetteth forth, That one Dutch mile, cubically multiplied, will allow room enough, and to ſpare, for eight hundred thouſand millions, which he ſuppoſes to be as great a number of ſouls (counting from the fall of Adam) as can pobly be damn’d to the end of the world.


  From what he has made this ſecond eﬅimate—unleſs from the parental goodneſs of God—I don’t know—I am much more at a loſs what could be in Franciſcus Ribbera’s head, who pretends that no leſs a ſpace than one of two hundred Italian miles multiplied into itſelf, will be ſuﬃcient to hold the like number—he certainly muﬅ have gone upon ſome of the old Roman ſouls, of which he had read, without reﬂeing how much, by a gradual and moﬅ tabid decline, in the courſe of eighteen hundred years, they muﬅ unavoidably have runk ſo as to have come, when he wrote, almoﬅ to nothing.


  In Leus’s time, who ſeems the cooler man, they were as little as can be imagined—


  —We ﬁnd them leſs now—


  And next winter we all ﬁnd them leſs again; ſo that if we go on from little to leſs, and from leſs to nothing, I hetate not one moment to aﬃrm, that in half a century, at this rate, we all have no ſouls at all; which being the period beyond which I doubt likewiſe of the exiﬅence of the Chriﬅian faith, ’twill be one advantage that both of ’em will be exaly worn out together.


  Bleed Jupiter! and bleed every other heathen god and goddeſs! for now ye will all come into play again, and with Priapus at your tails—what jovial times!—but where am I? and into what a delicious riot of things am I ruing? I—I who muﬅ be cut ort in the midﬅ of my days, and taﬅe no more of ’em than what I borrow from my imagination—peace to thee, generous fool! and let me go on.


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  —— “So hating, I ſay, to make myﬅeries of nothing”—I intruﬅed it with the poﬅ-boy, as ſoon as ever I got oﬀ the ﬅones; he gave a crack with his whip to balance the compliment; and with the thill-horſe trotting, and a ſort of an up and a down of the other, we danced it along to Ailly au clochers, famed in days of yore for the ﬁneﬅ chimes in the world; but we danced through it without muc—the chimes being greatly out of order—(as in truth they were through all France).


  And ſo making all poble ſpeed, from


  Ailly au clochers, I got to Hixcourt,

  from Hixcourt, I got to Pequignay, and

  from Pequignay, I got to Amiens,


  concerning which town I have nothing to inform you, but what I have informed you once before—and that was—that Janatone went there to ſchool.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  IN the whole catalogue of thoſe whiﬄing vexations which come puﬃng acroſs a man’s canvaſs, there is not one of a more teang and tormenting nature, than this particular one which I am going to deſcribe—and for which (unleſs you travel with an avance-courier, which numbers do in order to prevent it)—there is no help: and it is this.


  That be you in never ſo kindly a propenty to eep—tho’ you are pang perhaps through the ﬁneﬅ country—upon the beﬅ roads, and in the eaeﬅ carriage for doing it in the world—nay, was you ſure you could eep ﬁfty miles ﬅraight forwards, without once opening your eyes—nay, what is more, was you as demonﬅratively ſatisﬁed as you can be of any truth in Euclid, that you ould upon all accounts be full as well aeep as awake—nay, perhaps better—Yet the inceant returns of paying for the horſes at every ﬅage,—with the necety thereupon of putting your hand into your pocket, and counting out from thence three livres ﬁfteen ſous (ſous by ſous), puts an end to ſo much of the proje, that you cannot execute above x miles of it (or ſuppong it is a poﬅ and a half, that is but nine)—were it to ſave your ſoul from deﬅruion.


  —I’ll be even with ’em, quoth I, for I’ll put the preciſe ſum into a piece of paper, and hold it ready in my hand all the way: “Now I all have nothing to do,” ſaid I (compong myſelf to reﬅ), “but to drop this gently into the poﬅ-boy’s hat, and not ſay a word.”—Then there wants two ſous more to drink—or there is a twelve ſous piece of Louis XIV. which will not paſs—or a livre and ſome odd liards to be brought over from the laﬅ ﬅage, which Moneur had forgot; which altercations (as a man cannot diſpute very well aeep) rouſe him: ﬅill is ſweet eep retrievable; and ﬅill might the ﬂe weigh down the ſpirit, and recover itſelf of theſe blows—but then, by heaven! you have paid but for a ngle poﬅ—whereas ’tis a poﬅ and a half; and this obliges you to pull out your book of poﬅ-roads, the print of which is ſo very ſmall, it forces you to open your eyes, whether you will or no: Then Moneur le Curé oﬀers you a pinch of ſnuﬀ—or a poor ſoldier ews you his leg—or a aveling his box—or the prieﬅeſs of the ciﬅern will water your wheels—they do not want it—but e ſwears by her prieﬅhood (throwing it back) that they do:—then you have all theſe points to argue, or conder over in your mind; in doing of which, the rational powers get ſo thoroughly awakened—you may get ’em to eep again as you can.


  It was entirely owing to one of theſe misfortunes, or I had paſs’d clean by the ﬅables of Chantilly—


  —But the poﬅilion ﬁrﬅ aﬃrming, and then perﬅing in it to my face, that there was no mark upon the two ſous piece, I open’d my eyes to be convinced—and ſeeing the mark upon it as plain as my noſe—I leap’d out of the chaiſe in a paon, and ſo ſaw everything at Chantilly in ſpite.—I tried it but for three poﬅs and a half, but believe ’tis the beﬅ principle in the world to travel ſpeedily upon; for as few objes look very inviting in that mood—you have little or nothing to ﬅop you; by which means it was that I paed through St. Dennis, without turning my head ſo much as on one de towards the Abby—


  —Richneſs of their treaſury! ﬅuﬀ and nonſenſe!—bating their jewels, which are all falſe, I would not give three ſous for any one thing in it, but Jaidas’s lantern—nor for that either, only as it grows dark, it might be of uſe.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  CRACK, crack—crack, crack—crack, crack—ſo this is Paris! quoth I (continuing in the ſame mood)—and this is Paris!—humph!—Paris! cried I, repeating the name the third time—


  The ﬁrﬅ, the ﬁneﬅ, the moﬅ brilliant—


  The ﬅreets however are naﬅy.


  But it looks, I ſuppoſe, better than it ſmells—crack, crack—crack, crack—what a fuſs thou makeﬅ!—as if it concerned the good people to be informed, that a man with pale face and clad in black, had the honour to be driven into Paris at nine o’clock at night, by a poﬅilion in a tawny yellow jerkin, turned up with red calamanco—crack, crack—crack, crack—crack, crack,—I wi thy whip—


  —But ’tis the ſpirit of thy nation; ſo crack—crack on.


  Ha!—and no one gives the wall!—but in the School of Urbanity herſelf, if the walls are be-t—how can you do otherwiſe?


  And prithee when do they light the lamps? What?—never in the ſummer months!—Ho! ’tis the time of ſallads.—O rare! ſallad and ſoup—ſoup and ſallad—ſallad and ſoup, encore—


  —’Tis too much for nners.


  Now I cannot bear the barbarity of it; how can that unconſcionable coachman talk ſo much bawdy to that lean horſe? don’t you ſee, friend, the ﬅreets are ſo villainouy narrow, that there is not room in all Paris to turn a wheelbarrow? In the grandeﬅ city of the whole world, it would not have been amiſs, if they had been left a thought wider; nay, were it only ſo much in every ngle ﬅreet, as that a man might know (was it only for ſatisfaion) on which de of it he was walking.


  One—two—three—four—ﬁve—x—ſeven—eight—nine—ten.—Ten cook’s ops! and twice the number of barbers! and all within three minutes driving! one would think that all the cooks in the world, on ſome great merry-meeting with the barbers, by joint conſent had ſaid—Come, let us all go live at Paris: the French love good eating—they are all gourmands—we all rank high; if their god is their belly—their cooks muﬅ be gentlemen: and foraſmuch as the periwig maketh the man, and the periwig-maker maketh the periwig—ergo, would the barbers ſay, we all rank higher ﬅill—we all be above you all—we all be * Capitouls at leaﬅ—pardi! we all all wear ſwords—


  —And ſo, one would ſwear (that is, by candle light,—but there is no depending upon it) they continue to do, to this day.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  THE French are certainly miſunderﬅood:—but whether the fault is theirs, in not ſuﬃciently explaining themſelves; or ſpeaking with that exa limitation and precion which one would expe on a point of ſuch importance, and which, moreover, is ſo likely to be conteﬅed by us—or whether the fault may not be altogether on our de, in not underﬅanding their language always ſo critically as to know “what they would be at”—I all not decide; but ’tis evident to me, when they aﬃrm, “That they who have ſeen Paris, have ſeen everything,” they muﬅ mean to ſpeak of thoſe who have ſeen it by day-light.


  As for candle-light—I give it up—I have ſaid before, there was no depending upon it—and I repeat it again; but not becauſe the lights and ades are too arp—or the tints confounded—or that there is neither beauty or keeping, &c.... for that’s not truth—but it is an uncertain light in this reſpe, That in all the ﬁve hundred grand Hôtels, which they number up to you in Paris—and the ﬁve hundred good things, at a modeﬅ computation (for ’tis only allowing one good thing to a Hôtel), which by candle-light are beﬅ to be ſeen, felt, heard, and underﬅood (which, by the bye, is a quotation from Lilly)—the devil a one of us out of ﬁfty, can get our heads fairly thruﬅ in amongﬅ them.


  This is no part of the French computation: ’tis mply this.


  That by the laﬅ ſurvey taken in the year one thouſand ſeven hundred and xteen, nce which time there have been conderable argumentations, Paris doth contain nine hundred ﬅreets; (viz.)


  
    In the quarter called the City—there are ﬁfty-three ﬅreets.


    In St. James of the Shambles, ﬁfty-ﬁve ﬅreets.


    In St. Oportune, thirty-four ﬅreets.


    In the quarter of the Louvre, twenty-ﬁve ﬅreets.


    In the Palace Royal, or St. Honorius, forty-nine ﬅreets.


    In Mont. Martyr, forty-one ﬅreets.


    In St. Euﬅace, twenty-nine ﬅreets.


    In the Halles, twenty-ſeven ﬅreets.


    In St. Dennis, ﬁfty-ﬁve ﬅreets.


    In St. Martin, ﬁfty-four ﬅreets.


    In St. Paul, or the Mortellerie, twenty-ſeven ﬅreets.


    The Greve, thirty-eight ﬅreets.


    In St. Avoy, or the Verrerie, nineteen ﬅreets.


    In the Marais, or the Temple, ﬁfty-two ﬅreets.


    In St. Antony’s, xty-eight ﬅreets.


    In the Place Maubert, eighty-one ﬅreets.


    In St. Bennet, xty ﬅreets.


    In St. Andrews de Arcs, ﬁfty-one ﬅreets.


    In the quarter of the Luxembourg, xty-two ﬅreets.

  


  And in that of St. Germain, ﬁfty-ﬁve ﬅreets, into any of which you may walk; and that when you have ſeen them with all that belongs to them, fairly by day-light—their gates, their bridges, their ſquares, their ﬅatues - - - and have cruſaded it moreover, through all their pari-churches, by no means omitting St. Roche and Sulpice - - - and to crown all, have taken a walk to the four palaces, which you may ſee, either with or without the ﬅatues and piures, juﬅ as you chuſe—


  —Then you will have ſeen—


  —but, ’tis what no one needeth to tell you, for you will read of it yourſelf upon the portico of the Louvre, in theſe words,


  
    *Earth no ſuch folks!—no folks e’er ſuch a town


    As Paris is!—Sing, derry, derry, down.

  


  The French have a gay way of treating everything that is Great; and that is all can be ſaid upon it.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  IN mentioning the word gay (as in the cloſe of the laﬅ chapter) it puts one (i.e. an author) in mind of the word ſpleen—eſpecially if he has anything to ſay upon it: not that by any analys—or that from any table of intereﬅ or genealogy, there appears much more ground of alliance betwixt them, than betwixt light and darkneſs, or any two of the moﬅ unfriendly oppotes in nature—only ’tis an undercraft of authors to keep up a good underﬅanding amongﬅ words, as politicians do amongﬅ men—not knowing how near they may be under a necety of placing them to each other—which point being now gain’d, and that I may place mine exaly to my mind, I write it down here—


  SPLEEN.


  This, upon leaving Chantilly, I declared to be the beﬅ principle in the world to travel ſpeedily upon; but I gave it only as matter of opinion. I ﬅill continue in the ſame ſentiments—only I had not then experience enough of its working to add this, that though you do get on at a tearing rate, yet you get on but unealy to yourſelf at the ſame time; for which reaſon I here quit it entirely, and for ever, and ’tis heartily at any one’s ſervice—it has ſpoiled me the digeﬅion of a good ſupper, and brought on a bilious diarrhœa, which has brought me back again to my ﬁrﬅ principle on which I ſet out—and with which I all now ſcamper it away to the banks of the Garonne—


  —No;—I cannot ﬅop a moment to give you the charaer of the people—their genius—their manners—their cuﬅoms—their laws—their religion—their government—their manufaures—their commerce—their ﬁnances, with all the reſources and hidden ſprings which ſuﬅain them: qualiﬁed as I may be, by ſpending three days and two nights amongﬅ them, and during all that time making theſe things the entire ſubje of my enquiries and reﬂeions—


  Still—ﬅill I muﬅ away—the roads are paved—the poﬅs are ort—the days are long—’tis no more than noon—I all be at Fontainbleau before the king—


  —Was he going there? not that I know—


  ☜


  CHAP. XX.


  NOW I hate to hear a perſon, eſpecially if he be a traveller, complain that we do not get on ſo faﬅ in France as we do in England; whereas we get on much faﬅer, conderatis conderandis; thereby always meaning, that if you weigh their vehicles with the mountains of baggage which you lay both before and behind upon them—and then conder their puny horſes, with the very little they give them—’tis a wonder they get on at all: their ſuﬀering is moﬅ unchriﬅian, and ’tis evident thereupon to me, that a French poﬅ-horſe would not know what in the world to do, was it not for the two words ****** and ****** in which there is as much ſuﬅenance, as if you gave him a peck of corn: now as theſe words coﬅ nothing, I long from my ſoul to tell the reader what they are; but here is the queﬅion—they muﬅ be told him plainly, and with the moﬅ diﬅin articulation, or it will anſwer no end—and yet to do it in that plain way—though their reverences may laugh at it in the bed-chamber—fell well I wot, they will abuſe it in the parlour: for which cauſe, I have been volving and revolving in my fancy ſome time, but to no purpoſe, by what clean device or facette contrivance I might ſo modulate them, that whilﬅ I ſatisfy that ear which the reader chuſes to lend me—I might not diatisfy the other which he keeps to himſelf.


  —My ink burns my ﬁnger to try—and when I have—’twill have a worſe conſequence—it will burn (I fear) my paper.


  —No;—I dare not—


  But if you wi to know how the abbeſs of Andoüillets and a novice of her convent got over the diﬃculty (only ﬁrﬅ wiing myſelf all imaginable ſucceſs)—I’ll tell you without the leaﬅ ſcruple.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXI.


  THE abbeſs of Andoüillets, which, if you look into the large ſet of provincial maps now publiing at Paris, you will ﬁnd tuated amongﬅ the hills which divide Burgundy from Savoy, being in danger of an Anchylos or ﬅiﬀ joint (the novia of her knee becoming hard by long matins), and having tried every remedy—ﬁrﬅ, prayers and thankſgiving; then invocations to all the ſaints in heaven promiſcuouy—then particularly to every ſaint who had ever had a ﬅiﬀ leg, before her—then touching it with all the reliques of the convent, principally with the thigh-bone of the man of Lyﬅra, who had been impotent from his youth—then wrapping it up in her veil when e went to bed—then croſs-wiſe her roſary—then bringing in to her aid the ſecular arm, and anointing it with oils and hot fat of animals—then treating it with emollient and reſolving fomentations—then with poultices of mar-mallows, mallows, bonus Henricus, white lillies and fenugreek—then taking the woods, I mean the ſmoak of ’em, holding her ſcapulary acroſs her lap—then decoions of wild chicory, water-crees, chervil, ſweet cecily and cochlearia—and nothing all this while anſwering, was prevailed on at laﬅ to try the hot baths of Bourbon—ſo having ﬁrﬅ obtain’d leave of the vitor-general to take care of her exiﬅence—e ordered all to be got ready for her journey: a novice of the convent of about ſeventeen, who had been troubled with a whitloe in her middle ﬁnger, by ﬅriking it conﬅantly into the abbeſs’s caﬅ poultices, &c.—had gained ſuch an intereﬅ, that overlooking a ſciatical old nun, who might have been ſet up for ever by the hot-baths of Bourbon, Margarita, the little novice, was eleed as the companion of the journey.


  An old cale, belonging to the abbee, lined with green frize, was ordered to be drawn out into the ſun—the gardener of the convent being choſen muleteer—led out the two old mules, to clip the hair from the rump-ends of their tails, whilﬅ a couple of lay-ﬅers were bued, the one in darning the lining, and the other in ſewing on the reads of yellow binding, which the teeth of time had unravelled—the under-gardener dreſs’d the muleteer’s hat in hot wine-lees—and a taylor ſat mucally at it, in a ed over-againﬅ the convent, in aorting four dozen of bells for the harneſs, whiﬅling to each bell, as he tied it on with a thong.—


  —The carpenter and the ſmith of Andoüillets held a council of wheels; and by ſeven, the morning after, all look’d ſpruce, and was ready at the gate of the convent for the hot-baths of Bourbon—two rows of the unfortunate ﬅood ready there an hour before.


  The abbeſs of Andoüillets, ſupported by Margarita the novice, advanced owly to the cale, both clad in white, with their black roſaries hanging at their breaﬅs—


  —There was a mple ſolemnity in the contraﬅ: they entered the cale; and nuns in the ſame uniform, ſweet emblem of innocence, each occupied a window, and as the abbeſs and Margarita look’d up—each (the ſciatical poor nun excepted)—each ﬅream’d out the end of her veil in the air—then kiſs’d the lilly hand which let it go: the good abbeſs and Margarita laid their hands ſaint-wiſe upon their breaﬅs—look’d up to heaven—then to them—and look’d “God bleſs you, dear ﬅers.”


  I declare I am intereﬅed in this ﬅory, and wi I had been there.


  The gardener, whom I all now call the muleteer, was a little, hearty, broad-ſet, good-natured, chattering, toping kind of a fellow, who troubled his head very little with the hows and whens of life; ſo had mortgaged a month of his conventical wages in a borrachio, or leathern caſk of wine, which he had diſpoſed behind the cale, with a large ruet-coloured riding-coat over it, to guard it from the ſun; and as the weather was hot, and he not a niggard of his labours, walking ten times more than he rode—he found more occaons than thoſe of nature, to fall back to the rear of his carriage; till by frequent coming and going, it had ſo happen’d, that all his wine had leak’d out at the legal vent of the borrachio, before one half of the journey was ﬁni’d.


  Man is a creature born to habitudes. The day had been ſultry—the evening was delicious—the wine was generous—the Burgundian hill on which it grew was ﬅeep—a little tempting bu over the door of a cool cottage at the foot of it, hung vibrating in full harmony with the paons—a gentle air ruﬅled diﬅinly through the leaves—“Come—come, thirﬅy muleteer—come in.”


  —The muleteer was a ſon of Adam; I need not ſay a word more. He gave the mules, each of ’em, a ſound la, and looking in the abbeſs’s and Margarita’s faces (as he did it)—as much as to ſay “here I am”—he gave a ſecond good crack—as much as to ſay to his mules, “get on”—ſo inking behind, he enter’d the little inn at the foot of the hill.


  The muleteer, as I told you, was a little, joyous, chirping fellow, who thought not of to-morrow, nor of what had gone before, or what was to follow it, provided he got but his ſcantling of Burgundy, and a little chit-chat along with it; ſo entering into a long converſation, as how he was chief gardener to the convent of Andoüillets, &c. &c., and out of friendip for the abbeſs and Mademoiſelle Margarita, who was only in her noviciate, he had come along with them from the conﬁnes of Savoy, &c. - - &c. - - and as how e had got a white ſwelling by her devotions—and what a nation of herbs he had procured to mollify her humours, &c. &c., and that if the waters of Bourbon did not mend that leg—e might as well be lame of both—&c. &c. &c.—He ſo contrived his ﬅory, as abſolutely to forget the heroine of it—and with her the little novice, and what was a more tickli point to be forgot than both—the two mules; who being creatures that take advantage of the world, inaſmuch as their parents took it of them—and they not being in a condition to return the obligation downwards (as men and women and beaﬅs are)—they do it de-ways, and long-ways, and back-ways—and up hill, and down hill, and which way they can.—Philoſophers, with all their ethicks, have never condered this rightly—how ould the poor muleteer, then in his cups, conder it at all? he did not in the leaﬅ—’tis time we do; let us leave him then in the vortex of his element, the happieﬅ and moﬅ thoughtleſs of mortal men—and for a moment let us look after the mules, the abbeſs, and Margarita.


  By virtue of the muleteer’s two laﬅ ﬅrokes the mules had gone quietly on, following their own conſciences up the hill, till they had conquer’d about one half of it; when the elder of them, a rewd crafty old devil, at the turn of an angle, giving a de glance, and no muleteer behind them—


  By my ﬁg! ſaid e, ſwearing, I’ll go no further—And if I do, replied the other, they all make a drum of my hide.—


  And ſo with one conſent they ﬅopp’d thus—


  ☜


  CHAP. XXII.


  —Get on with you, ſaid the abbeſs.


  —Wh - - - - y—y—cried Margarita.


  Sh - - - a—ſuh - u—u - - u— - - aw—aw’d the abbeſs.


  —Whu—v—w—whew—w—w—whuv’d Margarita purng up her ſweet lips betwixt a hoot and a whiﬅle.


  Thump—thump—thump—obﬅreperated the abbeſs of Andoüillets with the end of her gold-headed cane againﬅ the bottom of the cale—


  The old mule let a f—


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIII.


  WE are ruin’d and undone, my child, ſaid the abbeſs to Margarita,—we all be here all night—we all be plunder’d—we all be ravi’d—


  —We all be ravi’d, ſaid Margarita, as ſure as a gun.


  Sana Maria! cried the abbeſs (forgetting the O!)—why was I govern’d by this wicked ﬅiﬀ joint? why did I leave the convent of Andoüillets? and why didﬅ thou not ſuﬀer thy ſervant to go unpolluted to her tomb?


  O my ﬁnger! my ﬁnger! cried the novice, catching ﬁre at the word ſervant—why was I not content to put it here, or there, any where rather than be in this ﬅrait?


  Strait! ſaid the abbeſs.


  Strait—ſaid the novice; for terror had ﬅruck their underﬅandings—the one knew not what e ſaid—the other what e anſwer’d.


  O my virginity! virginity! cried the abbeſs.


  —inity!—inity! ſaid the novice, ſobbing.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIV.


  MY dear mother, quoth the novice, coming a little to herſelf,—there are two certain words, which I have been told will force any horſe, or aſs, or mule, to go up a hill whether he will or no; be he never ſo obﬅinate or ill-will’d, the moment he hears them utter’d, he obeys. They are words magic! cried the abbeſs in the utmoﬅ horror—No; replied Margarita calmly—but they are words nful—What are they? quoth the abbeſs, interrupting her: They are nful in the ﬁrﬅ degree, anſwered Margarita,—they are mortal—and if we are ravi’d and die unabſolved of them, we all both—but you may pronounce them to me, quoth the abbeſs of Andoüillets—They cannot, my dear mother, ſaid the novice, be pronounced at all; they will make all the blood in one’s body ﬂy up into one’s face—But you may whiſper them in my ear, quoth the abbeſs.


  Heaven! hadﬅ thou no guardian angel to delegate to the inn at the bottom of the hill? was there no generous and friendly ſpirit unemployed—no agent in nature, by ſome monitory ivering, creeping along the artery which led to his heart, to rouſe the muleteer from his banquet?—no ſweet minﬅrelſy to bring back the fair idea of the abbeſs and Margarita, with their black roſaries!


  Rouſe! rouſe!—but ’tis too late—the horrid words are pronounced this moment—


  —and how to tell them—Ye, who can ſpeak of everything exiﬅing, with unpolluted lips, inﬅru me—guide me—


  ☜


  CHAP. XXV.


  ALL ns whatever, quoth the abbeſs, turning caſuiﬅ in the diﬅreſs they were under, are held by the confeor of our convent to be either mortal or venial: there is no further divion. Now a venial n being the ighteﬅ and leaﬅ of all ns—being halved—by taking either only the half of it, and leaving the reﬅ—or, by taking it all, and amicably halving it betwixt yourſelf and another perſon—in courſe becomes diluted into no n at all.


  Now I ſee no n in ſaying, bou, bou, bou, bou, bou, a hundred times together; nor is there any turpitude in pronouncing the ſyllable ger, ger, ger, ger, ger, were it from our matins to our veſpers: Therefore, my dear daughter, continued the abbeſs of Andoüillets—I will ſay bou, and thou alt ſay ger; and then alternately, as there is no more n in fou than in bou—Thou alt ſay fou—and I will come in (like fa, ſol, la, re, mi, ut, at our complines) with ter. And accordingly the abbeſs, giving the pitch note, ſet oﬀ thus:


  
    
      
        	Abbeſs,

        Margarita,

        	}

        	Bou - - bou - - bou - -

        —ger, - - ger, - - ger.
      


      
        	Margarita,

        Abbeſs,

        	}

        	Fou - - fou - - fou - -

        —ter, - - ter, - - ter.
      

    
  


  The two mules acknowledged the notes by a mutual la of their tails; but it went no further—’Twill anſwer by an’ by, ſaid the novice.


  
    
      
        	Abbeſs,

        Margarita,

        	}

        	Bou- bou- bou- bou- bou- bou-

        —ger, ger, ger, ger, ger, ger.
      

    
  


  Quicker ﬅill, cried Margarita.


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


  Quicker ﬅill, cried Margarita.


  Bou, bou, bou, bou, bou, bou, bou, bou, bou,


  Quicker ﬅill—God preſerve me; ſaid the abbeſs—They do not underﬅand us, cried Margarita—But the Devil does, ſaid the abbeſs of Andoüillets.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVI.


  WHAT a tra of country have I run!—how many degrees nearer to the warm ſun am I advanced, and how many fair and goodly cities have I ſeen, during the time you have been reading, and reﬂeing, Madam, upon this ﬅory! There’s Fontainbleau, and Sens, and Joigny, and Auxerre, and Dijon the capital of Burgundy, and Challon, and Mâcon the capital of the Mâconeſe, and a ſcore more upon the road to Lyons—and now I have run them over—I might as well talk to you of ſo many market towns in the moon, as tell you one word about them: it will be this chapter at the leaﬅ, if not both this and the next entirely loﬅ, do what I will—


  —Why, ’tis a ﬅrange ﬅory! Triﬅram.


  —Why, ’tis a —Alas! Madam, had it been upon ſome melancholy leure of the croſs—the peace of meekneſs, or the contentment of regnation—I had not been incommoded: or had I thought of writing it upon the purer abﬅraions of the ſoul, and that food of wiſdom and holineſs and contemplation, upon which the ſpirit of man (when ſeparated from the body) is to ſubﬅ for ever—You would have come with a better appetite from it—


  —I wi I never had wrote it: but as I never blot anything out—let us uſe ſome honeﬅ means to get it out of our heads direly.


  —Pray reach me my fool’s cap—I fear you t upon it, Madam—’tis under the cuion—I’ll put it on—


  Bleſs me! you have had it upon your head this half hour.—There then let it ﬅay, with a


  
    Fa-ra diddle di


    and a fa-ri diddle d


    and a high-dum—dye-dum ﬁddle - - - dumb - c.

  


  And now, Madam, we may venture, I hope, a little to go on.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVII.


  ——All you need ſay of Fontainbleau (in caſe you are aſk’d) is, that it ﬅands about forty miles (ſouth ſomething) from Paris, in the middle of a large foreﬅ—That there is ſomething great in it—That the king goes there once every two or three years, with his whole court, for the pleaſure of the chaſe—and that, during that carnival of ſporting, any Engli gentleman of faion (you need not forget yourſelf) may be accommodated with a nag or two, to partake of the ſport, taking care only not to out-gallop the king—


  Though there are two reaſons why you need not talk loud of this to every one.


  Firﬅ, Becauſe ’twill make the ſaid nags the harder to be got; and


  Secondly, ’Tis not a word of it true.—Allons!


  As for Sens—you may diſpatch—in a word—“’Tis an archiepiſcopal ſee.”


  —For Joigny—the leſs, I think, one ſays of it the better.


  But for Auxerre—I could go on for ever: for in my grand tour through Europe, in which, after all, my father (not caring to truﬅ me with any one) attended me himſelf, with my uncle Toby, and Trim, and Obadiah, and indeed moﬅ of the family, except my mother, who being taken up with a proje of knitting my father a pair of large worﬅed breeches—(the thing is common ſenſe)—and e not caring to be put out of her way, e ﬅaid at home, at Shandy Hall, to keep things right during the expedition; in which, I ſay, my father ﬅopping us two days at Auxerre, and his reſearches being ever of ſuch a nature, that they would have found fruit even in a deſert—he has left me enough to ſay upon Auxerre: in ort, wherever my father went—but ’twas more remarkably ſo, in this journey through France and Italy, than in any other ﬅages of his life—his road ſeemed to lie ſo much on one de of that, wherein all other travellers have gone before him—he ſaw kings and courts and lks of all colours, in ſuch ﬅrange lights—and his remarks and reaſonings upon the charaers, the manners, and cuﬅoms, of the countries we paſs’d over, were ſo oppote to thoſe of all other mortal men, particularly thoſe of my uncle Toby and Trim—(to ſay nothing of myſelf)—and to crown all—the occurrences and ſcrapes which we were perpetually meeting and getting into, in conſequence of his ſyﬅems and opiniatry—they were of ſo odd, ſo mix’d and tragi-comical a contexture—That the whole put together, it appears of ſo diﬀerent a ade and tint from any tour of Europe, which was ever executed—that I will venture to pronounce—the fault muﬅ be mine and mine only—if it be not read by all travellers and travel-readers, till travelling is no more,—or which comes to the ſame point—till the world, ﬁnally, takes it into its head to ﬅand ﬅill.—


  —But this rich bale is not to be open’d now; except a ſmall thread or two of it, merely to unravel the myﬅery of my father’s ﬅay at Auxerre.


  —As I have mentioned it—’tis too ight to be kept ſuſpended; and when ’tis wove in, there is an end of it.


  We’ll go, brother Toby, ſaid my father, whilﬅ dinner is coddling—to the abby of Saint Germain, if it be only to ſee theſe bodies, of which Moneur Sequier has given ſuch a recommendation.—I’ll go ſee any body, quoth my uncle Toby; for he was all compliance through every ﬅep of the journey—Defend me! ſaid my father—they are all mummies—Then one need not ave; quoth my uncle Toby—Shave! no—cried my father—’twill be more like relations to go with our beards on—So out we ſallied, the corporal lending his maﬅer his arm, and bringing up the rear, to the abby of Saint Germain.


  Everything is very ﬁne, and very rich, and very ſuperb, and very magniﬁcent, ſaid my father, addreng himſelf to the ſacriﬅan, who was a younger brother of the order of Benediines—but our curioty has led us to ſee the bodies, of which Moneur Sequier has given the world ſo exa a deſcription.—The ſacriﬅan made a bow, and lighting a torch ﬁrﬅ, which he had always in the veﬅry ready for the purpoſe; he led us into the tomb of St. Heribald—This, ſaid the ſacriﬅan, laying his hand upon the tomb, was a renowned prince of the houſe of Bavaria, who under the ſucceve reigns of Charlemagne, Louis le Debonnair, and Charles the Bald, bore a great ſway in the government, and had a principal hand in bringing everything into order and diſcipline—


  Then he has been as great, ſaid my uncle, in the ﬁeld, as in the cabinet—I dare ſay he has been a gallant ſoldier—He was a monk—ſaid the ſacriﬅan.


  My uncle Toby and Trim ſought comfort in each other’s faces—but found it not: my father clapped both his hands upon his cod-piece, which was a way he had when anything hugely tickled him: for though he hated a monk and the very ſmell of a monk worſe than all the devils in hell—yet the ot hitting my uncle Toby and Trim ſo much harder than him, ’twas a relative triumph; and put him into the gayeﬅ humour in the world.


  —And pray what do you call this gentleman? quoth my father, rather ſportingly: This tomb, ſaid the young Benediine, looking downwards, contains the bones of Saint Maxima, who came from Ravenna on purpoſe to touch the body—


  —Of Saint Maximus, ſaid my father, popping in with his ſaint before him,—they were two of the greateﬅ ſaints in the whole martyrology, added my father—Excuſe me, ſaid the ſacriﬅan—’twas to touch the bones of Saint Germain, the builder of the abby—And what did e get by it? ſaid my uncle Toby—What does any woman get by it? ſaid my father—Martyrdome; replied the young Benediine, making a bow down to the ground, and uttering the word with ſo humble but decive a cadence, it diſarmed my father for a moment. ’Tis ſuppoſed, continued the Benediine, that St. Maxima has lain in this tomb four hundred years, and two hundred before her canonization—’Tis but a ow riſe, brother Toby, quoth my father, in this ſelf-ſame army of martyrs.—a deſperate ow one, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid Trim, unleſs one could purchaſe—I ould rather ſell out entirely, quoth my uncle Toby—I am pretty much of your opinion, brother Toby, ſaid my father.


  —Poor St. Maxima! ſaid my uncle Toby low to himſelf, as we turn’d from her tomb: She was one of the faireﬅ and moﬅ beautiful ladies either of Italy or France, continued the ſacriﬅan—But who the duce has got lain down here, bedes her? quoth my father, pointing with his cane to a large tomb as we walked on—It is Saint Optat, Sir, anſwered the ſacriﬅan—And properly is Saint Optat plac’d! ſaid my father: And what is Saint Optat’s ﬅory? continued he. Saint Optat, replied the ſacriﬅan, was a biop—


  —I thought ſo, by heaven! cried my father, interrupting him—Saint Optat!—how ould Saint Optat fail? ſo ſnatching out his pocket-book, and the young Benediine holding him the torch as he wrote, he ſet it down as a new prop to his ſyﬅem of Chriﬅian names, and I will be bold to ſay, ſo dintereﬅed was he in the ſearch of truth, that had he found a treaſure in Saint Optat’s tomb, it would not have made him half ſo rich: ’Twas as ſucceſsful a ort vit as ever was paid to the dead; and ſo highly was his fancy pleas’d with all that had paed in it,—that he determined at once to ﬅay another day in Auxerre.


  —I’ll ſee the reﬅ of theſe good gentry to-morrow, ſaid my father, as we croſs’d over the ſquare—And while you are paying that vit, brother Shandy, quoth my uncle Toby—the corporal and I will mount the ramparts.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVIII.


  —NOW this is the moﬅ puzzled ſkein of all—for in this laﬅ chapter, as far at leaﬅ as it has help’d me through Auxerre, I have been getting forwards in two diﬀerent journies together, and with the ſame da of the pen—for I have got entirely out of Auxerre in this journey which I am writing now, and I am got half way out of Auxerre in that which I all write hereafter—There is but a certain degree of perfeion in everything; and by puing at ſomething beyond that, I have brought myſelf into ſuch a tuation, as no traveller ever ﬅood before me; for I am this moment walking acroſs the market-place of Auxerre with my father and my uncle Toby, in our way back to dinner—and I am this moment alſo entering Lyons with my poﬅ-chaiſe broke into a thouſand pieces—and I am moreover this moment in a handſome pavillion built by Pringello,* upon the banks of the Garonne, which Mons. Sligniac has lent me, and where I now t rhapſoding all theſe aﬀairs.


  —Let me colle myſelf, and purſue my journey.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIX.


  IAm glad of it, ſaid I, ſettling the account with myſelf, as I walk’d into Lyons—my chaiſe being all laid higgledy-piggledy with my baggage in a cart, which was moving owly before me—I am heartily glad, ſaid I, that ’tis all broke to pieces; for now I can go direly by water to Avignon, which will carry me on a hundred and twenty miles of my journey, and not coﬅ me ſeven livres—and from thence, continued I, bringing forwards the account, I can hire a couple of mules—or aes, if I like (for nobody knows me) and croſs the plains of Languedoc for almoﬅ nothing—I all gain four hundred livres by the misfortune clear into my purſe: and pleaſure! worth—worth double the money by it. With what velocity, continued I, clapping my two hands together, all I ﬂy down the rapid Rhone, with the Vivares on my right hand, and Dauphiny on my left, ſcarce ſeeing the ancient cities of Vienne, Valence, and Vivieres. What a ﬂame will it rekindle in the lamp, to ſnatch a bluing grape from the Hermitage and Côte roti, as I oot by the foot of them! and what a fre ſpring in the blood! to behold upon the banks advancing and retiring, the caﬅles of romance, whence courteous knights have whilome reſcued the diﬅreſs’d—and ſee vertiginous, the rocks, the mountains, the cataras, and all the hurry which Nature is in with all her great works about her.


  As I went on thus, methought my chaiſe, the wreck of which look’d ﬅately enough at the ﬁrﬅ, inſenbly grew leſs and leſs in its ze; the freneſs of the painting was no more—the gilding loﬅ its luﬅre—and the whole aﬀair appeared ſo poor in my eyes—ſo ſorry!—ſo contemptible! and, in a word, ſo much worſe than the abbeſs of Andoüillet’s itſelf—that I was juﬅ opening my mouth to give it to the devil—when a pert vamping chaiſe-undertaker, ﬅepping nimbly acroſs the ﬅreet, demanded if Moneur would have his chaiſe reﬁtted—No, no, ſaid I, aking my head deways—Would Moneur chuſe to ſell it? rejoined the undertaker.—With all my ſoul, ſaid I—the iron work is worth forty livres—and the glaes worth forty more—and the leather you may take to live on.


  What a mine of wealth, quoth I, as he counted me the money, has this poﬅ-chaiſe brought me in? And this is my uſual method of book-keeping, at leaﬅ with the diſaﬅers of life—making a penny of every one of ’em as they happen to me—


  —Do, my dear Jenny, tell the world for me, how I behaved under one, the moﬅ oppreve of its kind, which could befal me as a man, proud as he ought to be of his manhood—


  ’Tis enough, ſaidﬅ thou, coming cloſe up to me, as I ﬅood with my garters in my hand, reﬂeing upon what had not paſs’d—’Tis enough, Triﬅram, and I am ſatisﬁed, ſaidﬅ thou, whiſpering theſe words in my ear, **** ** **** *** ******;—**** ** **—any other man would have ſunk down to the center—


  —Everything is good for ſomething, quoth I.


  —I’ll go into Wales for x weeks, and drink goat’s whey—and I’ll gain ſeven years longer life for the accident. For which reaſon I think myſelf inexcuſable, for blaming fortune ſo often as I have done, for pelting me all my life long, like an ungracious ducheſs, as I call’d her, with ſo many ſmall evils: ſurely, if I have any cauſe to be angry with her, ’tis that e has not ſent me great ones—a ſcore of good curſed, bouncing loes, would have been as good as a penon to me.


  —One of a hundred a year, or ſo, is all I wi—I would not be at the plague of paying land-tax for a larger.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXX.


  TO thoſe who call vexations, vexations, as knowing what they are, there could not be a greater, than to be the beﬅ part of a day at Lyons, the moﬅ opulent and ﬂouriing city in France, enriched with the moﬅ fragments of antiquity—and not be able to ſee it. To be withheld upon any account, muﬅ be a vexation; but to be withheld by a vexation—muﬅ certainly be, what philoſophy juﬅly calls


  VEXATION

  upon

  VEXATION.


  I had got my two dies of milk coﬀee (which by the bye is excellently good for a conſumption, but you muﬅ boil the milk and coﬀee together—otherwiſe ’tis only coﬀee and milk)—and as it was no more than eight in the morning, and the boat did not go oﬀ till noon, I had time to ſee enough of Lyons to tire the patience of all the friends I had in the world with it. I will take a walk to the cathedral, ſaid I, looking at my liﬅ, and ſee the wonderful mechaniſm of this great clock of Lippius of Bal, in the ﬁrﬅ place—


  Now, of all things in the world, I underﬅand the leaﬅ of mechaniſm—I have neither genius, or taﬅe, or fancy—and have a brain ſo entirely unapt for everything of that kind, that I ſolemnly declare I was never yet able to comprehend the principles of motion of a ſquirrel cage, or a common knife-grinder’s wheel—tho’ I have many an hour of my life look’d up with great devotion at the one—and ﬅood by with as much patience as any chriﬅian ever could do, at the other—


  I’ll go ſee the ſurpring movements of this great clock, ſaid I, the very ﬁrﬅ thing I do: and then I will pay a vit to the great library of the Jeſuits, and procure, if poble, a ght of the thirty volumes of the general hiﬅory of China, wrote (not in the Tartarean, but) in the Chineſe language, and in the Chineſe charaer too.


  Now I almoﬅ know as little of the Chineſe language, as I do of the mechaniſm of Lippius’s clock-work; ſo, why theſe ould have joﬅled themſelves into the two ﬁrﬅ articles of my liﬅ—I leave to the curious as a problem of Nature. I own it looks like one of her ladyip’s obliquities; and they who court her, are intereﬅed in ﬁnding out her humour as much as I.


  When theſe curioties are ſeen, quoth I, half addreng myſelf to my valet de place, who ﬅood behind me—’twill be no hurt if we go to the church of St. Irenæus, and ſee the pillar to which Chriﬅ was tied—and after that, the houſe where Pontius Pilate lived—’Twas at the next town, ſaid the valet de place—at Vienne; I am glad of it, ſaid I, ring briſkly from my chair, and walking acroſs the room with ﬅrides twice as long as my uſual pace—“for ſo much the ſooner all I be at the Tomb of the two lovers.”


  What was the cauſe of this movement, and why I took ſuch long ﬅrides in uttering this—I might leave to the curious too; but as no principle of clock-work is concerned in it—’twill be as well for the reader if I explain it myſelf.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXI.


  O! There is a ſweet æra in the life of man, when (the brain being tender and ﬁbrillous, and more like pap than anything elſe)—a ﬅory read of two fond lovers, ſeparated from each other by cruel parents, and by ﬅill more cruel deﬅiny—


  
    Amandus—He


    Amanda—She—

  


  each ignorant of the other’s courſe,


  
    He—eaﬅ


    She—weﬅ

  


  Amandus taken captive by the Turks, and carried to the emperor of Morocco’s court, where the princeſs of Morocco falling in love with him, keeps him twenty years in priſon for the love of his Amanda.—


  She—(Amanda) all the time wandering barefoot, and with dievell’d hair, o’er rocks and mountains, enquiring for Amandus!—Amandus! Amandus!—making every hill and valley to echo back his name—


  
    Amandus! Amandus!

  


  at every town and city, tting down forlorn at the gate—Has Amandus!—has my Amandus enter’d?—till,—going round, and round, and round the world—chance unexpeed bringing them at the ſame moment of the night, though by diﬀerent ways, to the gate of Lyons, their native city, and each in well-known accents calling out aloud,


  
    
      
        	Is Amandus

        IsmyAmanda

        	}

        	ﬅill alive?
      

    
  


  they ﬂy into each other’s arms, and both drop down dead for joy.


  There is a ſoft æra in every gentle mortal’s life, where ſuch a ﬅory aﬀords more pabulum to the brain, than all the Fruﬅs, and Cruﬅs, and Ruﬅs of antiquity, which travellers can cook up for it.


  —’Twas all that ﬅuck on the right de of the cullender in my own, of what Spon and others, in their accounts of Lyons, had ﬅrained into it; and ﬁnding, moreover, in ſome Itinerary, but in what God knows—That ſacred to the ﬁdelity of Amandus and Amanda, a tomb was built without the gates, where, to this hour, lovers called upon them to atteﬅ their truths—I never could get into a ſcrape of that kind in my life, but this tomb of the lovers would, ſomehow or other, come in at the cloſe—nay ſuch a kind of empire had it eﬅabli’d over me, that I could ſeldom think or ſpeak of Lyons—and ſometimes not ſo much as ſee even a Lyons-waiﬅcoat, but this remnant of antiquity would preſent itſelf to my fancy; and I have often ſaid in my wild way of running on—tho’ I fear with ſome irreverence—“I thought this rine (negleed as it was) as valuable as that of Mecca, and ſo little ort, except in wealth, of the Santa Caſa itſelf, that ſome time or other, I would go a pilgrimage (though I had no other buneſs at Lyons) on purpoſe to pay it a vit.”


  In my liﬅ, therefore, of Videnda at Lyons, this, tho’ laﬅ,—was not, you ſee, leaﬅ; ſo taking a dozen or two of longer ﬅrides than uſual acroſs my room, juﬅ whilﬅ it paed my brain, I walked down calmly into the Bae Cour, in order to ſally forth; and having called for my bill—as it was uncertain whether I ould return to my inn, I had paid it—had moreover given the maid ten ſous, and was juﬅ receiving the dernier compliments of Moneur Le Blanc, for a pleaſant voyage down the Rhône—when I was ﬅopped at the gate—


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXII.


  —’TWAS by a poor aſs, who had juﬅ turned in with a couple of large panniers upon his back, to colle eleemoſynary turnip-tops and cabbage-leaves; and ﬅood dubious, with his two fore-feet on the inde of the threold, and with his two hinder feet towards the ﬅreet, as not knowing very well whether he was to go in or no.


  Now, ’tis an animal (be in what hurry I may) I cannot bear to ﬅrike—there is a patient endurance of ſuﬀerings, wrote ſo unaﬀeedly in his looks and carriage, which pleads ſo mightily for him, that it always diſarms me; and to that degree, that I do not like to ſpeak unkindly to him: on the contrary, meet him where I will—whether in town or country—in cart or under panniers—whether in liberty or bondage—I have ever ſomething civil to ſay to him on my part; and as one word begets another (if he has as little to do as I)—I generally fall into converſation with him; and ſurely never is my imagination ſo buſy as in framing his reſponſes from the etchings of his countenance—and where thoſe carry me not deep enough—in ﬂying from my own heart into his, and ſeeing what is natural for an aſs to think—as well as a man, upon the occaon. In truth, it is the only creature of all the claes of beings below me, with whom I can do this: for parrots, jackdaws, &c.—I never exchange a word with them—nor with the apes, &c., for pretty near the ſame reaſon; they a by rote, as the others ſpeak by it, and equally make me lent: nay my dog and my cat, though I value them both—(and for my dog he would ſpeak if he could)—yet ſomehow or other, they neither of them poeſs the talents for converſation—I can make nothing of a diſcourſe with them, beyond the propotion, the reply, and rejoinder, which terminated my father’s and my mother’s converſations, in his beds of juﬅice—and thoſe utter’d—there’s an end of the dialogue—


  —But with an aſs, I can commune for ever.


  Come, Honeﬅy! ſaid I,—ſeeing it was impraicable to paſs betwixt him and the gate—art thou for coming in, or going out?


  The aſs twiﬅed his head round to look up the ﬅreet—


  Well—replied I—we’ll wait a minute for thy driver:


  —He turned his head thoughtful about, and looked wiﬅfully the oppote way—


  I underﬅand thee perfely, anſwered I—If thou takeﬅ a wrong ﬅep in this aﬀair, he will cudgel thee to death—Well! a minute is but a minute, and if it ſaves a fellow-creature a drubbing, it all not be ſet down as ill ſpent.


  He was eating the ﬅem of an artichoke as this diſcourſe went on, and in the little peevi contentions of nature betwixt hunger and unſavourineſs, had dropt it out of his mouth half a dozen times, and pick’d it up again—God help thee, Jack! ſaid I, thou haﬅ a bitter breakfaﬅ on’t—and many a bitter day’s labour,—and many a bitter blow, I fear, for its wages—’tis all—all bitterneſs to thee, whatever life is to others.—And now thy mouth, if one knew the truth of it, is as bitter, I dare ſay, as ſoot—(for he had caﬅ ade the ﬅem) and thou haﬅ not a friend perhaps in all this world, that will give thee a macaroon.—In ſaying this, I pull’d out a paper of ’em, which I had juﬅ purchaſed, and gave him one—and at this moment that I am telling it, my heart ſmites me, that there was more of pleaſantry in the conceit, of ſeeing how an aſs would eat a macaroon—than of benevolence in giving him one, which preded in the a.


  When the aſs had eaten his macaroon, I preſs’d him to come in—the poor beaﬅ was heavy loaded—his legs ſeem’d to tremble under him—he hung rather backwards, and as I pull’d at his halter, it broke ort in my hand—he look’d up penve in my face—“Don’t thra me with it—but if you will, you may”—If I do, ſaid I, I’ll be d—d.


  The word was but one-half of it pronounced, like the abbeſs of Andoüillets’—(ſo there was no n in it)—when a perſon coming in, let fall a thundering baﬅinado upon the poor devil’s crupper, which put an end to the ceremony.


  Out upon it!


  cried I—but the interjeion was equivocal—and, I think, wrong placed too—for the end of an oer which had ﬅarted out from the contexture of the aſs’s pannier, had caught hold of my breeches pocket, as he ru’d by me, and rent it in the moﬅ diſaﬅrous direion you can imagine—ſo that the


  Out upon it! in my opinion, ould have come in here—but this I leave to be ſettled by


  The

  reviewers

  of

  my breeches.


  which I have brought over along with me for that purpoſe.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIV.


  WHEN all was ſet to rights, I came down ﬅairs again into the bae cour with my valet de place, in order to ſally out towards the tomb of the two lovers, &c.—and was a ſecond time ﬅopp’d at the gate—not by the aſs—but by the perſon who ﬅruck him; and who, by that time, had taken poeon (as is not uncommon after a defeat) of the very ſpot of ground where the aſs ﬅood.


  It was a commiary ſent to me from the poﬅ-oﬃce, with a reſcript in his hand for the payment of ſome x livres odd ſous.


  Upon what account? ſaid I.—’Tis upon the part of the king, replied the commiary, heaving up both his oulders—


  —My good friend, quoth I—as ſure as I am I—and you are you—


  —And who are you? ſaid he.—Don’t puzzle me; ſaid I.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXV.


  —But it is an indubitable verity, continued I, addreng myſelf to the commiary, changing only the form of my aeveration—that I owe the king of France nothing but my good-will; for he is a very honeﬅ man, and I wi him all health and paﬅime in the world—


  Pardonnez moi—replied the commiary, you are indebted to him x livres four ſous, for the next poﬅ from hence to St. Fons, in your route to Avignon—which being a poﬅ royal, you pay double for the horſes and poﬅillion—otherwiſe ’twould have amounted to no more than three livres two ſous—


  —But I don’t go by land; ſaid I.


  —You may if you pleaſe; replied the commiary—


  Your moﬅ obedient ſervant—ſaid I, making him a low bow—


  The commiary, with all the ncerity of grave good breeding—made me one, as low again.—I never was more diſconcerted with a bow in my life.


  —The devil take the ſerious charaer of theſe people! quoth I—(ade) they underﬅand no more of irony than this—


  The compariſon was ﬅanding cloſe by with his panniers—but ſomething ſeal’d up my lips—I could not pronounce the name—


  Sir, ſaid I, colleing myſelf—it is not my intention to take poﬅ—


  —But you may—ſaid he, perﬅing in his ﬁrﬅ reply—you may take poﬅ if you chuſe—


  —And I may take ſalt to my pickled herring, ſaid I, if I chuſe—


  —But I do not chuſe—


  —But you muﬅ pay for it, whether you do or no.


  Aye! for the ſalt; ſaid I (I know)—


  —And for the poﬅ too; added he. Defend me! cried I—


  I travel by water—I am going down the Rhône this very afternoon—my baggage is in the boat—and I have aually paid nine livres for my paage—


  C’eﬅ tout egal—’tis all one; ſaid he.


  Bon Dieu! what, pay for the way I go! and for the way I do not go!


  —C’eﬅ tout egal; replied the commiary—


  —The devil it is! ſaid I—but I will go to ten thouſand Baﬅiles ﬁrﬅ—


  O England! England! thou land of liberty, and climate of good ſenſe, thou tendereﬅ of mothers—and gentleﬅ of nurſes, cried I, kneeling upon one knee, as I was beginning my apoﬅrophe.


  When the direor of Madam Le Blanc’s conſcience coming in at that inﬅant, and ſeeing a perſon in black, with a face as pale as aes, at his devotions—looking ﬅill paler by the contraﬅ and diﬅreſs of his drapery—aſk’d, if I ﬅood in want of the aids of the church—


  I go by water—ſaid I—and here’s another will be for making me pay for going by oil.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVI.


  AS I perceived the commiary of the poﬅ-oﬃce would have his x livres four ſous, I had nothing elſe for it, but to ſay ſome ſmart thing upon the occaon, worth the money:


  And ſo I ſet oﬀ thus:—


  —And pray, Mr. Commiary, by what law of courteſy is a defenceleſs ﬅranger to be uſed juﬅ the reverſe from what you uſe a Frenchman in this matter?


  By no means; ſaid he.


  Excuſe me; ſaid I—for you have begun, Sir, with ﬁrﬅ tearing oﬀ my breeches—and now you want my pocket—


  Whereas—had you ﬁrﬅ taken my pocket, as you do with your own people—and then left me bare a—’d after—I had been a beaﬅ to have complain’d—


  As it is—

  —’Tis contrary to the law of nature.

  —’Tis contrary to reaſon.

  —’Tis contrary to the gospel.


  But not to this—ſaid he—putting a printed paper into my hand,


  Par le roy.


  —’Tis a pithy prolegomenon, quoth I—and ſo read on — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — — —


  —By all which it appears, quoth I, having read it over, a little too rapidly, that if a man ſets out in a poﬅ-chaiſe from Paris—he muﬅ go on travelling in one, all the days of his life—or pay for it.—Excuſe me, ſaid the commiary, the ſpirit of the ordinance is this—That if you ſet out with an intention of running poﬅ from Paris to Avignon, &c., you all not change that intention or mode of travelling, without ﬁrﬅ ſatisfying the fermiers for two poﬅs further than the place you repent at—and ’tis founded, continued he, upon this, that the revenues are not to fall ort through your ﬁckleneſs—


  —O by heavens! cried I—if ﬁckleneſs is taxable in France—we have nothing to do but to make the beﬅ peace with you we can—


  and so the peace was made;


  —And if it is a bad one—as Triﬅram Shandy laid the corner-ﬅone of it—nobody but Triﬅram Shandy ought to be hanged.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVII.


  THOUGH I was ſenble I had ſaid as many clever things to the commiary as came to x livres four ſous, yet I was determined to note down the impotion amongﬅ my remarks before I retired from the place; ſo putting my hand into my coat-pocket for my remarks—(which, by the bye, may be a caution to travellers to take a little more care of their remarks for the future) “my remarks were ﬅolen”—Never did ſorry traveller make ſuch a pother and racket about his remarks as I did about mine, upon the occaon.


  Heaven! earth! ſea! ﬁre! cried I, calling in everything to my aid but what I ould—My remarks are ﬅolen!—what all I do?—Mr. Commiary! pray did I drop any remarks, as I ﬅood bedes you?—


  You dropp’d a good many very ngular ones; replied he—Pugh! ſaid I, thoſe were but a few, not worth above x livres two ſous—but theſe are a large parcel—He ook his head—Moneur Le Blanc! Madam Le Blanc! did you ſee any papers of mine?—you maid of the houſe! run up ﬅairs—François! run up after her—


  —I muﬅ have my remarks—they were the beﬅ remarks, cried I, that ever were made—the wiſeﬅ—the wittieﬅ—What all I do?—which way all I turn myſelf?


  Sancho Pança, when he loﬅ his aſs’s furniture, did not exclaim more bitterly.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXVIII.


  WHEN the ﬁrﬅ tranſport was over, and the regiﬅers of the brain were beginning to get a little out of the confuon into which this jumble of croſs accidents had caﬅ them—it then preſently occurr’d to me, that I had left my remarks in the pocket of the chaiſe—and that in ſelling my chaiſe, I had ſold my remarks along with it, to the chaiſe-vamper.ſpaceſpaceſpaceſpaceI leave this void ſpace that the reader may ſwear into it any oath that he is moﬅ accuﬅomed to—For my own part, if ever I ſwore a whole oath into a vacancy in my life, I think it was into that—*** **** **, ſaid I—and ſo my remarks through France, which were as full of wit, as an egg is full of meat, and as well worth four hundred guineas, as the ſaid egg is worth a penny—have I been ſelling here to a chaiſe-vamper—for four Louis d’Ors—and giving him a poﬅ-chaiſe (by heaven) worth x into the bargain; had it been to Dodey, or Becket, or any creditable bookſeller, who was either leaving oﬀ buneſs, and wanted a poﬅ-chaiſe—or who was beginning it—and wanted my remarks, and two or three guineas along with them—I could have borne it—but to a chaiſe-vamper!—ew me to him this moment, François,—ſaid I—The valet de place put on his hat, and led the way—and I pull’d oﬀ mine, as I paſs’d the commiary, and followed him.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIX.


  WHEN we arrived at the Chaiſe-vamper’s Houſe, Both the Houſe and the op were ut up; it was the eighth of September, the nativity of the bleed Virgin Mary, mother of God—


  —Tantarra-ra-tan-tivi—the whole world was gone out a May-poling—friſking here—capering there—nobody cared a button for me or my remarks; ſo I ſat me down upon a bench by the door, philoſophating upon my condition: by a better fate than uſually attends me, I had not waited half an hour, when the miﬅreſs came in to take the papilliotes from oﬀ her hair, before e went to the May-poles—


  The French women, by the bye, love May-poles, à la folie—that is, as much as their matins—give ’em but a May-pole, whether in May, June, July, or September—they never count the times—down it goes—’tis meat, drink, waing, and lodging to ’em—and had we but the policy, an’ pleaſe your worips (as wood is a little ſcarce in France), to ſend them but plenty of May-poles—


  The women would ſet them up; and when they had done, they would dance round them (and the men for company) till they were all blind.


  The wife of the chaiſe-vamper ﬅepp’d in, I told you, to take the papilliotes from oﬀ her hair—the toilet ﬅands ﬅill for no man—ſo e jerk’d oﬀ her cap, to begin with them as e open’d the door, in doing which, one of them fell upon the ground—I inﬅantly ſaw it was my own writing—


  O Seigneur! cried I—you have got all my remarks upon your head, Madam!—J’en ſuis bien mortiﬁée, ſaid e—’tis well, thinks I, they have ﬅuck there—for could they have gone deeper, they would have made ſuch confuon in a French woman’s noddle—She had better have gone with it unfrizled, to the day of eternity.


  Tenez—ſaid e—ſo without any idea of the nature of my ſuﬀering, e took them from her curls, and put them gravely one by one into my hat—one was twiﬅed this way—another twiﬅed that—ey! by my faith; and when they are publied, quoth I,—


  They will be worſe twiﬅed ﬅill.


  ☜


  CHAP. XL.


  AND now for Lippius’s clock! ſaid I, with the air of a man, who had got thro’ all his diﬃculties—nothing can prevent us ſeeing that, and the Chineſe hiﬅory, &c., except the time, ſaid François—for ’tis almoﬅ eleven—Then we muﬅ ſpeed the faﬅer, ſaid I, ﬅriding it away to the cathedral.


  I cannot ſay, in my heart, that it gave me any concern in being told by one of the minor canons, as I was entering the weﬅ door,—That Lippius’s great clock was all out of joints, and had not gone for ſome years—It will give me the more time, thought I, to peruſe the Chineſe hiﬅory; and bedes I all be able to give the world a better account of the clock in its decay, than I could have done in its ﬂouriing condition—


  —And ſo away I poﬅed to the college of the Jeſuits.


  Now it is with the proje of getting a peep at the hiﬅory of China in Chineſe charaers—as with many others I could mention, which ﬅrike the fancy only at a diﬅance; for as I came nearer and nearer to the point—my blood cool’d—the freak gradually went oﬀ, till at length I would not have given a cherryﬅone to have it gratiﬁed—The truth was, my time was ort, and my heart was at the Tomb of the Lovers—I wi to God, ſaid I, as I got the rapper in my hand, that the key of the library may be but loﬅ; it fell out as well—


  For all the Jesuits had got the cholic—and to that degree, as never was known in the memory of the oldeﬅ praitioner.


  ☜


  CHAP. XLI.


  AS I knew the geography of the Tomb of the Lovers, as well as if I had lived twenty years in Lyons, namely, that it was upon the turning of my right hand, juﬅ without the gate, leading to the Fauxbourg de Vaiſe—I diſpatched François to the boat, that I might pay the homage I ſo long ow’d it, without a witneſs of my weakneſs—I walk’d with all imaginable joy towards the place—when I ſaw the gate which intercepted the tomb, my heart glowed within me—


  —Tender and faithful ſpirits! cried I, addreng myſelf to Amandus and Amanda—long—long have I tarried to drop this tear upon your tomb—I come—I come—


  When I came—there was no tomb to drop it upon.


  What would I have given for my uncle Toby, to have whiﬅled Lillabullero!


  CHAP. XLII.


  NO matter how, or in what mood—but I ﬂew from the tomb of the lovers—or rather I did not ﬂy from it—(for there was no ſuch thing exiﬅing) and juﬅ got time enough to the boat to ſave my paage;—and ere I had ſailed a hundred yards, the Rhône and the Saôn met together, and carried me down merrily betwixt them.


  But I have deſcribed this voyage down the Rhône, before I made it—


  —So now I am at Avignon, and as there is nothing to ſee but the old houſe, in which the duke of Ormond reded, and nothing to ﬅop me but a ort remark upon the place, in three minutes you will ſee me crong the bridge upon a mule, with François upon a horſe with my portmanteau behind him, and the owner of both, ﬅriding the way before us, with a long gun upon his oulder, and a ſword under his arm, leﬅ peradventure we ould run away with his cattle. Had you ſeen my breeches in entering Avignon,—Though you’d have ſeen them better, I think, as I mounted—you would not have thought the precaution amiſs, or found in your heart to have taken it in dudgeon; for my own part, I took it moﬅ kindly; and determined to make him a preſent of them, when we got to the end of our journey, for the trouble they had put him to, of arming himſelf at all points againﬅ them.


  Before I go further, let me get rid of my remark upon Avignon, which is this: That I think it wrong, merely becauſe a man’s hat has been blown oﬀ his head by chance the ﬁrﬅ night he comes to Avignon,—that he ould therefore ſay, “Avignon is more ſubje to high winds than any town in all France:” for which reaſon I laid no ﬅreſs upon the accident till I had enquired of the maﬅer of the inn about it, who telling me ſeriouy it was ſo—and hearing, moreover, the windineſs of Avignon ſpoke of in the country about as a proverb—I ſet it down, merely to aſk the learned what can be the cauſe—the conſequence I ſaw—for they are all Dukes, Marquies, and Counts, there—the duce a Baron, in all Avignon—ſo that there is ſcarce any talking to them on a windy day.


  Prithee, friend, ſaid I, take hold of my mule for a moment—for I wanted to pull oﬀ one of my jack-boots, which hurt my heel—the man was ﬅanding quite idle at the door of the inn, and as I had taken it into my head, he was ſomeway concerned about the houſe or ﬅable, I put the bridle into his hand—ſo begun with the boot:—when I had ﬁnied the aﬀair, I turned about to take the mule from the man, and thank him—


  —But Moneur le Marquis had walked in—


  ☜


  CHAP. XLIII.


  IHad now the whole ſouth of France, from the banks of the Rhône to thoſe of the Garonne, to traverſe upon my mule at my own leiſure—at my own leiſure—for I had left Death, the Lord knows—and He only—how far behind me—“I have followed many a man thro’ France, quoth he—but never at this mettleſome rate.”—Still he followed,—and ﬅill I ﬂed him—but I ﬂed him chearfully—ﬅill he purſued—but, like one who purſued his prey without hope—as he lagg’d, every ﬅep he loﬅ, ſoften’d his looks—why ould I ﬂy him at this rate?


  So notwithﬅanding all the commiary of the poﬅ-oﬃce had ſaid, I changed the mode of my travelling once more; and, after ſo precipitate and rattling a courſe as I had run, I ﬂattered my fancy with thinking of my mule, and that I ould traverſe the rich plains of Languedoc upon his back, as owly as foot could fall.


  There is nothing more pleang to a traveller—or more terrible to travel-writers, than a large rich plain; eſpecially if it is without great rivers or bridges; and preſents nothing to the eye, but one unvaried piure of plenty: for after they have once told you, that ’tis delicious! or delightful! (as the caſe happens)—that the ſoil was grateful, and that nature pours out all her abundance, &c. ... they have then a large plain upon their hands, which they know not what to do with—and which is of little or no uſe to them but to carry them to ſome town; and that town, perhaps of little more, but a new place to ﬅart from to the next plain—and ſo on.


  —This is moﬅ terrible work; judge if I don’t manage my plains better.


  ☜


  CHAP. XLIV.


  IHad not gone above two leagues and a half, before the man with his gun began to look at his priming.


  I had three ſeveral times loiter’d terribly behind; half a mile at leaﬅ every time; once, in deep conference with a drum-maker, who was making drums for the fairs of Baucaira and Taraſcone—I did not underﬅand the principles—


  The ſecond time, I cannot ſo properly ſay, I ﬅopp’d—for meeting a couple of Franciſcans ﬅraitened more for time than myſelf, and not being able to get to the bottom of what I was about—I had turn’d back with them—


  The third, was an aﬀair of trade with a gop, for a hand-baſket of Provence ﬁgs for four ſous; this would have been tranſaed at once; but for a caſe of conſcience at the cloſe of it; for when the ﬁgs were paid for, it turn’d out, that there were two dozen of eggs cover’d over with vine-leaves at the bottom of the baſket—as I had no intention of buying eggs—I made no ſort of claim of them—as for the ſpace they had occupied—what gniﬁed it? I had ﬁgs enow for my money—


  —But it was my intention to have the baſket—it was the gop’s intention to keep it, without which, e could do nothing with her eggs—and unleſs I had the baſket, I could do as little with my ﬁgs, which were too ripe already, and moﬅ of ’em burﬅ at the de: this brought on a ort contention, which terminated in ſundry propoſals, what we ould both do—


  —How we diſpoſed of our eggs and ﬁgs, I defy you, or the Devil himſelf, had he not been there (which I am perſuaded he was), to form the leaﬅ probable conjeure: You will read the whole of it—not this year, for I am haﬅening to the ﬅory of my uncle Toby’s amours—but you will read it in the colleion of thoſe which have aroſe out of the journey acroſs this plain—and which, therefore, I call my


  Plain Stories.


  How far my pen has been fatigued, like thoſe of other travellers, in this journey of it, over ſo barren a track—the world muﬅ judge—but the traces of it, which are now all ſet o’ vibrating together this moment, tell me ’tis the moﬅ fruitful and buſy period of my life; for as I had made no convention with my man with the gun, as to time—by ﬅopping and talking to every ſoul I met, who was not in a full trot—joining all parties before me—waiting for every ſoul behind—hailing all thoſe who were coming through croſs-roads—arreﬅing all kinds of beggars, pilgrims, ﬁddlers, friars—not pang by a woman in a mulberry-tree without commending her legs, and tempting her into converſation with a pinch of ſnuﬀ—In ort, by ſeizing every handle, of what ze or ape ſoever, which chance held out to me in this journey—I turned my plain into a city—I was always in company, and with great variety too; and as my mule loved ſociety as much as myſelf, and had ſome propoſals always on his part to oﬀer to every beaﬅ he met—I am conﬁdent we could have paed through Pall-Mall, or St. James’s-Street for a month together, with fewer adventures—and ſeen leſs of human nature.


  O! there is that ſprightly frankneſs, which at once unpins every plait of a Languedocian’s dreſs—that whatever is beneath it, it looks ſo like the mplicity which poets ng of in better days—I will delude my fancy, and believe it is ſo.


  ’Twas in the road betwixt Niſmes and Lunel, where there is the beﬅ Muſcatto wine in all France, and which by the bye belongs to the honeﬅ canons of Montpellier—and foul befal the man who has drank it at their table, who grudges them a drop of it.


  —The ſun was ſet—they had done their work; the nymphs had tied up their hair afre—and the ſwains were preparing for a carouſal—my mule made a dead point—’Tis the ﬁfe and tabourin, ſaid I—I’m frighten’d to death, quoth he—They are running at the ring of pleaſure, ſaid I, giving him a prick—By ſaint Boogar, and all the ſaints at the backde of the door of purgatory, ſaid he—(making the ſame reſolution with the abbee of Andoüillets) I’ll not go a ﬅep further—’Tis very well, r, ſaid I—I never will argue a point with one of your family, as long as I live; ſo leaping oﬀ his back, and kicking oﬀ one boot into this ditch, and t’other into that—I’ll take a dance, ſaid I—ſo ﬅay you here.


  A ſun-burnt daughter of Labour roſe up from the groupe to meet me, as I advanced towards them; her hair, which was a dark cheſnut approaching rather to a black, was tied up in a knot, all but a ngle treſs.


  We want a cavalier, ſaid e, holding out both her hands, as if to oﬀer them—And a cavalier ye all have; ſaid I, taking hold of both of them.


  Hadﬅ thou, Nannette, been array’d like a dutchee!


  —But that curſed it in thy petticoat!


  Nannette cared not for it.


  We could not have done without you, ſaid e, letting go one hand, with ſelf-taught politeneſs, leading me up with the other.


  A lame youth, whom Apollo had recompenſed with a pipe, and to which he had added a tabourin of his own accord, ran ſweetly over the prelude, as he ſat upon the bank—Tie me up this treſs inﬅantly, ſaid Nannette, putting a piece of ﬅring into my hand—It taught me to forget I was a ﬅranger—The whole knot fell down—We had been ſeven years acquainted.


  The youth ﬅruck the note upon the tabourin—his pipe followed, and oﬀ we bounded—“the duce take that it!”


  The ﬅer of the youth, who had ﬅolen her voice from heaven, ſung alternately with her brother—’twas a Gaſcoigne roundelay.


  Viva la joia!

  Fidon la triﬅea!


  The nymphs join’d in uniſon, and their ſwains an oave below them—


  I would have given a crown to have it ſew’d up—Nannette would not have given a sous—Viva la joia! was in her lips—Viva la joia! was in her eyes. a tranent ſpark of amity ot acroſs the ſpace betwixt us—She look’d amiable!—Why could I not live, and end my days thus? Juﬅ Diſpoſer of our joys and ſorrows, cried I, why could not a man t down in the lap of content here—and dance, and ng, and ſay his prayers, and go to heaven with this nut-brown maid? Capriciouy did e bend her head on one de, and dance up indious—Then ’tis time to dance oﬀ, quoth I; ſo changing only partners and tunes, I danced it away from Lunel to Montpellier—from thence to Pesçnas, Beziers—I danced it along through Narbonne, Carcaon, and Caﬅle Naudairy, till at laﬅ I danced myſelf into Perdrillo’s pavillion, where pulling out a paper of black lines, that I might go on ﬅraight forwards, without digreon or parenthes, in my uncle Toby’s amours—


  I begun thus—


  End of the Seventh Volume.


  ☜
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  CHAP. I.


  —BUT ſoftly—for in theſe ſportive plains, and under this genial ſun, where at this inﬅant all ﬂe is running out piping, ﬁddling, and dancing to the vintage, and every ﬅep that’s taken, the judgment is ſurpriſed by the imagination, I defy, notwithﬅanding all that has been ſaid upon ﬅraight lines* in ſundry pages of my book—I defy the beﬅ cabbage planter that ever exiﬅed, whether he plants backwards or forwards, it makes little diﬀerence in the account (except that he will have more to anſwer for in the one caſe than in the other)—I defy him to go on coolly, critically, and canonically, planting his cabbages one by one, in ﬅraight lines, and ﬅoical diﬅances, eſpecially if its in petticoats are unſew’d up—without ever and anon ﬅraddling out, or dling into ſome baﬅardly digreon—In Freeze-land, Fog-land, and ſome other lands I wot of—it may be done—


  But in this clear climate of fantaſy and perſpiration, where every idea, ſenble and inſenble, gets vent—in this land, my dear Eugenius—in this fertile land of chivalry and romance, where I now t, unſkrewing my ink-horn to write my uncle Toby’s amours, and with all the meanders of Julia’s track in queﬅ of her Diego, in full view of my ﬅudy window—if thou comeﬅ not and takeﬅ me by the hand—


  What a work it is likely to turn out!


  Let us begin it.


  ☜


  CHAP. II.


  IT is with love as with cuckoldom—


  But now I am talking of beginning 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)—I’ll juﬅ mention it, and begin in good earneﬅ.


  The thing is this.


  That of all the ſeveral ways of beginning a book which are now in praice throughout the known world, I am conﬁdent my own way of doing it is the beﬅ—I’m ſure it is the moﬅ religious—for I begin with writing the ﬁrﬅ ſentence—and truﬅing to Almighty God for the ſecond.


  ’Twould cure an author for ever of the fuſs and folly of opening his ﬅreet-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 obſerve how one ſentence of mine follows another, and how the plan follows the whole.


  I wi you ſaw me half ﬅarting out of my chair, with what conﬁdence, as I graſp the elbow of it, I look up—catching the idea, even ſometimes before it half way reaches me—


  I believe in my conſcience I intercept many a thought which heaven intended for another man.


  Pope and his Portrait* are fools to me—no martyr is ever ſo full of faith or ﬁre—I wi I could ſay of good works too—but I have no


  Zeal or Anger—or

  Anger or Zeal—


  And till gods and men agree together to call it by the ſame name—the erranteﬅ Tartuffe, in ſcience—in politics—or in religion, all never kindle a ſpark within me, or have a worſe word, or a more unkind greeting, than what he will read in the next chapter.


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  —Bonjour!—good morrow!—ſo 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 o’ foot—and obﬅruions in the glands are dangerous—And how goes it with thy concubine—thy wife,—and thy little ones o’ both des? and when did you hear from the old gentleman and lady—your ﬅer, aunt, uncle, and couns—I hope they have got better of their colds, coughs, claps, toothaches, fevers, ﬅranguries, ſciaticas, ſwellings, and ſore eyes.


  —What a devil of an apothecary! to take ſo much blood—give ſuch a vile purge—puke—poultice—plaiﬅer—night-draught—clyﬅer—bliﬅer?—And why ſo many grains of calomel? ſanta Maria! and ſuch a doſe of opium! periclitating, pardi! the whole family of ye, from head to tail—By my great-aunt Dinah’s old black velvet maſk! I think there was no occaon for it.


  Now this being a little bald about the chin, by frequently putting oﬀ and on, before e was got with child by the coachman—not one of our family would wear it after. To cover the mask afre, was more than the maſk was worth—and to wear a maſk which was bald, or which could be half ſeen through, was as bad as having no maſk at all—


  This is the reaſon, may it pleaſe your reverences, that in all our numerous family, for theſe four generations, we count no more than one archbiop, a Welch judge, ſome three or four aldermen, and a ngle mountebank—


  In the xteenth century, we boaﬅ of no leſs than a dozen alchymiﬅs.


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  “IT is with Love as with Cuckoldom”—the ſuﬀering party is at leaﬅ the third, but generally the laﬅ in the houſe who knows anything about the matter: this comes, as all the world knows, from having half a dozen words for one thing; and ſo long, as what in this veel of the human frame, is Love—may be Hatred, in that—Sentiment half a yard higher—and Nonſenſe—no, Madam,—not there—I mean at the part I am now pointing to with my foreﬁnger—how can we help ourſelves?


  Of all mortal, and immortal men too, if you pleaſe, who ever ſoliloquized upon this myﬅic ſubje, my uncle Toby was the worﬅ ﬁtted, to have pu’d his reſearches, thro’ ſuch a contention of feelings; and he had infallibly let them all run on, as we do worſe matters, to ſee what they would turn out—had not Bridget’s pre-notiﬁcation of them to Suſannah, and Suſannah’s repeated manifeﬅoes thereupon to all the world, made it neceary for my uncle Toby to look into the aﬀair.


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  WHY weavers, gardeners, and gladiators—or a man with a pined leg (proceeding from ſome ailment in the foot)—ould ever have had ſome tender nymph breaking her heart in ſecret for them, are points well and duly ſettled and accounted for by ancient and modern phyologiﬅs.


  A water-drinker, provided he is a profeſs’d one, and does it without fraud or covin, is preciſely in the ſame predicament: not that, at ﬁrﬅ ght, there is any conſequence, or ow of logic in it, “That a rill of cold water dribbling through my inward parts, ould light up a torch in my Jenny’s—”


  —The propotion does not ﬅrike one; on the contrary, it ſeems to run oppote to the natural workings of cauſes and eﬀes—


  But it ews the weakneſs and imbecility of human reaſon.


  —“And in perfe good health with it?”


  —The moﬅ perfe,—Madam, that friendip herſelf could wi me—


  —“And drink nothing!—nothing but water?”


  —Impetuous ﬂuid! the moment thou preeﬅ againﬅ the ﬂood-gates of the brain—ſee how they give way!—


  In ſwims Curiosity, beckoning to her damſels to follow—they dive into the centre of the current—


  Fancy ts mung upon the bank, and with her eyes following the ﬅream, turns ﬅraws and bulrues into maﬅs and bowſprits—And Desire, with veﬅ held up to the knee in one hand, ſnatches at them, as they ſwim by her with the other—


  O ye water-drinkers! is it then by this deluve fountain, that ye have ſo often governed and turn’d this world about like a mill-wheel—grinding the faces of the impotent—bepowdering their ribs—bepeppering their noſes, and changing ſometimes even the very frame and face of nature—


  If I was you, quoth Yorick, I would drink more water, Eugenius—And, if I was you, Yorick, replied Eugenius, ſo would I.


  Which ews they had both read Longinus—


  For my own part, I am reſolved never to read any book but my own, as long as I live.


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  IWi my uncle Toby had been a water-drinker; for then the thing had been accounted for, That the ﬁrﬅ moment Widow Wadman ſaw him, e felt ſomething ﬅirring within her in his favour—Something!—ſomething.


  —Something perhaps more than friendip—leſs than love—ſomething—no matter what—no matter where—I would not give a ngle hair oﬀ my mule’s tail, and be obliged to pluck it oﬀ myſelf (indeed the villain has not many to ſpare, and is not a little vicious into the bargain), to be let by your worips into the ſecret—


  But the truth is, my uncle Toby was not a water-drinker; he drank it neither pure nor mix’d, or any how, or any where, except fortuitouy upon ſome advanced poﬅs, where better liquor was not to be had—or during the time he was under cure; when the ſurgeon telling him it would extend the ﬁbres, and bring them ſooner into conta—my uncle Toby drank it for quietneſs ſake.


  Now as all the world knows, that no eﬀe in nature can be produced without a cauſe, and as it is as well known, that my uncle Toby was neither a weaver—a gardener, or a gladiator—unleſs as a captain, you will needs have him one—but then he was only a captain of foot—and bedes, the whole is an equivocation—There is nothing left for us to ſuppoſe, but that my uncle Toby’s leg—but that will avail us little in the preſent hypothes, unleſs it had proceeded from ſome ailment in the foot—whereas his leg was not emaciated from any diſorder in his foot—for my uncle Toby’s leg was not emaciated at all. It was a little ﬅiﬀ and awkward, from a total diſuſe of it, for the three years he lay conﬁned at my father’s houſe in town; but it was plump and muſcular, and in all other reſpes as good and proming a leg as the other.


  I declare, I do not recolle any one opinion or paage of my life, where my underﬅanding was more at a loſs to make ends meet, and torture the chapter I had been writing, to the ſervice of the chapter following it, than in the preſent caſe: one would think I took a pleaſure in running into diﬃculties of this kind, merely to make fre experiments of getting out of ’em—Inconderate ſoul that thou art! What! are not the unavoidable diﬅrees with which, as an author and a man, thou art hemm’d in on every de of thee—are they, Triﬅram, not ſuﬃcient, but thou muﬅ entangle thyſelf ﬅill more?


  Is it not enough that thou art in debt, and that thou haﬅ ten cart-loads of thy ﬁfth and xth volumes ﬅill—ﬅill unſold, and art almoﬅ at thy wit’s ends, how to get them oﬀ thy hands?


  To this hour art thou not tormented with the vile aﬅhma that thou gatteﬅ in ſkating againﬅ the wind in Flanders? and is it but two months ago, that in a ﬁt of laughter, on ſeeing a cardinal make water like a quiriﬅer (with both hands) thou brakeﬅ a veel in thy lungs, whereby, in two hours, thou loﬅ as many quarts of blood; and hadﬅ thou loﬅ as much more, did not the faculty tell thee—it would have amounted to a gallon?—


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  —BUT for heaven’s ſake, let us not talk of quarts or gallons—let us take the ﬅory ﬅraight before us; it is ſo nice and intricate a one, it will ſcarce bear the tranſpotion of a ngle tittle; and, ſomehow or other, you have got me thruﬅ almoﬅ into the middle of it—


  —I beg we may take more care.


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  MY uncle Toby and the corporal had poﬅed down with ſo much heat and precipitation, to take poeon of the ſpot of ground we have ſo often ſpoke of, in order to open their campaign as early as the reﬅ of the allies; that they had forgot one of the moﬅ neceary articles of the whole aﬀair; it was neither a pioneer’s ſpade, a pickax, or a ovel—


  —It was a bed to lie on: ſo that as Shandy-Hall was at that time unfurnied; and the little inn where poor Le Fever died, not yet built; my uncle Toby was conﬅrained to accept of a bed at Mrs. Wadman’s, for a night or two, till corporal Trim (who to the charaer of an excellent valet, groom, cook, ſempﬅer, ſurgeon, and engineer, ſuperadded that of an excellent upholﬅerer too), with the help of a carpenter and a couple of taylors, conﬅrued one in my uncle Toby’s houſe.


  A daughter of Eve, for ſuch was widow Wadman, and ’tis all the charaer I intend to give of her—


  —“That e was a perfe woman—”


  had better be ﬁfty leagues oﬀ—or in her warm bed—or playing with a caſe-knife—or anything you pleaſe—than make a man the obje of her attention, when the houſe and all the furniture is her own.


  There is nothing in it out of doors and in broad day-light, where a woman has a power, phycally ſpeaking, of viewing a man in more lights than one—but here, for her ſoul, e can ſee him in no light without mixing ſomething of her own goods and chattels along with him—till by reiterated as of ſuch combination, he gets foiﬅed into her inventory—


  —And then good night.


  But this is not matter of System; for I have delivered that above—nor is it matter of Breviary—for I make no man’s creed but my own—nor matter of Fact—at leaﬅ that I know of; but ’tis matter copulative and introduory to what follows.


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  IDo not ſpeak it with regard to the coarſeneſs or cleanneſs of them—or the ﬅrength of their guets—but pray do not night-ifts diﬀer from day-ifts as much in this particular, as in anything elſe in the world; That they ſo far exceed the others in length, that when you are laid down in them, they fall almoﬅ as much below the feet, as the day-ifts fall ort of them?


  Widow Wadman’s night-ifts (as was the mode I ſuppoſe in King William’s and Queen Anne’s reigns) were cut however after this faion; and if the faion is changed (for in Italy they are come to nothing)—ſo much the worſe for the public; they were two Flemi ells and a half in length; ſo that allowing a moderate woman two ells, e had half an ell to ſpare, to do what e would with.


  Now from one little indulgence gained after another, in the many bleak and decemberly nights of a ſeven years widowhood, things had inſenbly come to this paſs, and for the two laﬅ years had got eﬅabli’d into one of the ordinances of the bed-chamber—That as ſoon as Mrs. Wadman was put to bed, and had got her legs ﬅretched down to the bottom of it, of which e always gave Bridget notice—Bridget, with all ſuitable decorum, having ﬁrﬅ open’d the bed-cloaths at the feet, took hold of the half-ell of cloth we are ſpeaking of, and having gently, and with both her hands, drawn it downwards to its furtheﬅ extenon, and then contraed it again de-long by four or ﬁve even plaits, e took a large corking pin out of her eeve, and with the point direed towards her, pinn’d the plaits all faﬅ together a little above the hem; which done, e tuck’d all in tight at the feet, and wi’d her miﬅreſs a good night.


  This was conﬅant, and without any other variation than this; that on ivering and tempeﬅuous nights, when Bridget untuck’d the feet of the bed, &c., to do this—e conſulted no thermometer but that of her own paons; and ſo performed it ﬅanding—kneeling—or ſquatting, according to the diﬀerent degrees of faith, hope, and charity, e was in, and bore towards her miﬅreſs that night. In every other reſpe, the etiquette was ſacred, and might have vied with the moﬅ mechanical one of the moﬅ inﬂexible bed-chamber in Chriﬅendom.


  The ﬁrﬅ night, as ſoon as the corporal had condued my uncle Toby upﬅairs, which was about ten—Mrs. Wadman threw herſelf into her arm-chair, and crong her left knee with her right, which formed a reﬅing-place for her elbow, e reclin’d her cheek upon the palm of her hand, and leaning forwards ruminated till midnight upon both des of the queﬅion.


  The ſecond night e went to her bureau, and having ordered Bridget to bring her up a couple of fre candles and leave them upon the table, e took out her marriage-ſettlement, and read it over with great devotion: and the third night (which was the laﬅ of my uncle Toby’s ﬅay) when Bridget had pull’d down the night-ift, and was aaying to ﬅick in the corking pin—


  —With a kick of both heels at once, but at the ſame time the moﬅ natural kick that could be kick’d in her tuation—for ſuppong *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * to be the ſun in its meridian, it was a north-eaﬅ kick—e kick’d the pin out of her ﬁngers—the etiquette which hung upon it, down—down it fell to the ground, and was iver’d into a thouſand atoms.


  From all which it was plain that widow Wadman was in love with my uncle Toby.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  MY uncle Toby’s head at that time was full of other matters, ſo that it was not till the demolition of Dunkirk, when all the other civilities of Europe were ſettled, that he found leiſure to return this.


  This made an armiﬅice (that is, ſpeaking with regard to my uncle Toby—but with reſpe to Mrs. Wadman, a vacancy)—of almoﬅ eleven years. But in all caſes of this nature, as it is the ſecond blow, happen at what diﬅance of time it will, which makes the fray—I chuſe for that reaſon to call theſe the amours of my uncle Toby with Mrs. Wadman, rather than the amours of Mrs. Wadman with my uncle Toby.


  This is not a diﬅinion without a diﬀerence.


  It is not like the aﬀair of an old hat cock’d—and a cock’d old hat, about which your reverences have ſo 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.


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  NOW 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 alone.


  Widow Wadman would do neither the one or the other.


  —Gracious heaven!—but I forget I am a little of her temper myſelf; for whenever it ſo falls out, which it ſometimes does about the equinoxes, that an earthly goddeſs is ſo much this, and that, and t’other, that I cannot eat my breakfaﬅ for her—and that e careth not three halfpence whether I eat my breakfaﬅ or no—


  —Curſe on her! and ſo I ſend her to Tartary, and from Tartary to Terra del Fuogo, and ſo on to the devil: in ort, there is not an infernal nitch where I do not take her divinityip and ﬅick it.


  But as the heart is tender, and the paons in theſe tides ebb and ﬂow ten times in a minute, I inﬅantly bring her back again; and as I do all things in extremes, I place her in the very centre of the milky-way—


  Brighteﬅ of ﬅars! thou wilt ed thy inﬂuence upon ſome one—


  —The duce take her and her inﬂuence too—for at that word I loſe all patience—much good may it do him!—By all that is hirſute and galy! I cry, taking oﬀ my furr’d cap, and twiﬅing it round my ﬁnger—I would not give xpence for a dozen ſuch!


  —But ’tis an excellent cap too (putting it upon my head, and preng it cloſe to my ears)—and warm—and ſoft; eſpecially if you ﬅroke it the right way—but alas! that will never be my luck—(ſo here my philoſophy is ipwreck’d again).


  —No; I all never have a ﬁnger in the pye (ſo here I break my metaphor)—Cruﬅ and Crumb

  Inde and out Top and bottom—I deteﬅ it, I hate it, I repudiate it—I’m ck at the ght of it—


  ’Tisall pepper, ’Tisall garlick,

  ’Tisall ﬅaragen,

  ’Tisall ſalt, and’Tisall devil’s dung—by the great arch cook of cooks, who does nothing, I think, from morning to night, but t down by the ﬁre-de and invent inﬂamgatory dies for us, I would not touch it for the world—


  —O Triﬅram! Triﬅram! cried Jenny.


  O Jenny! Jenny! replied I, and ſo went on with the twelfth chapter.


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  —“Not touch it for the world,” did I ſay—


  Lord, how I have heated my imagination with this metaphor!


  ☜


  CHAP. XIII.


  WHICH ows, let your reverences and worips ſay what you will of it (for as for thinking—all who do think—think pretty much alike both upon it and other matters)—Love is certainly, at leaﬅ alphabetically ſpeaking, one of the moﬅ


  
    
      
        	A

        	gitating
      


      
        	B

        	ewitching
      


      
        	C

        	onfounded
      


      
        	D

        	evili aﬀairs of life—the moﬅ
      


      
        	E

        	xtravagant
      


      
        	F

        	utilitous
      


      
        	G

        	alligaſkini
      


      
        	H

        	andy-dandyi
      


      
        	I

        	racundulous (there is no K to it) and
      


      
        	L

        	yrical of all human paons: at the ſame time, the moﬅ
      


      
        	M

        	iſgiving
      


      
        	N

        	innyhammering
      


      
        	O

        	bﬅipating
      


      
        	P

        	ragmatical
      


      
        	S

        	tridulous
      

    
  


  Ridiculous—though by the bye the R ould have gone ﬁrﬅ—But in ort ’tis of ſuch a nature, as my father once told my uncle Toby upon the cloſe of a long diertation upon the ſubje—“You can ſcarce,” ſaid he, “combine two ideas together upon it, brother Toby, without an hypallage”—What’s that? cried my uncle Toby.


  The cart before the horſe, replied my father—


  —And what is 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.


  She ﬅood however ready harneed and capariſoned at all points, to watch accidents.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  THE Fates, who certainly all foreknew of theſe amours of widow Wadman and my uncle Toby, had, from the ﬁrﬅ creation of matter and motion (and with more courteſy than they uſually do things of this kind), eﬅablied ſuch a chain of cauſes and eﬀes hanging ſo faﬅ to one another, that it was ſcarce poble for my uncle Toby to have dwelt in any other houſe in the world, or to have occupied any other garden in Chriﬅendom, but the very houſe and garden which join’d and laid parallel to Mrs. Wadman’s; this, with the advantage of a thickſet arbour in Mrs. Wadman’s garden, but planted in the hedge-row of my uncle Toby’s, put all the occaons into her hands which Love-militancy wanted; e could obſerve my uncle Toby’s motions, and was miﬅreſs likewiſe of his councils of war; and as his unſuſpeing 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 ſentry-box; and ſometimes out of gratitude, to make an attack, and endeavour to blow my uncle Toby up in the very ſentry-box itſelf.


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  IT is a great pity—but ’tis certain from every day’s obſervation of man, that he may be ſet on ﬁre like a candle, at either end—provided there is a ſuﬃcient wick ﬅanding 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 caſe has the misfortune generally to put out itſelf—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 myſelf—for I cannot bear the thoughts of being burnt like a beaﬅ—I would oblige a houſewife conﬅantly to light me at the top; for then I ould burn down decently to the ſocket; that is, from my head to my heart, from my heart to my liver, from my liver to my bowels, and ſo on by the meſeraick veins and arteries, through all the turns and lateral inſertions of the inteﬅines and their tunicles to the blind gut—


  —I beſeech you, door Slop, quoth my uncle Toby, interrupting him as he mentioned the blind gut, in a diſcourſe with my father the night my mother was brought to bed of me—I beſeech you, quoth my uncle Toby, to tell me which is the blind gut; for, old as I am, I vow I do not know to this day where it lies.


  The blind gut, anſwered door Slop, lies betwixt the Ilion and Colon—


  In a man? ſaid my father.


  —’Tis preciſely the ſame, cried door Slop, in a woman.—


  That’s more than I know; quoth my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  —AND ſo to make ſure of both ſyﬅems, Mrs. Wadman predetermined to light my uncle Toby neither at this end or that; but, like a prodigal’s candle, to light him, if poble, at both ends at once.


  Now, through all the lumber rooms of military furniture, including both of horſe and foot, from the great arſenal of Venice to the Tower of London (excluve), if Mrs. Wadman had been rummaging for ſeven years together, and with Bridget to help her, e could not have found any one blind or mantelet ſo ﬁt for her purpoſe, as that which the expediency of my uncle Toby’s aﬀairs had ﬁx’d up ready to her hands.


  I believe I have not told you—but I don’t know—pobly I have—be it as it will, ’tis one of the number of thoſe many things, which a man had better do over again, than diſpute about it—That whatever town or fortreſs the corporal was at work upon, during the courſe of their campaign, my uncle Toby always took care, on the inde of his ſentry-box, which was towards his left hand, to have a plan of the place, faﬅen’d up with two or three pins at the top, but looſe at the bottom, for the conveniency of holding it up to the eye, &c. ... as occaons required; ſo that when an attack was reſolved upon, Mrs. Wadman had nothing more to do, when e had got advanced to the door of the ſentry-box, but to extend her right hand; and edging in her left foot at the ſame movement, to take hold of the map or plan, or upright, or whatever it was, and with out-ﬅretched neck meeting it half way,—to advance it towards her; on which my uncle Toby’s paons were ſure to catch ﬁre—for he would inﬅantly take hold of the other corner of the map in his left hand, and with the end of his pipe in the other, begin an explanation.


  When the attack was advanced to this point;—the world will naturally enter into the reaſons of Mrs. Wadman’s next ﬅroke of generalip—which was, to take my uncle Toby’s tobacco-pipe out of his hand as ſoon as e pobly could; which, under one pretence or other, but generally that of pointing more diﬅinly at ſome redoubt or breaﬅwork in the map, e would eﬀe before my uncle Toby (poor ſoul!) had well march’d above half a dozen toiſes with it.


  —It obliged my uncle Toby to make uſe of his foreﬁnger.


  The diﬀerence it made in the attack was this; That in going upon it, as in the ﬁrﬅ caſe, with the end of her foreﬁnger againﬅ the end of my uncle Toby’s tobacco-pipe, e might have travelled with it, along the lines, from Dan to Beereba, had my uncle Toby’s lines reach’d ſo far, without any eﬀe: For as there was no arterial or vital heat in the end of the tobacco-pipe, it could excite no ſentiment—it could neither give ﬁre by pulſation—or receive it by ſympathy—’twas nothing but ſmoke.


  Whereas, in following my uncle Toby’s foreﬁnger with hers, cloſe thro’ all the little turns and indentings of his works—preng ſometimes againﬅ the de of it—then treading upon its nail—then tripping it up—then touching it here—then there, and ſo on—it ſet ſomething at leaﬅ in motion.


  This, tho’ ight ſkirmiing, and at a diﬅance from the main body, yet drew on the reﬅ; for here, the map uſually falling with the back of it, cloſe to the de of the ſentry-box, my uncle Toby, in the mplicity of his ſoul, would lay his hand ﬂat upon it, in order to go on with his explanation; and Mrs. Wadman, by a manœuvre as quick as thought, would as certainly place her’s cloſe bede it; this at once opened a communication, large enough for any ſentiment to paſs or repaſs, which a perſon ſkill’d in the elementary and praical part of love-making, has occaon for—


  By bringing up her foreﬁnger parallel (as before) to my uncle Toby’s—it unavoidably brought the thumb into aion—and the foreﬁnger and thumb being once engaged, as naturally brought in the whole hand. Thine, dear uncle Toby! was never now in its right place—Mrs. Wadman had it ever to take up, or, with the gentleﬅ puings, protruons, and equivocal compreons, that a hand to be removed is capable of receiving—to get it preſs’d a hair breadth of one de out of her way.


  Whilﬅ this was doing, how could e forget to make him ſenble, that it was her leg (and no one’s elſe) at the bottom of the ſentry-box, which ightly preſs’d againﬅ the calf of his—So that my uncle Toby being thus attacked and ſore pu’d on both his wings—was it a wonder, if now and then, it put his centre into diſorder?—


  —The duce take it! ſaid my uncle Toby.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  THESE attacks of Mrs. Wadman, you will readily conceive to be of diﬀerent kinds; varying from each other, like the attacks which hiﬅory is full of, and from the ſame reaſons. a general looker-on would ſcarce 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 exa in my deſcriptions of them, as I come up to them, which will not be for ſome chapters; having nothing more to add in this, but that in a bundle of original papers and drawings which my father took care to roll up by themſelves, there is a plan of Bouchain in perfe preſervation (and all be kept ſo, whilﬅ I have power to preſerve anything), upon the lower corner of which, on the right hand de, there is ﬅill remaining the marks of a ſnuﬀy ﬁnger and thumb, which there is all the reaſon in the world to imagine, were Mrs. Wadman’s; for the oppote de of the margin, which I ſuppoſe to have been my uncle Toby’s, is abſolutely clean: This ſeems an authenticated record of one of theſe attacks; for there are veﬅigia of the two punures partly grown up, but ﬅill vible on the oppote corner of the map, which are unqueﬅionably the very holes, through which it has been pricked up in the ſentry-box—


  By all that is prieﬅly! I value this precious relick, with its ﬅigmata and pricks, more than all the relicks of the Romi church—always excepting, when I am writing upon theſe matters, the pricks which entered the ﬂe of St. Radagunda in the deſert, which in your road from Fesse to Cluny, the nuns of that name will ew you for love.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  IThink, an’ pleaſe your honour, quoth Trim, the fortiﬁcations are quite deﬅroyed—and the baſon is upon a level with the mole—I think ſo too; replied my uncle Toby with a gh half ſuppreſs’d—but ﬅep into the parlour, Trim, for the ﬅipulation—it lies upon the table.


  It has lain there theſe x weeks, replied the corporal, till this very morning that the old woman kindled the ﬁre with it—


  —Then, ſaid my uncle Toby, there is no further occaon for our ſervices. The more, an’ pleaſe your honour, the pity, ſaid the corporal; in uttering which he caﬅ his ſpade into the wheel-barrow, which was bede him, with an air the moﬅ expreve of diſconſolation that can be imagined, and was heavily turning about to look for his pickax, his pioneer’s ovel, his picquets, and other little military ﬅores, in order to carry them oﬀ the ﬁeld—when a heigh-ho! from the ſentry-box, which being made of thin it deal, reverberated the ſound more ſorrowfully to his ear, forbad him.


  —No; ſaid the corporal to himſelf, I’ll do it before his honour riſes to-morrow morning; ſo taking his ſpade out of the wheel-barrow again, with a little earth in it, as if to level ſomething at the foot of the glacis—but with a real intent to approach nearer to his maﬅer, in order to divert him—he looſen’d a ſod or two—pared their edges with his ſpade, and having given them a gentle blow or two with the back of it, he ſat himſelf down cloſe by my uncle Toby’s feet, and began as follows.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  IT was a thouſand pities—though I believe, an’ pleaſe your honour, I am going to ſay but a fooli kind of a thing for a ſoldier—


  A ſoldier, cried my uncle Toby, interrupting the corporal, is no more exempt from ſaying a fooli thing, Trim, than a man of letters—But not ſo often, an’ pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal—My uncle Toby gave a nod.


  It was a thouſand pities then, ſaid the corporal, caﬅing his eye upon Dunkirk, and the mole, as Servius Sulpicius, in returning out of Aa (when he ſailed from Ægina towards Megara), did upon Corinth and Pyreus—


  —“It was a thouſand pities, an’ pleaſe your honour, to deﬅroy theſe works—and a thouſand pities to have let them ﬅood.”—


  —Thou art right, Trim, in both caſes; ſaid my uncle Toby.—This, continued the corporal, is the reaſon, that from the beginning of their demolition to the end—I have never once whiﬅled, or ſung, or laugh’d, or cry’d, or talk’d of paﬅ done deeds, or told your honour one ﬅory good or bad—


  —Thou haﬅ many excellencies, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, and I hold it not the leaﬅ of them, as thou happeneﬅ to be a ﬅory-teller, that of the number thou haﬅ told me, either to amuſe me in my painful hours, or divert me in my grave ones—thou haﬅ ſeldom told me a bad one—


  —Becauſe, an’ pleaſe your honour, except one of a King of Bohemia and his ſeven caﬅles,—they are all true; for they are about myſelf—


  I do not like the ſubje the worſe, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, on that ſcore: But prithee what is this ﬅory? thou haﬅ excited my curioty.


  I’ll tell it your honour, quoth the corporal, direly—Provided, ſaid my uncle Toby, looking earneﬅly towards Dunkirk and the mole again—provided it is not a merry one; to ſuch, Trim, a man ould ever bring one half of the entertainment along with him; and the diſpotion I am in at preſent would wrong both thee, Trim, and thy ﬅory—It is not a merry one by any means, replied the corporal—Nor would I have it altogether a grave one, added my uncle Toby—It is neither the one nor the other, replied the corporal, but will ſuit your honour exaly—Then I’ll thank thee for it with all my heart, cried my uncle Toby; ſo prithee begin it, Trim.


  The corporal made his reverence; and though it is not ſo eaſy a matter as the world imagines, to pull oﬀ a lank Montero-cap with grace—or a whit leſs diﬃcult, in my conceptions, when a man is tting ſquat upon the ground, to make a bow ſo teeming with reſpe as the corporal was wont; yet by ſuﬀering the palm of his right hand, which was towards his maﬅer, to ip backwards upon the graſs, a little beyond his body, in order to allow it the greater ſweep—and by an unforced compreon, at the ſame time, of his cap with the thumb and the two foreﬁngers of his left, by which the diameter of the cap became reduced, ſo that it might be ſaid, rather to be inſenbly ſqueez’d—than pull’d oﬀ with a ﬂatus—the corporal acquitted himſelf of both in a better manner than the poﬅure of his aﬀairs promiſed; and having hemmed twice, to ﬁnd in what key his ﬅory would beﬅ go, and beﬅ ſuit his maﬅer’s humour,—he exchanged a ngle look of kindneſs with him, and ſet oﬀ thus.


  The Story of the king of Bohemia and his ſeven caﬅles.


  THERE was a certain king of Bo - - he——


  As the corporal was entering the conﬁnes of Bohemia, my uncle Toby obliged him to halt for a ngle moment; he had ſet out bare-headed, having, nce he pull’d oﬀ his Montero-cap in the latter end of the laﬅ chapter, left it lying bede him on the ground.


  —The eye of Goodneſs eſpieth all things—ſo that before the corporal had well got through the ﬁrﬅ ﬁve words of his ﬅory, had my uncle Toby twice touch’d his Montero-cap with the end of his cane, interrogatively—as much as to ſay, Why don’t you put it on, Trim? Trim took it up with the moﬅ reſpeful owneſs, and caﬅing a glance of humiliation as he did it, upon the embroidery of the fore-part, which being diſmally tarni’d and fray’d moreover in ſome of the principal leaves and boldeﬅ parts of the pattern, he lay’d it down again between his two feet, in order to moraliſe upon the ſubje.


  —’Tis every word of it but too true, cried my uncle Toby, that thou art about to obſerve—


  “Nothing in this world, Trim, is made to laﬅ for ever.”


  —But when tokens, dear Tom, of thy love and remembrance wear out, ſaid Trim, what all we ſay?


  There is no occaon, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, to ſay anything elſe; and was a man to puzzle his brains till Doom’s day, I believe, Trim, it would be impoble.


  The corporal, perceiving my uncle Toby was in the right, and that it would be in vain for the wit of man to think of extraing a purer moral from his cap, without further attempting it, he put it on; and pang his hand acroſs his forehead to rub out a penve wrinkle, which the text and the dorine between them had engender’d, he return’d, with the ſame look and tone of voice, to his ﬅory of the king of Bohemia and his ſeven caﬅles.


  The Story of the king of Bohemia and his ſeven caﬅles, continued.


  THERE was a certain king of Bohemia, but in whoſe reign, except his own, I am not able to inform your honour—


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


  —It was a little before the time, an’ pleaſe your honour, when giants were beginning to leave oﬀ breeding:—but in what year of our Lord that was—


  I would not give a halfpenny to know, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  —Only, an’ pleaſe your honour, it makes a ﬅory look the better in the face—


  —’Tis thy own, Trim, ſo ornament it after thy own faion; and take any date, continued my uncle Toby, looking pleaſantly upon him—take any date in the whole world thou chuſeﬅ, and put it to—thou art heartily welcome—


  The corporal bowed; for of every century, and of every year of that century, from the ﬁrﬅ creation of the world down to Noah’s ﬂood; and from Noah’s ﬂood to the birth of Abraham; through all the pilgrimages of the patriarchs, to the departure of the Iſraelites out of Egypt—and throughout all the Dynaﬅies, Olympiads, Urbeconditas, and other memorable epochas of the diﬀerent nations of the world, down to the coming of Chriﬅ, and from thence to the very moment in which the corporal was telling his ﬅory—had my uncle Toby ſubjeed this vaﬅ empire of time and all its abyes at his feet; but as modesty ſcarce touches with a ﬁnger what liberality oﬀers her with both hands open—the corporal contented himſelf with the very worﬅ year of the whole bunch; which, to prevent your honours of the Majority and Minority from tearing the very ﬂe oﬀ your bones in conteﬅation, ‘Whether that year is not always the laﬅ caﬅ-year of the laﬅ caﬅ-almanack’—I tell you plainly it was; but from a diﬀerent reaſon than you wot of—


  —It was the year next him—which being, the year of our Lord ſeventeen hundred and twelve, when the Duke of Ormond was playing the devil in Flanders—the corporal took it, and ſet out with it afre on his expedition to Bohemia.


  The Story of the king of Bohemia and his ſeven caﬅles, continued.


  IN the year of our Lord one thouſand ſeven hundred and twelve, there was, an’ pleaſe your honour—


  —To tell thee truly, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, any other date would have pleaſed me much better, not only on account of the ſad ﬅain upon our hiﬅory that year, in marching oﬀ our troops, and refung to cover the ege of Queſnoi, though Fagel was carrying on the works with ſuch incredible vigour—but likewiſe on the ſcore, Trim, of thy own ﬅory; becauſe if there are—and which, from what thou haﬅ dropt, I partly ſuſpe to be the fa—if there are giants in it—


  There is but one, an’ pleaſe your honour—


  —’Tis as bad as twenty, replied my uncle Toby—thou ould’ﬅ have carried him back ſome ſeven or eight hundred years out of harm’s way, both of critics and other people: and therefore I would adviſe thee, if ever thou telleﬅ it again—


  —If I live, an’ pleaſe your honour, but once to get through it, I will never tell it again, quoth Trim, either to man, woman, or child—Poo—poo! ſaid my uncle Toby—but with accents of ſuch ſweet encouragement did he utter it, that the corporal went on with his ﬅory with more alacrity than ever.


  The Story of the king of Bohemia and his ſeven caﬅles, continued.


  THERE was, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal, raing 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 oulder to temper the interruption—leave it out entirely, Trim; a ﬅory paes very well without theſe niceties, unleſs one is pretty ſure of ’em—Sure of ’em! ſaid the corporal, aking his head—


  Right; anſwered my uncle Toby, it is not eaſy, Trim, for one, bred up as thou and I have been to arms, who ſeldom looks further forward than to the end of his muſket, or backwards beyond his knapſack, to know much about this matter—God bleſs your honour! ſaid the corporal, won by the manner of my uncle Toby’s reaſoning, as much as by the reaſoning itſelf, he has ſomething elſe to do; if not on aion, or a march, or upon duty in his garriſon—he has his ﬁrelock, an’ pleaſe your honour, to furbi—his accoutrements to take care of—his regimentals to mend—himſelf to ave and keep clean, ſo as to appear always like what he is upon the parade; what buneſs, added the corporal triumphantly, has a ſoldier, an’ pleaſe your honour, to know anything at all of geography?


  —Thou would’ﬅ have ſaid chronology, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby; for as for geography, ’tis of abſolute uſe to him; he muﬅ be acquainted intimately with every country and its boundaries where his profeon carries him; he ould know every town and city, and village and hamlet, with the canals, the roads, and hollow ways which lead up to them; there is not a river or a rivulet he paes, Trim, but he ould be able at ﬁrﬅ ght to tell thee what is its name—in what mountains it takes its riſe—what is its courſe—how far it is navigable—where fordable—where not; he ould know the fertility of every valley, as well as the hind who ploughs it; and be able to deſcribe, or, if it is required, to give thee an exa map of all the plains and deﬁles, the forts, the acclivities, the woods and moraes, thro’ and by which his army is to march; he ould know their produce, their plants, their minerals, their waters, their animals, their ſeaſons, their climates, their heats and cold, their inhabitants, their cuﬅoms, their language, their policy, and even their religion.


  Is it elſe to be conceived, corporal, continued my uncle Toby, ring up in his ſentry-box, as he began to warm in this part of his diſcourſe—how Marlborough could have marched his army from the banks of the Maes to Belburg; from Belburg to Kerpenord—(here the corporal could t no longer) from Kerpenord, Trim, to Kalſaken; from Kalſaken to Newdorf; from Newdorf to Landenbourg; from Landenbourg to Mildenheim; from Mildenheim to Elchingen; from Elchingen to Gingen; from Gingen to Balmerchoﬀen; from Balmerchoﬀen to Skellenburg, where he broke in upon the enemy’s works; forced his paage over the Danube; croſs’d the Lech—pu’d on his troops into the heart of the empire, marching at the head of them through Fribourg, Hokenwert, and Schonevelt, to the plains of Blenheim and Hochﬅet?—Great as he was, corporal, he could not have advanced a ﬅep, or made one ngle day’s march without the aids of Geography.—As for Chronology, I own, Trim, continued my uncle Toby, tting down again coolly in his ſentry-box, that of all others, it ſeems a ſcience which the ſoldier might beﬅ ſpare, was it not for the lights which that ſcience muﬅ one day give him, in determining the invention of powder; the furious execution of which, renverng everything like thunder before it, has become a new æra to us of military improvements, changing ſo totally the nature of attacks and defences both by ſea and land, and awakening ſo much art and ſkill in doing it, that the world cannot be too exa in aſcertaining the preciſe time of its diſcovery, or too inquitive in knowing what great man was the diſcoverer, and what occaons gave birth to it.


  I am far from controverting, continued my uncle Toby, what hiﬅorians agree in, that in the year of our Lord 1380, under the reign of Wencelaus, ſon of Charles the Fourth—a certain prieﬅ, whoſe name was Schwartz, ow’d the uſe of powder to the Venetians, in their wars againﬅ the Genoeſe; but ’tis certain he was not the ﬁrﬅ; becauſe if we are to believe Don Pedro, the biop of Leon—How came prieﬅs and biops, an’ pleaſe your honour, to trouble their heads ſo much about gunpowder? God knows, ſaid my uncle Toby—his providence brings good out of everything—and he avers, in his chronicle of King Alphonſus, who reduced Toledo, That in the year 1343, which was full thirty-ſeven years before that time, the ſecret of powder was well known, and employed with ſucceſs, both by Moors and Chriﬅians, not only in their ſea-combats, at that period, but in many of their moﬅ memorable eges in Spain and Barbary—And all the world knows, that Friar Bacon had wrote expreſy about it, and had generouy given the world a receipt to make it by, above a hundred and ﬁfty years before even Schwartz was born—And that the Chineſe, added my uncle Toby, embarraſs us, and all accounts of it, ﬅill more, by boaﬅing of the invention ſome hundreds of years even before him—


  —They are a pack of liars, I believe, cried Trim—


  —They are ſomehow or other deceived, ſaid my uncle Toby, in this matter, as is plain to me from the preſent miſerable ﬅate of military architeure amongﬅ them; which conﬅs of nothing more than a foſsé with a brick wall without ﬂanks—and for what they gave us as a baﬅion at each angle of it, ’tis ſo barbarouy conﬅrued, that it looks for all the world—Like one of my ſeven caﬅles, an’ pleaſe your honour, quoth Trim.


  My uncle Toby, tho’ in the utmoﬅ diﬅreſs for a compariſon, moﬅ courteouy refuſed Trim’s oﬀer—till Trim telling him, he had half a dozen more in Bohemia, which he knew not how to get oﬀ his hands—my uncle Toby was ſo touch’d with the pleaſantry of heart of the corporal—that he diſcontinued his diertation upon gunpowder—and begged the corporal forthwith to go on with his ﬅory of the King of Bohemia and his ſeven caﬅles.


  The Story of the king of Bohemia and his ſeven caﬅles, continued.


  THIS unfortunate King of Bohemia, ſaid Trim,—Was he unfortunate, then? cried my uncle Toby, for he had been ſo wrapt up in his diertation upon gunpowder, and other military aﬀairs, that tho’ he had dered the corporal to go on, yet the many interruptions he had given, dwelt not ſo ﬅrong upon his fancy as to account for the epithet—Was he unfortunate, then, Trim? ſaid my uncle Toby, pathetically—The corporal, wiing ﬁrﬅ the word and all its ſynonimas at the devil, forthwith began to run back in his mind, the principal events in the King of Bohemia’s ﬅory; from every one of which, it appearing that he was the moﬅ fortunate man that ever exiﬅed in the world—it put the corporal to a ﬅand: for not caring to retra his epithet—and leſs to explain it—and leaﬅ of all, to twiﬅ his tale (like men of lore) to ſerve a ſyﬅem—he looked up in my uncle Toby’s face for aﬅance—but ſeeing it was the very thing my uncle Toby ſat in expeation of himſelf—after a hum and a haw, he went on—


  The King of Bohemia, an’ pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal, was unfortunate, as thus—That taking great pleaſure and delight in navigation and all ſort of ſea aﬀairs—and there happening throughout the whole kingdom of Bohemia, to be no ſeaport town whatever—


  How the duce ould there—Trim? cried my uncle Toby; for Bohemia being totally inland, it could have happen’d no otherwiſe—It might, ſaid Trim, if it had pleaſed God—


  My uncle Toby never ſpoke of the being and natural attributes of God, but with diﬃdence and hetation—


  —I believe not, replied my uncle Toby, after ſome pauſe—for being inland, as I ſaid, and having Silea and Moravia to the eaﬅ; Luſatia and Upper Saxony to the north; Franconia to the weﬅ; Bavaria to the ſouth; Bohemia could not have been propell’d to the ſea without ceang to be Bohemia—nor could the ſea, on the other hand, have come up to Bohemia, without overﬂowing a great part of Germany, and deﬅroying millions of unfortunate inhabitants who could make no defence againﬅ it—Scandalous! cried Trim—Which would beſpeak, added my uncle Toby, mildly, ſuch a want of compaon in him who is the father of it—that, I think, Trim—the thing could have happen’d no way.


  The corporal made the bow of unfeigned conviion; and went on.


  Now the King of Bohemia with his queen and courtiers happening one ﬁne ſummer’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, juﬅ as chance ordered it.


  King William was of an opinion, an’ pleaſe your honour, quoth Trim, that everything was predeﬅined for us in this world; inſomuch, that he would often ſay to his ſoldiers, that “every ball had its billet.” He was a great man, ſaid my uncle Toby—And I believe, continued Trim, to this day, that the ot which diſabled me at the battle of Landen, was pointed at my knee for no other purpoſe, but to take me out of his ſervice, and place me in your honour’s, where I ould be taken ſo much better care of in my old age—It all never, Trim, be conﬅrued otherwiſe, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  The heart, both of the maﬅer and the man, were alike ſubje to ſudden overﬂowings;—a ort lence enſued.


  Bedes, ſaid the corporal, reſuming the diſcourſe—but in a gayer accent—if it had not been for that ngle ot, I had never, an’ pleaſe your honour, been in love—


  So, thou waﬅ once in love, Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby, ſmiling—


  Souſe! replied the corporal—over head and ears! an’ pleaſe your honour. Prithee when? where?—and how came it to paſs?—I never heard one word of it before; quoth my uncle Toby:—I dare ſay, anſwered Trim, that every drummer and ſerjeant’s ſon in the regiment knew of it—It’s high time I ould—ſaid my uncle Toby.


  Your honour remembers with concern, ſaid the corporal, the total rout and confuon of our camp and army at the aﬀair of Landen; every one was left to ift for himſelf; and if it had not been for the regiments of Wyndham, Lumley, and Galway, which covered the retreat over the bridge of Neerſpeeken, the king himſelf could ſcarce have gained it—he was preſs’d hard, as your honour knows, on every de of him—


  Gallant mortal! cried my uncle Toby, caught up with enthuaſm—this moment, now that all is loﬅ, I ſee him galloping acroſs me, corporal, to the left, to bring up the remains of the Engli horſe along with him to ſupport the right, and tear the laurel from Luxembourg’s brows, if yet ’tis poble—I ſee him with the knot of his ſcarfe juﬅ ot oﬀ, infung fre ſpirits into poor Galway’s regiment—riding along the line—then wheeling about, and charging Conti at the head of it—Brave! brave, by heaven! cried my uncle Toby—he deſerves a crown—As richly, as a thief a halter; outed Trim.


  My uncle Toby knew the corporal’s loyalty;—otherwiſe the compariſon was not at all to his mind—it did not altogether ﬅrike the corporal’s fancy when he had made it—but it could not be recall’d—ſo he had nothing to do, but proceed.


  As the number of wounded was prodigious, and no one had time to think of anything but his own ſafety—Though Talma, ſaid my uncle Toby, brought oﬀ the foot with great prudence—But I was left upon the ﬁeld, ſaid the corporal. Thou waﬅ ſo; poor fellow! replied my uncle Toby—So that it was noon the next day, continued the corporal, before I was exchanged, and put into a cart with thirteen or fourteen more, in order to be convey’d to our hoſpital.


  There is no part of the body, an’ pleaſe your honour, where a wound occaons more intolerable angui than upon the knee—


  Except the groin; ſaid my uncle Toby. An’ pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal, the knee, in my opinion, muﬅ certainly be the moﬅ acute, there being ſo many tendons and what-d’ye-call-’ems all about it.


  It is for that reaſon, quoth my uncle Toby, that the groin is inﬁnitely more ſenble—there being not only as many tendons and what-d’ye-call-’ems (for I know their names as little as thou doﬅ)—about it—but moreover ***—


  Mrs. Wadman, who had been all the time in her arbour—inﬅantly ﬅopp’d her breath—unpinn’d her mob at the chin, and ﬅood up upon one leg—


  The diſpute was maintained with amicable and equal force betwixt my uncle Toby and Trim for ſome time; till Trim at length recolleing that he had often cried at his maﬅer’s ſuﬀerings, but never ed a tear at his own—was for giving up the point, which my uncle Toby would not allow—’Tis a proof of nothing, Trim, ſaid he, but the generoty of thy temper—


  So that whether the pain of a wound in the groin (cæteris paribus) is greater than the pain of a wound in the knee—or


  Whether the pain of a wound in the knee is not greater than the pain of a wound in the groin—are points which to this day remain unſettled.


  ☜


  CHAP. XX.


  THE angui of my knee, continued the corporal, was exceve in itſelf; and the uneaneſs of the cart, with the roughneſs of the roads, which were terribly cut up—making bad ﬅill worſe—every ﬅep was death to me: ſo that with the loſs of blood, and the want of care-taking of me, and a fever I felt coming on bedes—(Poor ſoul! ſaid my uncle Toby)—all together, an’ pleaſe your honour, was more than I could ſuﬅain.


  I was telling my ſuﬀerings to a young woman at a peaſant’s houſe, where our cart, which was the laﬅ 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 ſome ſugar, and ſeeing it had cheer’d me, e had given it me a ſecond and a third time—So I was telling her, an’ pleaſe your honour, the angui I was in, and was ſaying it was ſo intolerable to me, that I had much rather lie down upon the bed, turning my face towards one which was in the corner of the room—and die, than go on—when, upon her attempting to lead me to it, I fainted away in her arms. She was a good ſoul! as your honour, ſaid the corporal, wiping his eyes, will hear.


  I thought love had been a joyous thing, quoth my uncle Toby.


  ’Tis the moﬅ ſerious thing, an’ pleaſe your honour (ſometimes), that is in the world.


  By the perſuaon of the young woman, continued the corporal, the cart with the wounded men ſet oﬀ without me: e had aured them I ould expire immediately if I was put into the cart. So when I came to myſelf—I found myſelf in a ﬅill quiet cottage, with no one but the young woman, and the peaſant and his wife. I was laid acroſs the bed in the corner of the room, with my wounded leg upon a chair, and the young woman bede me, holding the corner of her handkerchief dipp’d in vinegar to my noſe with one hand, and rubbing my temples with the other.


  I took her at ﬁrﬅ for the daughter of the peaſant (for it was no inn)—ſo had oﬀer’d her a little purſe with eighteen ﬂorins, which my poor brother Tom (here Trim wip’d his eyes) had ſent me as a token, by a recruit, juﬅ before he ſet out for Liſbon.—


  —I never told your honour that piteous ﬅory yet—here Trim wiped his eyes a third time.


  The young woman call’d the old man and his wife into the room, to ow them the money, in order to gain me credit for a bed and what little necearies I ould want, till I ould be in a condition to be got to the hoſpital—Come then! ſaid e, tying up the little purſe—I’ll be your banker—but as that oﬃce alone will not keep me employ’d, I’ll be your nurſe too.


  I thought by her manner of ſpeaking this, as well as by her dreſs, which I then began to conder more attentively—that the young woman could not be the daughter of the peaſant.


  She was in black down to her toes, with her hair conceal’d under a cambric border, laid cloſe to her forehead: e was one of thoſe kind of nuns, an’ pleaſe your honour, of which, your honour knows, there are a good many in Flanders, which they let go looſe—By thy deſcription, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, I dare ſay e was a young Beguine, of which there are none to be found anywhere but in the Spani Netherlands—except at Amﬅerdam—they diﬀer from nuns in this, that they can quit their cloiﬅer if they chooſe to marry; they vit and take care of the ck by profeon—I had rather, for my own part, they did it out of good-nature.


  —She often told me, quoth Trim, e did it for the love of Chriﬅ—I did not like it.—I believe, Trim, we are both wrong, ſaid my uncle Toby—we’ll aſk Mr. Yorick about it to-night at my brother Shandy’s—ſo put me in mind; added my uncle Toby.


  The young Beguine, continued the corporal, had ſcarce given herſelf time to tell me “e would be my nurſe,” when e haﬅily turned about to begin the oﬃce of one, and prepare ſomething for me—and in a ort time—though I thought it a long one—e came back with ﬂannels, &c. &c., and having fomented my knee ſoundly for a couple of hours, &c., and made me a thin baſon of gruel for my ſupper—e wi’d me reﬅ, and promiſed to be with me early in the morning.—She wied me, an’ pleaſe your honour, what was not to be had. My fever ran very high that night—her ﬁgure made ſad diﬅurbance within me—I was every moment cutting the world in two—to give her half of it—and every moment was I crying, That I had nothing but a knapſack and eighteen ﬂorins to are with her—The whole night long was the fair Beguine, like an angel, cloſe by my bedde, holding back the curtain and oﬀering me cordials—and I was only awakened from my dream by her coming there at the hour promiſed, and giving them in reality. In truth, e was ſcarce ever from me; and ſo accuﬅomed was I to receive life from her hands, that my heart ckened, and I loﬅ colour when e left the room: and yet, continued the corporal (making one of the ﬅrangeﬅ reﬂeions upon it in the world)—


  —“It was not love”—for during the three weeks e was almoﬅ conﬅantly with me, fomenting my knee with her hand, night and day—I can honeﬅly ſay, an’ pleaſe your honour—that * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * once.


  That was very odd, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby.


  I think ſo too—ſaid Mrs. Wadman.


  It never did, ſaid the corporal.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXI.


  —BUT ’tis no marvel, continued the corporal—ſeeing my uncle Toby mung upon it—for Love, an’ pleaſe your honour, is exaly like war, in this; that a ſoldier, though he has eſcaped three weeks complete o’ Saturday night,—may nevertheleſs be ot through his heart on Sunday morning—It happened ſo here, an’ pleaſe your honour, with this diﬀerence only—that it was on Sunday in the afternoon, when I fell in love all at once with a erara—It burﬅ upon me, an’ pleaſe your honour, like a bomb—ſcarce giving me time to ſay, “God bleſs me.”


  I thought, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, a man never fell in love ſo very ſuddenly.


  Yes, an’ pleaſe your honour, if he is in the way of it—replied Trim.


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


  —With all pleaſure, ſaid the corporal, making a bow.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXII.


  IHad eſcaped, continued the corporal, all that time from falling in love, and had gone on to the end of the chapter, had it not been predeﬅined otherwiſe—there is no reﬅing our fate.


  It was on a Sunday, in the afternoon, as I told your honour.


  The old man and his wife had walked out—


  Everything was ﬅill and hu as midnight about the houſe—


  There was not ſo much as a duck or a duckling about the yard—


  —When the fair Beguine came in to ſee me.


  My wound was then in a fair way of doing well—the inﬂammation had been gone oﬀ for ſome time, but it was ſucceeded with an itching both above and below my knee, ſo inſuﬀerable, that I had not ut my eyes the whole night for it.


  Let me ſee it, ſaid e, kneeling down upon the ground parallel to my knee, and laying her hand upon the part below it—it only wants rubbing a little, ſaid the Beguine; ſo covering it with the bed-clothes, e began with the foreﬁnger of her right hand to rub under my knee, guiding her foreﬁnger backwards and forwards by the edge of the ﬂannel which kept on the dreng.


  In ﬁve or x minutes I felt ightly the end of her ſecond ﬁnger—and preſently it was laid ﬂat with the other, and e continued rubbing in that way round and round for a good while; it then came into my head, that I ould fall in love—I blu’d when I ſaw how white a hand e had—I all never, an’ pleaſe your honour, behold another hand ſo white whilﬅ I live—


  —Not in that place; ſaid my uncle Toby—


  Though it was the moﬅ ſerious deſpair in nature to the corporal—he could not forbear ſmiling.


  The young Beguine, continued the corporal, perceiving it was of great ſervice to me—from rubbing for ſome time, with two ﬁngers—proceeded to rub at length, with three—till by little and little e brought down the fourth, and then rubb’d with her whole hand: I will never ſay another word, an’ pleaſe your honour, upon hands again—but it was ſofter than ſattin—


  —Prithee, Trim, commend it as much as thou wilt, ſaid my uncle Toby; I all hear thy ﬅory with the more delight—The corporal thank’d his maﬅer moﬅ unfeignedly; but having nothing to ſay upon the Beguine’s hand but the ſame over again—he proceeded to the eﬀes of it.


  The fair Beguine, ſaid the corporal, continued rubbing with her whole hand under my knee—till I fear’d her zeal would weary her—“I would do a thouſand times more,” ſaid e, “for the love of Chriﬅ”—In ſaying which, e paſs’d her hand acroſs the ﬂannel, to the part above my knee, which I had equally complain’d of, and rubb’d it alſo.


  I perceived, then, I was beginning to be in love—


  As e continued rub-rub-rubbing—I felt it ſpread from under her hand, an’ pleaſe your honour, to every part of my frame.—


  The more e rubb’d, and the longer ﬅrokes e took—the more the ﬁre kindled in my veins—till at length, by two or three ﬅrokes longer than the reﬅ—my paon roſe to the higheﬅ pitch—I ſeiz’d her hand—


  —And then thou clapped’ﬅ it to thy lips, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby—and madeﬅ a ſpeech.


  Whether the corporal’s amour terminated preciſely in the way my uncle Toby deſcribed it, is not material; it is enough that it contained in it the eence of all the love romances which ever have been wrote nce the beginning of the world.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIII.


  AS ſoon as the corporal had ﬁnied the ﬅory of his amour—or rather my uncle Toby for him—Mrs. Wadman lently ſallied forth from her arbour, replaced the pin in her mob, paſs’d the wicker-gate, and advanced owly towards my uncle Toby’s ſentry-box: the diſpotion which Trim had made in my uncle Toby’s mind, was too favourable a cris to be let ipp’d—


  —The attack was determin’d upon: it was facilitated ﬅill more by my uncle Toby’s having ordered the corporal to wheel oﬀ the pioneer’s ovel, the ſpade, the pick-axe, the picquets, and other military ﬅores which lay ſcatter’d upon the ground where Dunkirk ﬅood—the corporal had march’d—the ﬁeld was clear.


  Now, conder, r, what nonſenſe it is, either in ﬁghting, or writing, or anything elſe (whether in rhyme to it, or not) which a man has occaon to do—to a by plan: for if ever Plan, independent of all circumﬅances, deſerved regiﬅering in letters of gold (I mean in the archives of Gotham)—it was certainly the Plan of Mrs. Wadman’s attack of my uncle Toby in his ſentry-box, by Plan—Now the plan hanging up in it at this junure, being the Plan of Dunkirk—and the tale of Dunkirk a tale of relaxation, it oppoſed every impreon e could make: and bedes, could e have gone upon it—the manœuvre of ﬁngers and hands in the attack of the ſentry-box, was ſo outdone by that of the fair Beguine’s, in Trim’s ﬅory—that juﬅ then, that particular attack, however ſucceſsful before—became the moﬅ heartleſs attack that could be made—


  O! let woman alone for this. Mrs. Wadman had ſcarce open’d the wicket-gate, when her genius ſported with the change of circumﬅances.


  —She formed a new attack in a moment.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIV.


  —I am half diﬅraed, captain Shandy, ſaid Mrs. Wadman, holding up her cambrick handkerchief to her left eye, as e approach’d the door of my uncle Toby’s ſentry-box—a mote—or ſand—or ſomething—I know not what, has got into this eye of mine—do look into it—it is not in the white—


  In ſaying which, Mrs. Wadman edged herſelf cloſe in bede my uncle Toby, and ſqueezing herſelf down upon the corner of his bench, e gave him an opportunity of doing it without ring up—Do look into it—ſaid e.


  Honeﬅ ſoul! thou didﬅ look into it with as much innocency of heart, as ever child look’d into a raree-ew-box; and ’twere as much a n to have hurt thee.


  —If a man will be peeping of his own accord into things of that nature—I’ve nothing to ſay to it—


  My uncle Toby never did: and I will anſwer for him, that he would have ſat quietly upon a ſofa from June to January (which, you know, takes in both the hot and cold months), with an eye as ﬁne as the Thracian* Rodope’s bede him, without being able to tell, whether it was a black or blue one.


  The diﬃculty was to get my uncle Toby to look at one at all.


  ’Tis ſurmounted. And


  I ſee him yonder with his pipe pendulous in his hand, and the aes falling out of it—looking—and looking—then rubbing his eyes—and looking again, with twice the good-nature that ever Gallileo look’d for a ſpot in the ſun.


  —In vain! for by all the powers which animate the organ—Widow Wadman’s left eye ines this moment as lucid as her right—there is neither mote, or ſand, or duﬅ, or chaﬀ, or ſpeck, or particle of opake matter ﬂoating in it—There is nothing, my dear paternal uncle! but one lambent delicious ﬁre, furtively ooting out from every part of it, in all direions, into thine—


  —If thou lookeﬅ, uncle Toby, in ſearch of this mote one moment longer—thou art undone.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXV.


  AN eye is for all the world exaly like a cannon, in this reſpe; That it is not ſo much the eye or the cannon, in themſelves, as it is the carriage of the eye—and the carriage of the cannon, by which both the one and the other are enabled to do ſo much execution. I don’t think the compariſon a bad one; However, as ’tis made and placed at the head of the chapter, as much for uſe as ornament, all I dere in return is, that whenever I ſpeak of Mrs. Wadman’s eyes (except once in the next period), that you keep it in your fancy.


  I proteﬅ, Madam, ſaid my uncle Toby, I can ſee nothing whatever in your eye.


  It is not in the white; ſaid Mrs. Wadman: 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 thoſe of Venus herſelf, which certainly were as venereal a pair of eyes as ever ﬅood in a head—there never was an eye of them all, ſo ﬁtted to rob my uncle Toby of his repoſe, 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 ſparkling—petulant or imperious—of high claims and terrifying exaions, 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 ſalutations—and ſoft reſponſes—ſpeaking—not like the trumpet ﬅop of ſome ill-made organ, in which many an eye I talk to, holds coarſe converſe—but whiſpering ſoft—like the laﬅ low accent of an expiring ſaint—“How can you live comfortleſs, captain Shandy, and alone, without a boſom to lean your head on—or truﬅ your cares to?”


  It was an eye—


  But I all be in love with it myſelf, if I ſay another word about it.


  —It did my uncle Toby’s buneſs.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVI.


  THERE is nothing ews the charaer of my father and my uncle Toby, in a more entertaining light, than their diﬀerent manner of deportment, under the ſame accident—for I call not love a misfortune, from a perſuaon, that a man’s heart is ever the better for it—Great God! what muﬅ my uncle Toby’s have been, when ’twas all benignity without it.


  My father, as appears from many of his papers, was very ſubje to this paon, before he married—but from a little ſubacid kind of drolli impatience in his nature, whenever it befell him, he would never ſubmit to it like a chriﬅian; but would pi, and huﬀ, and bounce, and kick, and play the Devil, and write the bittereﬅ Philippicks againﬅ the eye that ever man wrote—there is one in verſe upon ſomebody’s eye or other, that for two or three nights together, had put him by his reﬅ; which in his ﬁrﬅ tranſport of reſentment againﬅ it, he begins thus:


  
    “A Devil ’tis—and miſchief ſuch doth work


    As never yet did Pagan, Jew, or Turk.”*

  


  In ort, during the whole paroxiſm, my father was all abuſe and foul language, approaching rather towards malediion—only he did not do it with as much method as Ernulphus—he was too impetuous; nor with Ernulphus’s policy—for tho’ my father, with the moﬅ intolerant ſpirit, would curſe both this and that, and every thing under heaven, which was either aiding or abetting to his love—yet never concluded his chapter of curſes upon it, without curng himſelf in at the bargain, as one of the moﬅ egregious fools and coxcombs, he would ſay, that ever was let looſe in the world.


  My uncle Toby, on the contrary, took it like a lamb—ſat ﬅill and let the poiſon work in his veins without reﬅance—in the arpeﬅ exacerbations of his wound (like that on his groin) he never dropt one fretful or diſcontented word—he blamed neither heaven nor earth—or thought or ſpoke an injurious thing of any body, or any part of it; he ſat ſolitary and penve with his pipe—looking at his lame leg—then whiﬃng out a ſentimental heigh ho! which mixing with the ſmoke, incommoded no one mortal.


  He took it like a lamb—I ſay.


  In truth he had miﬅook it at ﬁrﬅ; for having taken a ride with my father, that very morning, to ſave if poble a beautiful wood, which the dean and chapter were hewing down to give to the poor*; which ſaid wood being in full view of my uncle Toby’s houſe, and of ngular ſervice to him in his deſcription of the battle of Wynnendale—by trotting on too haﬅily to ſave it—upon an uneaſy ſaddle—worſe horſe, &c. &c... it had ſo happened, that the ſerous part of the blood had got betwixt the two ſkins, in the nethermoﬅ part of my uncle Toby—the ﬁrﬅ ootings of which (as my uncle Toby had no experience of love) he had taken for a part of the paon—till the bliﬅer breaking in the one caſe—and the other remaining—my uncle Toby was preſently convinced, that his wound was not a ſkin-deep wound—but that it had gone to his heart.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVII.


  THE world is aamed of being virtuous—My uncle Toby knew little of the world; and therefore when he felt he was in love with widow Wadman, he had no conception that the thing was any more to be made a myﬅery of, than if Mrs. Wadman had given him a cut with a gap’d knife acroſs his ﬁnger: Had it been otherwiſe—yet as he ever look’d upon Trim as a humble friend; and ſaw fre reaſons every day of his life, to treat him as ſuch—it would have made no variation in the manner in which he informed him of the aﬀair.


  “I am in love, corporal!” quoth my uncle Toby.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVIII.


  IN love!—ſaid the corporal—your honour was very well the day before yeﬅerday, when I was telling your honour the ﬅory of the King of Bohemia—Bohemia! ſaid my uncle Toby ---- mung a long time --- What became of that ﬅory, Trim?


  —We loﬅ it, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſomehow betwixt us—but your honour was as free from love then, as I am—’twas juﬅ whilﬅ thou went’ﬅ oﬀ with the wheel-barrow—with Mrs. Wadman, quoth my uncle Toby—She has left a ball here—added my uncle Toby—pointing to his breaﬅ—


  —She can no more, an’ pleaſe your honour, ﬅand a ege, than e can ﬂy—cried the corporal—


  —But as we are neighbours, Trim,—the beﬅ way I think is to let her know it civilly ﬁrﬅ—quoth my uncle Toby.


  Now if I might preſume, ſaid the corporal, to diﬀer from your honour—


  —Why elſe do I talk to thee, Trim? ſaid my uncle Toby, mildly—


  —Then I would begin, an’ pleaſe your honour, with making a good thundering attack upon her, in return—and telling her civilly afterwards—for if e knows anything of your honour’s being in love, before hand—L—d help her!—e knows no more at preſent of it, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby—than the child unborn—


  Precious ſouls!—


  Mrs. Wadman had told it, with all its circumﬅances, to Mrs. Bridget twenty-four hours before; and was at that very moment tting in council with her, touching ſome ight miſgivings with regard to the iue of the aﬀairs, which the Devil, who never lies dead in a ditch, had put into her head—before he would allow half time, to get quietly through her Te Deum.


  I am terribly afraid, ſaid widow Wadman, in caſe I ould marry him, Bridget—that the poor captain will not enjoy his health, with the monﬅrous wound upon his groin—


  It may not, Madam, be ſo very large, replied Bridget, as you think—and I believe, bedes, added e—that ’tis dried up—


  —I could like to know—merely for his ſake, ſaid Mrs. Wadman—


  —We’ll know the long and the broad of it, in ten days—anſwered Mrs. Bridget, for whilﬅ the captain is paying his addrees to you—I’m conﬁdent Mr. Trim will be for making love to me—and I’ll let him as much as he will—added Bridget—to get it all out of him—


  The meaſures were taken at once—and my uncle Toby and the corporal went on with theirs.


  Now, quoth the corporal, ſetting his left hand a-kimbo, and giving ſuch a ﬂouri with his right, as juﬅ promiſed ſucceſs—and no more—if your honour will give me leave to lay down the plan of this attack—


  —Thou wilt pleaſe me by it, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, exceedingly—and as I foreſee thou muﬅ a in it as my aid de camp, here’s a crown, corporal, to begin with, to ﬅeep thy commion.


  Then, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal (making a bow ﬁrﬅ for his commion)—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 eeves—and I’ll put your white ramallie-wig fre into pipes—and ſend for a taylor, to have your honour’s thin ſcarlet breeches turn’d—


  —I had better take the red plu ones, quoth my uncle Toby—They will be too clumſy—ſaid the corporal.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIX.


  —Thou wilt get a bru and a little chalk to my ſword—’Twill be only in your honour’s way, replied Trim.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXX.


  —But your honour’s two razors all be new ſet—and I will get my Montero-cap furbi’d up, and put on poor lieutenant Le Fever’s regimental coat, which your honour gave me to wear for his ſake—and as ſoon as your honour is clean aved—and has got your clean irt on, with your blue and gold, or your ﬁne ſcarlet—ſometimes one and ſometimes t’other—and everything is ready for the attack—we’ll march up boldly, as if ’twas to the face of a baﬅion; and whilﬅ your honour engages Mrs. Wadman in the parlour, to the right—I’ll attack Mrs. Bridget in the kitchen, to the left; and having ſeiz’d the paſs, I’ll anſwer for it, ſaid the corporal, ſnapping his ﬁngers over his head—that the day is our own.


  I wi I may but manage it right; ſaid my uncle Toby—but I declare, corporal, I had rather march up to the very edge of a trench—


  —A woman is quite a diﬀerent thing—ſaid the corporal.


  —I ſuppoſe ſo, quoth my uncle Toby.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXI.


  IF anything in this world, which my father ſaid, could have provoked my uncle Toby, during the time he was in love, it was the perverſe uſe my father was always making of an expreon of Hilarion the hermit; who, in ſpeaking of his abﬅinence, his watchings, ﬂagellations, and other inﬅrumental parts of his religion—would ſay—tho’ with more facetiouſneſs than became an hermit—“That they were the means he uſed, to make his aſs (meaning his body) leave oﬀ kicking.”


  It pleaſed my father well; it was not only a laconick way of expreng—but of libelling, at the ſame time, the deres and appetites of the lower part of us; ſo that for many years of my father’s life, ’twas his conﬅant mode of expreon—he never uſed the word paons once—but aſs always inﬅead of them—So that he might be ſaid truly, to have been upon the bones, or the back of his own aſs, or elſe of ſome other man’s, during all that time.


  I muﬅ here obſerve to you the diﬀerence betwixt


  My father’s aſs


  and my hobby-horſe—in order to keep charaers as ſeparate as may be, in our fancies as we go along.


  For my hobby-horſe, if you recolle a little, is no way a vicious beaﬅ; he has ſcarce one hair or lineament of the aſs about him—’Tis the ſporting little ﬁlly-folly which carries you out for the preſent hour—a maggot, a butterﬂy, a piure, a ﬁddleﬅick—an uncle Toby’s ege—or an anything, which a man makes a ift to get a-ﬅride on, to canter it away from the cares and ſolicitudes of life—’Tis as uſeful a beaﬅ as is in the whole creation—nor do I really ſee how the world would do without it—


  —But for my father’s aſs—oh! mount him—mount him—mount him—(that’s three times, is it not?)—mount him not:—’tis a beaﬅ concupiſcent—and foul befal the man, who does not hinder him from kicking.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXII.


  WELL! dear brother Toby, ſaid my father, upon his ﬁrﬅ ſeeing 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 bliﬅer, than of Hilarion’s metaphor—and our preconceptions having (you know) as great a power over the ſounds of words as the apes of things, he had imagined, that my father, who was not very ceremonious in his choice of words, had enquired after the part by its proper name; ſo notwithﬅanding my mother, door Slop, and Mr. Yorick, were tting in the parlour, he thought it rather civil to conform to the term my father had made uſe of than not. When a man is hemm’d in by two indecorums, and muﬅ commit one of ’em—I always obſerve—let him chuſe which he will, the world will blame him—ſo I ould not be aﬅonied if it blames my uncle Toby.


  My A—e, quoth my uncle Toby, is much better—brother Shandy—My father had formed great expeations from his Ae in this onſet; and would have brought him on again; but door Slop ſetting up an intemperate laugh—and my mother crying out L— bleſs us!—it drove my father’s Ae oﬀ the ﬁeld—and the laugh then becoming general—there was no bringing him back to the charge, for ſome time—


  And ſo the diſcourſe went on without him.


  Everybody, ſaid my mother, ſays you are in love, brother Toby,—and we hope it is true.


  I am as much in love, ﬅer, I believe, replied my uncle Toby, as any man uſually is—Humph! ſaid my father—and when did you know it? quoth my mother—


  —When the bliﬅer broke; replied my uncle Toby.


  My uncle Toby’s reply put my father into good temper—ſo he charg’d o’ foot.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIII.


  AS the ancients agree, brother Toby, ſaid my father, that there are two diﬀerent and diﬅin kinds of love, according to the diﬀerent parts which are aﬀeed by it—the Brain or Liver—I think when a man is in love, it behoves him a little to conder which of the two he is fallen into.


  What gniﬁes it, brother Shandy, replied my uncle Toby, which of the two it is, provided it will but make a man marry, and love his wife, and get a few children?


  —A few children! cried my father, ring out of his chair, and looking full in my mother’s face, as he forced his way betwixt her’s and door 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 himſelf all at once, and coming cloſe up to the back of my uncle Toby’s chair—not that I ould be ſorry hadﬅ thou a ſcore—on the contrary, I ould rejoice—and be as kind, Toby, to every one of them as a father—


  My uncle Toby ﬅole his hand unperceived behind his chair, to give my father’s a ſqueeze—


  —Nay, moreover, continued he, keeping hold of my uncle Toby’s hand—ſo much doﬅ thou poeſs, my dear Toby, of the milk of human nature, and ſo little of its aſperities—’tis piteous the world is not peopled by creatures which reſemble thee; and was I an Aatic monarch, added my father, heating himſelf with his new proje—I would oblige thee, provided it would not impair thy ﬅrength—or dry up thy radical moiﬅure too faﬅ—or weaken thy memory or fancy, brother Toby, which theſe gymnics inordinately taken are apt to do—elſe, dear Toby, I would procure thee the moﬅ beautiful women in my empire, and I would oblige thee, nolens, volens, to beget for me one ſubje every month—


  As my father pronounced the laﬅ word of the ſentence—my mother took a pinch of ſnuﬀ.


  Now I would not, quoth my uncle Toby, get a child, nolens, volens, that is, whether I would or no, to pleaſe the greateﬅ prince upon earth—


  —And ’twould be cruel in me, brother Toby, to compel thee; ſaid my father—but ’tis a caſe put to ow thee, that it is not thy begetting a child—in caſe thou ould’ﬅ be able—but the ſyﬅem of Love and Marriage thou goeﬅ upon, which I would ſet thee right in—


  There is at leaﬅ, ſaid Yorick, a great deal of reaſon and plain ſenſe in captain Shandy’s opinion of love; and ’tis amongﬅ the ill-ſpent hours of my life, which I have to anſwer for, that I have read ſo many ﬂouriing poets and rhetoricians in my time, from whom I never could extra ſo much—


  I wi, Yorick, ſaid my father, you had read Plato; for there you would have learnt that there are two Loves—I know there were two Religions, replied Yorick, amongﬅ the ancients—one—for the vulgar, and another for the learned;—but I think one Love might have ſerved both of them very well—


  It could not; replied my father—and for the ſame reaſons: for of theſe Loves, according to Ficinus’s comment upon Velaus, the one is rational—


  —the other is natural—


  the ﬁrﬅ ancient—without mother—where Venus had nothing to do: the ſecond, 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 ﬅop to anſwer, for fear of breaking the thread of his diſcourſe—


  This latter, continued he, partakes wholly of the nature of Venus.


  The ﬁrﬅ, which is the golden chain let down from heaven, excites to love heroic, which comprehends in it, and excites to the dere of philoſophy and truth—the ſecond, excites to dere, mply—


  —I think the procreation of children as beneﬁcial to the world, ſaid Yorick, as the ﬁnding out of the longitude—


  —To be ſure, ſaid my mother, love keeps peace in the world—


  —In the houſe—my dear, I own—


  —It replenies the earth; ſaid my mother—


  But it keeps heaven empty—my dear; replied my father.


  —’Tis Virginity, cried Slop, triumphantly, which ﬁlls paradiſe.


  Well pu’d, nun! quoth my father.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIV.


  MY father had ſuch a ſkirmiing, cutting kind of a aing way with him, in his diſputations, thruﬅing and ripping, and giving every one a ﬅroke to remember him by in his turn—that if there were twenty people in company—in leſs than half an hour he was ſure to have every one of ’em againﬅ him.


  What did not a little contribute to leave him thus without an ally, was, that if there was any one poﬅ more untenable than the reﬅ, he would be ſure to throw himſelf into it; and to do him juﬅice, when he was once there, he would defend it ſo gallantly, that ’twould have been a concern, either to a brave man or a good-natured one, to have ſeen him driven out.


  Yorick, for this reaſon, though he would often attack him—yet could never bear to do it with all his force.


  Door Slop’s Virginity, in the cloſe of the laﬅ chapter, had got him for once on the right de of the rampart; and he was beginning to blow up all the convents in Chriﬅendom about Slop’s ears, when corporal Trim came into the parlour to inform my uncle Toby, that his thin ſcarlet breeches, in which the attack was to be made upon Mrs. Wadman, would not do; for that the taylor, in ripping them up, in order to turn them, had found they had been turn’d before—Then turn them again, brother, ſaid my father, rapidly, for there will be many a turning of ’em yet before all’s done in the aﬀair—They are as rotten as dirt, ſaid the corporal—Then by all means, ſaid my father, beſpeak a new pair, brother—for though I know, continued my father, turning himſelf to the company, that widow Wadman has been deeply in love with my brother Toby for many years, and has uſed every art and circumvention of woman to outwit him into the ſame paon, yet now that e has caught him—her fever will be paſs’d its height—


  —She has gain’d her point.


  In this caſe, continued my father, which Plato, I am perſuaded, never thought of—Love, you ſee, is not ſo 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 ſervice or no—being once in it—he as as if he did; and takes every ﬅep to ew himſelf a man of prowee.


  The hypothes, like the reﬅ of my father’s, was plauble enough, and my uncle Toby had but a ngle word to obje to it—in which Trim ﬅood ready to ſecond him—but my father had not drawn his concluon—


  For this reaſon, continued my father (ﬅating the caſe over again)—notwithﬅanding all the world knows, that Mrs. Wadman aﬀes my brother Toby—and my brother Toby contrariwiſe aﬀes Mrs. Wadman, and no obﬅacle in nature to forbid the muc ﬅriking up this very night, yet will I anſwer for it, that this ſelf-ſame tune will not be play’d this twelvemonth.


  We have taken our meaſures badly, quoth my uncle Toby, looking up interrogatively in Trim’s face.


  I would lay my Montero-cap, ſaid Trim—Now Trim’s Montero-cap, as I once told you, was his conﬅant wager; and having furbi’d it up that very night, in order to go upon the attack—it made the odds look more conderable—I would lay, an’ pleaſe your honour, my Montero-cap to a illing—was it proper, continued Trim (making a bow), to oﬀer a wager before your honours—


  —There is nothing improper in it, ſaid my father—’tis a mode of expreon; for in ſaying thou would’ﬅ lay thy Montero-cap to a illing—all thou meaneﬅ is this—that thou believeﬅ—


  —Now, What do’ﬅ thou believe?


  That widow Wadman, an’ pleaſe your worip, cannot hold it out ten days—


  And whence, cried Slop, jeeringly, haﬅ thou all this knowledge of woman, friend?


  By falling in love with a popi clergywoman; ſaid Trim.


  ’Twas a Beguine, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  Door Slop was too much in wrath to liﬅen to the diﬅinion; and my father taking that very cris to fall in helter-ſkelter upon the whole order of Nuns and Beguines, a ſet of lly, fuﬅy, baggages—Slop could not ﬅand it—and my uncle Toby having ſome meaſures to take about his breeches—and Yorick about his fourth general divion—in order for their ſeveral 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 following letter of inﬅruions:


  My dear brother Toby,


  WHAT I am going to ſay to thee is upon the nature of women, and of love-making to them; and perhaps it is as well for thee—tho’ not ſo well for me—that thou haﬅ occaon for a letter of inﬅruions upon that head, and that I am able to write it to thee.


  Had it been the good pleaſure of him who diſpoſes of our lots—and thou no ſuﬀerer by the knowledge, I had been well content that thou ould’ﬅ have dipp’d the pen this moment into the ink, inﬅead of myſelf; but that not being the caſe—Mrs. Shandy being now cloſe bede me, preparing for bed—I have thrown together without order, and juﬅ as they have come into my mind, ſuch hints and documents as I deem may be of uſe 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 ﬁrﬅ place, with regard to all which concerns religion in the aﬀair—though I perceive from a glow in my cheek, that I blu as I begin to ſpeak to thee upon the ſubje, as well knowing, notwithﬅanding thy unaﬀeed ſecrecy, how few of its oﬃces thou negleeﬅ—yet I would remind thee of one (during the continuance of thy courtip) 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, without ﬁrﬅ recommending thyſelf to the proteion of Almighty God, that he may defend thee from the evil one.


  Shave the whole top of thy crown clean once at leaﬅ every four or ﬁve days, but oftener if convenient; leﬅ in taking oﬀ thy wig before her, thro’ abſence of mind, e ould be able to diſcover how much has been cut away by Time—how much by Trim.


  —’Twere better to keep ideas of baldneſs out of her fancy.


  Always carry it in thy mind, and a upon it as a ſure maxim, Toby—


  “That women are timid:” And ’tis well they are—elſe there would be no dealing with them.


  Let not thy breeches be too tight, or hang too looſe about thy thighs, like the trunk-hoſe of our anceﬅors.


  —A juﬅ medium prevents all concluons.


  Whatever thou haﬅ to ſay, be it more or leſs, forget not to utter it in a low ſoft tone of voice. Silence, and whatever approaches it, weaves dreams of midnight ſecrecy into the brain: For this cauſe, if thou canﬅ help it, never throw down the tongs and poker.


  Avoid all kinds of pleaſantry and facetiouſneſs in thy diſcourſe with her, and do whatever lies in thy power at the ſame time, to keep from her all books and writings which tend thereto: there are ſome devotional tras, which if thou canﬅ entice her to read over—it will be well: but ſuﬀer her not to look into Rabelais, or Scarron, or Don Quixote—


  —They are all books which excite laughter; and thou knoweﬅ, dear Toby, that there is no paon ſo ſerious as luﬅ.


  Stick a pin in the boſom of thy irt, before thou entereﬅ her parlour.


  And if thou art permitted to t upon the ſame ſopha with her, and e gives thee occaon to lay thy hand upon hers—beware of taking it—thou canﬅ not lay thy hand on hers, but e will feel the temper of thine. Leave that and as many other things as thou canﬅ, quite undetermined; by ſo doing, thou wilt have her curioty on thy de; and if e is not conquered by that, and thy Asse continues ﬅill kicking, which there is great reaſon to ſuppoſe—Thou muﬅ begin, with ﬁrﬅ long a few ounces of blood below the ears, according to the praice of the ancient Scythians, who cured the moﬅ intemperate ﬁts of the appetite by that means.


  Avicenna, after this, is for having the part anointed with the ſyrup of hellebore, ung proper evacuations and purges—and I believe rightly. But thou muﬅ eat little or no goat’s ﬂe, nor red deer—nor even foal’s ﬂe by any means; and carefully abﬅain—that is, as much as thou canﬅ, from peacocks, cranes, coots, didappers, and water-hens—


  As for thy drink—I need not tell thee, it muﬅ be the infuon of Vervain and the herb Hanea, of which Ælian relates ſuch eﬀes—but if thy ﬅomach palls with it—diſcontinue it from time to time, taking cucumbers, melons, purane, water-lillies, woodbine, and lettice, in the ﬅead of them.


  There is nothing further for thee, which occurs to me at preſent—


  —Unleſs the breaking out of a fre war—So wiing everything, dear Toby, for the beﬅ,


  I reﬅ thy aﬀeionate brother,


  Walter Shandy


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXV.


  WHILST my father was writing his letter of inﬅruions, my uncle Toby and the corporal were buſy in preparing everything for the attack. As the turning of the thin ſcarlet breeches was laid ade (at leaﬅ for the preſent), there was nothing which ould put it oﬀ beyond the next morning; ſo accordingly it was reſolved upon, for eleven o’clock.


  Come, my dear, ſaid my father to my mother—’twill be but like a brother and ﬅer, 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 ſome time, when my father and mother enter’d, and the clock ﬅriking eleven, were that moment in motion to ſally forth—but the account of this is worth more than to be wove into the fag end of the eighth volume of ſuch a work as this.—My father had no time but to put the letter of inﬅruions into my uncle Toby’s coat-pocket—and join with my mother in wiing his attack proſperous.


  I could like, ſaid my mother, to look through the key-hole out of curioty—Call it by its right name, my dear, quoth my father—


  And look through the key-hole as long as you will.


  End of the Eight Volume.


  ☜
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  *** The Binder is dered to obſerve, that, by miﬅake, this Volume is marked Vol. I. which ould be Vol. III.
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  SERMON I.


  The Charaer of

  SHIMEI.


  SERMON I.


  
    2 Samuel xix. 21. 1ﬅ Part.


    But Abiai ſaid, Shall not Shimei be put to death for this?—

  


  —IT has not a good aſpe.—This is the ſecond time Abiai has propoſed Shimei’s deﬅruion; once in the 16th chapter, on a ſudden tranſport of indignation, when Shimei curſed David.—“Why ould this dead dog, cried Abiai, curſe my lord the king? let me go over, I pray thee, and cut oﬀ his head.”—This had ſomething at leaﬅ of gallantry in it; for, in doing it, he hazarded his own; and, bedes, the oﬀender was not otherwiſe to be come at. The ſecond time is in the text, when the oﬀender was abſolutely in their power,—when the blood was cool, and the ſuppliant was holding up his hands for mercy.


  —Shall not Shimei, anwered Abiai, be put to death for this? So unrelenting a purſuit looks leſs like juﬅice than revenge, which is ſo cowardly a paon, that it renders Abiai’s ﬁrﬅ inﬅance almoﬅ inconﬅent with the ſecond. I all not endeavour to reconcile them, but conﬁne the diſcourſe mply to Shimei, and make ſuch reﬂeions upon his charaer as may be of uſe to ſociety.


  Upon the news of his ſon Abſalom’s conſpiracy, David had ﬂed from Jeruſalem, and from his own houſe, for ſafety: the repreſentation given of the manner of it is truly aﬀeing: never was a ſcene of ſorrow ſo full of diﬅreſs!


  The king ﬂed with all his houſehold, to ſave himſelf from the ſword of the man he loved; he ﬂed with all the marks of humble ſorrow,—with “his head covered and barefoot;” and as he went by the aſcent of mount Olivet, the ſacred hiﬅorian ſays he wept:—ſome gladſome ſcenes, perhaps, which there had paſs’d, ſome hours of feﬅivity he had ared with Abſalom in better days, preed tenderly upon nature;—he wept at this ſad vicitude of things;—and all the people that were with him, ſmitten with his aﬄiion, “covered each man his head,—weeping as he went up.”


  It was on this occaon, when David had got to Bahurim, that Shimei the ſon of Gera, as we read in the 5th verſe, came out.—Was it with the choiceﬅ oils he could gather from mount Olivet, to pour into his wounds?—Times and troubles had not done enough; and thou carneﬅ out, Shimei, to add thy portion!—


  “And as he came, he curſed David, and threw ﬅones and caﬅ duﬅ at him; and thus ſaid Shimei, when he curſed: Go to, thou man of Belial, thou haﬅ ſought blood,—and behold thou art caught in thy own miſchief; for now hath the Lord returned upon thee all the blood of Saul and his houſe.”


  There is no ſmall degree of malicious craft in ﬁxing upon a ſeaſon to give a mark of enmity and ill-will:—a word,—a look, which at one time would make no impreon,—at another time wounds the heart, and like a aft ﬂying with the wind, pierces deep, which, with its own natural force, would ſcarce have reached the obje aimed at.


  This ſeemed to have been Shimei’s hopes; but exceſs of malice makes men too quick-ghted even for their own purpoſe. Could Shimei pobly have waited for the ebb of David’s paons, and till the ﬁrﬅ great conﬂi within him had been over,—then the reproach of being guilty of Saul’s blood muﬅ have hurt him:—his heart was poeed with other feelings, it bled for the deadly ﬅing which Abſalom had given him;—he felt not the indignity of a ﬅranger:—“Behold my ſon Abſalom, who came out of my bowels, ſeeketh my life!—how much more may Shimei do it!—let him alone; it may be the Lord may look upon my aﬄiion, and requite me good for this evil.”


  An injury unanſwered, in courſe, grows weary of itſelf, and dies away in a voluntary remorſe.


  In bad diſpotions, capable of no reﬅraint but fear, it has a diﬀerent eﬀe;—the lent digeﬅion of one wrong provokes a ſecond.—He purſues him with the ſome inveive,—“and as David and his men went by the way, Shimei went along on the hill’s de over againﬅ him; and curſed as he went, and caﬅ duﬅ at him.”


  The inſolence of baſe minds in ſucceſs is boundleſs, and would ſcarce admit of a compariſon, did not they themſelves furni us with one, in the degrees of their abjeion, when evil returns upon them:—the ſame poor heart which excites ungenerous tempers to triumph over a fallen adverſary, in ſome inﬅances, ſeems to exalt them above the point of courage, nks them, in others, even below cowardice:—not unlike ſome little particles of matter ﬅruck oﬀ from the ſurface of dirt by ſunine,—dance and ſport there whilﬅ it laﬅs,—but the moment ’tis withdrawn,—they fall down;—for duﬅ they are,—and unto duﬅ they will return;—whilﬅ ﬁrmer and larger bodies preſerve the ﬅations which Nature has agned them, ſubjeed to laws which no change of weather can alter.


  This laﬅ did not ſeem to be Shimei’s caſe: in all David’s proſperity, there is no mention made of him;—he thruﬅ himſelf forward into the circle, and, pobly, was number’d amongﬅ friends and well-wiers.


  When the ſcene changes, and David’s troubles force him to leave his houſe in deſpair,—Shimei is the ﬁrﬅ man we hear of who comes out againﬅ him.


  The wheel turns round once more; Abſalom is caﬅ down, and David returns in peace—Shimei ſuits his behaviour to the occaon, and is the ﬁrﬅ man alſo who haﬅes to greet him;—and, had the wheel turn’d round a hundred times, Shimei, I dare ſay, in every period of its rotation, would have been uppermoﬅ.


  O Shimei! would to Heaven, when thou waﬅ ain, that all thy family had been ain with thee, and not one of thy reſemblance left! but ye have multiplied exceedingly, and replenied the earth; and, if I propheſy rightly,—ye will in the end ſubdue it!


  There is not a charaer in the world which has ſo bad an inﬂuence upon the aﬀairs of it, as this of Shimei. Whilﬅ power meets with honeﬅ checks, and the evils of life with honeﬅ refuge, the world will never be undone: but thou, Shimei, has ſapp’d at both extremes; for thou corrupteﬅ proſperity,—and ’tis thou who haﬅ broken the heart of poverty; and, ſo long as worthleſs ſpirits can be ambitious ones, ’tis a charaer we all never want. O! it infeﬅs the court,—the camp,—the cabinet!—it infeﬅs the church!—go where you will,—in every quarter, in every profeon, you ſee a Shimei following the wheels of the fortunate through thick mire and clay!—


  —Haﬅe, Shimei!—haﬅe, or thou wilt be undone for ever.—Shimei girdeth up his loins, and ſpeedeth after him.—Behold the hand which governs every thing,—takes the wheels from oﬀ his chariot, ſo that he who driveth, driveth on heavily.—Shimei doubles his ſpeed,—but ’tis the contrary way; he ﬂies like the wind over a ſandy deſert, and the place thereof all know it no more:—ﬅay, Shimei! ’tis your patron,—your friend,—your benefaor; ’tis the man who has raiſed you from the dunghill!—’Tis all one to Shimei: Shimei is the barometer of every man’s fortune; marks the riſe and fall of it, with all the variations from ſcorching hot to freezing cold upon his countenance, that the ſmile will admit of.—Is a cloud upon thy aﬀairs?—ſee,—it hangs over Shimei’s brow.—Haﬅ thou been ſpoken for to the king or the captain of the hoﬅ without ſucceſs?—Look not into the court-calendar;—the vacancy is ﬁlled up in Shimei’s face.—Art thou in debt?—though not to Shimei,—no matter;—the worﬅ oﬃcer of the law all not be more inſolent.


  What then, Shimei, is the guilt of poverty ſo black,—is it of ſo general a concern, that thou and all thy family muﬅ riſe up as one man to reproach it?—when it loﬅ every thing,—did it loſe the right to pity too? or did he who maketh poor as well as maketh rich, ﬅrip it of its natural powers to mollify the hearts and ſupple the temper of your race?—Truﬅ me, ye have much to anſwer for; it is this treatment which it has ever met with from ſpirits like yours, which has gradually taught the world to look upon it as the greateﬅ of evils, and un it as the worﬅ diſgrace;—and what is it, I beſeech you;—what is it that man will not do to keep clear of ſo ſore an imputation and puniment?—it is not to ﬂy from this that he riſes early,—late takes reﬅ,—and eats the bread of carefulneſs?”—that he plots, contrives,—ſwears,—lies, uﬄes,—puts on all apes,—tries all garments,—wears them with this or that de outward,—juﬅ as it favors his eſcape!


  They who have condered our Nature aﬃrm, that ame and diſgrace are two of the moﬅ inſupportable evils of human life: the courage and ſpirits of many have maﬅered other misfortunes, and borne themſelves up againﬅ them; but the wiſeﬅ and beﬅ of ſouls have not been a match for theſe; and we have many a tragical inﬅance on record, what greater evils have been run into merely to avoid this one.


  Without this tax of infamy, poverty, with all the burdens it lays upon our ﬂe,—ſo long as it is virtuous, could never break the ſpirits of a man; all its hunger, and pain, and nakedneſs, are nothing to it; they have ſome counterpoiſe of good: and bedes, they are direed by Providence, and muﬅ be ſubmitted to: but theſe are aﬄiions not from the hand of God, or Nature;—“for they do come forth of the dust,” and moﬅ properly may be ſaid “to ſpring out of the ground;” and this is reaſon they lay ſuch ﬅreſs upon our patience,—and, in the end, create ſuch a diﬅruﬅ of the world, as makes us look up,—and pray, “Let me fall into thy hands, O God! but let me not fall into the hands of men.”


  Agreeable to this was the advice of Eliphas to Job in the day of his diﬅreſs:—“acquaint thyſelf, ſaid he, now with God.”—Indeed his poverty ſeemed to have left him no other friends; the ſwords of the Sabeans had frightened them away,—all but a few friends; and of what kind they were, the very proverb, of Job’s comforters,—ſays enough.


  It is an inﬅance which gives one great concern for human nature, That a man, “who always wept for him who was in trouble;—who never ſaw any peri for want of clothing;—who never ſuﬀered the ﬅranger to lodge in the ﬅreet, but opened his door to the traveller—that a man of ſo good a charaer,—“That he never cauſed the eyes of the widow to fail,—or had eaten his morſel by himſelf alone, and the fatherleſs had not eaten thereof;”—that ſuch a man, the moment he fell into poverty, ould have occaon to cry out for quarter,—“Have mercy upon me, O my friends! for the hand of God has touched me.”—Gentleneſs and humanity, one would think, would melt the hardeﬅ heart, and charm the ﬁerceﬅ ſpirit; bind up the moﬅ violent hand, and ﬅill the moﬅ abuve tongue;—but the experiment failed in a ﬅronger inﬅance of him, whoſe meat and drink it was to do us good; and in purſuit of which, whoſe whole life was a continued ſcene of kindneſs and of inſults, for which we muﬅ go back to the ſame explanation with which we ſet out,—and that is, the ſcandal of poverty.—


  “This fellow, we know not whence he is,”—was the popular cry of one part; and with thoſe who ſeemed to know better, the query did not leen the diſgrace.—Is not this the carpenter, the ſon of Mary?—of Mary! great God of Iſrael! What!—of the meaneﬅ of thy people! “for he had not regarded the low eﬅate of his hand-maiden,”—and of the pooreﬅ, too! for e had not a lamb to oﬀer, but was puriﬁed, as Moſes direed in ſuch a caſe, by the oblation of a turtle-dove.


  That the Saviour of their nation could be poor, and not have where to lay his head,—was a crime never to be forgiven: and though the purity of his dorine, and the works which he had done in its ſupport, were ﬅronger arguments on its de, than his humiliation could be againﬅ it,—yet the oﬀence ﬅill remained;—they looked for the redemption of Iſrael; but they would have it only in thoſe dreams of power which ﬁlled their imagination.—


  Ye who weigh the worth of all things only in the goldſmith’s balance,—was this religion for you?—a religion whoſe appearance was not great and ſplendid,—but looked thin and meagre, and whoſe principles and promiſes ewed more like the curſes of the law than its blengs:—for they called for ſuﬀerings, and promiſed little but perſecutions.


  In truth, it is not eaſy for tribulation or diﬅreſs, for nakedneſs or famine, to make many converts out of pride; or reconcile a worldly heart to the ſcorn and reproaches which were ſure to be the portion of every one who believed a myﬅery ſo diſcredited by the world, and ſo unpalatable to all its paons and pleaſures.


  But to bring this ſermon to its proper concluon:—


  If Aﬅrea or Juﬅice never ﬁnally took her leave of the world till the day that poverty ﬁrﬅ became ridiculous, it is matter of conſolation, that the God of Juﬅice is ever over us:—that whatever outrages the lowneſs of our condition may be expoſed to from a mean and undiſcerning world,—that we walk in the preſence of the greateﬅ and moﬅ generous of Beings, who is inﬁnitely removed from cruelty and ﬅraitneſs of mind, and all thoſe little and illiberal paons with which we hourly inſult each other.


  The worﬅ part of mankind are not always to be conquered;—but if they are,—’tis by the imitation of theſe qualities which muﬅ do it:—’tis true,—as I’ve ewn,—they may fail; but ﬅill all is not loﬅ,—for if we conquer not the world,—in the very attempts to do it, we all at leaﬅ conquer ourſelves, and lay the foundation of our peace (where it ought to be) within our own hearts.


  ☜
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    And he ſaid, What have they ſeen in thine houſe? and Hezekiah anſwered, All the things that are in my houſe have they ſeen; there is nothing amongﬅ all my treaſures that I have not ewn them.

  


  —AND where was the harm, you’ll ſay, in all this?


  “An eaﬅern prince, the ſon of Baladine, had ſent meengers with preſents as far as from Babylon, to congratulate Hezekiah upon the recovery from his ckneſs; and Hezekiah, who was a good prince, aed conﬅently with himſelf; ‘he received and entertained the men, and hearkened unto them;’ and before he ſent them away, he courteouy ewed them all that was worth a ﬅranger’s curioty in his houſe and his kingdom;—and in this, ſeemed only to have diſcharged himſelf of what urbanity or the etiquette of courts might require. Notwithﬅanding this, in the verſe which immediately follows the text, we ﬁnd he had done amiſs; and as a puniment for it, that all his riches, which his forefathers had laid up in ﬅore unto that day, were threatened to be carried away in triumph to Babylon:—the very place from whence the meengers had come.


  A hard return! and what his behaviour does not ſeem to have deſerved. To ſet this matter in a clear light, it will be neceary to enlarge upon the whole ﬅory;—the reﬂeions, which will ariſe out of it, as we go along, may help us;—at leaﬅ, I hope they will be of uſe on their own account.


  After the miraculous defeat of the Ayrians, we read in the beginning of this chapter, that Hezekiah was ck even unto death; and that God ſends the prophet Iſaiah, with the unwelcome meage, “That he ould ſet his houſe in order; for that he ould die, and not live.”


  There are many inﬅances of men, who have received ſuch news with the greateﬅ eaſe of mind, and even entertained the thoughts of it with ſmiles upon their countenances;—and this, either from ﬅrength of ſpirits and the natural cheerfulneſs of their temper,—or that they knew the world, and cared not for it,—or expeed a better;—yet thouſands of good men, with all the helps of philoſophy, and againﬅ all the aurances of a well-ſpent life, that the change muﬅ be to their account,—upon the approach of death have ﬅill leaned towards this world, and wanted ſpirits and reſolution to bear the ock of a ſeparation from it for ever.


  This, in ſome meaſure, ſeemed to have been Hezekiah’s caſe; for though he had walked before God in truth, and with a perfe heart, and had done that which was good in his ght,—yet we ﬁnd that the haﬅy ſummons aﬄied him greatly;—that upon the delivery of the meage he wept ſore;—that he turned his face towards the wall,—perhaps for the greater ſecrecy of his devotion, and that, by withdrawing himſelf thus from all external objes, he might oﬀer up his prayer unto his God with greater and more fervent attention.


  —And he prayed, and ſaid, O Lord! I beſeech thee remember!—O Hezekiah! How couldﬅ thou fear that God had forgotten thee! or, how couldﬅ thou doubt of his remembrance of thy integrity, when he called thee to receive its recompence!


  But here it appears of what materials man is made. He purſues happineſs;—and yet is ſo content with miſery, that he would wander for ever in this dark vale of it,—and ſay, “It is good, Lord, to be here, and to build tabernacles of reﬅ!” and ſo long as we are clothed with ﬂe, and nature has ſo great a are within us, it is no wonder if that part claims its right, and pleads for the ſweetneſs of life, notwithﬅanding all its cares and diſappointments.


  This natural weakneſs, no doubt, had its weight in Hezekiah’s earneﬅ prayer for life; and yet, from the ſucceſs it met with, and the immediate change of God’s purpoſe thereupon, it is hard to imagine, but that it muﬅ have been accompanied with ſome meritorious and more generous motive; and if we ſuppoſe, as ſome have done, that he turned his face towards the wall, becauſe that part of his chamber looked towards the temple, the care of whoſe preſervation lay next his heart, we may conﬅently enough give this ſenſe to his prayer.


  “O God! remember how I have walked before thee in truth;—how much I have done to reſcue thy religion from error and falſehood;—thou knoweﬅ that the eyes of the world are ﬁxed upon me, as one that hath forſaken their idolatry, and reﬅored thy worip; that I ﬅand in the midﬅ of a crooked and corrupt generation, which looks through all my aions, and watches all events which happen to me: if now they all ſee me ſnatched away in the midﬅ of my days and ſervice, how will thy great name ſuﬀer in my extinion! Will not the heathen ſay, This is to ſerve the God of Iſrael!—How faithfully did Hezekiah walk before him!—What enemies did he bring upon himſelf, in too warmly promoting his worip! and now when the hour of ckneſs and diﬅreſs came upon him, and he moﬅ wanted the aid of his God,—behold how he was forſaken!”


  It is not unreaſonable to aſcribe ſome ſuch pious and more dintereﬅed motive to Hezekiah’s dere of life, from the iue and ſucceſs of his prayer.—“For it came to paſs, before Iſaiah had gone out into the middle court, that the word of the Lord came to him, ſaying, Turn again and tell Hezekiah I have heard his prayer, I have ſeen his tears; and, behold, I will heal him.”


  It was upon this occaon, as we read in the twelfth verſe of this chapter, that Baradockbaladan, ſon of Baladine, king of Babylon, ſent letters and a preſent unto Hezekiah: he had heard the fame of his ckneſs and recovery; for, as the Chaldeans were great ſearchers into the ſecrets of nature, eſpecially into the motions of the celeﬅial bodies, in all probability they had taken notice, at that diﬅance, of the ﬅrange appearance of the adow’s returning ten degrees backwards upon their dials, and had enquired and learned upon what account, and in whoſe favor, ſuch a gn was given: ſo that, this aﬅronomical miracle, bedes the political motive which it would ſuggeﬅ, of courting ſuch a favorite of Heaven, had been ſuﬃcient by itſelf to have led a curious people as far as Jeruſalem, that they might ſee the man for whoſe ſake the Sun had forſook his courſe.


  And here we ſee how hard it is to ﬅand the ock of proſperity; and how much truer a proof we give of our ﬅrength in that extreme of life, than in the other.


  In all the trials of adverty, we ﬁnd that Hezekiah behaved well;—nothing unmanned him. When beeged by the Ayrian hoﬅ, which ut him up in Jeruſalem, and threatened his deﬅruion, he ﬅood unaken, and depended upon God’s ſuccour!—When caﬅ down upon his bed of ckneſs, and threatened with death, he meekly turned his face towards the wall, wept and prayed, and depended upon God’s mercy!—But no ſooner does proſperity return upon him, and the meengers from a far country come to pay the ﬂattering homage due to his greatneſs, and the extraordinary felicity of his life, but he turns giddy, and nks under the weight of his good fortune; and with a tranſport unbecoming a wiſe man upon it, ’tis ſaid, he hearkened unto the men, and ewed them all the houſe of his precious things, the lver and the gold, the ſpices and the precious ointments, and all the houſe of his armour, and all that was found in his treaſures; that there was nothing in his houſe, nor in his dominions, that Hezekiah ewed them not; for though it is not expreſy ſaid here (though it is in the parallel paage in Chronicles), nor is he charged by the prophet that he did this out of vanity and a weak tranſport of oﬅentation, yet, as we are ſure God could not be oﬀended but where there was a real crime, we might reaſonably conclude that this was his, and that He who ſearches into the heart of man, beheld that his was corrupted with the blengs he had given him, and that it was juﬅ to make what was the occaon of his pride become the inﬅrument of his puniment, by decreeing, That all the riches he had laid up in ﬅore until that day, ould be carried away in triumph to Babylon: the very place from whence the meengers had come who had been eye-witnees of his folly.


  “O Hezekiah! how couldﬅ thou provoke God to bring this judgment upon thee? How could thy ſpirit, all meek and gentle as it was, have ever fallen into this ſnare? Were thy treaſures rich as the earth,—what! was thy heart ſo vain as to be lifted up therewith? Was not all that was valuable in the world, nay, was not Heaven itſelf almoﬅ at thy command whilﬅ thou was humble? and, how was it that thou couldﬅ barter away all this, for what was lighter than a bubble, and deſecrate an aion ſo full of courteſy and kindneſs as thine appeared to be, by ſuﬀering it to take its riſe from ſo polluted a fountain?”


  There is ſcarce any thing which the heart more unwillingly bears, than an analys of this kind.


  We are a ﬅrange compound; and ſomething foreign from what charity would ſuſpe, ſo eternally twiﬅs itſelf into what we do, that not only in momentous concerns, where intereﬅ liﬅs under it all the powers of diſguiſe,—but even in the moﬅ indiﬀerent of our aions, not worth a fallacy, by force of habit, we continue it; ſo that, whatever a man is about,—obſerve him,—he ﬅands armed inde and out with two motives; an oﬅenble one for the world, and another which he reſerves for his own private uſe. This, you may ſay, the world has no concern with: it might have been ſo; but, by obtruding the wrong motive upon the world, and ﬅealing from it a charaer, inﬅead of winning one, we give it a right, and a temptation along with it, to enquire into the aﬀair.


  The motives of the one for doing it, are often little better than the other for deſerving it. Let us ſee if ſome ſocial virtue may not be extraed from the errors of both the one and the other.


  Vanity bids all her ſons be generous and brave, and her daughters chaﬅe and courteous.—But why do we want her inﬅruions?—Aſk the comedian, who is taught a part he feels not.—


  Is it that the principles of religion want ﬅrength, or that the real paon for what is good and worthy will not carry us high enough? God! thou knoweﬅ they carry us too high;—we want not to be, but to ſeem!—


  Look out of your door,—take notice of that man: ſee what diſquieting, intriguing, and ifting, he is content to go through, merely to be thought a man of plain dealing! three grains of honeﬅy would ſave him all this trouble:—alas! he has them not!


  Behold a ſecond, under a ow of piety, hiding the impurities of a debauched life!—he is juﬅ entering the houſe of God:—would he was more pure, or leſs pious!—but then he could not gain his point!


  Obſerve a third going on almoﬅ in the ſame track. With what an inﬂexible ſanity of deportment he ſuﬅains himſelf as he advances!—every line in his face writes abﬅinence;—every ﬅride looks like a check upon his deres. See, I beſeech you, how he is cloked up with ſermons, prayers, and ſacraments; and ſo bemuﬄed with the externals of religion, that he has not a hand to ſpare for a worldly purpoſe!—he has armour at leaﬅ:—why does he put it on? Is there no ſerving God without all this? Muﬅ the garb of religion be extended ſo wide, to the danger of its rending?—Yes truly, or it will not hide the ſecret;—and, What is that?


  —That the ſaint has no religion at all!


  But here comes Generosity; giving,—not to a decayed artiﬅ,—but to the Arts and Sciences themſelves.—See,—he “builds not a chamber in the wall apart for the prophet;” but whole ſchools and colleges for thoſe who come after. Lord! how they will magnify his name!—’tis in capitals already; the ﬁrﬅ,—the higheﬅ, in the gilded rent-roll of every hoſpital and aſylum.


  —One honeﬅ tear ed in private over the unfortunate, is worth it all.


  What a problematic ſet of creatures does mulation make us! Who would divine that all that anxiety and concern, ſo vible in the airs of one half of that great aembly, ould ariſe from nothing elſe, but that the other half of it may think them to be men of conſequence, penetration, parts, and condu?—What a noiſe among the claimants about it! Behold Humility, out of mere pride!—and honeﬅy, almoﬅ out of knavery!—Chaﬅity, never once in harm’s way! and Courage, like a Spani ſoldier upon an Italian ﬅage,—a bladder full of wind!


  —Hark! that,—the ſound of that trumpet,—let not my ſoldier run;—’tis ſome good Chriﬅian giving alms. O, Pity! thou gentleﬅ of human paons! ſoft and tender are thy notes, and ill accord they with ſo loud an inﬅrument!


  Thus ſomething jars, and will for ever jar in theſe caſes: Impoﬅure is all dionance, let what maﬅer ſoever of it undertake the part; let him harmonize and modulate it as he may, one tone will contradi another; and whilﬅ we have ears to hear, we all diﬅingui it; ’tis truth only which is conﬅent and ever in harmony with itſelf: it ts upon our lips, like the natural notes of ſome melodies, ready to drop out, whether we will or no;—it racks no invention to let ourſelves alone,—and needs fear no critic to have the ſame excellency in the heart which appears in the aion.


  It is a pleang alluon the Scripture makes uſe of in calling us ſometimes a houſe, and ſometimes a temple, according to the more or leſs exalted qualities of the ſpiritual gueﬅ which is lodged within us. Whether this is the preciſe ground of the diﬅinion, I will not aﬃrm: but thus much may be ſaid, that, if we are to be temples, ’tis truth and ngleneſs of heart which muﬅ make the dedication: ’tis this which muﬅ ﬁrﬅ diﬅingui them from the unhallowed pile, where dirty tricks and impotions are praiſed by the hoﬅ upon the traveller, who tarries but for a moment, and returns not again.


  We all take notice, how cloſe and reſerved people are;—but we do not take notice, at the ſame time, that every one may have ſomething to conceal as well as ourſelves; and that we are only marking the diﬅances and taking the meaſures of ſelf-defence from each other in the very inﬅances we complain of. This is ſo true, that there is ſcarce any charaer ſo rare as a man of real, open, and generous integrity,—who carries his heart in his hand,—who ſays the thing he thinks, and does the thing he pretends. Though no one can diike the charaer,—yet Diſcretion generally akes her head,—and the world ſoon lets him into the reaſon.


  “O that I had in the wilderneſs a lodging of wayfaring men! that I might leave ſuch a people, and go from them!”—Where is the man of a nice ſenſe of truth and ﬅrong feelings, from whom the duplicity of the world has not at one time or other wrung the ſame wi? and where lies the wilderneſs to which ſome one has not ﬂed from the ſame melancholy impulſe?


  Thus much for thoſe who give occaon to be thought ill of.—Let us ſay a word or two unto thoſe who take it.


  But to avoid all commonplace cant as much as I can on this head,—I will forbear to ſay, becauſe I do not think it, that ’tis a breach of Chriﬅian charity to think or ſpeak evil of our neighbour, &c.


  —We cannot avoid it: our opinions muﬅ follow the evidence; and we are perpetually in ſuch engagements and tuations, that His our duty to ſpeak what our opinions are;—but God forbid that this ever ould be done but from its beﬅ motive,—the ſenſe of what is due to virtue, governed by diſcretion, and the utmoﬅ fellow-feeling. Were we to go on otherwiſe, beginning with the great broad cloke of Hypocriſy, and ſo down through all its little trimmings and facings, tearing away, without mercy, all that looked ſeemly,—we ould leave but a tatter’d world of it.


  But I conﬁne what I have to ſay to a charaer leſs equivocal, and which takes up too much room in the world:—it is that of thoſe who, from a general diﬅruﬅ of all that looks dintereﬅed, ﬁnding nothing to blame in aion, and perhaps much to admire in it,—immediately fall foul upon its motives: “Does Job ſerve God for nought?” What a vile innuation! Bedes, the queﬅion was not, Whether Job was a rich man or a poor man? but Whether he was a man of integrity, or no? and the appearances were ﬅrong on his de. Indeed it might have been otherwiſe; it was poble Job might be inncere, and the Devil took the advantage of the dye for it.


  It is a bad piure, and done by a terrible maﬅer; and yet we are always copying it! Does a man, from a real conviion of heart, forſake his vices?—the potion is not to be allowed. No; his vices have forſaken him.


  Does a pure virgin fear God and ſay her prayers?—She is in her climaeric.


  Does Humanity clothe and educate the unknown orphan?—Poverty! thou haﬅ no genealogies!—See! is he not the father of the child? Thus do we rob heroes of the beﬅ part of their glory,—their virtue. Take away the motive of the a, you take away all that is worth having in it;—wreﬅ it to ungenerous ends, you load the virtuous man who did it with infamy. Undo it all,—I beſeech you: give him back his honor,—reﬅore the jewel you have taken from him—replace him in the eye of the world:


  —it is too late!


  It is painful to utter the reproaches which ould come in here.—I will truﬅ them with yourſelves: in coming from that quarter, they will more naturally produce ſuch fruits as will not ſet your teeth on edge;—for they will be the fruits of love and good-will, to the praiſe of God and the happineſs of the world! which I wi.


  ☜


  SERMON III.


  The Levite and his

  Concubine.


  SERMON III.


  
    Judges xix. 1, 2, 3.


    And it came to paſs in thoſe days, when there was no king in Iſrael, that there was a certain Levite ſojourning on the de of Mount Ephraim, who took unto him a concubine.

  


  —Aconcubine!—but the text accounts for it; “for in thoſe days there was no king in Iſrael,” and the Levite, you will ſay, like every other man in it, did what was right in his own eyes;—and ſo, you may add, did his concubine too,—“for e “played the whore againﬅ him, and went away.”


  —Then ame and grief go with her; and whereever e ſeeks a elter, may the hand of Juﬅice ut the door againﬅ her!


  Not ſo; for e went unto her father’s houſe in Bethlehem-judah, and was with him four whole months.—Bleed interval for meditation upon the ﬁckleneſs and vanity of this world and its pleaſures! I ſee the holy man upon his knees,—with hands compreed to his boſom, and with uplifted eyes, thanking Heaven that the obje which had ſo long ared his aﬀeions was ﬂed!


  The text gives a diﬀerent piure of his tuation; “for he aroſe and went after her, to ſpeak friendly to her, and to bring her back again, having his ſervant with him, and a couple of aes: and e brought him unto her father’s houſe; and when the father of the damſel ſaw him, he rejoiced to meet him.”


  —A moﬅ ſentimental group! you’ll ſay; and ſo it is, my good commentator, the world talks of every thing. Give but the outlines of a ﬅory,—let ſpleen or prudery ſnatch the pencil, and they will ﬁni it with ſo many hard ﬅrokes, and with ſo dirty a colouring, that candour and courteſy will t in torture as they look at it.—Gentle and virtuous ſpirits! ye who know not what it is to be rigid interpreters, but of your own failings,—to you I addreſs myſelf, the unhired advocates for the condu of the miſguided,—Whence is it that the world is not more jealous of your oﬃce? How often muﬅ ye repeat it, “That ſuch a one’s doing ſo or ſo,” is not ſuﬃcient evidence by itſelf to overthrow the accuſed!—that our aions ﬅand ſurrounded with a thouſand circumﬅances which do not preſent themſelves at ﬁrﬅ ght!—that the ﬁrﬅ ſprings and motives which impell’d the unfortunate, lie deeper ﬅill!—and, that of the millions which every hour are arraign’d, thouſands of them may have err’d merely from the head, and been aually outwitted into evil! and, even when from the heart,—that the diﬃculties and temptations under which they aed, the force of the paons,—the ſuitableneſs of the obje, and the many ﬅruggles of Virtue before e fell,—may be ſo many appeals from Juﬅice to the judgment-ſeat of Pity!


  Here then let us ﬅop a moment, and give the ﬅory of the Levite and his concubine a ſecond hearing. Like all others, much of it depends upon the telling; and, as the Scripture has left us no kind of comment upon it, ’tis a ﬅory on which the heart cannot be at a loſs for what to ſay, or for the imagination for what to ſuppoſe;—the danger is, Humanity may ſay too much.


  “And it came to paſs in thoſe days, when there was no king in Iſrael, that a certain Levite ſojourning on the de of Mount Ephraim, took unto himſelf a concubine.”


  O Abraham! thou father of the faithful! if this was wrong,—Why didﬅ thou ſet ſo enſnaring an example before the eyes of thy deſcendant? and, Why did the God of Abraham, the God of Iſaac, and Jacob, bleſs ſo often the ſeed of ſuch intercourſes, and promiſe to multiply and make princes come out of them?


  God can diſpenſe with his own laws: and accordingly we ﬁnd the holieﬅ of the patriarchs, and others in Scripture, whoſe hearts cleaved moﬅ unto God, accommodating themſelves as well as they could to the diſpenſation; That Abraham had Hagar;—that Jacob, bedes his two wives, Rachael and Leah, took alſo unto him Zelpah and Bilhah, from whom many of the tribes deſcended;—that David had ſeven wives and ten concubines;—Rehoboam, xty;—and that, in whatever caſes it became reproachable, it ſeemed not ſo much the thing itſelf as the abuſe of it, which made it ſo. This was remarkable in that of Solomon, whoſe exceſs became an inſult upon the privileges of mankind; for, by the ſame plan of luxury, which made it neceary to have forty thouſand ﬅalls of horſes, he had unfortunately miſcalculated his other wants, and ſo had ſeven hundred wives, and three hundred concubines.


  Wiſe,—deluded man! was it not that thou madeﬅ ſome amends for thy bad praice by thy good preaching, what had become of thee!—three hundred!—but let us turn ade, I beſeech you, from ſo ſad a ﬅumbling-block.


  The Levite had but one. The Hebrew word imports a woman a concubine, or a wife a concubine, to diﬅingui her from the more infamous ſpecies who came under the roofs of the licentious without principle. Our annotators tell us, That in Jewi œconomics, theſe diﬀered little from the wife, except in ſome outward ceremonies and ﬅipulations, but agreed with her in all the true eences of marriage, and gave themſelves up to the huſband (for ſo he is called) with faith plighted, with ſentiments, and with aﬀeion.


  Such a one the Levite wanted to are his ſolitude, and ﬁll up that uncomfortable blank in the heart in ſuch a tuation; for, notwithﬅanding all we meet with in books, in many of which, no doubt, there are a good many handſome things ſaid upon the ſweets of retirement, &c.... yet ﬅill, “it is not good for man to be alone:” nor can all which the cold-hearted pedant ﬅuns our ears with upon the ſubje, ever give one anſwer of ſatisfaion to the mind; in the midﬅ of the loudeﬅ vauntings of philoſophy, Nature will have her yearnings for ſociety and friendip;—a good heart wants ſome obje to be kind to;—and the beﬅ parts of our blood, and the pureﬅ of our ſpirits, ſuﬀer moﬅ under the deﬅitution.


  Let the torpid monk ſeek Heaven comfortleſs and alone.—God ſpeed him! For my own part, I fear I ould never ſo ﬁnd the way. Let me be wiſe and religious,—but let me be Man. Whereever thy providence places me, or whatever be the road I take to get to thee, give me ſome companion in my journey, be it only to remark to, How our adows lengthen as the ſun goes down!—to whom I may ſay, How fre is the face of Nature!—How ſweet the ﬂowers of the ﬁeld!—How delicious are theſe fruits!


  Alas! with bitter herbs, like his paover, did the Levite eat them: for, as they thus walked the path of life together, e wantonly turned ade unto another, and ﬂed from him.


  It is the mild and quiet half of the world who are generally outraged and borne down by the other half of it: but in this they have the advantage; whatever be the ſenſe of their wrongs, that Pride ﬅands not ſo watchful a centinel over their forgiveneſs, as it does in the breaﬅs of the ﬁerce and froward. We ould all of us, I believe, be more forgiving than we are, would the world but give us leave; but it is apt to interpoſe its ill oﬃces in remions, eſpecially of this kind. The truth is, it has its laws, to which the heart is not always a party; and as ſo like an unfeeling engine in all caſes without diﬅinion, that it requires all the ﬁrmneſs of the moﬅ ſettled humanity to tear up againﬅ it.


  Many a bitter conﬂi would the Levite have to ſuﬅain with himſelf, his concubine, and the ſentiments of his tribe, upon the wrong done him:—much matter for pleading, and many an embarrang account on all des. In a period of four whole months, every paon would take its empire by turns; and in the ebbs and ﬂows of the leſs unfriendly ones, Pity would ﬁnd ſome moments to be heard,—Religion herſelf would not be lent,—Charity would have much to ſay; and, thus attuned, every obje he beheld on the borders of Mount Ephraim, every grot and grove he paed by, would ſolicit the recolleion of former kindneſs, and awaken an advocate in her behalf, more powerful than them all.


  “I grant,—I grant it all,” he would cry; “’tis foul! ’tis faithleſs! but why is the door of mercy to be ut for ever againﬅ it? and why is it to be the only ſad crime that the injured may not remit, or reaſon, or imagination, paſs over without a ſcar? Is it the blackeﬅ? In what catalogue of human oﬀences is it ſo marked? or is it, that of all others, ’tis a blow moﬅ grievous to be endured?—The heart cries out, It is ſo: but let me aſk my own, what paons are they which give edge and force to this weapon which has ﬅruck me? and whether it is not my own pride, as much as my virtues, which at this moment excite the greateﬅ part of that intolerable angui in the wound which I am laying to her charge? But, merciful Heaven, was it otherwiſe, why is an unhappy creature of thine to be perſecuted by me with ſo much cruel revenge and rancorous deſpite as my ﬁrﬅ tranſport called for?—Have faults no extenuations?—Makes it nothing, that when the treſpaſs was committed, e forſook the partner of her guilt, and ﬂed direly to her father’s houſe? And is there no diﬀerence betwixt one propenſely going out of the road, and continuing there, through depravity of will, and a hapleſs wanderer ﬅraying by deluon, and warily treading back her ﬅeps?—Sweet is the look of ſorrow for an oﬀence, in a heart determined never to commit it more! Upon that altar only could I oﬀer up my wrongs. Cruel is the puniment which an ingenuous mind will take upon itſelf, from the remorſe of ſo hard a treſpaſs againﬅ me; and if that will not balance the account, juﬅ God! let me forgive the reﬅ. Mercy well becomes the heart of all thy creatures!—but moﬅ of thy ſervant, a Levite, who oﬀers up ſo many daily ſacriﬁces to thee, for the tranſgreons of thy people.”


  —“But to little purpoſe,” he would add, “have I ſerved at thy altar, where my buneſs was to ſue for mercy, had I not learnt to praiſe it.”


  Peace and happineſs reﬅ upon the head and heart of every man who can thus think!


  “So he aroſe, and went after her, to ſpeak friendly unto her:” in the original, “to ſpeak to her heart”;—to apply to their former endearments;—and to aſk, how e could be ſo unkind to him, and ſo very unkind to herſelf?—


  Even the upbraidings of the quiet and relenting are ſweet: not like the ﬅrivings of the ﬁerce and inexorable, who bite and devour all who have thwarted them in their way; but they are calm and courteous, like the ſpirit which watches over their charaer. How could ſuch a temper woo the damſel, and not bring her back! or how could the father of the damſel, in ſuch a ſcene, have a heart open to any impreons but thoſe mentioned in the text,—“That when he ſaw him, he rejoiced to meet him;—urged his ﬅay from day to day, with that moﬅ irreﬅible of all invitations,—“Comfort thy heart, and tarry all night, and let thine heart be merry.”


  If Mercy and Truth thus met together in ſettling this account, Love would ſurely be of the party: great,—great is its power in cementing what has been broken, and wiping out wrongs even from the memory itſelf! and ſo it was, for the Levite aroſe up, and with him, his concubine, and his ſervant, and they departed.


  It ſerves no purpoſe to purſue the ﬅory further; the cataﬅrophe is horrid, and would lead us beyond the particular purpoſe for which I have enlarged upon thus much of it; and that is, to diſcredit ra judgment, and illuﬅrate from the manner of conduing this drama, the courteſy which the dramatis perſonæ of every other piece may have a right to. Almoﬅ one half of our time is ſpent in telling and hearing evil of one another;—ſome unfortunate knight is always upon the ﬅage;—and every hour brings forth ſomething ﬅrange and terrible to ﬁll up our diſcourſe and our aﬅoniment, “how people can be ſo fooli!”—and ’tis well if the compliment ends there; ſo that there is not a ſocial virtue for which there is ſo conﬅant a demand, or, conſequently, ſo well worth cultivating, as that which oppoſes this unfriendly current. Many and rapid are the ſprings which feed it; and various and ſudden, God knows, are the guﬅs which render it unſafe to us in this ort paage of our life! Let us make the diſcourſe as ſerviceable as we can, by tracing ſome of the moﬅ remarkable of them up to their ſource.


  And, ﬁrﬅ, there is one miſerable inlet to this evil, and which, by the way, if ſpeculation is ſuppoſed to precede praice, may have been derived, for aught I know, from ſome of our bueﬅ enquirers after nature; and that is, when with more zeal than knowledge we account for phenomena before we are ſure of their exiﬅence. “It is not the manner of the Romans, to condemn any man to death,” (much leſs to be martyred) ſaid Feﬅus; and doth our law judge any man before it hear him, and know what he doth?” cried Nicodemus: “and he that anſwereth, or determineth, a matter before he has heard it, it is folly, and a ame unto him.” We are generally in ſuch a haﬅe to make our own decrees, that we paſs over the juﬅice of theſe; and then the ſcene is ſo changed by it, that ’tis our own folly only which is real, and that of the accuſed which is imaginary: through too much precipitancy it will happen ſo; and then the jeﬅ is ſpoiled,—or we have criticiſed our own adow.


  A ſecond way is, when the proceſs goes on more orderly, and we begin with getting information;—but do it from thoſe ſuſpeed evidences, againﬅ which our Saviour warns us when he bids us “Not to judge according to appearance.”—In truth, ’tis behind theſe that moﬅ of the things which blind human judgment lie concealed;—and, on the contrary, there are many things which appear to be,—which are not: “Chriﬅ came eating and drinking,—behold a wine-bibber!”—he ſat with nners,—he was their friend:—in many caſes of which kind, Truth, like a modeﬅ matron, ſcorns art;—and diſdains to preſs herſelf forwards into the circle to be ſeen:—ground ſuﬃcient for Suſpicion to draw up the libel,—for Malice to give the torture,—or ra Judgment to ﬅart up and paſs a ﬁnal ſentence.


  A third way is, when the fas which denote miſcondu are leſs diſputable, but are commented upon with an aſperity of cenſure, which a humane or a gracious temper would ſpare. An abhorrence againﬅ what is criminal, is ſo fair a plea for this, and looks ſo like virtue in the face, that in a ſermon againﬅ ra judgment, it would be unſeaſonable to call it in queﬅion,—and yet, I declare, in the fulleﬅ torrent of exclamations which the guilty can deſerve, that the mple apoﬅrophe, “Who made me to diﬀer?—why was not I an example?” would touch my heart more, and give me a better earneﬅ of the commentators,—than the moﬅ corrove period you could add. The puniment of the unhappy, I fear, is enough without it;—and were it not,—’tis piteous the tongue of a Chriﬅian (whoſe religion is all candour and courteſy) ould be made the executioner! We ﬁnd in the diſcourſe between Abraham and the rich man, though the one was in Heaven and the other in Hell, yet ﬅill the patriarch treated him with mild language:—“Son! Son, remember that thou in thy lifetime,” &c. &c.—And in the diſpute about the body of Moſes, between the Archangel and the Devil (himſelf) St. Jude tells us, he durﬅ not bring a railing accuſation againﬅ him;—’twas unworthy his high charaer,—and, indeed, might have been impolitic too; for if he had (as one of our divines notes upon the paage) the Devil had been too hard for him at railing;—’twas his own weapon;—and the baſeﬅ ſpirits, after his example, are the moﬅ expert at it.


  This leads me to the obſervation of a fourth cruel inlet into this evil; and that is, the dere of being thought men of wit and parts; and the vain expeation of coming honeﬅly by the title, by rewd and ſarcaﬅic reﬂeions upon whatever is done in the world. This is ſetting up trade upon the broken ﬅock of other people’s failings,—perhaps their misfortunes:—ſo much good may it do them with what honor they can get,—the furtheﬅ extent of which, I think, is to be praiſed, as we do ſome ſauces, with tears in our eyes. It is a commerce moﬅ illiberal; and as it requires no vaﬅ capital, too many embark in it; and ſo long as there are bad paons to be gratiﬁed, and bad heads to judge,—with ſuch it may paſs for wit, or at leaﬅ, like ſome vile relation whom all the family is aamed of, claim kindred with it, even in better companies. Whatever be the degree of its aﬃnity, it has helped to give wit a bad name: as if the main eence of it was ſatire:—certainly there is a diﬀerence between Bitterneſs and Saltneſs:—that is,—between the malignity and the feﬅivity of wit;—the one is a mere quickneſs of apprehenon, void of humanity,—and is a talent of the Devil: the other comes from the Father of Spirits, ſo pure and abﬅraed from perſons, that willingly it hurts no man; or, if it touches upon an indecorum, His with that dexterity of true genius, which enables him rather to give a new colour to the abſurdity, and let it paſs. He may ſmile at the ape of the obeliſk raiſed to another’s fame; but the malignant wit will level It at once with the ground, and build his own upon the ruins of it.—


  What then, ye ra cenſurers of the world! Have ye no manons for your credit but thoſe from whence ye have extruded the right owners? Are there no regions for you to ine in, that ye deſcend for it into the low caverns of abuſe and crimination? Have ye no ſeats but thoſe of the ſcornful to t down in? If Honour has miﬅook his road, or the Virtues, in their excees, have approached too near the conﬁnes of Vice, are they, therefore, to be caﬅ down the precipice? Muﬅ Beauty for ever be trampled upon in the dirt for one—one falſe ﬅep? And all no one virtue or good quality, out of the thouſand the fair penitent may have left,—all not one of them be ſuﬀered to ﬅand by her?—Juﬅ God of Heaven and earth!


  —But thou art merciful, loving, and righteous, and lookeﬅ down with pity upon theſe wrongs thy ſervants do unto each other. Pardon us, we beſeech thee, for them, and all our tranſgreons! let it not be remembered that we were brethren of the ſame ﬂe, the ſame feelings and inﬁrmities! O, my God! write it not down in thy book that thou madeﬅ us merciful after thy own image!—that thou haﬅ given us a religion ſo courteous,—ſo good-temper’d,—that every precept of it carries a balm along with it to heal the ſoreneſs of our natures, and ſweeten our ſpirits, that we might live with ſuch kind intercourſe in this world, as will ﬁt us to exiﬅ together in a better.


  ☜


  SERMON IV.


  FELIX’s

  Behaviour towards PAUL,

  examined.


  SERMON IV.


  
    Acts xxiv. 26.


    He hoped alſo, that money ould have been given him of Paul, that he might looſe him.

  


  ANOBLE obje to take up the conderation of the Roman governor!


  —“He hoped that money ould have been given him;”—for what end? To enable him to judge betwixt right and wrong?—and, from whence was it to be wrung? From the poor ſcrip of a diſciple of the carpenter’s ſon, who left nothing to his followers but poverty and ſuﬀerings!—


  And was this Felix?—the great, the noble Felix.—Felix the happy!—the gallant Felix, who kept Drulla!—Could he do this?—Baſe paon,—what canﬅ thou not make us do!


  Let us conder the whole tranſaion.


  Paul, in the beginning of this chapter, had been accuſed before Felix, by Tertullus, of very grievous crimes;—of being a peﬅilent fellow,—a mover of ſeditions, and a profaner of the temple, &c.—To which accuſations, the apoﬅle having liberty from Felix to reply, he makes his defence from the 10th to the 22d verſe, to this purport:—He ews him, ﬁrﬅ, that the whole charge was deﬅitute of all proof; which he openly challenges them to produce againﬅ him, if they had it:—that, on the contrary, he was ſo far from being the man Tertullus had repreſented, that the very principles of the religion with which he then ﬅood charged,—and which they called Hereſy, led him to be the moﬅ unexceptionable in his condu, by the continual exerciſe which it demanded of him, of having a conſcience void of oﬀence at all times, both towards God and man:—that, conﬅently with this, his adverſaries had neither found him in the temple diſputing with any man, neither raing up the people, either in the ſynagogue, or in the city;—for this he appeals to themſelves:—that it was but twelve days nce he came up to Jeruſalem for to worip:—that during that time, when he puriﬁed in the temple, he did it as became him, without noiſe, without tumult: this he calls upon the Jews who came from Aa, and were eye-witnees of his behaviour to atteﬅ;—and, in a word, he urges the whole defence before Felix in ſo ﬅrong a manner, and with ſuch plain and natural arguments of his innocence, as to leave no colour for his adverſaries to reply.


  There was, however, ﬅill one adverſary in this court,—though lent,—yet not ſatisﬁed.—


  —Spare thy eloquence, Tertullus! roll up the charge: a more notable orator than thyſelf is riſen up,—’tis Avarice; and that too in the moﬅ fatal place for the priſoner it could have taken poeon of;—’tis in the heart of the man who judges him.


  If Felix believed Paul innocent, and aed accordingly;—that is, releaſed him without reward,—this ſubtle advocate told him he would loſe one of the proﬁts of his employment;—and if he acknowledged the faith of Christ, which Paul occaonally explained in his defence,—it told him, he might loſe the employment itſelf;—ſo that, notwithﬅanding the charaer of the Apoﬅle appeared (as it was) moﬅ ſpotleſs, and the faith he profeed ſo very clear, that as he urged it the heart gave its conſent,—yet at the ſame time, the paons rebelled; and ſo ﬅrong an intereﬅ was formed thereby, againﬅ the ﬁrﬅ impreons in favor of the man and his cauſe, that both were diſmied; the one to a more convenient hearing, which never came; the other to the hardips of a priſon for two whole years,—hoping, as the text informs us, that money ould have been given him: and even at the laﬅ, when he left the province, willing to do the Jews a pleaſure;—that is,—to ſerve his intereﬅ in another ape, with all the conviion upon his mind that he had done nothing worthy of bonds, he, nevertheleſs, left the holy man bound, and congned over to the hopeleſs proſpe of ending his days in the ſame ﬅate of conﬁnement in which he had ungenerouy left him.


  One would imagine, as covetouſneſs is a vice not naturally cruel in itſelf, that there muﬅ certainly have been a mixture of other motives in the governor’s breaﬅ, to account for a proceeding ſo contrary to humanity and his own conviion: and could it be of uſe to raiſe conjeures upon it, there ſeems but too probable grounds for ſuch a ſuppotion. It ſeems that Drulla, whoſe curioty, upon a double account, had led her to hear Paul,—(for e was a daughter of Abraham—as well as of Eve)—was a charaer which might have ﬁgured very well even in our own times; for, as Joſephus tells us, e had left the Jew her huſband; and, without any pretence in their law to juﬅify a divorce, had given herſelf up without ceremony to Felix; for which cauſe, though e is here called his wife, e was, in reaſon and juﬅice, the wife of another man,—and conſequently lived in an open ﬅate of adultery;—ſo that when Paul, in explaining the faith of Christ, took occaon to argue upon the morality of the Goſpel,—and urged the eternal laws of juﬅice, the unchangeable obligations to temperance, of which chaﬅity was a branch,—it was ſcarce poble to frame his diſcourſe ſo (had he wied to temporize) but that either her intereﬅ or her love muﬅ have taken oﬀence: and though we do not read, like Felix, that e trembled at the account, ’tis yet natural to imagine e was aﬀeed with other paons, of which the apoﬅle might feel the eﬀes;—and ’twas well he ſuﬀered no more, if two ſuch violent enemies as luﬅ and avarice were combined againﬅ him.


  But this by the way;—for as the text ſeems only to acknowledge one of theſe motives, it is not our buneſs to agn the other.


  It is obſervable, that this ſame apoﬅle, ſpeaking, in the Epiﬅle to Timothy, of the ill-eﬀes of this ſame ruling paon, aﬃrms, that it is the root of all evil; and I make no doubt but the remembrance of his own ſuﬀerings had no ſmall are in the ſeverity of the reﬂeion.—Inﬁnite are the examples where the love of money is only a ſubordinate and miniﬅerial paon, exerciſed for the ſupport of ſome other vices; and His generally found, when there is either ambition, prodigality, or luﬅ, to be fed by it, that it then rages with the leaﬅ mercy and diſcretion; in which caſes, ﬅrily ſpeaking, it is not the root of other evils,—but other evils are the root of it.


  This forces me to recall what I have ſaid upon covetouſneſs, as a vice not naturally cruel; it is not apt to repreſent itſelf to our imaginations, at ﬁrﬅ ght, under that idea: we conder it only as a mean, worthleſs turn of mind, incapable of judging or doing what is right: but as it is a vice which does not always ſet up for itſelf,—to know truly what it is in this reſpe, we muﬅ know what maﬅers it ſerves:—they are many, and of various caﬅs and humours;—and each one lends it ſomething of its own complexional tint and charaer.


  This, I ſuppoſe, may be the cauſe that there is a greater and more whimcal myﬅery in the love of money, than in the darkeﬅ and moﬅ nonſencal problem that ever was pored on.


  Even at the beﬅ, and when the paon ſeems to ſeek nothing more than its own amuſement,—there is little,—very little, I fear, to be ſaid for its humanity.—It may be a ſport to the miſer;—but conder,—it muﬅ be death and deﬅruion to others.—The moment this ſordid humour begins to govern,—farewell all honeﬅ and natural aﬀeion! farewell all he owes to parents, to children, to friends!—how faﬅ the obligations vani! ſee,—he is now ﬅripped of all feelings whatever:—the rill cry of Juﬅice,—and the low lamentation of humble Diﬅreſs, are notes equally beyond his compaſs!—Eternal God! ſee!—he paes by one whom thou haﬅ juﬅ bruiſed, without one penve reﬂeion!—he enters the cabin of the widow, whoſe huſband and child thou haﬅ taken to thyſelf,—exas his bond without a gh!—Heaven! if I am to be tempted,—let it be by glory,—by ambition,—by ſome generous and manly vice:—if I muﬅ fall, let it be by ſome paon which thou haﬅ planted in my nature, which all not harden my heart, but leave me room at laﬅ to retreat and come back to thee!


  It would be eaſy here to add the common arguments which reaſon oﬀers againﬅ this vice: but they are ſo well underﬅood, both in matter and form,—it is needleſs.


  I might cite to you what Seneca ſays upon it;—but the misfortune is, that at the ſame time he was writing againﬅ riches, he was enjoying a great eﬅate, and ung every means to make that eﬅate ﬅill greater!


  With inﬁnite pleaſure might a preacher enrich his diſcourſe in this place, by weaving into it all the ſmart things which ancient or modern wits have ſaid upon the love of money:—he might inform you.


  “—That poverty wants ſomething:—that covetouſneſs wanteth all!”


  “That a miſer can only be ſaid to have riches as a ck man has a fever, which holds and tyrannizes over the man,—not he over it!”


  “That covetouſneſs is the irt of the ſoul,—the laﬅ vice it parts with!”


  “That nature is content with few things;—or, that nature is never ſatisﬁed at all,” &c.


  The reﬂeion of our Saviour, “That the life of man conﬅeth not in the abundance of the things which he poeeth,”—ſpeaks more to the heart;—and the ngle hint of the Camel, and what a very narrow paage he has to go through,—has more coercion in it than all the ſee-ſaws of philoſophy.


  I all endeavour, therefore, to draw ſuch other reﬂeions from this piece of ſacred hiﬅory as are applicable to human life,—and more likely to be of uſe.


  There is nothing generally in which our happineſs and honor are more nearly concerned, than in forming true notions both of men and things; for in proportion as we think rightly of them, we approve ourſelves to the world;—and as we govern ourſelves by ſuch judgments, ſo we ſecure our peace and well-being in pang through it: the falſe ﬅeps and miſcarriages in life, iuing from a defe in this capital point, are ſo many and fatal, that there can be nothing more inﬅruive than an inquiry into the cauſes of this perveron, which often appears ſo very groſs in us, that were you to take a view of the world,—ſee what notions it entertains, and by what conderations it is governed,—you would ſay of the miﬅakes of human judgment, what the prophet does of the folly of human aions,—“That we were wiſe to do evil; but to judge rightly, had no underﬅanding.”


  That in many dark and abﬅraed queﬅions of mere ſpeculation, we ould err,—is not ﬅrange; we live among myﬅeries and riddles; and almoﬅ every thing which comes in our way, in one light or other, may be ſaid to baﬄe our underﬅandings,—yet ſeldom ſo as to miﬅake in extremities, and take one contrary for another.—’Tis very rare, for inﬅance, that we take the virtue of a plant to be hot, when it is extremely cold;—or that we try the experiment of opium to keep us waking:—yet this we are continually attempting in the condu of life, as well as in the great ends and meaſures of it. That ſuch wrong determinations in us do ariſe from any defe of judgment inevitably mieading us,—would reﬂe dionor upon God; as if he had made and ſent men into the world on purpoſe to play the fool. His all-bountiful hand made his judgment, like his heart, upright; and the inﬅances of his ſagacity, in other things, abundantly conﬁrm it: we are led therefore in courſe to a ſuppotion, that in all inconﬅent inﬅances there is a ſecret bias, ſomehow or other, hung upon the mind, which turns it ade from reaſon and truth.


  What this is, if we do not care to ſearch for it in ourſelves, we all ﬁnd it regiﬅered in this tranſaion of Felix: and we may depend, that in all wrong judgments whatever, in ſuch plain caſes as this, that the ſame explanation muﬅ be given of it which is given in the text,—namely, That it is ſome ſelﬁ conderation—ſome ſecret dirty engagement with ſome little appetite, which does us ſo much dionor.


  The judgments of the more dintereﬅed and impartial of us, receive no ſmall tinure from our aﬀeions: we generally conſult them in all doubtful points; and it happens well if the matter in queﬅion is not almoﬅ ſettled before the arbitrator is called into the debate.—But in the more ﬂagrant inﬅances, where the paons govern the whole man, ’tis melancholy to ſee the oﬃce to which Reaſon, the great prerogative of his nature, is reduced; ſerving the lower appetites in the dioneﬅ drudgery of ﬁnding out arguments to juﬅify the preſent purſuit.


  To judge rightly of our own worth, we ould retire a little from the world, to ſee all its pleaſures,—and pains too, in their proper ze and dimenons.—This, no doubt, was the reaſon St. Paul, when he intended to convert Felix, began his diſcourſe upon the day of judgment, on purpoſe to take the heart oﬀ from this world and its pleaſures, which dionor the underﬅanding ſo, as to turn the wiſeﬅ of men into fools and children.


  If you enlarge your obſervations upon this plan, you will ﬁnd where the evil lies which has ſupported thoſe deſperate opinions which have ſo long divided the Chriﬅian world,—and are likely to divide it for ever.


  Conder popery well; you will be convinced, that the trueﬅ deﬁnition which can be given of it is, that it is a pecuniary ſyﬅem, well contrived to operate upon men’s paons and weakneſs, whilﬅ their pockets are o’picking! Run through all the points of diﬀerence between us; and when you ſee that, in every one of them, they ſerve the ſame end which Felix had in view, either of money or power, there is little room left to doubt whence the cloud ariſes which is ſpread over the underﬅanding.


  If this reaſoning is concluve with regard to thoſe who merely diﬀer from us in religion, let us try if it will not hold good with regard to thoſe who have none at all; or rather, who aﬀe to treat all perſuaons of it with ridicule alike. Thanks to good ſenſe, good manners, and a more enlarged knowledge, this humour is going down, and ſeems to be ſettling, at preſent, chieﬂy amongﬅ the inferior claes of people, where it is likely to reﬅ. As for the loweﬅ ranks, though they are apt enough to follow the modes of their betters, yet are they not likely to be ﬅruck with this one, of making merry with that which is their conſolation; they are too ſerious a ſet of poor people ever heartily to enter into it.


  There is enough, however, of it in the world to ſay, that this all-ſacred ſyﬅem, which holds the world in harmony and peace, is too often the ﬁrﬅ obje that the giddy and inconderate make choice of to try the temper of their wits upon. Now, of the numbers who make this experiment, do you believe that one in a thouſand does it from conviion? or from arguments which a courſe of ﬅudy, much cool reaſoning, and a ſober enquiry into antiquity, and the true merits of the queﬅion, have furnied him with? The years and way of life of the moﬅ forward of theſe, lead us to a diﬀerent explanation.


  Religion, which lays ſo many reﬅraints upon us, is a troubleſome companion to thoſe who will lay no reﬅraints upon themſelves; and, for this reaſon, there is nothing more common to be obſerved, than that the little arguments and cavils which ſuch men have gathered up againﬅ it in the early part of their lives, how conderable ſoever they may have appeared, when viewed through their paons and prejudices, which give an unnatural turn to all objes, yet, when the edge of appetite has been worn down, and the heat of the purſuit pretty well over, and reaſon and judgment have got poeon of their empire,—


  —They ſeldom fail of bringing the loﬅ eep back to his fold.


  May God bring us all there. Amen.


  ☜
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  SERMON V.


  
    luke xv. 13.


    And not many days after, the younger ſon gathered all he had together, and took his journey into a far country.

  


  IKNOW not whether the remark is to our honor or otherwiſe, that leons of wiſdom have never ſuch power over us as when they are wrought into the heart through the ground-work of a ﬅory which engages the paons. Is it that we are like iron, and muﬅ ﬁrﬅ be heated before we can be wrought upon? or, Is the heart ſo in love with deceit, that, where a true report will not reach it, we muﬅ cheat it with a fable, in order to come at truth?


  Whether this parable of the Prodigal (for ſo it is uſually called) is really ſuch,—or built upon ſome ﬅory known at that time in Jeruſalem, is not much to the purpoſe; it is given us to enlarge upon, and turn to the beﬅ moral account we can.


  “A certain man,” ſays our Saviour, “had two ſons, and the younger of them ſaid to his father, Give me the portion of goods which falls to me: and he divided unto them his ſubﬅance. And not many days after, the younger ſon gathered all together, and took his journey into a tar country, and there waﬅed his ſubﬅance with riotous living.”


  The account is ort: the intereﬅing and pathetic paages with which ſuch a tranſaion would be necearily conneed, are left to be ſupplied by the heart:—the ﬅory is lent,—but Nature is not:—much kind advice, and many a tender expoﬅulation, would fall from the father’s lips, no doubt, upon this occaon.


  He would diuade his ſon from the folly of ſo ra an enterprize, by ewing him the dangers of the journey,—the inexperience of his age,—the hazards his life, his fortune, his virtue, would run, without a guide, without a friend: he would tell him of the many ſnares and temptations which he had to avoid or encounter at every ﬅep,—the pleaſures which would ſolicit him in every luxurious court,—the little knowledge he could gain,—except that of evil: he would ſpeak of the ſeduions of women,—their charms,—their poiſons;—what hapleſs indulgences he might give way to when far from reﬅraint, and the check of giving his father pain.


  The diuave would but inﬂame his deres.—He gathers all together.


  —I ſee the piure of his departure;—the camels and aes loaden with his ſubﬅance, detached on one de of the piece, and already on their way:—the prodigal ſon ﬅanding on the foreground, with a forced ſedateneſs, ﬅruggling againﬅ the ﬂuttering movement of joy, upon his deliverance from reﬅraint:—the elder brother holding his hand, as if unwilling to let it go:—the father,—ſad moment! with a ﬁrm look, covering a prophetic ſentiment, “that all would not go well with his child,”—approaching to embrace him and bid him adieu.—Poor inconderate youth! From whoſe arms art thou ﬂying? From what a elter art thou going forth into the ﬅorm? Art thou weary of a father’s aﬀeion,—of a father’s care? or, Hopeﬅ thou to ﬁnd a warmer intereﬅ, a truer counſellor, or a kinder friend in a land of ﬅrangers, where youth is made a prey, and ſo many thouſands are confederated to deceive them, and live by their ſpoils?


  We will ſeek no farther than this idea for the extravagances by which the prodigal ſon added one unhappy example to the number: his fortune waﬅed,—the followers of it ﬂed in courſe,—the wants of nature remain,—the hand of God gone forth againﬅ him;—“for when he had ſpent all, a mighty famine aroſe in that country.”—Heaven! have pity upon the youth, for he is in hunger and diﬅreſs;—ﬅrayed out of the reach of a parent, who counts every hour of his abſence with angui;—cut oﬀ from all his tender oﬃces by his folly,—and from relief and charity from others, by the calamity of the times!


  Nothing ſo powerfully calls home the mind as diﬅreſs! the tenſe ﬁbre then relaxes,—the ſoul retires to itſelf,—ts penve and ſuſceptible of right impreons: if we have a friend, it is then we think of him; if a benefaor, at that moment all his kindnees preſs upon our mind.—Gracious and bountiful God! It is not for this that they who, in ther proſperity, forget thee, do yet remember and return to thee in the hour of their ſorrow? When our heart is in heavineſs, upon whom can we think but thee, who knoweﬅ our neceties afar oﬀ,—putteﬅ all our tears in thy bottle,—ſeeﬅ every careful thought,—heareﬅ every gh and melancholy groan we utter!


  Strange!—that we ould only begin to think of God with comfort, when with joy and comfort we can think of nothing elſe!


  Man ſurely is a compound of riddles and contradiions: by the law of his nature he avoids pain, and yet, “unleſs he ſuﬀers in the ﬂe, he will not ceaſe from n,” though it is ſure to bring pain and miſery upon his head for ever.


  Whilﬅ all went pleaſurably on with the prodigal, we hear not one word concerning his father;—no pang of remorſe for the ſuﬀerings in which he had left him, or reſolution of returning, to make up the account of his folly:—his ﬁrﬅ hour of diﬅreſs ſeemed to be his ﬁrﬅ hour of wiſdom.—“When he came to himſelf, he ſaid, How many hired ſervants of my father have bread enough and to ſpare, whilﬅ I peri!”


  Of all the terrors of nature, that of one day or other dying by hunger, is the greateﬅ; and it is wiſely wove into our frame to awaken man to induﬅry, and call forth his talents; and though we ſeem to go on careleſy ſporting with it as we do with other terrors,—yet he that ſees this enemy fairly, and in his moﬅ frightful ape, will need no long remonﬅrance to make him turn out of the way to avoid him.


  It was the caſe of the prodigal;—he aroſe to go to his father.


  —Alas! How ould he tell his ﬅory?—Ye who have trod this round, tell me in what words he all give in to his father the ſad Items of his extravagance.


  —The feaﬅs and banquets which he gave to whole cities in the eaﬅ,—the coﬅs of Aatic rarities,—and of Aatic cooks to dreſs them;—the expences of nging men and nging women,—the ﬂute, the harp, the ſackbut, and of all kinds of muc;—the dreſs of the Peran courts, how magniﬁcent! their aves how numerous!—their chariots, their horſes, their palaces, their furniture, what immenſe ſums they had devoured!—what expeations from ﬅrangers of condition! what exaions!


  How all the youth make his father comprehend that he was cheated at Damaſcus by one of the beﬅ men in the world;—that he had lent a part of his ſubﬅance to a friend at Nineveh, who had ﬂed oﬀ with it to the Ganges;—that a whore of Babylon had ſwallowed his beﬅ pearl, and anointed the whole city with his balm of Gilead;—that he had been ſold by a man of honor for twenty ekels of lver to a worker in graven images;—that the images he had purchaſed had proﬁted him nothing;—that they could not be tranſported acroſs the wilderneſs, and had been burnt with ﬁre at Shuſan;—that the* apes and peacocks, which he had ſent for from Tars, lay dead upon his hands; and that the mummies had not been dead long enough, which had been brought him out of Egypt:—that all had gone wrong nce the day he forſook his father’s houſe?


  —Leave the ﬅory;—it will be told more conciſely.—“When he was yet afar oﬀ, his father ſaw him;”—Compaon told it in three words,—“he fell upon his neck, and kied him.”


  Great is the power of eloquence;—but never is it ſo great as when it pleads along with Nature, and the culprit is a child ﬅrayed from his duty, and returned to it again with tears. Caſuiﬅs may ſettle the point as they will; but what could a parent ſee more in the account than the natural one, of an ingenuous heart too open for the world,—ſmitten with ﬅrong ſenſations of pleaſures, and ſuﬀered to ſally forth unarmed into the midﬅ of enemies ﬅronger than himſelf?


  Generoty ſorrows as much for the overmatched, as Pity herſelf does.


  The idea of a ſon ſo ruined, would double the father’s carees: every eﬀuon of his tenderneſs would add bitterneſs to his ſon’s remorſe,—“Gracious Heaven! what a father have I rendered miſerable!”


  And he ſaid, “I have nned againﬅ Heaven, and in thy ght, and am no more worthy to be called thy ſon.”


  “But the father ſaid, Bring forth the beﬅ robe—”


  O ye aﬀeions! how fondly do ye play at croſs purpoſes with each other!—’Tis the natural dialogue of true tranſport: joy is not methodical; and where an oﬀender, beloved, overcharges itſelf in the oﬀence,—words are too cold; and a conciliated heart replies by tokens of eﬅeem.


  “And he ſaid unto his ſervants, Bring forth the beﬅ robe, and put it on him: and put a ring on his hand, and oes on his feet, and bring hither the fatted calf, and let us eat and drink, and be merry.”


  When the aﬀeions ſo kindly break looſe, Joy is another name for Religion.


  We look up as we taﬅe it: the cold Stoic without, when he hears the dancing and the muc, may aſk ſullenly (with the elder brother) What it means? and refuſe to enter: but the humane and compaonate all ﬂy impetuouy to the banquet, given for “a ſon who was dead, and is alive again;—who was loﬅ and is found.” Gentle ſpirits, light up the pavilion with a ſacred ﬁre; and parental love and ﬁlial piety, lead in the maſk with riot and wild feﬅivity!—Was it not for this that God gave man muc to ﬅrike upon the kindly paons; that Nature taught the feet to dance to its movements, and, as chief governeſs of the feaﬅ, poured forth wine into the goblet to crown it with gladneſs?


  The intention of this parable is ſo clear from the occaon of it, that it will not be neceary to perplex it with any tedious explanation: it was degned by way of indire remonﬅrance to the Scribes and Phariſees, who animadverted upon our Saviour’s condu, for entering ſo freely into conferences with nners, in order to reclaim them. To that end, he propoſes the parable of the epherd, who left his ninety-and-nine eep that were ſafe in the fold, to go and ſeek for one eep that was gone aﬅray,—telling them, in other places, that they who were whole wanted not a phycian,—but they that were ck: and here, to carry on the ſame leon, and to prove how acceptable ſuch a recovery was to God, he relates this account of the prodigal ſon and his welcome reception.


  I know not whether it would be a ſubje of much ediﬁcation to convince you here, that our Saviour, by the prodigal ſon, particularly pointed at thoſe who are nners of the Gentiles, and were recovered by divine grace to repentance;—and that, by the elder brother, he intended as manifeﬅly the more froward of the Jews, who envied their converon, and thought it a kind of wrong to their primogeniture, in being made fellow-heirs with them of the promiſes of God.


  Theſe uſes have been ſo ably ſet forth, in ſo many good ſermons upon the Prodigal Son, that I all turn ade from them at preſent, and content myſelf with ſome reﬂeions upon that fatal paon which led him,—and ſo many thouſands after the example, “to gather all he had together, and take his journey into a far country.”


  The love of variety, or curioty of ſeeing new things, which is the ſame, or at leaﬅ a ﬅer paon to it,—ſeems wove into the frame of every ſon and daughter of Adam; we uſually ſpeak of it as one of Nature’s levities, though planted within us for the ſolid purpoſes of carrying forward the mind to fre inquiry and knowledge. Strip us of it, the mind (I fear) would doze for for ever over the preſent page, and we ould all of us reﬅ at eaſe with ſuch objes as preſented themſelves in the pari or province where we ﬁrﬅ drew breath.


  It is to this ſpur, which is ever in our des, that we owe the impatience of this dere for travelling: the paon is no way bad,—but, as others are,—in its miſmanagement or exceſs;—order it rightly, the advantages are worth the purſuit;—the chief of which are,—to learn the languages, the laws and cuﬅoms, and underﬅand the government and intereﬅ of other nations;—to acquire an urbanity and conﬁdence of behaviour, and ﬁt the mind more ealy for converſation and diſcourſe;—to take us out of the company of our aunts and grandmothers, and from the track of nurſery miﬅakes; and by ewing us new objes, or old ones in new lights, to reform our judgments:—by taﬅing perpetually the varieties of Nature, to know what is good;—by obſerving the addreſs and arts of man, to conceive what is ncere;—and, by ſeeing the diﬀerence of ſo many various humours and manners,—to look into ourſelves, and form our own.


  This is ſome part of the cargo we might return with; but the impulſe of ſeeing new ghts, augmented with that of getting clear from all leons both of wiſdom and reproof at home,—carries our youth too early out, to turn this venture to much account; on the contrary, if the ſcene painted of the prodigal in his travels, looks more like a copy than an original,—will it not be well if ſuch an adventurer, with ſo unproming a ſetting out,—without carte,—without compaſs,—be not caﬅ away for ever;—and may he not be ſaid to eſcape well,—if he return to his country only as naked as he ﬁrﬅ left it?


  But you will ſend an able pilot with your ſon:—a ſcholar.


  If wiſdom can ſpeak in no other language but Greek or Latin,—you do well;—or, if mathematics will make a man a gentleman,—or natural philoſophy but teach him to make a bow,—he may be of ſome ſervice in introducing your ſon into good ſocieties, and ſupporting him in them when he has done;—but the upot will be generally this, that, in the moﬅ preng occaons of addreſs,—if he is a mere man of reading, the unhappy youth will have the tutor to carry,—and not the tutor to carry him.


  But you will avoid this extreme; he all be eſcorted by one who knows the world, not merely from books,—but from his own experience;—a man who has been employed on ſuch ſervices, and thrice made the tour of Europe with ſucceſs.


  —That is, without breaking his own or his pupil’s neck; for if he is ſuch as my eyes have ſeen! ſome broken Swiſs valet de chambre,—ſome general undertaker, who will perform the journey in ſo many months, if God permit, much knowledge will not accrue;—ſome proﬁt at leaﬅ;—he will learn the amount, to a halfpenny, of every ﬅage from Calais to Rome;—he will be carried to the beﬅ inns, inﬅrued where there is the beﬅ wine, and ſup a livre cheaper than if the youth had been left to make the tour and the bargain himſelf.—Look at our governor, I beſeech you!—ſee, he is an inch taller, as he relates the advantages!


  —And here endeth his pride, his knowledge, and his uſe.


  But, when your ſon gets abroad, he will be taken out of his hand, by his ſociety with men of rank and letters, with whom he will paſs the greateﬅ part of his time.


  Let me obſerve, in the ﬁrﬅ place, that company which is really good, is very rare, and very y; but you have ſurmounted this diﬃculty, and procured him the beﬅ letters of recommendation to the moﬅ eminent and reſpeable in every capital.


  And I anſwer, that he will obtain all by them which courteſy ﬅrily ﬅands obliged to pay on ſuch occaons, but no more.


  There is nothing in which we are ſo much deceived, as in the advantages propoſed from our connexions and diſcourſe with the literati, &c. in foreign parts; eſpecially if the experiment is made before we are matured by years or ﬅudy.


  Converſation is a traﬃc; and if you enter into it without ſome ﬅock of knowledge to balance the account perpetually betwixt you, the trade drops at once:—and this is the reaſon, however it may be boaﬅed to the contrary, why travellers have ſo little (eſpecially good) converſation with natives, owing to their ſuſpicion, or, perhaps, conviion, that there is nothing to be extraed from the converſation of young itinerants worth the trouble of their bad language, or the interruption of their vits.


  The pain on theſe occaons is uſually reciprocal; the conſequence of which is, that the diſappointed youth ſeeks an eaer ſociety; and, as bad company is always ready, and ever lying in wait, the career is ſoon ﬁnied; and the poor prodigal returns the ſame obje of pity with the prodigal in the Goſpel.


  ☜


  SERMON VI.


  National Mercies condered.


  On the Inauguration of his preſent Majeﬅy.


  SERMON VI.


  
    Deuteronomy vi. 20, 21.


    And when thy ſon aſketh thee in time to come, ſaying, What mean the teﬅimonies, and the ﬅatutes, and the judgments, which the Lord our God hath commanded you? then thou alt ſay unto thy ſon, We were Pharaoh’s bondſmen in Egypt, and the Lord brought us out of Egypt with a mighty hand.

  


  THESE are the words which Moſes left as a ﬅanding anſwer for the children of Iſrael to give their poﬅerity, who, in time to come, might become ignorant or unmindful of the many and great mercies which God had vouchſafed to their forefathers: all which had terminated in that one of their deliverance out of bondage.


  Though they were direed to ſpeak in this manner, each man to his ſon, yet one cannot ſuppoſe that the direion ould be neceary for the next generation, for the children of thoſe who had been eye-witnees of God’s providence: it does not ſeem likely that any of them ould arrive to that age of reaſoning which would put them upon aſking the ſuppoſed queﬅion, and not be long beforehand inﬅrued in the anſwer. Every parent would tell his child the hardips of his captivity, and the amazing particulars of his deliverance: the ﬅory was ſo uncommon,—ſo full of wonder,—and withal, the recital of it would ever be a matter of ſuch tranſport, it could not pobly be kept a ſecret:—the piety and gratitude of one generation would anticipate the curioty of another: their ſons would learn the ﬅory with their language.


  This, probably, might be the caſe with the ﬁrﬅ or ſecond race of people; but, in proceſs of time, things might take a diﬀerent turn: a long and undiﬅurbed poeon of their liberties might blunt the ſenſe of thoſe providences of God which had procured them, and ſet the remembrance of all his mercies at too great a diﬅance from their hearts. After they had for ſome years been eaſed of every real burden, an exceſs of freedom might make them reﬅleſs under every imaginary one, and, amongﬅ others, that of their religion; from whence they might ſeek occaon to inquire into the foundation and ﬁtneſs of its ceremonies, its ﬅatutes, and its judgments.


  They might aſk, What meant ſo many commands, in matters which to them appeared indiﬀerent in their own natures? What policy in ordaining them? and, What obligation could there lie upon reaſonable creatures, to comply with a multitude of ſuch unaccountable injunions, ſo unworthy the wiſdom of God?


  Hereafter, pobly, they might go further lengths; and though their natural bent was generally towards ſuperﬅition, yet ſome adventurers, as is ever the caſe, might ﬅeer for the oppote coaﬅ, and, as they advanced, might diſcover that all religions, of what denominations or complexions ſoever, were alike:—that the religion of their own country, in particular, was a contrivance of the prieﬅs and Levites, a phantom dreed out in a terrifying garb of their own making, to keep weak minds in fear:—that its rites and ceremonies, and numberleſs injunions, were ſo many diﬀerent wheels in the ſame political engine, put in, no doubt, to amuſe the ignorant, and keep them in ſuch a ﬅate of darkneſs as clerical juggling requires.


  That, as for the moral part of it, though it was unexceptionable in itſelf, yet it was a piece of intelligence they did not ﬅand in want of; men had natural reaſon always to have found it out, and wiſdom to have praiſed it, without Moſes’s aﬅance.


  Nay, pobly, in proceſs of time, they might arrive at greater improvements in religious controverſy:—when they had given their ſyﬅem of inﬁdelity all the ﬅrength it could admit of from reaſon, they might begin to embelli it with ſome more ſprightly conceits and turns of ridicule.


  Some wanton Iſraelite, when he had eaten and was full, might give free ſcope and indulgence to this talent. As arguments and ſober reaſoning failed, he might turn the edge of his wit againﬅ types and ſymbols, and treat all the myﬅeries of his religion, and every thing that could be ſaid on ſo ſerious a ſubje, with raillery and mirth: he might give vent to a world of pleaſantry upon many ſacred paages of his law: he might banter the golden calf, or the brazen ſerpent, with great courage, and confound himſelf in the diﬅinions of clean and unclean beaﬅs, by the deſperate ſallies of his wit againﬅ them.


  He could but pobly take one ﬅep farther; when the land which ﬂowed with milk and honey, had quite worn out the impreons of his yoke, and blengs began to multiply upon his hands, he might draw this curious concluon:—That there was no Being who was the author and beﬅower of them, but that it was their own arm, and the mightineſs of Iſraeliti ﬅrength, which had put them, and kept them, in poeon of ſo much happineſs.


  O Moſes, how would thy meek and patient ſpirit have been put to the torture by ſuch a return? If a propenty towards ſuperﬅition in the Iſraelites did once betray thee into ſuch an exceſs of anger, that thou threweﬅ the two tables out of thy hands, which God had wrote, and careleſy hazardedﬅ the whole treaſure of the world, with what indignation and honeﬅ angui wouldﬅ thou have heard the ſcoﬃngs of thoſe who denied the hand which brought them forth, and ſaid, Who is God, that we ould obey his voice?—with what force and vivacity wouldﬅ thou have reproached them with the hiﬅory of their own nation!—that if too free an enjoyment of God’s blengs had made them forget to look backwards, it was neceary to remind them, that their forefathers were Pharaoh’s bondſmen in Egypt, without proſpe of deliverance: that the chains of their captivity had been ﬁxed and rivetted by a ſucceon of four hundred and thirty years, without the interruption of one ﬅruggle for their liberty: that after the expiration of that hopeleſs period, when no natural means favored the event, they were ſnatched, almoﬅ againﬅ their own wills, out of the hands of their oppreors, and led through an ocean of dangers, to the poeon of a land of plenty: that this change in their aﬀairs was not the produce of chance or fortune, nor was it projeed or executed by any achievement or plan of human device, which might ſoon again be defeated by ſuperior ﬅrength or policy from without, or from force of accidents from within; from change of circumﬅances, humours, and paons of men, all which generally had a ſway in the riſe and fall of kingdoms, but that all was brought about by the power and goodneſs of God, who ſaw and pitied the aﬄiions of a diﬅreed people, and, by a chain of great and mighty deliverances, ſet them free from the yoke of oppreon.


  That, nce that miraculous eſcape, a ſeries of ſuccees not to be accounted for by ſecond cauſes and the natural courſe of events, had demonﬅrated not only God’s providence in general, but his particular providence and attachment to them; that nations, greater and mightier than they, were driven out before them, and their lands given to them for an everlaﬅing poeon.


  This was what they ould teach their children, and their children’s children after them.—Happy generations, for whom ſo joyful a leon was prepared! happy indeed! had ye at all times known to have made the uſe of it which Moſes continually exhorted,—“of drawing nigh unto God with all your hearts, who had been ſo nigh unto you.”


  And here let us drop the argument as it reſpes the Jews, and for a moment turn it towards ourſelves: the preſent occaon, and the recolleion which is natural upon it, of the many other parts of this complicated bleng vouchſafed to us, nce we became a nation, making it hard to deﬅ from ſuch an application.


  I begin with the ﬁrﬅ in order of time, as well as the greateﬅ of national deliverances,—our deliverance from darkneſs and idolatry, by the conveyance of the light which Chriﬅianity brought with it into Britain, ſo early as in the life-time of the apoﬅles themſelves, or at furtheﬅ, not many years after their death.


  Though this might ſeem a bleng conveyed and oﬀered to us in common with other parts of the world, yet when you reﬂe upon this as a remote corner of the earth in reſpe of Judea,—its tuation and inaccebleneſs as an iand,—the little that was then known of navigation,—or carried on of commerce,—the large tra of land which to this day remains unhallowed with the name of Christ, and almoﬅ in the neighbourhood of where the ﬁrﬅ glad tidings of him were ſounded,—one cannot but adore the goodneſs of God, and remark a more particular providence in its conveyance and eﬅabliment here, than amongﬅ other nations upon the continent,—where, though the oppotions from error and prejudice were equal, it had not theſe natural impediments to encounter.


  Hiﬅorians and ﬅateſmen, who generally ſearch every where for the cauſes of events but in the pleaſure of Him who diſpoſes of them, may make diﬀerent reﬂeions upon this. They may conder it as a matter incidental, brought to paſs by the fortuitous ambition, ſucceſs, and ſettlement of the Romans here; it appearing that in Claudius’s reign, when Chriﬅianity began to get footing in Rome, near eighty thouſand of that city and people were ﬁxed in this iand: as this made a free communication betwixt the two places, the way for the Goſpel was in courſe open, and its trantion from the one to the other, natural and eaſy to be accounted for,—and yet, nevertheleſs, providential. God often ſuﬀers us to purſue the devices of our hearts, whilﬅ he turns the courſe of them, like the rivers of waters, to bountiful purpoſes. Thus, he might make that purſuit of glory inherent in the Romans, the engine to advance his own, and eﬅabli it here: he might make the wickedneſs of the earth to work his own righteouſneſs, by ſuﬀering them to wander a while beyond their proper bounds, till his purpoſes were fulﬁlled, and “then put his hook into their noﬅrils,” and lead thoſe wild beaﬅs of prey back again into their own land.


  Next to this bleng of the light of the Goſpel, we muﬅ not forget that by which it was preſerved from the danger of being totally ſmothered and extinguied, by that vaﬅ ſwarm of barbarous nations which came down upon us from the north, and ook the whole world like a tempeﬅ; changing names and cuﬅoms, and language and government, and almoﬅ the very face of nature, wherever they ﬁxed. That our religion ould be preſerved at all, when every thing elſe ſeemed to peri which was capable of change;—or, that it ould not be hurt under that mighty weight of ruins, beyond the recovery of its former beauty and ﬅrength,—the whole can be aſcribed to no cauſe ſo likely as this, That the ſame power of God which ſent it forth, was preſent to ſupport it,—when the whole frame of other things gave way.


  Next in degree to this mercy of preſerving Chriﬅianity from an utter extinion,—we muﬅ reckon that of being enabled to preſerve and free it from corruptions, which the ruﬅ of time,—the abuſes of men, and the natural tendency of all things to degeneracy which are truﬅed to them, had from time to time introduced into it.


  Since the day in which this reformation was begun, by how many ﬅrange and critical turns has it been perfeed and handed down, if not “entirely without ſpot or wrinkle,”—at leaﬅ, without great blotches or marks of anility!—


  Even the blow which was ſuﬀered to fall upon it ortly after, in that period where our hiﬅory looks ſo unlike herſelf (ﬅain’d, Mary, by thee, and disﬁgured by blood)—can one reﬂe upon it, without adoring the providence of God, which ſo ſpeedily ſnatched the ſword of perſecution out of her hand,—making her reign as ort as it was mercileſs!


  If God then made us, as he did the Iſraelites, ſuck honey out of the rock, and oil out of the ﬂinty rock,—how much more gnal was his mercy in giving them to us without money, without price, in thoſe good days which followed, when a long and a wiſe reign was as neceary to build up our church, as a ort one was before, to ſave it from ruins!—


  
    —The bleng was neceary,


    —and it was granted:—

  


  God having multipled the years of that renowned princeſs to an uncommon number, giving her time, as well as a heart, to ﬁx a wavering perſecuted people, and ſettle them upon ſuch a foundation as muﬅ make them happy;—the touchﬅone by which they are to be tried whom God has entruﬅed with the care of kingdoms.


  Bleed be thy glorious name for ever and ever, in making that teﬅ ſo much eaer for the Briti, than other princes of this earth; whoſe ſubjes, whatever other changes they have felt, have ſeldom happened upon that of changing their miſery; and, it is to be feared, are never likely ſo long as they are kept ſo ﬅrongly bound in chains of darkneſs,—and chains of power.


  From both theſe kind of evils, which are almoﬅ naturally conneed together, how providential was our eſcape in the ſucceeding reign, when all the choice blood was beſpoke, and preparations made, to oﬀer it up at one ſacriﬁce!


  I would not intermix the horrors of that black projeed feﬅival with the glories of this; or name the ſorrows of the next reign, which ended in the ſubveron of our conﬅitution, was it not neceary to purſue the thread of our deliverances through thoſe times, and remark how nigh God’s providence was to us in them both,—by proteing us from the one, in as gnal a manner as he reﬅored us from the other.


  Indeed, the latter of them might have been a joyleſs matter of remembrance to us at this day, had it not been conﬁrmed a bleng by a ſucceeding eſcape, which ſealed and conveyed it ſafe down to us: whether it was to corre an undue ſenſe of former blengs,—or to teach us to reﬂe upon the number and value of them, by threatening us with the deprivation of them,—we were ſuﬀered, however, to approach the edge of a precipice, where, if God had not raiſed up a deliverer to lead us back,—all had been loﬅ:—the arts of Jeſuiﬅry had decoyed us forwards: or, if that had failed, we had been pued down by open force,—and our deﬅruion had been inevitable.


  The good conſequences of that deliverance are ſuch, that it ſeemed as if God had ſuﬀered our waters, like thoſe of Betheſda, to be troubled, to make them afterwards more healing to us; nce to the account of that day’s bleng, we charge the enjoyment of every thing nce worth a freeman’s living for;—the revival of our liberty, our religion, the juﬅ rights of our kings,—and the juﬅ rights of our people; and along with all, that happy provion for their continuance, for which we are returning thanks to God this day.


  Let us do it, I beſeech you, in the way which becomes wiſe men, by purſuing the intentions of his blengs, and making a better uſe of them than our forefathers, who ſometimes ſeem’d to grow weary of their own happineſs:—let us rather thank God for the good land which he has given us; and when we begin to proſper in it, and have built goodly houſes, and dwelt therein,—and when our lver and our gold is multiplied, and all that we have is multiplied, let the inﬅances of our virtue and benevolence be multiplied with them, that the great and mighty God, who is righteous in all his ways, and holy in all his works, may, in the laﬅ day of accounting with us, judge us worthy of the mercies we have received.


  In vain are days ſet apart to celebrate ſucceſsful occurrences, unleſs they inﬂuence a nation’s morals:—a nful people can never be grateful to God,—nor can they, properly ſpeaking, be loyal to their prince;—they cannot be grateful to the one, becauſe they live not under a ſenſe of his mercies;—nor can they be loyal to the other, becauſe they diſengage the providence of God from taking his part,—and then giving a heart to his adverſaries to be intraable.—


  And, therefore, what was ſaid by ſome one, That every n was a treaſon againﬅ the ſoul, may be applied here,—That every wicked man is a traitor to his king and country. And, whatever ﬅateſmen may write of the cauſes of the riſe and fall of nations;—for the contrary reaſons, a good man will ever be found to be the beﬅ patriot and the beﬅ ſubje: and though an individual may ſay, What can my righteouſneſs proﬁt a nation of men? it may be anſwered, That if it ould fail of a bleng here,—it will have one advantage at leaﬅ, which is this,—


  It will ſave thy own ſoul!—which may God grant. Amen.


  End of the First Volume.
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  SERMON VII.


  The Hiﬅory of JACOB,

  condered.


  SERMON VII.


  
    Genesis xlvii. 9.


    And Jacob ſaid unto Pharaoh, the days of the years of my pilgrimage are an hundred and thirty years, few and evil have the days of the years of my life been.—

  


  THERE is not a man in hiﬅory whom I pity more than the man who made this reply:—not becauſe his days were ort,—but that they were long enough to have crowded into them ſo much evil as we ﬁnd.


  Of all the patriarchs, he was the moﬅ unhappy: for, ’bating the ſeven years he ſerved Laban for Rachael, “which ſeemed to him but a few days, for the love he had to her,”—ﬅrike thoſe out of the number,—all his other days were ſorrow; and that not from his faults, but from the ambition, the violences, and evil paons of others. A large portion of what man is born to, comes, you’ll ſay, from the ſame quarter:—’tis true; but ﬅill in ſome men’s lives, there ſeems a contexture of miſery:—one evil ſo riſes out of another, and the whole plan and execution of the piece has ſo very melancholy an air, that a good-natured man all not be able to look upon it but with tears on his cheeks.


  I pity this patriarch ﬅill the more, becauſe, from his ﬁrﬅ ſetting out in life, he had been led into an expeation of ſuch diﬀerent ſcenes: he was told by Iſaac, his father, that “God ould bleſs him with the dew of Heaven, and the fatneſs of the earth, and with plenty of corn and wine;—that people were to ſerve him, and nations to bow down to him;—that he ould be lord over his brethren;—that bleed was every one that bleed him, and curſed was every one who curſed him.”


  The mplicity of youth takes promiſes of happineſs in the fulleﬅ latitude;—and as theſe were moreover conﬁrmed to him by the God of his fathers, on his way to Padanaran,—it would leave no diﬅruﬅ of their accompliments upon his mind;—every fair and ﬂattering obje before him, which wore the face of joy, he would regard as a portion of his bleng; he would purſue it;—he would graſp a adow.


  This by the way, makes it neceary to ſuppoſe, that the blengs which were conveyed had a view to blengs not altogether ſuch as a carnal mind would expe; but that they were in a great meaſure ſpiritual, and ſuch as the prophetic ſoul of Iſaac had principally before him, in the comprehenve idea of their future and happy eﬅabliment, when they were no longer to be ﬅrangers and pilgrims upon earth: for in fa, in the ﬅri and literal ſenſe of his father’s grant,—Jacob enjoyed it not;—and was ſo far from being a happy man, that in the moﬅ intereﬅing paages of his life, he met with nothing but diſappointments and grievous aﬄiions.


  Let us accompany him from the ﬁrﬅ treacherous hour of a mother’s ambition; in conſequence of which, he is driven forth from his country and the proteion of his houſe, to ſeek proteion and eﬅabliment in the houſe of Laban his kinſman.


  In what manner this anſwered his expeations, we ﬁnd from his own pathetic remonﬅrance to Laban, when he had purſued him ſeven days journey, and overtook him on Mount Gilead.—I ſee him in the door of the tent, with the calm courage which innocence gives the oppreed, thus remonﬅrating to his father-in-law upon the cruelty of his treatment:—


  “Theſe twenty years that I have been with thee,—thy ewes have not caﬅ their young; and the rams of thy ﬂock have I not eaten. That which was torn of beaﬅs I brought not unto thee; I bear the loſs of it;—what was ﬅolen by day, or ﬅolen by night, of my hands didﬅ thou require it. Thus I was: in the day that drought conſumed me, and the froﬅ by night; and my eep departed from my eyes. Thus have I been twenty years in thy houſe:—I ſerved thee fourteen years for thy two daughters, and x years for thy cattle; and thou haﬅ changed my wages ten times.”


  Scarce had he recovered from theſe evils, when the ill condu and vices of his children wound his ſoul to death. Reuben proves inceﬅuous;—Judah adulterous;—his daughter Dinah is dionored;—Simeon and Levi dionor themſelves by treachery;—two of his grand-children are ﬅricken with ſudden death; Rachel, his beloved wife, peries, and in circumﬅances which imbitter’d his loſs;—his ſon Joſeph, a moﬅ proming youth, is torn from him by the envy of his brethren;—and, to cloſe all, himſelf driven by famine, in his old age, to die amongﬅ the Egyptians;—a people who held it an abomination to eat bread with him. Unhappy patriarch; well might he ſay, That few and evil had been his days: the anſwer, indeed, was extended beyond the monarch’s inquiry, which was mply his age:—but how could he look back upon the days of his pilgrimage, without thinking of the ſorrows which thoſe days had brought along with them? all that was more in the anſwer than in the demand, was the overﬂowings of a heart ready to bleed afre at the recolleion of what had befallen.


  Unwillingly does the mind digeﬅ the evils prepared for it by others;—for thoſe we prepare ourſelves,—we eat but the fruit which we have planted and watered:—a attered fortune,—a attered frame, ſo we have but the ſatisfaion of attering them ourſelves, paſs naturally enough into the habit, and by the eaſe with which they are both done, they ſave the ſpeator a world of pity: but for thoſe like Jacob’s, brought upon him by the hands from which he looked for all his comforts,—the avarice of a parent,—the unkindneſs of a relation,—the ingratitude of a child,—they are evils which leave a ſcar;—bedes, as they hang over the heads of all, and therefore may fall upon any,—every looker-on has an intereﬅ in the tragedy;—but then we are apt to intereﬅ ourſelves no otherwiſe than merely as the incidents themſelves ﬅrike our paons, without carrying the leon further.—In a word,—we realize nothing:—we gh,—we wipe away the tear,—and there ends the ﬅory of Miſery, and the moral with it.


  Let us try to do better with this. To begin with the bad bias which gave the whole turn to the patriarch’s life,—parental partiality,—or parental injuﬅice,—it matters not by what title it ﬅands diﬅinguied—’tis that by which Rebekah planted a dagger in Eſau’s breaﬅ,—and an eternal terror with it in her own, leﬅ e ould live to be deprived of them both in one day:—and truﬅ me, dear Chriﬅians, wherever that equal balance of kindneſs and love, which children look up to you for as their natural right, is no longer maintained, there will daggers ever be planted; “the ſon all literally be ſet at variance againﬅ his father, and the daughter againﬅ her mother, and the daughter-in-law againﬅ her mother-in-law;—and a man’s foes all be they of his own houſe-hold.”


  It was an excellent ordinance, as well of domeﬅic policy as of equity, which Moſes gave upon this head, in the 21ﬅ of Deuteronomy.


  “If a man have two wives, one beloved and one hated, and they have borne him children, both the beloved and the hated; and if the ﬁrﬅ-born ſon be hers that was hated, then it all be, when he maketh his ſons to inherit that which he hath, that he may not make the ſon of the beloved ﬁrﬅ-born, before the ſon of the hated which is indeed the ﬁrﬅ-born:—but he all acknowledge the ſon of the hated for ﬁrﬅ-born, by giving him a double portion of all that he hath.” The evil was well fenced againﬅ;—for ’tis one of thoſe which ﬅeals in upon the heart with the aﬀeions, and courts the parent under ſo ſweet a form, that thouſands have been betrayed by the very virtues which ould have preſerved them. Nature tells the parent, there can be no error on the de of aﬀeion;—but we forget, when Nature pleads for one, e pleads for every child alike;—and, why is not her voice to be heard? Solomon ſays, “Oppreon will make a wiſe man mad.”—What will it do then to a tender and ingenuous heart which feels itſelf negleed,—too full of reverence for the author of its wrongs to complain?—See, it ts down in lence, robb’d by diſcouragements of all its natural powers to pleaſe,—born to ſee others loaded with carees;—in ſome uncheery corner it nouries its diſcontent,—and with a weight upon its ſpirits, which its little ﬅock of fortitude is not able to withﬅand,—it droops and pines away.—Sad Viim of Caprice!


  We are unavoidably led here into a reﬂeion upon Jacob’s condu in regard to his ſon Joſeph, which no way correſpond with the leon of wiſdom which the miſeries of his own family might have taught him,—ſurely his eyes had ſeen ſorrow ſuﬃcient on that ſcore to have taken warning; and yet we ﬁnd, that he fell into the ſame ſnare of partiality to that child in his old age, which his mother Rebekah had ewn to him in hers:—“for Iſrael loved Joſeph more than all his children, becauſe he was the ſon of his old age; and he made him a coat of many colours.”—O Iſrael! where was that prophetic ſpirit which darted itſelf into future times, and told each tribe what was to be its fate?—Where was it ﬂed, that it could not aid thee to look ſo little a way forwards, as to behold “this coat of many colours” ﬅained with blood? Why were the tender emotions of a parent’s angui hid from thy eyes?—and, Why is every thing?—but that it pleaſes Heaven to give us no more light in our way than will leave virtue in poeon of its recompence.—


  —Grant me, gracious God, to go cheerfully on the road which thou haﬅ marked out!—I wi it neither more wide nor more ſmooth:—continue the light of this dim taper thou haﬅ put into my hands.—I will kneel upon the ground ſeven times a day, to ſeek the beﬅ track I can with it;—and having done that, I will truﬅ myſelf and the iue of my journey to thee, who art the Fountain of joy,—and will ng ſongs of comfort as I go along!


  Let us proceed to the ſecond great occurrence in the patriarch’s life,—The impotion of a wife upon him, which he neither bargain’d for nor loved.—“And it came to paſs in the morning, behold it was Leah! And he ſaid unto Laban, What is this that thou haﬅ done unto me? Did I not ſerve thee for Rachel? Wherefore then haﬅ thou beguiled me!”


  This, indeed, is out of the ſyﬅem of all conjugal impotions now, but the moral of it is ﬅill good: and the abuſe, with the ſame complaint of Jacob’s upon it, will ever be repeated, ſo long as Art and Artiﬁce are ſo buſy as they are in theſe aﬀairs.


  Liﬅen, I pray you, to the ﬅories of the diſappointed in marriage!—colle all their complaints:—hear their mutual reproaches? Upon what fatal hinge do the greateﬅ part of them turn?—“They were miﬅaken in the perſon.”—Some diſguiſe, either of body or mind, is ſeen through in the ﬁrﬅ domeﬅic ſcuﬄe;—ſome fair ornament,—perhaps the very one that won the heart;—“the ornament of a meek and quiet ſpirit,” falls oﬀ.—“It is not the Rachel for whom I have ſerved;—Why haﬅ thou then beguiled me!”


  Be open,—be honeﬅ:—give yourſelf for what you are; conceal nothing,—varni nothing:—and if theſe fair weapons will not do,—better not conquer at all than conquer for a day.—When the night is paed, ’twill ever be the ſame ﬅory:—“And it came to paſs, behold it was Leah!”


  If the heart beguiles itſelf in its choice, and imagination will give excellencies which are not the portion of ﬂe and blood,—when the dream is over, and we awake in the morning, it matters little whether ’tis Rachel or Leah;—be the obje what it will, as it muﬅ be on the earthly de, at leaﬅ of perfeion,—it will fall ort of the work of fancy, whoſe exiﬅence is in the clouds.


  In ſuch caſes of deception, let no man exclaim as Jacob does in his,—“What is it thou haﬅ done unto me?”—for ’tis his own doings; and he has nothing to lay his fault on but the heat and poetic indiſcretion of his own paons.


  I know not whether ’tis of any uſe to take notice of this ngularity in the patriarch’s life, in regard to the wrong he received from Laban, which was the very wrong he had done before to his father Iſaac, when the inﬁrmities of old age had diſabled him from diﬅinguiing one child from another:—“Art thou my very ſon Eſau? And he ſaid, “I am.” ’Tis doubtful whether Leah’s veracity was put to the ſame teﬅ; but both ſuﬀered from a militude of ﬅratagem; and ’tis hard to ſay, whether the angui, from croſs’d love, in the breaﬅ of one brother, might not be as ſore a puniment as the diſquietudes of croſs’d ambition and revenge in the breaﬅ of the other.


  I do not ſee which way the honor of Providence is concerned in repaying us exaly in our own coin;—or, why a man ould fall into that very pit (and no other) which he has “graven and digged for another man.” Time and chance may bring ſuch incidents about; and there wants nothing, but that Jacob ould have been a bad man to have made this a common-place text for ſuch a dorine.


  It is enough for us, that the beﬅ way to eſcape evil is, in general, not to commit it ourſelves;—and that whenever the paons of mankind will order it otherwiſe, to rob thoſe, at leaﬅ, “who love judgment,” of the triumph of ﬁnding it out,—“That our travail has returned upon our heads, and our violent dealings upon our own pates.”


  I cannot conclude this diſcourſe, without returning ﬁrﬅ to the part with which it ſet out;—the patriarch’s account to the king of Egypt of the ortneſs and miſery of his days. Give me leave to bring this home to us, by a ngle reﬂeion upon each.


  There is ſomething ﬅrange in it, that life ould appear ſo ort in the groſs,—and yet ſo long in the detail. Miſery may make it ſo, you’ll ſay,—but we will exclude it;—and ﬅill you’ll ﬁnd, though we all complain of the ortneſs of life, what numbers there are who ſeem quite overﬅocked with the days and hours of it, and are continually ſending out into the highways and ﬅreets of the city, to compel gueﬅs to come in, and take it oﬀ their hands; to do this with ingenuity and forecaﬅ, is not one of the leaﬅ arts and bunees of life itſelf; and they who cannot ſucceed in it, carry as many marks of diﬅreſs about them as Bankruptcy herſelf could wear. Be as careleſs as we may, we all not always have the power;—nor all we always be in a temper to let the account run thus. When the blood is cool’d, and the ſpirits, which have hurried us on through half our days, before we have numbered one of them, are beginning to retire,—then Wiſdom will preſs a moment to be heard;—aﬄiions, or a bed of ckneſs will ﬁnd their hours of perſuaon;—and, ould they fail, there is ſomething yet behind:—Old Age will overtake us at the laﬅ, and with its trembling hand hold up the glaſs to us as it did to the patriarch.


  —Dear inconderate Chriﬅians, wait not, I beſeech you, till then;—take a view of your life now:—look back,—behold this fair ſpace capable of ſuch heavenly improvements,—all ſcrawl’d over and defaced with—I want words to ſay with what,—for I think only of the reﬂeions with which you are to ſupport yourſelves in the decline of a life ſo miſerably caﬅ away,—ould it happen, as it often does, that ye have ﬅood idle unto the eleventh hour, and have all the work of the day to perform when night comes on, and no one can work.


  2dly. As to the evil of the days of the years of our pilgrimage,—ſpeculation and fa appear at variance again.—We agree with the patriarch, that the life of man is miſerable; and yet the world looks happy enough,—and every thing tolerably at its eaſe. It muﬅ be noted indeed, that the patriarch, in this account, ſpeaks merely his preſent feelings; and ſeems rather to be giving a hiﬅory of his ſuﬀerings than a ſyﬅem of them, in contradiion to that of the God of Love. Look upon the world he has given us!—obſerve the riches and plenty which ﬂow in every channel, not only to ſatisfy the deres of the temperate,—but of the fanciful and wanton!—every place is almoﬅ a paradiſe, planted when Nature was in her gayeﬅ humour!


  —Every thing has two views. Jacob, and Job, and Solomon, gave one ſeion of the globe;—and this repreſentation another.—Truth lieth betwixt,—or rather, good and evil are mixed up together; which of the two preponderates, is beyond our enquiry;—but, I truﬅ,—it is the good.—Firﬅ, As it renders the Creator of the world more dear and venerable to us;—and, ſecondly, Becauſe I will not ſuppoſe that a work intended to exalt his glory, ould ﬅand in want of apologies.


  Whatever is the proportion of miſery in this world, it is certain, that it can be no duty of religion to increaſe the complaint,—or to aﬀe the praiſe which the Jeſuits’ college of Granada gave their Sanchez:—That though he lived where there was a very ſweet garden, yet was never ſeen to touch a ﬂower; and that he would rather die than eat ſalt or pepper, or aught that might give a reli to his meat.


  I pity the men, whoſe natural pleaſures are burdens, and who ﬂy from Joy (as theſe ſplenetic and moroſe ſouls do) as if it was really an evil in itſelf.


  If there is an evil in this world, ’tis ſorrow and heavineſs of heart.—The loſs of goods,—of health,—of coronets and mitres, are only evil as they occaon ſorrow;—take that out,—the reﬅ is fancy, and dwelleth only in the head of man.


  Poor unfortunate creature that he is! as if the cauſes of angui in the heart were not enow,—but he muﬅ ﬁll up the meaſure with thoſe of caprice; and not only walk in a vain adow,—but diſquiet himſelf in vain too!


  We are a reﬅleſs ſet of beings; and as we are likely to continue ſo to the end of the world,—the beﬅ we can do in it is, to make the ſame uſe of this part of our charaer which wiſe men do of other bad propenties;—when they ﬁnd they cannot conquer them,—they endeavour, at leaﬅ, to divert them into good channels.


  If, therefore, we muﬅ be a ſolicitous race of ſelf-tormentors,—let us drop the common objes which make us ſo,—and for God’s ſake be ſolicitous only to live well.


  ☜


  SERMON VIII.


  The Parable of the

  RICH MAN and LAZARUS

  condered.


  SERMON VIII.


  
    Luke xvi. 31.


    And he ſaid unto him, If they hear not Moſes and the prophets, neither will they be perſuaded though one ould riſe from the dead.

  


  THESE words are the concluon of the parable of the rich man and Lazarus; the degn of which was, to ew us the necety of conduing ourſelves, by ſuch lights as God had been pleaſed to give us: the ſenſe and meaning of the patriarch’s ﬁnal determination in the text being this, That they who will not be perſuaded to anſwer the great purpoſes of their being, upon ſuch arguments as are oﬀered to them in Scripture, will never be perſuaded to it by any other means, how extraordinary ſoever;—“If they hear not Moſes and the prophets, neither will they be perſuaded though one ould riſe from the dead.”


  —Riſe from the dead! To what purpoſe? What could ſuch a meenger propoſe or urge, which had not been propoſed and urged already? The novelty or ſurpriſe of ſuch a vit, might awaken the attention of a curious unthinking people, who ſpent their time in nothing elſe but to hear and tell ſome new tiling; but ere the wonder was well over, ſome new wonder would ﬅart up in its room, and then the man might return to the dead, from whence he came, and not a ſoul make one enquiry about him.


  —This, I fear, would be the concluon of the aﬀair. But to bring this matter ﬅill cloſer to us, let us imagine, if there is nothing unworthy in it, that God, in compliance with a curious world, or from a better motive, in compaon to a nful one, ould vouchſafe to ſend one from the dead, to call home our conſcience, and make us better Chriﬅians, better citizens, better men, and better ſervants to God than we are.


  Now bear with me, I beſeech you, in framing ſuch an addreſs as, I imagine, would be moﬅ likely to gain our attention, and conciliate the heart to what he had to ſay: the great channel to it is intereﬅ;—and there he would ſet out.


  He might tell us (after the moﬅ indiſputable credentials of whom he ſerved), that he was come a meenger from the great God of Heaven, with reiterated propoſals, whereby much was to be granted us on his de, and ſomething to be parted with on ours: but that, not to alarm us, ’twas neither houſes, nor land, nor poeons;—’twas neither wives, nor children, nor brethren, nor ﬅers, which we had to forſake;—no one rational pleaſure to be given up;—no natural endearment to be torn from.


  In a word, he would tell us, We had nothing to part with, but what was not for our intereﬅs to keep, and that was our vices; which brought death and miſery to our doors.


  He would go on, and prove it by a thouſand arguments, that to be temperate and chaﬅe, and juﬅ and peaceable, and charitable and kind to one another, was only doing that for Christ’s ſake, which was moﬅ for our own: and that, were we in a capacity of capitulating with God, upon what terms we would ſubmit to his government, he would convince us, ’twould be impoble for the wit of man to frame any propoſals more for our preſent intereﬅs, than “to lead an uncorrupted life, to do the thing which is lawful and right,” and lay ſuch reﬅraints upon our appetites as are for the honor of human nature, and the reﬁnement of human happineſs.


  When this point was made out, and the alarms from intereﬅ got over, the ſpere might addreſs himſelf to the other paons. In doing this, he could but give us the moﬅ engaging ideas of the perfeions of God;—nor could he do more than impreſs the moﬅ awful ones of his majeﬅy and power:—he might remind us, that we are creatures but of a day, haﬅening to the place from whence we all not return;—that, during our ﬅay, we ﬅood accountable to this Being, who, though rich in mercies, yet was terrible in his judgments;—that be took notice of all our aions, that he was about our paths, and about our beds, and ſpied out all our ways; and was ſo pure in his nature, that he would puni even the wicked imaginations of the heart; and had appointed a day wherein he would enter into this enquiry.


  He might add,—


  But what?—with all the eloquence of an inſpired tongue, what could he add or ſay to us, which has not been ſaid before? The experiment has been tried a thouſand times upon the hopes and fears, the reaſons and paons, of men, by all the powers of nature:—the applications of which have been ſo great, and the variety of addrees ſo unanſwerable, that there is not a greater paradox in the world, than that ſo great a religion ould be no better recommended by its profeors.


  The fa is, mankind are not always in a humour to be convinced, and ſo long as the pre-engagement with our paon ſubﬅs, it is not argumentation which can do the buneſs;—we may amuſe ourſelves with the ceremony of the operation, but we reaſon not with the proper faculty, when we ſee every thing in the ape and coloring in which the treachery of the ſenſes paints it: and, indeed, were we only to look into the world, and obſerve how inclinable men are to defend evil, as well as to commit it, one would think, at ﬁrﬅ ght, they believed that all diſcourſes of religion and virtue were mere matters of ſpeculation for men to entertain ſome idle hours with; and conclude very naturally, that we ſeemed to be agreed in no one thing but ſpeaking well and aing ill. But the trueﬅ comment is in the text:—“If they hear not Moſes and the prophets,” &c.


  If they are not brought over to the intereﬅ of religion upon ſuch diſcoveries as God has made, or has enabled them to make, they will ﬅand out againﬅ all evidence:—in vain all one riſe for their conviion;—was the earth to give up her dead, ’twould be the ſame;—every man would return again to his courſe, and the ſame bad paons would produce the ſame bad aions to the end of the world.


  This is the principal leon of the parable; but I muﬅ enlarge upon the whole of it, becauſe it has ſome other uſeful leons; and they will beﬅ preſent themſelves to us as we go along.


  In this parable, which is one of the moﬅ remarkable in the Goſpel, our Saviour repreſents a ſcene, in which, by a kind of contraﬅ, two of the moﬅ oppote conditions that could be brought together from human life, are paed before our imaginations.


  The one, a man exalted above the level of mankind, to the higheﬅ pinnacle of proſperity,—to riches,—to happineſs;—I ſay happineſs, in compliance with the world, and on a ſuppotion that the poeon of riches muﬅ make us happy, when the very purſuit of them ſo warms our imaginations, that we ﬅake both body and ſoul upon the event; as if they were things not to be purchaſed at too dear a rate. They are the wages of wiſdom, as well as of folly. Whatever was the caſe here, is beyond the purport of the parable;—the Scripture is lent, and ſo ould we; it marks only his outward condition, by the common appendages of it, in the two great articles of Vanity and Appetite:—to gratify the one, he was clothed in purple and ﬁne linen; to ſatisfy the other, fared ſumptuouy every day; and upon every thing too, we’ll ſuppoſe, that climates could furni,—that luxury could invent,—or the hand of Science could torture.


  Cloſe by his gates is repreſented an obje, whom Providence might ſeem to have placed there to cure the pride of man, and ew him to what wretchedneſs his condition might be brought: a creature in all the ipwreck of nature;—helpleſs,—undone,—in want of friends,—in want of health,—and in want of every thing with them which his diﬅrees called for.


  In this ﬅate he is deſcribed as dering to be fed with the crumbs which fell from the rich man’s table; and though the caſe is not expreſy put, that he was refuſed, yet, as the contrary is not aﬃrmed in the hiﬅorical part of the parable, or pleaded after by the other, that he ewed mercy to the miſerable, we may conclude his requeﬅ was unſucceſsful;—like too many others in the world, either ſo high lifted up in it, that they cannot look down diﬅinly enough upon the ſuﬀerings of their fellow-creatures, or, by long-ſurfeiting in a continual courſe of banqueting and good cheer, they forget there is ſuch a diﬅemper as hunger in the catalogue of human inﬁrmities.


  Overcharged with this, and perhaps a thouſand unpitied wants in a pilgrimage through an inhoſpitable world,—the poor man nks lently under his burden.—But, good God! whence is this? Why doﬅ thou ſuﬀer theſe hardips in a world which thou haﬅ made? Is it for thy honor that one man ould eat the bread of fulneſs, and ſo many of his own ﬅock and lineage eat the bread of ſorrow?—That this man ould go clad in purple, and have all his paths ﬅrewed with roſebuds of delight, whilﬅ ſo many mournful paengers go heavily along, and paſs by his gates, hanging down their heads? Is it for thy glory, O God, that ſo large a ade of miſery ould be ſpread acroſs thy works?—Or, is it that we ſee but a part of them?—When the great chain at length is let down, and all that has held the two worlds in harmony is ſeen;—when the dawn of that day approaches, in which all the diﬅreſsful incidents of this drama all be unravelled;—when every man’s caſe all be recondered,—then wilt thou be fully juﬅiﬁed in all thy ways, and every mouth all be ﬅopped.


  After a long day of mercy mipent in riot and uncharitableneſs, the rich man died alſo:—the parable adds,—and was buried:—buried, no doubt, in triumph, with all the ill-timed pride of funerals, and empty decorations, which worldly folly is apt to proﬅitute upon thoſe occaons.


  But this was the laﬅ vain ow; the utter concluon of all his epicurean grandeur:—the next is a ſcene of horror, where he is repreſented by our Saviour in a ﬅate of the utmoﬅ miſery, from whence he is ſuppoſed to lift up his eyes towards Heaven, and cry to the patriarch Abraham for mercy.


  “And Abraham ſaid, Son, remember that thou in thy life-time receivedﬅ thy good things.”


  —That he had received his good things,—’twas from Heaven,—and could be no reproach. With what ſeverity ſoever the Scripture ſpeaks againﬅ riches, it does not appear that the living or faring ſumptuouy every day was the crime objeed to the rich man; or that it is a real part of a vicious charaer: the caſe might be then as now; his quality and ﬅation in the world might be ſuppoſed to be ſuch, as not only to have juﬅiﬁed his doing this, but, in general, to have required it, without any imputation of doing wrong;—for diﬀerences of ﬅations there muﬅ be in the world,—which muﬅ be ſupported by ſuch marks of diﬅinion as cuﬅom impoſes. The exceeding great plenty and magniﬁcence in which Solomon is deſcribed to have lived, who had ten fat oxen, and twenty oxen out of the paﬅures, and a hundred eep, bedes harts and roe-bucks, and fallow-deer and fatted fowl, with thirty meaſures of ﬁne ﬂour, and threeſcore meaſures of meal, for the daily provion of his table;—all this is not laid to him as a n, but rather remarked as an inﬅance of God’s bleng to him; and whenever theſe things are otherwiſe, ’tis from a waﬅeful and dioneﬅ perveron of them to pernicious ends,—and oft-times, to the very oppote ones for which they were granted,—to glad the heart, to open it, and render it more kind.


  And this ſeems to have been the ſnare the rich man had fallen into;—and pobly, had he fared leſs ſumptuouy,—he might have had more cool hours for reﬂeion, and been better diſpoſed to have conceived an idea of want, and to have felt compaon for it.


  “And Abraham ſaid, Son, remember that thou in thy life-time receivedﬅ thy good things, and likewiſe Lazarus evil things.”—Remember! ſad ſubje of recolleion! that a man has paed through this world with all the blengs and advantages of it on his de—favored by God Almighty with riches,—befriended by his fellow-creatures in the means of acquiring them,—aﬅed every hour by the ſociety of which he is a member, in the enjoyment of them,—to remember how much he has received,—how little he has beﬅowed!—that he has been no man’s friend!—no one’s proteor!—no one’s benefaor!—bleed God!


  Thus begging in vain for himſelf, he is repreſented at laﬅ as interceding for his brethren, that Lazarus might be ſent to them to give them warning, and ſave them from the ruin which he had fallen into;—“They have Moſes and the prophets,” was the anſwer of the patriarch;—“let them hear them;” but the unhappy man is repreſented as diſcontented with it, and ﬅill perﬅing in his requeﬅ, and urging,—“Nay, father Abraham, but if one went from the dead, they would repent.”


  —He thought ſo;—but Abraham knew otherwiſe;—and the grounds of the determination I have explained already;—ſo all proceed to draw ſome other concluons and leons from the parable.


  And ﬁrﬅ, our Saviour might further intend to diſcover to us by it, the dangers to which great riches naturally expoſe mankind; agreeably to what is elſewhere declared, how hardly all they who have them enter into the kingdom of Heaven.


  The truth is, they are often too dangerous a bleng for God to truﬅ us with, or we to manage: they ſurround us at all times with eaſe, with nonſenſe, with ﬂattery, and falſe friends, with which thouſands and ten thouſands have peried:—they are apt to multiply our faults, and treacherouy to conceal them from us;—they hourly adminiﬅer to our temptations; and neither allow us time to examine our faults, nor humility to repent of them.—Nay, what is ﬅrange, do they not often tempt men even to covetouſneſs! and though amidﬅ all the ill oﬃces which riches do us, one would leaﬅ ſuſpe this vice, but rather think the one a cure for the other,—yet, ſo it is, that many a man contras his ſpirits upon the enlargement of his fortune, and is the more empty for being full.


  But there is leſs need to preach againﬅ this. We ſeem all to be haﬅening to the oppote extreme of luxury and expence; we generally content ourſelves with the ſolution of it; and ſay, ’Tis a natural conſequence of trade and riches;—and there it ends.


  By the way, I aﬃrm, there is a miﬅake in the account; and that it is not riches which are the cauſe of luxury,—but the corrupt calculation of the world, in making riches the balance for honor, for virtue, and for every thing that is great and good; which goads ſo many thouſands on with an aﬀeation of poeng more than they have;—and, conſequently, of engaging in a ſyﬅem of expences they cannot ſupport.


  In one word, ’tis the necety of appearing to be ſomebody, in order to be ſo,—which ruins the world.


  This leads us to another leon in the parable, concerning the true uſe and application of riches; we may be ſure, from the treatment of the rich man, that he did not employ thoſe talents as God intended.


  How God did intend them,—may as well be known from an appeal to your own hearts, and the inſcription you all read there,—as from any chapter and verſe I might cite upon the ſubje. Let us, then, for a moment, my dear auditors, turn our eyes that way, and conder the traces which even the moﬅ inſenble man may have proof of, from what he may perceive ſpringing up within him from ſome caſual a of generoty; and though this is a pleaſure which properly belongs to the good, yet let him try the experiment;—let him comfort the captive, or cover the naked with a garment, and he will feel what is meant by that moral delight aring in the mind from the conſcience of a humane aion.


  But to know it right, we muﬅ call upon the compaonate.—Cruelty gives evidence unwillingly, and feels the pleaſure but imperfely; for this, like all other pleaſures, is of a relative nature, and conſequently the enjoyment of it requires ſome qualiﬁcation in the faculty, as much as the enjoyment of any other good does. There muﬅ be ſomething antecedent in the diſpotion and temper which will render that good, a good to that individual,—otherwiſe, though ’tis true it may be poeed,—yet it never can be enjoyed.


  Conder how diﬃcult you will ﬁnd it, to convince a miſerable heart that any thing is good which is not proﬁtable! or a libertine one, that any thing is bad which is pleaſant!


  Preach to a voluptuary, who has modell’d both mind and body to no other happineſs but good eating and drinking,—bid him “taﬅe and ſee how good God is,”—there is not an invitation in all nature would confound him like it.


  In a word, a man’s mind muﬅ be like your propotion before it can be relied;—and ’tis the reſemblance between them which brings over his judgment, and makes him an evidence on your de.


  ’Tis therefore not to the cruel,—’tis to the merciful;—to thoſe who rejoice with them that rejoice, and weep with them that weep,—that we make this appeal.—’Tis to the generous, the kind, the humane, that I am now to tell the ſad* ﬅory of the fatherleſs, and of him who hath no helper, and beſpeak your almſgiving in behalf of thoſe who know not how to aſk for it themſelves.


  —What can I ſay more?—It is a ſubje on which I cannot inform your judgment;—and in ſuch an audience, I would not preſume to praiſe upon your paons:—let it ſuﬃce to ſay, That they whom God hath bleed with the means,—and for whom he has done more, in bleng them likewiſe with a diſpotion,—have abundant reaſon to be thankful to him, as the Author of every good gift, for the meaſure he hath beﬅowed to them of both. ’Tis the refuge againﬅ the ﬅormy wind and tempeﬅ, which he has planted in our hearts; and the conﬅant ﬂuuation of every thing in this world, forces all the ſons and daughters of Adam to ſeek elter under it by turns. Guard it by entails and ſettlements as we will, the moﬅ aﬄuent plenty may be ﬅripp’d, and ﬁnd all its worldly comforts, like ſo many withered leaves dropping from us!—The crowns of princes may be aken; and the greateﬅ that ever awed the world have looked back and moralized upon the turn of the wheel!


  That which has happened to one,—may happen to every man: and therefore that excellent rule of our Saviour, in as of benevolence, as well as every thing elſe, ould govern us;—“That whatſoever ye would that men ould do to you, do ye alſo unto them.”


  Haﬅ thou ever lain upon the bed of languiing? or laboured under a diﬅemper which threatened thy life?—Call to mind thy ſorrowful and penve ſpirit at that time, and ſay, What it was that made the thoughts of death ſo bitter!—If thou hadﬅ children, I aﬃrm it, the bitterneſs of death lay there!—If unbrought up, and unprovided for, What will become of them? Where will they ﬁnd a friend when I am gone? Who will ﬅand up for them, and plead their cauſe againﬅ the wicked?


  —Bleed God! to thee who art a Father to the fatherleſs, and a Huſband to the widow,—I entruﬅ them!


  Haﬅ thou ever ſuﬅained any conderable ock in thy fortune? or, Has the ſcantineſs of thy condition hurried thee into great ﬅraits, and brought thee almoﬅ to diﬅraion? Conder, who was it that ſpread a table in that wilderneſs of thought?—who made thy cup to overﬂow? Was it not a friend of conſolation who ﬅepped in,—ſaw thee embarraed with the tender pledges of thy love, and the partner of thy cares,—took them under his proteion?—(Heaven, thou wilt reward him for it!)—and freed thee from all the terrifying apprehenons of a parent’s love?


  —Haﬅ thou?—


  —But how all I aſk a queﬅion which muﬅ bring tears into ſo many eyes?—Haﬅ thou ever been wounded in a more aﬀeing manner ﬅill, by the loſs of a moﬅ obliging friend?—or been torn away from the embraces of a dear and proming child by the ﬅroke of death?—Bitter remembrance! Nature droops at it;—but Nature is the ſame in all conditions and lots of life.—A child thruﬅ forth in an evil hour, without food, without raiment, bereft of inﬅruion, and the means of its ſalvation, is the ſubje of more tender heart-aches, and will awaken every power of Nature!—As we have felt for ourſelves,—let us feel, for Christ’s ſake,—let us feel for their’s; and may the God of all comfort bleſs you! Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON IX.


  Pride.


  SERMON IX.


  
    Luke xiv. 10, 11.


    But thou, when thou art bidden, go and t down in the loweﬅ room, that when he that bad thee cometh, he may ſay to thee, Friend, go up higher; then alt thou have worip in the preſence of them who t at meat with thee:—for whoſoever exalteth himſelf all be abaſed; and he that humbleth himſelf all be exalted.

  


  IT is an exhortation of our Saviour’s to Humility, addreed by way of inference from what he had ſaid in the three foregoing verſes of the chapter: where, upon entering into the houſe of one of the chief Phariſees to eat bread, and marking how ſmall a portion of this neceary virtue entered in with the ſeveral gueﬅs, diſcovering itſelf from their choong the chief rooms, and moﬅ diﬅinguied places of honor;—he takes the occaon which ſuch a behaviour oﬀered, to caution them againﬅ Pride;—ﬅates the inconvenience of the paon;—ews the diſappointments which attend it;—the diſgrace in which it generally ends; in being forced at laﬅ to recede from the pretenons to what is more than our due; which, by the way, is the very thing the paon is eternally prompting us to expe. When, therefore, thou art bidden to a wedding, ſays our Saviour, t not down in the higheﬅ room, leﬅ a more honorable man than thou be bidden of him; and he that bad thee and him, come and ſay to thee,—Give this man place: and thou begin with ame to take the loweﬅ room.


  —But thou, when thou art bidden, go and t down in the loweﬅ room:—hard leure!—In the loweﬅ room?—What,—do I owe nothing to myſelf? Muﬅ I forget my ﬅation, my charaer in life? Regn the precedence which my birth, my fortune, my talents, have already placed me in poeon of;—give all up!—and ſuﬀer inferiors to take my honors? Yes;—for that, ſays our Saviour, is the road to it: “For when he that bad thee cometh, he will ſay to thee, Friend, go up higher; then alt thou have worip in the preſence of them that t at meat with thee:—for whoſoever exalteth himſelf all be abaſed; and he “that humbleth himſelf all be exalted.”


  To make good the truth of which declaration, it is not neceary we ould look beyond this life, and ſay, That in that day of retribution, wherein every high thing all be brought low, and every irregular paon dealt with as it deſerves;—that pride, amongﬅ the reﬅ (condered as a vicious charaer), all meet with its proper puniment of being abaſed, and lying down for ever in ame and dionor.—It is not neceary we ould look ſo far forwards for the accompliment of this: the words ſeem not ſo much to imply the threat of a diﬅant puniment, the execution of which was to be reſpited to that day;—as the declaration of a plain truth depending upon the natural courſe of things, and evidently veriﬁed in every hour’s commerce of the world; from whence, as well as from our reaſoning upon the point, it is found, That Pride lays us open to ſo many mortifying encounters, which Humility in its own nature reﬅs ſecure from, that verily, each of them, in this world, have their reward faithfully dealt out by the natural workings of men’s paons; which, though very bad executioners in general, yet are ſo far juﬅ ones in this, that they ſeldom ſuﬀer the exultations of an inſolent temper to eſcape the abaſement, or the deportment of a humble one to fail of the honor, which each of their charaers do deſerve.


  In other vicious excees which a man commits, the world (though it is not much to its credit) ſeems to ﬅand pretty neuter: if you are extravagant or intemperate, you are looked upon as the greateﬅ enemy to yourſelf,—or if an enemy to the public, at leaﬅ you are ſo remote a one to each individual, that no one feels himſelf immediately concerned in your puniment: but in the inﬅances of Pride, the attack is perſonal: for as this paon can only take its riſe from a ſecret compariſon which the party has been making of himſelf to my diſadvantage, every intimation he gives me of what he thinks of the matter, is ſo far a dire injury, either as it withholds the reſpe which is my due,—or perhaps denies me to have any; or elſe, which prees equally hard, as it puts me in mind of the defes which I really have, and of which I am truly conſcious, and conſequently think myſelf the leſs deſerving of an admonition: in every one of which caſes, the proud man, in whatever language he ſpeaks it,—if it is expreve of this ſuperiority over me, either in the gifts of fortune, the advantages of birth or improvements, as it has proceeded from a mean eﬅimation, and pobly a very unfair one, of the like pretenons in myſelf,—the attack, I ſay, is perſonal; and has generally the fate to be felt and reſented as ſuch.


  So that with regard to the preſent inconveniences, there is ſcarce any vice, bating ſuch as are immediately punied by laws, which a man may not indulge with more ſafety to himſelf, than this one of Pride;—the humbleﬅ of men not being ſo entirely void of the paon themſelves, but that they ſuﬀer ſo much from the overﬂowings of it in others, as to make the literal accompliment of the text a common intereﬅ and concern: in which they are generally ſucceſsful,—the nature of the vice being ſuch, as not only to tempt you to it, but to aﬀord the occaons itſelf of its own humiliation.


  The proud man,—ſee!—he is ſore all over; touch him—you put him to pain: and though of all others, he as as if every mortal was void of all ſenſe and feeling, yet is poeed with ſo nice and exquite a one himſelf, that the ights, the little negles and inﬅances of diſeﬅeem, which would be ſcarce felt by another man, are perpetually wounding him, and oft-times piercing him to his very heart.


  I would not, therefore, be a proud man was it only for this, that it ould not be in the power of every one who thought ﬁt—to chaﬅiſe me;—my other inﬁrmities, however unworthy of me, at leaﬅ will not incommode me:—ſo little diſcountenance do I ſee given to them, that it is not the world’s fault, if I ſuﬀer by them:—but here—if I exalt myſelf, I have no proſpe of eſcaping;—with this vice I ﬅand ſwoln up in every body’s way, and muﬅ unavoidably be thruﬅ back: which ever way I turn, whatever ﬅep I take under the direion of this paon, I preſs unkindly upon ſome one, and in return, muﬅ prepare myſelf for ſuch mortifying repulſes, as will bring me down, and make me go on my way ſorrowing.


  This is from the nature of things, and the experience of life as far back as Solomon, whoſe obſervation upon it was the ſame,—and it will ever hold good, “that before honor was humility, and a haughty ſpirit before a fall,—Put not therefore thyſelf forth in the preſence of the king, and ﬅand not in the place of great men:—for better is it—(which by the way is the very diuave in the text)—better is it, that it be ſaid unto thee, Friend, come up higher, than that thou ouldeﬅ be put lower in the preſence of the prince whom thine eyes have ſeen.”


  Thus much for the illuﬅration of this one argument of our Saviour’s, againﬅ Pride:—there are many other conderations which expoſe the weakneſs of it, which his knowledge of the heart of man might have ſuggeﬅed; but as the particular occaon which gave riſe to this leure of our Saviour’s againﬅ Pride naturally led him to ſpeak of the mortiﬁcations which attend ſuch inﬅances of it, as he then beheld:—for this reaſon the other arguments might be omitted, which perhaps in a ſet diſcourſe would be doing injuﬅice to the ſubje. I all, therefore, in the remaining part of this, beg leave to oﬀer ſome other conderations of a moral as well as a religious nature upon this ſubje, as ſo many inducements to check this weak paon in man; which though one of the moﬅ inconvenient of his inﬁrmities,—the moﬅ painful and diſcourteous to ſociety, yet, by a ſad fatality, ſo it is, that there are few vices, except ſuch whoſe temptations are immediately ſeated in our natures, to which there is ſo general a propenty throughout the whole race.


  This had led ſome ſatirical pens to write, That all mankind at the bottom were proud alike;—that one man diﬀered from another, not ſo much in the diﬀerent portions which he poeed of it, as in the diﬀerent art and addreſs by which he excels in the management and diſguiſe of it to the world: we trample, no doubt, too often, upon the pride of Plato’s mantle, with as great a pride of our own; yet on the whole, the remark has more ſpleen than truth in it; there being thouſands (if any evidence is to be allowed) of the moﬅ unaﬀeed humility, and trueﬅ poverty of ſpirit, which aions can give proof of. Notwithﬅanding this, ſo much may be allowed to the obſervation, That Pride is a vice which grows up in ſociety ſo inſenbly;—ﬅeals in unobſerved upon the heart upon ſo many occaons;—forms itſelf upon ſuch ﬅrange pretenons, and when it has done, veils itſelf under ſuch a variety of unſuſpeed appearances,—ſometimes even under that of Humility itſelf;—in all which caſes, Self-love, like a falſe friend, inﬅead of checking, moﬅ treacherouy feeds this humour, points out ſome excellence in every ſoul to make him vain, and think more highly of himſelf, than he ought to think;—that, upon the whole, there is no one weakneſs into which the heart of man is more ealy betray’d—or which requires greater helps of good ſenſe and good principles to guard againﬅ.


  And ﬁrﬅ, the root from which it ſprings is no inconderable diſcredit to the fruit.


  If you look into the beﬅ moral writers, who have taken pains to ſearch into the grounds of this paon,—they will tell you, that Pride is the vice of little and contraed ſouls;—that whatever aﬀeation of greatneſs it generally wears and carries in the looks, there is always meanneſs in the heart of it:—a haughty and an abje temper, I believe, are much nearer akin than they will acknowledge;—like poor relations, they look a little y at one another at ﬁrﬅ ght, but trace back their pedigree, they are but collateral branches from the ſame ﬅem; and there is ſcarce any one who has not ſeen many ſuch inﬅances of it, as one of our poets alludes to, in that admirable ﬅroke he has given of this aﬃnity, in his deſcription of a “Pride which licks the duﬅ.” As it has meanneſs at the bottom of it,—ſo it is juﬅly charged with having weakneſs there too, of which it gives the ﬅrongeﬅ proof in regard to the chief end it has in view, and the abſurd means it takes to bring it about.


  Conder a moment,—What is it the proud man aims at?—why,—ſuch a meaſure of reſpe and deference as is due to his ſuperior merit, &c. &c.


  Now, good ſenſe and a knowledge of the world ew us, that how much ſoever of theſe are due to a man, allowing he has made a right calculation, they are ﬅill dues of ſuch a nature, that they are not to be inﬅed upon: Honor and Reſpe muﬅ be a “Free-will oﬀering:” treat them otherwiſe, and claim them from the world as a tax,—they are ſure to be withheld; the ﬁrﬅ diſcovery of ſuch an expeation diſappoints it, and prejudices your title to it for ever.


  To this ſpeculative argument of its weakneſs, it has generally the ill fate to add another of a more ſubﬅantial nature, which is matter of fa; that to turn giddy upon every little exaltation, is experienced to be no leſs a mark of a weak brain in the ﬁgurative, than it is in the literal ſenſe of the expreon—in ſober truth, ’tis but a ſcurvy kind of a trick (quoties voluit Fortuna jocari)—when Fortune, in one of her merry moods, takes a poor devil with this paon in his head, and mounts him up all at once as high as e can get him,—for it is ſure to make him play ſuch fantaﬅic tricks, as to become the very fool of the comedy; and was he not a general benefaor to the world in making it merry, I know not how Spleen could be paciﬁed during the repreſentation.


  A third argument againﬅ Pride is, the natural connexion it has with vices of an unſocial aſpe: the Scripture ſeldom introduces it alone—Anger, or Strife, or Revenge, or ſome inimical paon, is ever upon the ﬅage with it; the proofs and reaſons of which I have not time to enlarge on, and therefore all ſay no more upon this argument than this,—that was there no other; yet the bad company this vice is generally found in, would be ſuﬃcient by itſelf to engage a man to avoid it.


  Thus much for the moral conderations upon this ſubje; a great part of which, as they illuﬅrate chieﬂy the inconveniencies of Pride in a ſocial light, may ſeem to have a greater tendency to make men guard the appearances of it, than conquer the paon itſelf, and root it out of their nature: to do this eﬀeually, we muﬅ add the arguments of religion, without which, the beﬅ moral diſcourſe may prove little better than a cold political leure, taught merely to govern the paon ſo, as not to be injurious to a man’s preſent intereﬅ or quiet; all which a man may learn to praiſe well enough, and yet at the ſame time be a perfe ﬅranger to the beﬅ part of humility, which implies not a concealment of Pride, but an abſolute conqueﬅ over the ﬁrﬅ rings of it which are felt in the heart of man.


  And, ﬁrﬅ, one of the moﬅ perſuave arguments which religion oﬀers to this end, is that which riſes from the ﬅate and condition of ourſelves, both as to our natural and moral imperfeions. It is impoble to reﬂe a moment upon this hint, but with a heart full of the humble exclamation, “O God! what is man!—even a thing of nought;”—a poor, inﬁrm, miſerable, ort-lived creature, that paes away like a adow, and is haﬅening oﬀ the ﬅage where the theatrical titles and diﬅinions, and the whole maſk of Pride which he has worn for a day will fall oﬀ, and leave him naked as a negleed ave. Send forth your imagination, I beſeech you, to view the laﬅ ſcene of the greateﬅ and proudeﬅ who ever awed and governed the world—ſee the empty vapour diſappearing! one of the arrows of mortality this moment ﬅicks faﬅ within him:—ſee,—it forces out his life, and freezes his blood and ſpirits.


  —Approach his bed of ﬅate,—lift up the curtain,—regard a moment with lence—


  —Are theſe cold hands and pale lips all that is left of him who was canonized by his own pride, or made a god of by his ﬂatterers?


  O my ſoul! with what dreams haﬅ thou been bewitched? how haﬅ thou been deluded by the objes thou haﬅ ſo eagerly graſped at?


  If this reﬂeion from the natural imperfeion of man, which he cannot remedy, does nevertheleſs ﬅrike a damp upon human Pride, much more muﬅ the conderations do ſo, which ariſe from the wilful depravations of his nature.


  Survey yourſelves, my dear Chriﬅians, a few moments in this light; behold a diſobedient, ungrateful, intraable, and diſorderly ſet of creatures, going wrong ſeven times in a day,—aing ſometimes every hour of it againﬅ your own conviions, your own intereﬅs, and the intentions of your God, who wills and propoſes nothing but your happineſs and proſperity—what reaſon does this view furni you for Pride? how many does it ſuggeﬅ to mortify and make you aamed?—Well might the ſon of Syrach ſay in that ſarcaſm tical remark of his upon it, “That Pride was not made for man”—for ſome purpoſes, and for ſome particular beings, the paon might have been aped—but not for him;—fancy it where you will, ’tis no where ſo improper—’tis in no creature ſo unbecoming.


  —But why ſo cold an aent to ſo inconteﬅed a truth?—Perhaps thou haﬅ reaſons to be proud;—for heaven’s ſake let us hear them.—Thou haﬅ the advantages of birth and title to boaﬅ of—or thou ﬅandeﬅ in the ſunine of court favor—or thou haﬅ a large fortune—or great talents—or much learning—or Nature has beﬅowed her graces upon thy perſon—ſpeak—on which of theſe foundations haﬅ thou raiſed this fanciful ﬅruure?—Let us examine them.


  Thou art well born:—then truﬅ me, ’twill pollute no one drop, of thy blood to be humble: humility calls no man down from his rank,—diveﬅs not princes of their titles; it is in life what the clear obſcure is in painting; it makes the hero ﬅep forth in the canvas, and detaches his ﬁgure from the groupe in which he would otherwiſe ﬅand confounded for ever.


  If thou art rich, then ew the greatneſs of thy fortune,—or, what is better, the greatneſs of thy ſoul, in the meekneſs of thy converſation; condeſcend to men of low eﬅate, ſupport the diﬅreed, and patronize the negleed. Be great; but let it be in condering riches as they are, as “talents committed to an earthen veel.”—That thou art but the receiver, and that to be obliged and to be vain too, is but the old ſoleciſm of pride and beggary, which, though they often meet, yet ever make but an abſurd ſociety.


  If thou art powerful in intereﬅ, and ﬅandeﬅ deiﬁed by a ſervile tribe of dependents, why ouldeﬅ thou be proud, becauſe they are hungry?—Scourge me ſuch ſycophants: they have turned the heads of thouſands as well as thine.


  —But ’tis thy own dexterity and ﬅrength which have gained thee this eminence:—allow it; but art thou proud that thou ﬅandeﬅ in a place where thou art the mark of one man’s envy, another man’s malice, or a third man’s revenge,—where good men may be ready to ſuſpe thee, and whence bad men will be ready to pull thee down? I would be proud of nothing that is uncertain: Hainan was ſo, becauſe he was admitted alone to Queen Eﬅher’s banquet; and the diﬅinion raiſed him,—but it was ﬁfty cubits higher than he ever dreamed or thought of.


  Let us paſs on to the pretences of learning, &c. &c. If thou haﬅ a little, thou wilt be proud of it in courſe: if thou haﬅ much, and good ſenſe along with it, there will be no reaſon to diſpute againﬅ the paon: a beggarly parade of remnants is but a ſorry obje of Pride at the beﬅ;—but more ſo when we can cry out upon it, as the poor man did of his hatchet,—* “Alas! Maﬅer, for it was borrowed.”


  It is treaſon to ſay the ſame of Beauty—whatever we do of the arts and ornaments with which Pride is wont to ſet it oﬀ: the weakeﬅ minds are moﬅ caught with both; being ever glad to win attention and credit from ſmall and ender accidents, through diſability of purchang them by better means. In truth, beauty has ſo many charms, one knows not how to ſpeak againﬅ it; and when it happens that a graceful ﬁgure is the habitation of a virtuous ſoul, when the beauty of the face ſpeaks out the modeﬅy and humility of the mind, and the juﬅneſs of the proportion raiſes our thoughts up to the art and wiſdom of the great Creator, ſomething may be allowed it,—and ſomething to the embelliments which ſet it oﬀ;—and yet, when the whole apology is read, it will be found at laﬅ, that Beauty, like Truth, never is ſo glorious as when it goes the plaineﬅ.


  Simplicity is the great friend to nature, and if I would be proud of any thing in this lly world, it ould be of this honeﬅ alliance.


  Conder what has been ſaid; and may the God of all mercies and kindneſs watch over your paons, and inſpire you “with all humbleneſs of mind, meekneſs, patience, and long-ſuﬀering.”—Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON X.


  Humility.


  SERMON X.


  
    Matthew xi. 29.


    Learn of me, for I am meek and lowly in heart; and ye all ﬁnd reﬅ unto your ſouls.

  


  THE great buneſs of man is, the regulation of his ſpirit; the poeon of ſuch a frame and temper of mind, as will lead us peaceably through this world, and in the many weary ﬅages of it, aﬀords us what we all be ſure to ﬅand in need of,—“Reﬅ unto our ſouls.”


  Reﬅ unto our ſouls!—’tis all we want—the end of all our wies and purſuits: give us a proſpe of this, we take the wings of the morning, and ﬂy to the uttermoﬅ parts of the earth to have it in poeon: we ſeek for it in titles, in riches, and pleaſures;—climb up after it by ambition, come down again, and ﬅoop for it by avarice,—try all extremes; ﬅill we are gone out of the way, nor is it, till after many miſerable experiments, that we are convinced at laﬅ, we have been ſeeking every where for it, but where there is a proſpe of ﬁnding it; and that is, within ourſelves, in a meek and lowly diſpotion of heart. This, and this only, will give us reﬅ unto our ſouls:—teﬅ, from thoſe turbulent and haughty paons which diﬅurb our quiet:—reﬅ, from the provocations and diſappointments of the world, and a train of untold evils too long to be recounted, againﬅ all which this frame and preparation of mind is the beﬅ proteion.


  I beg you will go along with me in this argument. Conder how great a are of the uneanees which take up and torment our thoughts, owe their riſe to nothing elſe but the diſpotions of mind which are oppote to this charaer.


  With regard to the provocations and oﬀences which are unavoidably happening to a man in his commerce with the world, take it as a rule,—as a man’s pride is, ſo is always his diſpleaſure:—as the opinion of himſelf riſes, ſo does the injury,—ſo does his reſentment: ’tis this which gives edge and force to the inﬅrument which has ﬅruck him, and excites that heat in the wound which renders it incurable.


  See how diﬀerent the caſe is with the humble man: one half of theſe painful conﬂis he aually eſcapes; the other part fall lightly on him:—he provokes no man by contempt; thruﬅs himſelf forward as the mark of no man’s envy: ſo that he cuts oﬀ the ﬁrﬅ fretful occaons of the greateﬅ part of theſe evils; and for thoſe in which the paons of others would involve him, like the humble rub in the valley, gently gives way, and ſcarce feels the injury of thoſe ﬅormy encounters which rend the proud cedar, and tear it up by its roots.


  If you conder it with regard to the many diſappointments of this life, which ariſe from the hopes of bettering our condition, and advancing in the world, the reaſoning is the ſame.


  What we expe, is ever in proportion to the eﬅimate made of ourſelves; when pride and ſelf-love have brought us in their account of this matter, we ﬁnd that we are worthy of all honors,—ﬁt for all places and employments:—as our expeations riſe and multiply, ſo muﬅ our diſappointments with them; and there needs nothing more to lay the foundation of our unhappineſs, and both to make and keep us miſerable. And, in truth, there is nothing ſo common in life, as to ſee thouſands, who, you would ſay, had all the reaſon in the world to be at reﬅ, ſo torn up and diſquieted with ſorrows of this claſs, and ſo inceantly tortured with the diſappointments which their pride and paons have created for them, that though they appear to have all the ingredients of happineſs in their hands, they can neither compound or uſe them:—how ould they? the goad is ever in their des, and ſo hurries them on from one expeation to another, as to leave them no reﬅ day or night.


  Humility, therefore, recommends itſelf as a ſecurity againﬅ theſe heart-aches, which, though ridiculous ſometimes in the eye of the beholder, yet are ſerious enough to the man who ſuﬀers them, and I believe would make no inconderable account in a true catalogue of the diſquietudes of mortal man: againﬅ theſe, I ſay, Humility is the beﬅ defence.


  He that is little in his own eyes, is little too in his deres, and conſequently moderate in his purſuit of them: like another man, he may fail in his attempts, and loſe the point he aimed at,—but that is all,—he loſes not himſelf,—he loſes not his happineſs and peace of mind with it,—even the contentions of the humble man are mild and placid.—Bleed charaer! when ſuch a one is thruﬅ back, who does not pity him?—when he falls, who would not ﬅretch out a hand to raiſe him up?


  And here, I cannot help ﬅopping in the midﬅ of this argument, to make a ort obſervation, which is this. When we reﬂe upon the charaer of humility,—we are apt to think it ﬅands the moﬅ naked and defenceleſs of all virtues whatever,—the leaﬅ able to ſupport its claims againﬅ the inſolent antagoniﬅ who ſeems ready to bear him down, and all oppotion which ſuch a temper can make.


  Now, if we conder him as ﬅanding alone,—no doubt, in ſuch a caſe he will be overpowered and trampled upon by his oppoſer;—but if we conder the meek and lowly man, as he is—fenced and guarded by the love, the friendip, and wies of all mankind,—that the other ﬅands alone, hated, diſcountenanced, without one true friend, or hearty well-wier on his de;—when this is balanced, we all have reaſon to change our opinion, and be convinced that the humble man, ﬅrengthened with ſuch an alliance, is far from being ſo overmatched as at ﬁrﬅ ght he may appear;—nay, I believe one might venture to go further and engage for it, that in all ſuch caſes, where real fortitude and true perſonal courage were wanted, he is much more likely to give proof of it, and I would ſooner look for it in ſuch a temper than in that of his adverſary. Pride may make a man violent,—but Humility will make him ﬁrm:—and which of the two, do you think, likely to come oﬀ with honor?—he, who as from the changeable impulſe of heated blood, and follows the uncertain motions of his pride and fury,—or the man who ﬅands cool and colleed in himſelf; who governs his reſentments, inﬅead of being governed by them, and on every occaon as upon the ﬅeady motives of principle and duty?


  But this by the way;—though in truth it falls in with the main argument; for if the obſervation is juﬅ, and Humility has the advantages where we ould leaﬅ expe them, the argument riſes higher in behalf of thoſe which are more apparently on its de.—In all which, if the humble man ﬁnds, what the proud man muﬅ never hope for in this world, that is, “reﬅ to his ſoul,”—ſo does he likewiſe meet with it from the inﬂuence ſuch a temper has upon his condition under the evils of his life, not as chargeable upon the vices of men, but as the portion of his inheritance, by the appointment of God. For if, as Job ſays, we are born to trouble as the ſparks ﬂy upwards, ſurely it is he who thinks the greateﬅ of theſe troubles below his ns,—and the ſmalleﬅ favors above his merit, that is likely to ſuﬀer the leaﬅ from the one, and enjoy the moﬅ from the other: ’tis he who poees his ſoul in meekneſs, and keeps it ſubjeed to all the iues of fortune, that is the fartheﬅ out of their reach.—No.—He blames not the ſun, though it does not ripen his vine, nor bluﬅers at the winds, though they bring him no proﬁt. If the fountain of the humble man riſes not as high as he could wi,—he thinks, however, that it riſes as high as it ought; and as the laws of nature ﬅill do their duty, that he has no cauſe to complain againﬅ them.


  If diſappointed of riches—he knows the providence of God is not his debtor; that though he has received leſs than others, yet as he thinks himſelf leſs than the leaﬅ, he has reaſon to be thankful.


  If the world goes untoward with the humble man, in other reſpes,—he knows a truth which the proud man does never acknowledge, and that is, that the world was not made for him; and therefore how little are ſoever he has of its advantages, he ſees an argument of content, in reﬂeing how little it is, that a compound of n, of ignorance, and frailty, has grounds to expe.


  A ſoul thus turned and regned, is carried ſmoothly down the ﬅream of providence; no temptations in his paage diſquiet him with dere,—no dangers alarm him with fear: though open to all the changes and chances of others,—vet by ſeeing the juﬅice of what happens,—and humbly giving way to the blow,—though he is ſmitten, he is not ſmitten like other men, or feels the ſmart which they do.


  Thus much for the dorine of Humility; let us now look towards the example of it.


  It is obſerved by ſome one, that as pride was the paon through which n and miſery entered into the world, and gave our enemy the triumph of ruining our nature, that therefore the Son of God, who came to ſeek and to ſave that which was loﬅ, when he entered upon the work of our reﬅoration, he began at the very point where he knew we had failed; and this he did by endeavouring to bring the ſoul of man back to its original temper of Humility; ſo that his ﬁrﬅ public addreſs from the Mount began with a declaration of bleedneſs to the poor in ſpirit,—and almoﬅ his laﬅ exhortation in the text, was to copy the fair original he had ſet them of this virtue, and “to learn of him to be meek and lowly in heart.”


  It is the moﬅ unanſwerable appeal that can be made to the heart of man,—and ſo perſuave and accommodated to all Chriﬅians, that as much pride as there is ﬅill in the world, it is not credible but that every believer muﬅ receive ſome tinure of the charaer or bias towards it from the example of ſo great and yet ſo humble a Maﬅer, whoſe whole courſe of life was a particular leure to this one virtue; and in every inﬅance of it ewed that he came not to are the pride and glories of life, or ſwell the hopes of ambitious followers, but to caﬅ a damp upon them for ever, by appearing himſelf rather as a ſervant than a maﬅer,—coming, as he continually declared, not to be miniﬅered unto, but to miniﬅer; and as the Prophet had foretold in that mournful deſcription of him,—to have no form or comelineſs, nor any beauty that they ould dere him. The voluntary meanneſs of his birth,—the poverty of his life,—the low oﬃces in which it was engaged, in preaching the Goſpel to the poor,—the inconveniences which attended the execution of it, in having no where to lay his head,—all ſpoke the ſame language:—that the God of truth ould ſubmit to the ſuſpicion of an impoﬅure:—his humble deportment under that, and a thouſand provocations of a thankleſs people, ﬅill raiſes this charaer higher;—and what exalts it to its higheﬅ pitch,—the tender and pathetic proof he gave of the ſame diſpotion at the concluon and great cataﬅrophe of his ſuﬀerings,—when a life full of ſo many inﬅances of humility was crowned with the moﬅ endearing one of “humbling himſelf even to the death of the croſs”—the death of a ave, a malefaor—dragged to Calvary, without oppotion—inſulted without complaint.—


  —Bleed Jesus! how can the man who calls upon thy name, but learn of thee to be meek and lowly in heart?—how can he but proﬁt when ſuch a leon was ſeconded—by ſuch an example?


  If humility ines ſo bright in the charaer of Christ, ſo does it in that of his religion; the true ſpirit of which tends all the ſame way.—Chriﬅianity, when rightly explained and praiſed, is all meekneſs and candour, and love and courteſy: and there is no one paon our Saviour rebukes ſo often, or with ſo much arpneſs, as that one, which is ſubverve of theſe kind eﬀes,—and that is pride, which in proportion as it governs us, necearily leads us on to a diſcourteous opinion and treatment of others.—I ſay, necearily,—becauſe ’tis a natural conſequence, and the progreſs from the one to the other is unavoidable.


  This our Saviour often remarks in the charaer of the Phariſees:—they truﬅed in themſelves,—’twas no wonder then they deſpiſed others.


  This, I believe, might principally relate to ſpiritual pride, which, by the way, is the worﬅ of all prides; and as it is a very bad ſpecies of a very bad paon, I cannot do better than conclude the diſcourſe with ſome remarks upon it.


  In moﬅ conceits of a religious ſuperiority, there has uſually gone hand in hand with it, another fancy,—which, I ſuppoſe, has fed it; and that is, a perſuaon of ſome more than ordinary aids and illuminations from above.—Let us examine this matter.


  That the inﬂuence and aﬅance of God’s ſpirit in a way imperceptible to us, does enable us to render him an acceptable ſervice, we learn from Scripture. In what particular manner this is eﬀeed, ſo that the a all ﬅill be imputed ours—the Scripture ſays not: we know only the account is ſo; but as for any ſenble demonﬅrations of its workings to be felt as ſuch within us—the word of God is utterly lent; nor can that lence be ſupplied by any experience.—We have none; unleſs you call the falſe pretences to it ſuch,—ſuggeﬅed by an enthuaﬅic or diﬅempered fancy. As expreſy as we are told and pray for the inſpiration of God’s ſpirit, there are no boundaries ﬁxed, nor can any be ever marked, to diﬅingui them from the eﬀorts and determinations of our own reaſon: and as ﬁrmly as moﬅ Chriﬅians believe the eﬀes of them upon their hearts, I may venture to aﬃrm, that nce the promiſes were made, there never was a Chriﬅian of a cool head and ſound judgment, that, in any inﬅance of a change of life, would preſume to ſay, which part of his reformation was owing to divine help,—or which to the operations of his own mind; or who, upon looking back, would pretend to ﬅrike the line, and ſay, “here it was that my own reﬂeions ended;”—and at this point the ſuggeﬅions of the Spirit of God began to take place.


  However backwards the world has been in former ages in the diſcovery of ſuch points as God never meant us to know,—we have been more ſucceſsful in our own days:—thouſands can trace out now the impreons of this divine intercourſe in themſelves, from the ﬁrﬅ moment they received it, and with ſuch diﬅin intelligence of its progreſs and workings, as to require no evidence of its truth.


  It muﬅ be owned, that the preſent age has not altogether the honor of this diſcovery; there were too many grounds given to improve on in the religious cant of the laﬅ century;—when the in-comings, in-dwellings, and out-lettings of the Spirit, were the ſubjes of ſo much ediﬁcation; and, when, as they do now, the moﬅ illiterate mechanics, who, as a witty divine ſaid of them, were much ﬁtter to make a pulpit than get into one, were yet able ſo to frame their nonſenſe to the nonſenſe of the times, as to beget an opinion in their followers, not only that they pray’d and preach’d by inſpiration, but that the moﬅ common aions of their lives were ſet about in the Spirit of the Lord.


  The tenets of the quakers (a harmleſs quiet people) are collateral deſcendants from the ſame enthuaﬅic original; and their accounts and way of reaſoning upon their inward light and ſpiritual worip, are much the ſame; which laﬅ they carry thus much further, as to believe the Holy Ghoﬅ comes down upon their aemblies, and moves them, without regard to condition or ſex, to make interceons with unutterable groans.


  So that, in fa, the opinions of methodiﬅs, upon which I was ﬁrﬅ entering, is but a republication with ſome alterations of the ſame extravagant conceits; and as enthuaſm generally ſpeaks the ſame language in all ages, ’tis but too ſadly veriﬁed in this; for though we have not yet got to the old terms of the in-comings and in-dwellings of the Spirit,—yet we have arrived at the ﬁrﬅ feelings of its entrance, recorded with as particular an exaneſs as an a of ﬁliation,—ſo that numbers will tell you the identical place,—the day of the month, and the hour of the night, when the Spirit came in upon them, and took poeon of their hearts.


  Now there is this inconvenience on our de, That there is no arguing with a phrenzy of this kind: for unleſs a repreſentation of the caſe be a confutation of its folly to them, they muﬅ for ever be led captive by a deluon, from which no reaſoner can redeem them: for if you ould inquire upon what evidence ſo ﬅrange a perſuaon is grounded?—they will tell you, “They feel it is ſo.”—If you reply, That this is no conviion to you, who do not feel it like them, and therefore would wi to be ſatisﬁed by what tokens they are able to diﬅingui ſuch emotions from thoſe of fancy and complexion? they will anſwer, That the manner of it is incommunicable by human language, but ’tis a matter of fa,—they feel its operations as plain and diﬅin, as the natural ſenſations of pleaſure, or the pains of a diſorder’d body.—And nce I have mentioned a diſorder’d body, I cannot help ſuggeﬅing that amongﬅ the more ſerious and deluded of this ſe, ’tis much to be doubted whether a diſorder’d body has not oft-times as great a are in letting in theſe conceits as a diſorder’d mind.


  When a poor diſconſolated drooping creature is terriﬁed from all enjoyment,—prays without ceang till his imagination is heated,—faﬅs and mortiﬁes and mopes, till his body is in as bad a plight as his mind: is it a wonder, that the mechanical diﬅurbances and conﬂis of an empty belly, interpreted by an empty head, ould be miﬅook for workings of a diﬀerent kind from what they are;—or that in ſuch a tuation, where the mind ts upon the watch for extraordinary occurrences, and the imagination is pre-engaged on its de, is it ﬅrange if every commotion ould help to ﬁx him in this malady, and make him a ﬁtter ſubje for the treatment of a Phycian than a Divine?


  In many caſes, they ſeem ſo much above the ſkill of either, that unleſs God in his mercy rebuke this lying ſpirit, and call it back,—it may go on and perſuade millions into their deﬅruion.


  ☜


  SERMON XI.


  Advantages of Chriﬅianity to the

  world.


  SERMON XI.


  
    Romans i. 22.


    Profeng themſelves to be wiſe, they became fools.

  


  THERE is no one proje to which the whole race of mankind is ſo univerſally a bubble, as to that of being thought wiſe: and the aﬀeation of it is ſo vible in men of all complexions, that you every day ſee ſome one or other ſo very ſolicitous to eﬅabli the charaer, as not to allow himſelf leiſure to do the things which fairly win it;—expending more art and ﬅratagem to appear ſo in the eyes of the world, than what would ſuﬃce to make him ſo in truth.


  It is owing to the force of this dere, that you ſee in general there is no injury touches a man ſo ſenbly, as an inſult upon his parts and capacity; tell a man of other defes, that he wants learning, induﬅry or application,—he will hear your reproof with patience.—Nay, you may go further: take him in a proper ſeaſon, you may tax his morals,—you may tell him he is irregular in his condu,—paonate or revengeful in his nature,—looſe in his principles;—deliver it with the gentleneſs of a friend,—pobly he’ll not only bear with you,—but, if ingenuous, he will thank you for your leure, and promiſe a reformation;—but hint—hint but at a defe in his intelleuals,—touch but that ſore place, from that moment you are look’d upon as an enemy ſent to torment him before his time, and in return may reckon upon his reſentment and ill-will for ever; ſo that in general you will ﬁnd it ſafer to tell a man, he is a knave than a fool,—and ﬅand a better chance of being forgiven, for proving he has been wanting in a point of common honeﬅy, than a point of common ſenſe.


  Strange ſouls that we are! as if to live well was not the greateﬅ argument of Wiſdom;—and, as if what reﬂeed upon our morals, did not moﬅ of all reﬂe upon our underﬅandings!


  This, however, is a reﬂeion we make a ift to overlook in the heat of this purſuit; and though we all covet this great charaer of Wiſdom, there is ſcarce any point wherein we betray more folly than in our judgments concerning it; rarely bringing this precious ore either to the teﬅ or the balance; and though ’tis of the laﬅ conſequence not to be deceived in it,—we generally take it upon truﬅ,—ſeldom ſuſpe the quality, but never the quantity of what has fallen to our lot. So that however inconﬅent a man all be in his opinions of this, and what abſurd meaſures ſoever he takes in conſequence of it, in the condu of his life,—he ﬅill ſpeaks comfort to his ſoul: and like Solomon, when he had leaﬅ pretence for it,—in the midﬅ of his nonſenſe will cry out and ſay,—“That all my wiſdom remaineth with me.”


  Where then is wiſdom to be found? and where is the place of underﬅanding?


  The politicians of this world, “profeng themſelves wiſe,”—admit of no other claims of wiſdom but the knowledge of men and buneſs, the underﬅanding the intereﬅs of ﬅates,—the intrigues of courts,—the ﬁnding out the paons and weaknees of foreign miniﬅers—and turning them and all events to their country’s glory and advantage.—


  —Not ſo the little man of this world, who thinks the main point of wiſdom is to take care of himſelf:—to be wiſe in his generation;—to make uſe of the opportunity whilﬅ he has it, of raing a fortune, and heraldizing a name.—Far wide is the ſpeculative and ﬅudious man (whoſe oﬃce is in the clouds) from ſuch little ideas:—Wiſdom dwells with him in ﬁnding out the ſecrets of nature;—ſounding the depths of arts and ſciences;—meaſuring the heavens; telling the number of the ﬅars, and calling them all by their names: ſo that when in our buſy imaginations we have built and unbuilt again God’s ﬅories in the heavens,—and fancy we have found out the point whereon to ﬁx the foundations of the earth; and in the language of the book of Job, “have ſearched out the corner-ﬅone thereof,” we think our titles to wiſdom built upon the ſame bas with thoſe of our knowledge, and that they will continue for ever.


  The miﬅake of theſe pretenders is ewn at large by the Apoﬅle, in the chapter from which the text is taken,—“Profeng themſelves Wise.”—in which expreon (by the way) St. Paul is thought to allude to the vanity of the Greeks and Romans, who being great encouragers of arts and learning, which they had carried to extraordinary heights, condered all other nations as Barbarians, in reſpe of themſelves; and amongﬅ whom, particularly the Greeks, the men of ﬅudy and inquiry had aumed to themſelves, with great indecorum, the title of the Wiſemen.


  With what parade and oﬅentation ſoever this was made out, it had the fate to be attended with one of the moﬅ mortifying abatements which could happen to Wiſdom; and that was an ignorance of thoſe points which moﬅ concerned man to know.


  This he ews from the general ﬅate of the Gentile world, in the great article of their miſconceptions of the Deity—and, as wrong notions produce wrong aions,—of the duties and ſervices they owed to him, and in courſe of what they owed to one another.


  For though, as he argues in the foregoing verſes,—“The invible things of him from the creation of the world might be clearly ſeen and underﬅood, by the things that are made—that is,—Though God, by the cleareﬅ diſcovery of himſelf, had ever laid before mankind ſuch evident proofs of his eternal Being,—his inﬁnite powers and perfeions, ſo that what is to be known of his invible nature, might all along be traced by the marks of his goodneſs,—and the vible frame and order of the world:—yet ſo utterly were they without excuſe,—that though they knew God, and ſaw his image and ſuperſcription in every part of his works,—“yet they gloriﬁed him not.”—So bad a uſe did they make of the powers given them for this great diſcovery, that inﬅead of adoring the Being thus manifeﬅed to them, in purity and truth, they fell into the moﬅ groſs and abſurd deluons,—“changed the glory of the incorruptible God, into an image made like unto corruptible men—to birds,—to four-footed beaﬅs and creeping things;—profeng themſelves to be wiſe, they became fools.”—All their ſpecious wiſdom was but a more glittering kind of ignorance, and ended in the moﬅ dionorable of all miﬅakes,—in ſetting up ﬁitious gods, to receive the tribute of their adoration and thanks.


  The fountain of religion being thus poiſoned, no winder the ﬅream ewed its eﬀes, which are charged upon them in the following words, where he deſcribes the heathen world “as full of all unrighteouſneſs,”—fornication,—covetouſneſs,—maliciouſneſs,—full of murder,—envy,—debate,—malignity,—whiſperers,—back-biters—haters of God,—proud,—boaﬅers,—inventers of evil things,—diſobedient to parents,—without underﬅanding, without natural aﬀeion,—implacable,—unmerciful!—God in heaven defend us from ſuch a catalogue!


  But theſe diſorders, if fairly condered, you’ll ſay, have in no ages ariſen ſo much from want of light, as a want of diſpotion to follow the light which God has ever imparted: that the law written in their hearts was clear and expreſs enough for any reaſonable creatures, and would have direed them had they not ſuﬀered their paons more forcibly to dire them otherwiſe: that if we are to judge from this eﬀe, namely, the corruption of the world, the ſame prejudice will recur even againﬅ the Chriﬅian religion; nce mankind have at leaﬅ been as wicked in later days, as in the more remote and mple ages of the world; and that, if we may truﬅ to fas, there are no vices which the Apoﬅle ﬁxes upon the heathen world, before the preaching of the Goſpel, which may not be paralleled by as black a catalogue of vices in the Chriﬅian world nce.


  This necearily brings us to an inquiry, Whether Chriﬅianity has done the world any ſervice?—and, how far the morals of it have been made better nce this ſyﬅem has been embraced?


  In litigating this, one might oppoſe fas to fas to the end of the world, without coming one jot nearer the point. Let us ſee how far their miﬅakes concerning the Deity will throw light upon the ſubje.


  That there was one ſupreme Being who made this world, and who ought to be woripped by his creatures, is the foundation of all religion, and ſo obvious a truth in nature—that Reaſon, as the Apoﬅle acknowledges, was always able to diſcover it: and yet it ſeems ﬅrange, that the ſame faculty which made the diſcovery, ould be ſo little able to keep true to its own judgment, and ſupport it long againﬅ the prejudices of wrong heads, and the propenty of weak ones, towards idolatry and a multiplicity of gods.


  For want of ſomething to have gone hand in hand with reaſon, and ﬁxed the perſuaon for ever upon their minds, that there was in truth but one God, the Maker and Supporter of Heaven and Earth, inﬁnite in wiſdom, and knowledge, and all perfeions;—how ſoon was this mple idea loﬅ, and mankind led to diſpoſe of theſe attributes inherent in the Godhead, and divide and ſubdivide them again amongﬅ deities, which their own dreams had given ſubﬅance to;—his eternal power and dominion parcelled out to gods of the land, to gods of the ſea, to gods of the infernal regions: whilﬅ the great God of gods, and Lord of lords, who ruleth over all the kingdoms of the world, who is ſo great that nought is able to control or withﬅand his power, was ſuppoſed to reﬅ contented with his allotment, and to want power to a within ſuch parts of his empire, as they diſmembered and agned to others.


  If the number of their gods, and this partition of their power, would leen the idea of their majeﬅy, what muﬅ be the opinions of their origin? When, inﬅead of that glorious deſcription, which Scripture gives of “The Ancient of days who inhabiteth eternity,” they gravely agned particular times and places for the births and education of their gods; ſo there was ſcarce a hamlet, or even a deſert, in Greece or Italy, which was not rendered memorable by ſome favor or accident of this kind.


  And what rendered ſuch conceits the more groſs and abſurd,—they ſuppoſed not only that the gods they woripped had a beginning, but that they were produced by ﬂely parents, and accordingly they attributed to them corporeal apes and diﬀerence of ſex: and, indeed, in this they were a little conﬅent, for their deities ſeemed to partake ſo much of the frailties to which ﬂe and blood is ſubje, that their hiﬅory and their pedigree were much of a piece, and might reaſonably claim each other. For they imputed to them not only the human defes of ignorance, want, fear, and the like, but the moﬅ unmanly ſenſualities, and what would be a reproach to human nature, ſuch as cruelty, adulteries, rapes, inceﬅ: and even in the accounts which we have from the ſublimeﬅ of their poets,—what are they, but anecdotes of their ſquabbles amongﬅ themſelves, their intrigues, their jealoues, their ungovernable tranſports of choler, nay, even their thefts, their drunkenneſs, and blooded?


  Here let us ﬅop a moment, and enquire what was Reaſon doing all this time, to be ſo miſerably inſulted and abuſed? Where held e her empire whilﬅ her bulwarks were thus borne down, and her ﬁrﬅ principles of religion and truth lay buried under them? If e was able by herſelf to regain the power e had loﬅ, and put a ﬅop to this folly and confuon, why did e not? If e was not able to reﬅ this torrent alone, the point is given up—e wanted aid; and revelation has given it.


  But though Reaſon, you’ll ſay, could not overthrow theſe popular miﬅakes, yet it ſaw the folly of them, and was at all times able to diſprove them.


  No doubt it was; and it is certain too, that the more diligent enquirers after truth did not, in fa, fall into theſe abſurd notions, which, by the way, is an obſervation more to our purpoſe than theirs who uſually make it, and ews that, though their reaſonings were good, there always wanted ſomething which they could not ſupply to give them ſuch weight, as would lay an obligation upon mankind to embrace them, and make that to be a law, which, otherwiſe, was but an opinion without force.


  Bedes, which is a more dire anſwer, though ’tis true the ableﬅ men gave no credit to the multiplicity of gods (for they had a religion for themſelves, and another for the populace), yet they were guilty of what, in eﬀe, was equally bad, in holding an opinion which necearily ſupported theſe very miﬅakes, namely, that as diﬀerent nations had diﬀerent gods, it was every man’s duty (I ſuppoſe more for quietneſs than principle’s ſake) to worip the gods of his country; which, by the way, condering their numbers, was not ſo eaſy a taſk,—for, what with celeﬅial gods, and gods aerial, terreﬅrial, and infernal, with the goddees, their wives, and miﬅrees, upon the loweﬅ computation, the heathen world acknowledged no leſs than thirty thouſand deities, all which claimed the rights and ceremonies of religious worip.


  But ’twill be ſaid, allowing the bulk of mankind were under ſuch deluons, they were ﬅill but ſpeculative.—What was that to their praice? however defeive in their theology and more abﬅraed points, their morality was no way conneed with it. There is no need, that the everlaﬅing laws of juﬅice and mercy ould be fetched down from above, nce they can be proved from more obvious mediums;—they were as neceary for the ſame good purpoſes of ſociety then, as now; and we may preſume they ſaw their intereﬅ, and purſued it.


  That the neceties of ſociety, and the impobilities of its ſubﬅing otherwiſe, would point out the convenience, or, if you will, the duty of ſocial virtues is unqueﬅionable:—but I ﬁrmly deny, that therefore religion and morality are independent of each other: they appear ſo far from it, that I cannot conceive how the one, in the true and meritorious ſenſe of the duty, can a without the inﬂuence of the other: ſurely the moﬅ exalted motive which can only be depended upon for the uniform praice of virtue, muﬅ come down from above,—from the love and imitation of the goodneſs of that Being in whoſe ght we wi to render ourſelves acceptable: this will operate at all times and all places, in the darkeﬅ cloſet, as much as on the greateﬅ and moﬅ public theatres of the world.


  But with diﬀerent conceptions of the Deity, or ſuch impure ones as they entertained, is it to be doubted whether, in the many ſecret trials of our virtue, we ould not determine our caſes of conſcience with much the ſame kind of caſuiﬅry as that of the Libertine in Terence, who, being engaged in a very unjuﬅiﬁable purſuit, and happening to ſee a piure which repreſented a known ﬅory of Jupiter in a like tranſaion, argued the matter thus within himſelf:—If the great Jupiter could not reﬅrain his appetites, and deny himſelf an indulgence of this kind—ego Homuncio hoc non facerem? all I, a mortal, an inconderable mortal too, clothed with inﬁrmities of ﬂe and blood, pretend to a virtue, which the Father of gods and men could not? What inſolence!


  The concluon was natural enough; and as ſo great a maﬅer of nature puts it into the mouth of one of his principal charaers, no doubt the language was then underﬅood; it was copied from common life, and was not the ﬁrﬅ application which had been made of the ﬅory.


  It will ſcarce admit of a queﬅion, whether vice would not naturally grow bold upon the credit of ſuch an example? or, whether ſuch impreons did not inﬂuence the lives and morals of many in the heathen world; and had there been no other proof of it, but the natural tendency of ſuch notions to corrupt them, it had been ſuﬃcient reaſon to believe it was ſo.


  No doubt, there is ſuﬃcient room for amendment in the Chriﬅian world, and we may be ſaid to be a very corrupt and bad generation of men, condering what motives we have from the purity of our religion, and the force of its ſanions, to make us better:—yet, ﬅill I aﬃrm, that if theſe reﬅraints were taken oﬀ, the world would be inﬁnitely worſe; and though ſome ſenſe of morality might be preſerved, as it was in the heathen world, with the more conderate of us, yet, in general, I am perſuaded, that the bulk of mankind, upon ſuch a ſuppotion, would ſoon come to “live without God in the world,” and in a ort time diﬀer from Indians themſelves in little elſe but their complexions.


  If, after all, the Chriﬅian religion has not left a ſuﬃcient provion againﬅ the wickedneſs of the world, the ort and true anſwer is this, That there can be none.


  It is ſuﬃcient to leave us without excuſe, that the excellency of this inﬅitution in its dorine, its precepts, and its examples, has a proper tendency to make us a virtuous and a happy people;—every page is an addreſs to our hearts to win them to theſe purpoſes;—but as religion was not intended to work upon men by force and natural necety, but by moral perſuaon, which ſets good and evil before them,—ſo that, if men have power to do the evil and chooſe the good, and will abuſe it, this cannot be avoided. Religion even implies a freedom of choice, and all the beings in the world which have it, were created free to ﬅand, and free to fall;—and therefore men who will not be perſuaded by this way of addreſs, muﬅ expe, and be contented to be reckoned with, according to the talents they have received.


  ☜


  SERMON XII.


  The ABUSES of CONSCIENCE

  condered.


  ADVERTISEMENT.


  AS the following Sermon upon Abuſes of Conſcience, has already appeared in the body of a moral work, more read than underﬅood, the Editor begs pardon of thoſe who have purchaſed it in that ape, and in this alſo, for being made to pay twice aually for the ſame thing.


  —The caſe is common: but it was judged that ſome might better like it, and others better underﬅand it juﬅ as it was preached, than with the breaks and interruptions given to the ſenſe and argument as it ﬅands there oﬀered to the world.


  It was an Aze Sermon, preached in the Cathedral Church at York, and wrote by the ſame hand with the others in theſe four volumes, and as they are probably the laﬅ (except the ſweepings of the Author’s ﬅudy after his death) that will be publied, it was thought ﬁt to add it to the colleion,—where moreover it ﬅands a chance of being read by many grave people with a much ſafer conſcience.


  All the Editor wies, is, That this may not, after all, be one of thoſe many abuſes of it ſet forth in what he is now going to read.


  SERMON XII.


  
    Hebrews, xiii. 18.


    —For we truﬅ we have a good Conſcience.—

  


  TRUST!—Truﬅ we have a good Conſcience!—Surely you will ſay, if there is any thing in this life which a man may depend upon, and to the knowledge of which he is capable of arriving upon the moﬅ indiſputable evidence, it muﬅ be this very thing,—Whether he has a good Conſcience, or no.


  If a man thinks at all, he cannot well be a ﬅranger to the true ﬅate of this account:—He muﬅ be privy to his own thoughts and deres—He muﬅ remember his paﬅ purſuits, and know certainly the true ſprings and motives, which, in general, have governed the aions of his life.


  In other matters we may be deceived by falſe appearances; and as the wiſe man complains, “Hardly do we gueſs aright at the things that are upon the earth, and with labour do we ﬁnd the things that are before us:”—but here the mind has all the evidence and fas within herſelf:—is conſcious of the web e has wove:—knows its texture and ﬁneneſs; and the exa are which every paon has had in working upon the ſeveral degns, which virtue or vice has plann’d before her.


  Now,—as Conſcience is nothing elſe but the knowledge which the mind has within itſelf of this; and the judgment, either of approbation or cenſure, which it unavoidably makes upon the ſucceve aions of our lives,—’tis plain, you will ſay, from the very terms of the propotion, whenever this inward teﬅimony goes againﬅ a man, and he ﬅands ſelf-accuſed,—that he muﬅ necearily be a guilty man. And, on the contrary, when the report is favorable on his de, and his heart condemns him not,—that it is not a matter of truﬅ, as the Apoﬅle intimates, but a matter of certainty and fa, that the “Conſcience is good,” and that the man muﬅ be good alſo.


  At ﬁrﬅ ght, this may ſeem to be a true ﬅate of the caſe; and I make no doubt but the knowledge of right and wrong is ſo truly impreſs’d upon the mind of man; that did no ſuch thing ever happen, as that the Conſcience of a man, by long habits of n, might (as the Scripture aures us it may) inſenbly become hard; and like ſome tender parts of his body, by much ﬅreſs, and continual hard uſage, loſe by degrees that nice ſenſe and perception with which God and nature endowed it:—Did this never happen:—or was it certain that ſelf-love could never hang the leaﬅ bias upon the judgment:—or that the little intereﬅs below could riſe up and perplex the faculties of our upper regions, and encompaſs them about with clouds and thick darkneſs:—could no ſuch thing as favor and aﬀeion enter this ſacred court:—did Wit diſdain to take a bribe in it, or was aamed to ew its face as an advocate for an unwarrantable enjoyment:—or, laﬅly, were we aured that Interest ﬅood always unconcerned whilﬅ the cauſe was hearing,—and that Passion never got into the judgment-ſeat, and pronounced ſentence in the ﬅead of reaſon, which is ſuppoſed always to prede and determine upon the caſe:—was this truly ſo, as the objeion muﬅ ſuppoſe, no doubt, then, the religious and moral ﬅate of a man would be exaly what he himſelf eﬅeemed it; and the guilt or innocence of every man’s life could be known, in general, by no better meaſure, than the degrees of his own approbation or cenſure.


  I own, in one caſe, whenever a man’s Conſcience does accuſe him (as it ſeldom errs on that de) that he is guilty;—and, unleſs in melancholy and hypochondriac caſes, we may ſafely pronounce that there is always ſuﬃcient grounds for the accuſation.


  But, the converſe of the propotion will not hold true, namely, That wherever there is guilt, the Conſcience muﬅ accuſe; and, if it does not, that a man is therefore innocent.—This is not fa:—ſo that the common conſolation which ſome good Chriﬅian or other is hourly adminiﬅering to himſelf,—That he thanks God his mind does not miſgive him; and that, conſequently, he has a good Conſcience, becauſe he has a quiet one.—As current as the inference is, and as infallible as the rule appears at ﬁrﬅ ght, yet, when you look nearer to it, and try the truth of this rule upon plain fas, you ﬁnd it liable to ſo much error, from a falſe application of it:—the principle on which it goes ſo often perverted:—the whole force of it loﬅ, and ſometimes ſo vilely caﬅ away, that it is painful to produce the common examples from human life, which conﬁrm this account.


  A man all be vicious and utterly debauched in his principles; exceptionable in his condu to the world: all live ameleſs,—in the open commion of a n which no reaſon or pretence can juﬅify;—a n, by which, contrary to all the workings of humanity within, he all ruin forever the deluded partner of his guilt;—rob her of her beﬅ dowry;—and not only cover her own head with dionor, but involve a whole virtuous family in ame and ſorrow for her ſake.—Surely,—you’ll think, Conſcience muﬅ lead ſuch a man a troubleſome life:—he can have no reﬅ night or day from its reproaches.


  Alas! Conſcience had ſomething elſe to do all this time than break in upon him: as Elijah reproached the god Baal, this domeﬅic god was either talking, or purſuing, or was in a journey, or, peradventure, he ept, and could not be awoke. Perhaps he was gone out in company with Honor, to ﬁght a duel;—to pay oﬀ ſome debt at play;—or dirty annuity, the bargain of his luﬅ.—Perhaps Conſcience all this time was engaged at home, talking aloud againﬅ petty larceny, and executing vengeance upon ſome ſuch puny crimes as his fortune and rank in life ſecured him againﬅ all temptation of committing:—ſo that he lives as merrily,—eeps as ſoundly in his bed;—and, at the laﬅ, meets death with as much unconcern,—perhaps, much more ſo, than a much better man.


  Another is ſordid, unmerciful;—a ﬅrait-hearted, ſelﬁ wretch, incapable either of private friendips, or public ſpirit.—Take notice how he paes by the widow and orphan in their diﬅreſs; and ſees all the miſeries incident to human life without a gh or a prayer.—Shall not Conſcience riſe up and ﬅing him on ſuch occaons? No.—Thank God, there is no occaon. “I pay every man his own,—I have no fornication to anſwer to my Conſcience, no faithleſs vows or promiſes to make up, I have debauch’d no man’s wife or child.—Thank God, I am not as other men, adulterers, unjuﬅ, or even as this libertine who ﬅands before me.”


  A third is crafty and degning in his nature.—View his whole life,—’tis nothing elſe but a cunning contexture of dark arts and unequitable ſubterfuges, baſely to defeat the true intent of all laws, plain dealing, and the ſafe enjoyment of our ſeveral properties.—You will ſee ſuch a one working out a frame of little degns upon the ignorance and perplexities of the poor and needy man:—all raiſe a fortune upon the inexperience of a youth,—or the unſuſpeing temper of his friend, who would have truﬅed him with his life. When old age comes on, and repentance calls him to look back upon this black account, and ﬅate it over again with his Conſcience—Conſcience looks into the Statutes at Large,—ﬁnds perhaps no expreſs law broken by what he has done;—perceives no penalty or forfeiture incurred;—ſees no ſcourge waving over his head,—or priſon opening its gate upon him—What is there to aﬀright his Conſcience?—Conſcience has got ſafely entrench’d behind the letter of the law, ts there invulnerable, fortiﬁed with caſes and reports ſo ﬅrongly on all des,—that ’tis not preaching can diſpoeſs it of its hold.


  Another all want even this refuge,—all break through all this ceremony of ow chicane; ſcorns the doubtful workings of ſecret plots and cautious trains to bring about his purpoſe.—See the bare-faced villain, how he cheats, lies, perjures, robs, murders,—horrid! But, indeed, much better was not to be expeed in this caſe,—the poor man was in the dark!—His prieﬅ had got the keeping of his Conſcience, and all he had let him know of it was, That he muﬅ believe in the Pope;—go to maſs;—croſs himſelf;—tell his beads;—be a good Catholic; and that this in all conſcience was enough to carry him to Heaven. What?—if he perjures?—Why,—he had a mental reſervation in it. But if he is ſo wicked and abandoned a wretch as you repreſent him,—if he robs or murders, will not Conſcience, on every ſuch a, receive a wound itſelf?—Ay—But the man has carried it to confeon, the wound digeﬅs there, and will do well enough,—and in a ort time be quite healed up by abſolution.


  O Popery! what haﬅ thou to anſwer for?—when, not content with the too many natural and fatal ways through which the heart is every day thus treacherous to itſelf above all things,—thou haﬅ wilfully ſet open this wide gate of deceit before the face of this unwary Traveller,—too apt, God knows, to go aﬅray of himſelf, and conﬁdently ſpeak peace to his ſoul when there is no peace.


  Of this the common inﬅances, which I have drawn out of life, are too notorious to require much evidence. If any man doubts the reality of them, or thinks it impoble for man to be ſuch a bubble to himſelf,—I muﬅ refer him a moment to his reﬂeions, and all then venture to truﬅ the appeal with his own heart. Let him conder in how diﬀerent a degree of deteﬅation numbers of wicked aions ﬅand there, though equally bad and vicious in their own natures—he will ſoon ﬁnd that ſuch of them as ﬅrong inclination or cuﬅom have prompted him to commit, are generally dreſs’d out and painted with all the falſe beauties which a ſoft and ﬂattering hand can give them; and that the others to which he feels no propenty, appear, at once, naked and deformed, ſurrounded with all the true circumﬅances of folly and dionor.


  When David ſurpriſed Saul eeping in the cave, and cut oﬀ the ſkirt of his robe,—we read, his heart ſmote him for what he had done.—But, in the matter of Uriah, where a faithful and gallant ſervant, whom he ought to have loved and honor’d, fell to make way for his luﬅ; where Conſcience had ſo much greater reaſon to take the alarm,—his heart ſmote him not.—A whole year had almoﬅ paed from the ﬁrﬅ commion of that crime—to the time Nathan was ſent to reprove him; and we read not once of the leaﬅ ſorrow or compunion of heart, which he teﬅiﬁed during all that time, for what he had done.


  Thus Conſcience, this once able monitor,—placed on high as a judge within us,—and intended, by our Maker, as a juﬅ and equitable one too,—by an unhappy train of cauſes and impediments,—takes often ſuch imperfe cognizance of what paes,—does its oﬃce ſo negligently,—ſometimes ſo corruptly, that it is not to be truﬅed alone: and therefore, we ﬁnd, there is a necety, an abſolute necety, of joining another principle with it, to aid, if not govern, its determinations.


  So that if you would form a juﬅ judgment of what is of inﬁnite importance to you not to be mied in, namely, in what degree of real merit you ﬅand, either as an honeﬅ mail,—an uſeful citizen,—a faithful ſubje to your king,—or a good ſervant to your God—call in Religion and Morality.—Look—What is written in the law of God?—How readeﬅ thou?—Conſult calm reaſon, and the unchangeable obligations of juﬅice and truth,—What ſay they?


  Let Conſcience determine the matter upon theſe reports,—and then, if thy heart condemn thee not,—which is the caſe the Apoﬅle ſuppoſes,—the rule will be infallible—Thou wilt have conﬁdence towards God;—that is, have juﬅ grounds to believe the judgment thou haﬅ paﬅ upon thyſelf, is the judgment of God; and nothing elſe but an anticipation of that righteous ſentence, which will be pronounced, hereafter, upon thee by that Being, before whom thou art ﬁnally to give an account of thy aions.


  Bleed is the man, indeed then, as the Author of the book of Eccleaﬅicus exprees it, who is not pricked with the multitude of his ns.—Bleed is the man whoſe heart hath not condemned him, and who is not fallen from his hope in the Lord. Whether he be rich, continues he, or whether he be poor,—if he have a good heart (a heart thus guided and inform’d)—He all at all times rejoice in a cheerful countenance—His mind all tell him more than ſeven watchmen that t above upon a tower on high. In the darkeﬅ doubts it all condu him ſafer than a thouſand Caſuiﬅs, and give the ﬅate he lives in, a better ſecurity for his behaviour, than all the clauſes and reﬅriions put together, which the wiſdom of the legiature is forced to multiply,—forced, I ſay, as things ﬅand; human laws being not a matter of original choice, but of pure necety, brought in to fence againﬅ the miſchievous eﬀes of thoſe Conſciences which are no law unto themſelves: wiſely intending by the many provions made, That in all ſuch corrupt or miſguided caſes, where principle and the checks of Conſcience will not make us upright,—to ſupply their force, and by the terrors of jails and halters oblige us to it.


  To have the fear of God before our eyes; and, in our mutual dealings with each other, to govern our aions by the eternal meaſures of right and wrong,—the ﬁrﬅ of theſe will comprehend the duties of religion: the ſecond thoſe of morality: which are ſo inſeparably conneed together, that you cannot divide theſe two Tables, even in imagination (though the attempt is often made in praice), without breaking and mutually deﬅroying them both.


  I ſaid the attempt is often made;—and ſo it is; there being nothing more common than to ſee a man, who has no ſenſe at all of religion,—and indeed has ſo much of honeﬅy, as to pretend to none; who would yet take it as the bittereﬅ aﬀront, ould you but hint at a ſuſpicion of his moral charaer,—or imagine he was not conſcientiouy juﬅ, and ſcrupulous to the uttermoﬅ mite.


  When there is ſome appearance that it is ſo,—though one is not willing even to ſuſpe the appearance of ſo great a virtue as moral honeﬅy;—yet were we to look into the grounds of it in the preſent caſe, I am perſuaded we ould ﬁnd little reaſon to envy ſuch a man the honor of his motive.


  Let him declaim as pompouy as he can on the ſubje, it will be found at laﬅ to reﬅ upon no better foundation than either his intereﬅ, his pride, his eaſe; or ſome ſuch little and changeable paon, as will give us but ſmall dependance upon his aions in matters of great ﬅreſs.


  Give me leave to illuﬅrate this by an example.


  I know the banker I deal with, or the phycian I uſually call in, to be neither of them men of much religion: I hear them make a jeﬅ of it every day, and treat all its ſanions with ſo much ſcorn and contempt, as to put the matter paﬅ doubt. Well,—notwithﬅanding this I put my fortune into the hands of the one, and, what is dearer ﬅill to me, I truﬅ my life to the honeﬅ ſkill of the other.—Now, let me examine what is my reaſon for this great conﬁdence.—Why,—in the ﬁrﬅ place, I believe that there is no probability that either of them will employ the power I put into their hands to my diſadvantage. I conder that honeﬅy ſerves the purpoſes of this life,—I know their ſucceſs in the world depends upon the fairneſs of their charaer;—that they cannot hurt me without hurting themſelves more.


  But put it otherwiſe, namely, that intereﬅ lay for once on the other de.—That a caſe ould happen wherein the one, without ﬅain to his reputation, could ſecrete my fortune, and leave me naked in the world:—or that the other could ſend me out of it, and enjoy an eﬅate by my death, without dionor to himſelf or his art—In this this caſe what hold have I of either of them?—Religion, the ﬅrongeﬅ of all motives, is out of the queﬅion.—Intereﬅ, the next moﬅ powerful motive in this world, is ﬅrongly againﬅ me.—I have nothing left to caﬅ into the ſcale to balance this temptation.—I muﬅ lie at the mercy of honor,—or ſome ſuch capricious principle.—Strait ſecurity! for two of my beﬅ and moﬅ valuable blengs,—my property and my life!


  As therefore we can have no dependance upon morality without religion;—ſo, on the other hand, there is nothing better to be expeed from religion without morality; nor can any man be ſuppoſed to diſcharge his duties to God, (whatever fair appearances he may hang out, that he does ſo) if he does not pay as conſcientious a regard to the duties which he owes his fellow-creature.


  This is a point capable in itſelf of ﬅri demonﬅration.—Nevertheleſs, ’tis no rarity to ſee a man whoſe real moral merit ﬅands very low, who yet entertains the higheﬅ notion of himſelf, in the light of a devout and religious man. He all not only be covetous, revengeful, implacable,—but even wanting in points of common honeﬅy.—Yet becauſe he talks loud againﬅ the inﬁdelity of the age—is zealous for ſome points of religion,—goes twice a day to church, attends the ſacraments, and amuſes himſelf with a few inﬅrumental duties of religion,—all cheat his conſcience into a judgment that for this he is a religious man, and has diſcharged faithfully his duty to God: and you will ﬁnd, that ſuch a man, through force of this deluon, generally looks down with ſpiritual pride upon every other man who has leſs aﬀeation of piety, though, perhaps, ten times more moral honeﬅy than himſelf.


  This is likewiſe a ſore evil under the ſun; and I believe there is no one miﬅaken principle which, for its time, has wrought more ſerious miſchiefs. For a general proof of this, examine the hiﬅory of the Romi church.—See what ſcenes of cruelty, murders, rapines, blooded, have all been ſaniﬁed by a religion not ﬅrily governed by morality.


  In how many kingdoms of the world, has the cruſading ſword of this miſguided Saint-Errant ſpared neither age, or merit, or ſex, or condition!—And, as he fought under the banners of a religion, which ſet him looſe from juﬅice and humanity,—he ewed none—mercileſy trampled upon both, heard neither the cries of the unfortunate, nor pitied their diﬅrees.


  If the teﬅimony of paﬅ centuries in this matter is not ſuﬃcient,—conder, at this inﬅant, how the votaries of that religion are every day thinking to do ſervice and honor to God, by aions which are a dionor and ſcandal to themſelves.


  To be convinced of this, go with me for a moment into the priſons of the inquition,—Behold religion with mercy and juﬅice chain’d down under her feet, there tting ghaﬅly upon a black tribunal, prop’d up with racks and inﬅruments of torment.—Hark!—what a piteous groan!—See the melancholy wretch who uttered it, juﬅ brought forth to undergo the angui of a mock-trial, and endure the utmoﬅ pains that a ﬅudied ſyﬅem of religious cruelty has been able to invent. Behold this helpleſs viim delivered up to his tormentors. His body ſo waﬅed with ſorrow and long conﬁnement, you’ll ſee every nerve and muſcle as it ſuﬀers.—Obſerve the laﬅ movement of that horrid engine.—What convulons it has thrown him into. Conder the nature of the poﬅure in which he now lies ﬅretch’d.—What exquite torture he endures by it.—’Tis all nature can bear.—Good God! ſee how it keeps his weary ſoul hanging upon his trembling lips, willing to take its leave,—but not ſuﬀered to depart. Behold the unhappy wretch led back to his cell,—dragg’d out of it again to meet the ﬂames,—and the inſults in his laﬅ agonies, which this principle—this principle that there can be religion without morality, has prepared for him.


  The ſureﬅ way to try the merit of any diſputed notion,—is to trace down the conſequences ſuch a notion has produced, and compare them with the ſpirit of Chriﬅianity.—’Tis the ort and decive rule, which our Saviour has left for theſe and ſuch-like caſes,—and is worth a thouſand arguments.—By their fruits, ſays he, ye all know them.


  Thus religion and morality, like faﬅ friends and natural allies, can never be ſet at variance, without the mutual ruin and dionor of them both;—and whoever goes about this unfriendly oﬃce, is no well-wier to either,—and whatever he pretends, he deceives his own heart, and, I fear, his morality, as well as his religion, will be vain.


  I will add no farther to the length of this diſcourſe, than by two or three ort and independent rules, deducible from what has been ſaid.


  1ﬅ, Whenever a man talks loudly againﬅ religion, always ſuſpe that it is not his reaſon, but his paons which have got the better of his creed.—A bad life, and a good belief are diſagreeable and troubleſome neighbours, and where they ſeparate, depend upon it, ’tis for no other cauſe but quietneſs ſake.


  2dly, When a man thus repreſented, tells you in any particular inﬅance, that ſuch a thing goes againﬅ his conſcience,—always believe he means exaly the ſame thing as when he tells you ſuch a thing goes againﬅ his ﬅomach,—a preſent want of appetite being generally the true cauſe of both.


  In a word,—truﬅ that man in nothing,—who has not a conſcience in every thing.


  And in your own caſe remember this plain diﬅinion, a miﬅake which has ruin’d thouſands—that your conſcience is not a law;—no,—God and reaſon made the law, and has placed Conſcience within you to determine,—not like an Aatic cadi, according to the ebbs and ﬂows of his own paons; but like a Brit judge in this land of liberty, who makes no new law,—but faith fully declares that glorious law which he ﬁnds already written.
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  A

  DEDICATION

  to a

  GREAT MAN.


  HAVING, a priori, intended to dedicate The Amours of my Uncle Toby to Mr. ***—I ſee more reaſons, a poﬅeriori, for doing it to Lord *******.


  I ould lament from my ſoul, if this expoſed me to the jealouſy of their Reverences; becauſe a poﬅeriori, in Court-latin, gniﬁes the king hands for preferment—or anything elſe—in order to getit.


  My opinion of Lord ******* is neither better nor worſe, than it was of Mr. ***. Honours, like impreons upon coin, may give an ideal and local value to a bit of baſe metal; but Gold and Silver will paſs all the world over without any other recommendation than their own weight.


  The ſame good-will that made me think of oﬀering up half an hour’s amuſement to Mr. *** when out of place—operates more forcibly at preſent, as half an hour’s amuſement will be more ſerviceable and refreing after labour and ſorrow, than after a philoſophical repaﬅ.


  Nothing is ſo perfely Amuſement as a total change of ideas; no ideas are ſo totally diﬀerent as thoſe of Miniﬅers, and innocent Lovers: for which reaſon, when I come to talk of Stateſmen and Patriots, and ſet ſuch marks upon them as will prevent confuon and miﬅakes concerning them for the future—I propoſe to dedicate that Volume to ſome gentle Shepherd,


  
    Whoſe thoughts proud Science never taught to ﬅray,


    Far as the Stateſman’s walk or Patriot-way;


    Yet mple Nature to his hopes had given


    Out of a cloud-capp’d head a humbler heaven;


    Some untam’d World in depths of wood embraced—


    Some happier Iand in the watry-waﬅe—


    And where admitted to that equal ſky,


    His faithful Dogs ould bear him company.

  


  In a word, by thus introducing an entire new ſet of objes to his Imagination, I all unavoidably give a Diveron to his paonate and love-ck Contemplations. In the meantime,


  
    I am

  


  The AUTHOR.


  ☜
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  CHAP. I.


  ICALL all the powers of time and chance, which ſeverally check us in our careers in this world, to bear me witneſs, that I could never yet get fairly to my uncle Toby’s amours, till this very moment, that my mother’s curioty, as e ﬅated the aﬀair,—or a diﬀerent impulſe in her, as my father would have it—wied her to take a peep at them through the key-hole.


  “Call it, my dear, by its right name, quoth my father, and look through the key-hole as long as you will.”


  Nothing but the fermentation of that little ſubacid humour, which I have often ſpoken of, in my father’s habit, could have vented ſuch an innuation—he was however frank and generous in his nature, and at all times open to conviion; ſo that he had ſcarce got to the laﬅ word of this ungracious retort, when his conſcience ſmote him.


  My mother was then conjugally ſwinging with her left arm twiﬅed under his right, in ſuch wiſe, that the inde of her hand reﬅed upon the back of his—e raiſed her ﬁngers, and let them fall—it could ſcarce be call’d a tap; or if it was a tap—’twould have puzzled a caſuiﬅ to ſay, whether ’twas a tap of remonﬅrance, or a tap of confeon: my father, who was all ſenbilities from head to foot, claſs’d it right—Conſcience redoubled her blow—he turn’d his face ſuddenly the other way, and my mother ſuppong his body was about to turn with it in order to move homewards, by a croſs movement of her right leg, keeping her left as its centre, brought herſelf ſo far in front, that as he turned his head, he met her eye—Confuon again! he ſaw a thouſand reaſons to wipe out the reproach, and as many to reproach himſelf—a thin, blue, chill, pellucid chryﬅal with all its humours ſo at reﬅ, the leaﬅ mote or ſpeck of dere might have been ſeen, at the bottom of it, had it exiﬅed—it did not—and how I happen to be ſo lewd myſelf, particularly a little before the vernal and autumnal equinoxes—Heaven above knows—My mother—madam—was ſo at no time, either by nature, by inﬅitution, or example.


  A temperate current of blood ran orderly through her veins in all months of the year, and in all critical moments both of the day and night alike; nor did e ſuperinduce the leaﬅ heat into her humours from the manual eﬀerveſcencies of devotional tras, which having little or no meaning in them, nature is oft-times obliged to ﬁnd one—And as for my father’s example! ’twas ſo far from being either aiding or abetting thereunto, that ’twas the whole buneſs of his life to keep all fancies of that kind out of her head—Nature had done her part, to have ſpared him this trouble; and what was not a little inconﬅent, my father knew it—And here am I tting, this 12th day of Auguﬅ 1766, in a purple jerkin and yellow pair of ippers, without either wig or cap on, a moﬅ tragicomical completion of his prediion, “That I ould neither think, nor a like any other man’s child, upon that very account.”


  The miﬅake in my father, was in attacking my mother’s motive, inﬅead of the a itſelf; for certainly key-holes were made for other purpoſes; and condering the a, as an a which interfered with a true propotion, and denied a key-hole to be what it was—it became a violation of nature; and was ſo far, you ſee, criminal.


  It is for this reaſon, an’ pleaſe your Reverences, That key-holes are the occaons of more n and wickedneſs, than all other holes in this world put together.


  —which leads me to my uncle Toby’s amours.


  ☜


  CHAP. II.


  THOUGH the corporal had been as good as his word in putting my uncle Toby’s great ramallie-wig into pipes, yet the time was too ort to produce any great eﬀes from it: it had lain many years ſqueezed up in the corner of his old campaign trunk; and as bad forms are not ſo eaſy to be got the better of, and the uſe of candle-ends not ſo well underﬅood, it was not ſo pliable a buneſs as one would have wied. The corporal with cheary eye and both arms extended, had fallen back perpendicular from it a ſcore times, to inſpire it, if poble, with a better air—had spleen given a look at it, ’twould have coﬅ her ladyip a ſmile—it curl’d everywhere but where the corporal would have it; and where a buckle or two, in his opinion, would have done it honour, he could as ſoon have raiſed the dead.


  Such it was—or rather ſuch would it have ſeem’d upon any other brow; but the ſweet look of goodneſs which ſat upon my uncle Toby’s, amilated everything around it ſo ſovereignly to itſelf, and Nature had moreover wrote Gentleman with ſo fair a hand in every line of his countenance, that even his tarni’d gold-laced hat and huge cockade of ﬂimſy taﬀeta became him; and though not worth a button in themſelves, yet the moment my uncle Toby put them on, they became ſerious objes, and altogether ſeem’d to have been picked up by the hand of Science to ſet him oﬀ to advantage.


  Nothing in this world could have co-operated more powerfully towards this, than my uncle Toby’s blue and gold—had not Quantity in ſome meaſure been neceary to Grace: in a period of ﬁfteen or xteen years nce they had been made, by a total inaivity in my uncle Toby’s life, for he ſeldom went further than the bowling-green—his blue and gold had become ſo miſerably too ﬅrait for him, that it was with the utmoﬅ diﬃculty the corporal was able to get him into them; the taking them up at the eeves, was of no advantage.—They were laced however down the back, and at the ſeams of the des, &c., in the mode of King William’s reign; and to orten all deſcription, they one ſo bright againﬅ the ſun that morning, and had ſo metallick and doughty an air with them, that had my uncle Toby thought of attacking in armour, nothing could have ſo well impoſed upon his imagination.


  As for the thin ſcarlet breeches, they had been unripp’d by the taylor between the legs, and left at xes and ſevens—


  —Yes, Madam,—but let us govern our fancies. It is enough they were held impraicable the night before, and as there was no alternative in my uncle Toby’s wardrobe, he ſallied forth in the red plu.


  The corporal had array’d himſelf in poor Le Fever’s regimental coat; and with his hair tuck’d up under his Montero-cap, which he had furbi’d up for the occaon, march’d three paces diﬅant from his maﬅer: a whiﬀ of military pride had puﬀ’d out his irt at the wriﬅ; and upon that in a black leather thong clipp’d into a tael beyond the knot, hung the corporal’s ﬅick—My uncle Toby carried his cane like a pike.


  —It looks well at leaﬅ; quoth my father to himſelf.


  ☜


  CHAP. III.


  MY uncle Toby turn’d his head more than once behind him, to ſee how he was ſupported by the corporal; and the corporal as oft as he did it, gave a ight ﬂouri with his ﬅick—but not vapouringly; and with the ſweeteﬅ accent of moﬅ reſpeful encouragement, bid his honour “never fear.”


  Now my uncle Toby did fear; and grievouy too; he knew not (as my father had reproach’d him) ſo much as the right end of a Woman from the wrong, and therefore was never altogether at his eaſe near any one of them—unleſs in ſorrow or diﬅreſs; then inﬁnite was his pity; nor would the moﬅ courteous knight of romance have gone further, at leaﬅ upon one leg, to have wiped away a tear from a woman’s eye; and yet excepting once that he was beguiled into it by Mrs. Wadman, he had never looked ﬅedfaﬅly into one; and would often tell my father in the mplicity of his heart, that it was almoﬅ (if not about) as bad as talking bawdy.—


  —And ſuppoſe it is? my father would ſay.


  ☜


  CHAP. IV.


  SHE cannot, quoth my uncle Toby, halting, when they had march’d up to within twenty paces of Mrs. Wadman’s door—e cannot, corporal, take it amiſs.—


  —She will take it, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal, juﬅ as the Jew’s widow at Liſbon took it of my brother Tom.—


  —And how was that? quoth my uncle Toby, facing quite about to the corporal.


  Your honour, replied the corporal, knows of Tom’s misfortunes; but this aﬀair has nothing to do with them any further than this, That if Tom had not married the widow—or had it pleaſed God after their marriage, that they had but put pork into their ſauſages, the honeﬅ ſoul had never been taken out of his warm bed, and dragg’d to the inquition—’Tis a curſed place—added the corporal, aking his head,—when once a poor creature is in, he is in, an’ pleaſe your honour, for ever.


  ’Tis very true; ſaid my uncle Toby, looking gravely at Mrs. Wadman’s houſe, as he ſpoke.


  Nothing, continued the corporal, can be ſo ſad as conﬁnement for life—or ſo ſweet, an’ pleaſe your honour, as liberty.


  Nothing, Trim—ſaid my uncle Toby, mung—


  Whilﬅ a man is free,—cried the corporal, giving a ﬂouri with his ﬅick thus—


  [image: ]


  A thouſand of my father’s moﬅ ſubtle ſyllogiſms could not have ſaid more for celibacy.


  My uncle Toby look’d earneﬅly towards his cottage and his bowling-green.


  The corporal had unwarily conjured up the Spirit of calculation with his wand; and he had nothing to do, but to conjure him down again with his ﬅory, and in this form of Exorciſm, moﬅ un-eccleaﬅically did the corporal do it.


  ☜


  CHAP. V.


  AS Tom’s place, an’ pleaſe your honour, was eaſy—and the weather warm—it put him upon thinking ſeriouy of ſettling himſelf in the world; and as it fell out about that time, that a Jew who kept a ſauſage op in the ſame ﬅreet, had the ill luck to die of a ﬅrangury, and leave his widow in poeon of a roung trade—Tom thought (as everybody in Liſbon was doing the beﬅ he could deviſe for himſelf) there could be no harm in oﬀering her his ſervice to carry it on: ſo without any introduion to the widow, except that of buying a pound of ſauſages at her op—Tom ſet out—counting the matter thus within himſelf, as he walk’d along; that let the worﬅ come of it that could, he ould at leaﬅ get a pound of ſauſages for their worth—but, if things went well, he ould be ſet up; inaſmuch as he ould get not only a pound of ſauſages—but a wife and—a ſauſage op, an’ pleaſe your honour, into the bargain.


  Every ſervant in the family, from high to low, wi’d Tom ſucceſs; and I can fancy, an’ pleaſe your honour, I ſee him this moment with his white dimity waiﬅcoat and breeches, and hat a little o’ one de, pang jollily along the ﬅreet, ſwinging his ﬅick, with a ſmile and a chearful word for everybody he met:—But alas! Tom! thou ſmileﬅ no more, cried the corporal, looking on one de of him upon the ground, as if he apoﬅrophiſed him in his dungeon.


  Poor fellow! ſaid my uncle Toby, feelingly.


  He was an honeﬅ, light-hearted lad, an’ pleaſe your honour, as ever blood warm’d—


  —Then he reſembled thee, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, rapidly.


  The corporal blu’d down to his ﬁngers ends—a tear of ſentimental bafulneſs—another of gratitude to my uncle Toby—and a tear of ſorrow for his brother’s misfortunes, ﬅarted into his eye, and ran ſweetly down his cheek together; my uncle Toby’s kindled as one lamp does at another; and taking hold of the breaﬅ of Trim’s coat (which had been that of Le Fever’s) as if to eaſe his lame leg, but in reality to gratify a ﬁner feeling—he ﬅood lent for a minute and a half; at the end of which he took his hand away, and the corporal making a bow, went on with his ﬅory of his brother and the Jew’s widow.


  ☜


  CHAP. VI.


  WHEN Tom, an’ pleaſe your honour, got to the op, there was nobody in it, but a poor negro girl, with a bunch of white feathers ightly tied to the end of a long cane, ﬂapping away ﬂies—not killing them.—’Tis a pretty piure! ſaid my uncle Toby—e had ſuﬀered perſecution, Trim, and had learnt mercy—


  —She was good, an’ pleaſe your honour, from nature, as well as from hardips; and there are circumﬅances in the ﬅory of that poor friendleſs ut, that would melt a heart of ﬅone, ſaid Trim; and ſome diſmal winter’s evening, when your honour is in the humour, they all be told you with the reﬅ of Tom’s ﬅory, for it makes a part of it—


  Then do not forget, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  A negro has a ſoul? an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal (doubtingly).


  I am not much verſed, corporal, quoth my uncle Toby, in things of that kind; but I ſuppoſe, God would not leave him without one, any more than thee or me—


  —It would be putting one ſadly over the head of another, quoth the corporal.


  It would ſo; ſaid my uncle Toby. Why then, an’ pleaſe your honour, is a black wench to be uſed worſe than a white one?


  I can give no reaſon, ſaid my uncle Toby—


  —Only, cried the corporal, aking his head, becauſe e has no one to ﬅand up for her—


  —’Tis that very thing, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby,—which recommends her to proteion—and her brethren with her; ’tis the fortune of war which has put the whip into our hands now—where it may be hereafter, heaven knows!—but be it where it will, the brave, Trim! will not uſe it unkindly.


  —God forbid, ſaid the corporal.


  Amen, reſponded my uncle Toby, laying his hand upon his heart.


  The corporal returned to his ﬅory, and went on—but with an embarrament in doing it, which here and there a reader in this world will not be able to comprehend; for by the many ſudden trantions all along, from one kind and cordial paon to another, in getting thus far on his way, he had loﬅ the ſportable key of his voice, which gave ſenſe and ſpirit to his tale: he attempted twice to reſume it, but could not pleaſe himſelf; ſo giving a ﬅout hem! to rally back the retreating ſpirits, and aiding nature at the ſame time with his left arm a-kimbo on one de, and with his right a little extended, ſupporting her on the other—the corporal got as near the note as he could; and in that attitude, continued his ﬅory.


  ☜


  CHAP. VII.


  AS Tom, an’ pleaſe your honour, had no buneſs at that time with the Moori girl, he paed on into the room beyond, to talk to the Jew’s widow about love—and this pound of ſauſages; and being, as I have told your honour, an open cheary-hearted lad, with his charaer wrote in his looks and carriage, he took a chair, and without much apology, but with great civility at the ſame time, placed it cloſe to her at the table, and ſat down.


  There is nothing ſo awkward, as courting a woman, an’ pleaſe your honour, whilﬅ e is making ſauſages—So Tom began a diſcourſe upon them; ﬁrﬅ, gravely,—“as how they were made—with what meats, herbs, and ſpices”—Then a little gayly,—as, “With what ſkins—and if they never burﬅ—Whether the largeﬅ were not the beﬅ?”—and ſo on—taking care only as he went along, to ſeaſon what he had to ſay upon ſauſages, rather under than over;—that he might have room to a in—


  It was owing to the negle of that very precaution, ſaid my uncle Toby, laying his hand upon Trim’s oulder, that Count De la Motte loﬅ the battle of Wynendale: he preed too ſpeedily into the wood; which if he had not done, Lie had not fallen into our hands, nor Ghent and Bruges, which both followed her example; it was ſo late in the year, continued my uncle Toby, and ſo terrible a ſeaſon came on, that if things had not fallen out as they did, our troops muﬅ have peri’d in the open ﬁeld.—


  —Why, therefore, may not battles, an’ pleaſe your honour, as well as marriages, be made in heaven?—My uncle Toby muſed—


  Religion inclined him to ſay one thing, and his high idea of military ſkill tempted him to ſay another; ſo not being able to frame a reply exaly to his mind—my uncle Toby ſaid nothing at all; and the corporal ﬁnied his ﬅory.


  As Tom perceived, an’ pleaſe your honour, that he gained ground, and that all he had ſaid upon the ſubje of ſauſages was kindly taken, he went on to help her a little in making them.—Firﬅ, by taking hold of the ring of the ſauſage whilﬅ e ﬅroked the forced meat down with her hand—then by cutting the ﬅrings into proper lengths, and holding them in his hand, whilﬅ e took them out one by one—then, by putting them acroſs her mouth, that e might take them out as e wanted them—and ſo on from little to more, till at laﬅ he adventured to tie the ſauſage himſelf, whilﬅ e held the ſnout.—


  —Now a widow, an’ pleaſe your honour, always chuſes a ſecond huſband as unlike the ﬁrﬅ as e can: ſo the aﬀair was more than half ſettled in her mind before Tom mentioned it.


  She made a feint however of defending herſelf, by ſnatching up a ſauſage:—Tom inﬅantly laid hold of another—


  But ſeeing Tom’s had more griﬅle in it—


  She gned the capitulation—and Tom ſealed it; and there was an end of the matter.


  ☜


  CHAP. VIII.


  ALL womankind, continued Trim, (commenting upon his ﬅory) from the higheﬅ to the loweﬅ, an’ pleaſe your honour, love jokes; the diﬃculty is to know how they chuſe to have them cut; and there is no knowing that, but by trying, as we do with our artillery in the ﬁeld, by raing or letting down their breeches, till we hit the mark.—


  —I like the compariſon, ſaid my uncle Toby, better than the thing itſelf—


  —Becauſe your honour, quoth the corporal, loves glory, more than pleaſure.


  I hope, Trim, anſwered my uncle Toby, I love mankind more than either; and as the knowledge of arms tends ſo apparently to the good and quiet of the world—and particularly that branch of it which we have praiſed together in our bowling-green, has no obje but to orten the ﬅrides of Ambition, and intrench the lives and fortunes of the few, from the plunderings of the many—whenever that drum beats in our ears, I truﬅ, corporal, we all neither of us want ſo much humanity and fellow-feeling, as to face about and march.


  In pronouncing this, my uncle Toby faced about, and march’d ﬁrmly as at the head of his company—and the faithful corporal, ouldering his ﬅick, and ﬅriking his hand upon his coat-ſkirt as he took his ﬁrﬅ ﬅep—march’d cloſe behind him down the avenue.


  —Now what can their two noddles be about? cried my father to my mother—by all that’s ﬅrange, they are beeging Mrs. Wadman in form, and are marching round her houſe to mark out the lines of circumvallation.


  I dare ſay, quoth my mother—But ﬅop, dear Sir—for what my mother dared to ſay upon the occaon—and what my father did ſay upon it—with her replies and his rejoinders, all be read, peruſed, paraphraſed, commented, and deſcanted upon—or to ſay it all in a word, all be thumb’d over by Poﬅerity in a chapter apart—I ſay, by Poﬅerity—and care not, if I repeat the word again—for what has this book done more than the Legation of Moſes, or the Tale of a Tub, that it may not ſwim down the gutter of Time along with them?


  I will not argue the matter: Time waﬅes too faﬅ: every letter I trace tells me with what rapidity Life follows my pen; the days and hours of it, more precious, my dear Jenny! than the rubies about thy neck, are ﬂying over our heads like light clouds of a windy day, never to return more—everything prees on—whilﬅ thou art twiﬅing that lock,—ſee! it grows grey; and every time I kiſs thy hand to bid adieu, and every abſence which follows it, are preludes to that eternal ſeparation which we are ortly to make.—


  —Heaven have mercy upon us both!


  ☜


  CHAP. IX.


  NOW, for what the world thinks of that ejaculation—I would not give a groat.


  ☜


  CHAP. X.


  MY mother had gone with her left arm twiﬅed in my father’s right, till they had got to the fatal angle of the old garden wall, where Door Slop was overthrown by Obadiah on the coach-horſe: as this was direly oppote to the front of Mrs. Wadman’s houſe, when my father came to it, he gave a look acroſs; and ſeeing my uncle Toby and the corporal within ten paces of the door, he turn’d about—“Let us juﬅ ﬅop a moment, quoth my father, and ſee with what ceremonies my brother Toby and his man Trim make their ﬁrﬅ entry—it will not detain us, added my father, a ngle minute:”—No matter, if it be ten minutes, quoth my mother.


  —It will not detain us half one; ſaid my father.


  The corporal was juﬅ then ſetting in with the ﬅory of his brother Tom and the Jew’s widow: the ﬅory went on—and on—it had epiſodes in it—it came back, and went on—and on again; there was no end of it—the reader found it very long—


  —G— help my father! he pi’d ﬁfty times at every new attitude, and gave the corporal’s ﬅick, with all its ﬂouriings and dangling, to as many devils as choſe to accept of them.


  When iues of events like theſe my father is waiting for, are hanging in the ſcales of fate, the mind has the advantage of changing the principle of expeation three times, without which it would not have power to ſee it out.


  Curioty governs the ﬁrﬅ moment; and the ſecond moment is all œconomy to juﬅify the expence of the ﬁrﬅ—and for the third, fourth, ﬁfth, and xth moments, and ſo on to the day of judgment—’tis a point of Honour.


  I need not be told, that the ethic writers have agned this all to Patience; but that Virtue, methinks, has extent of dominion ſuﬃcient of her own, and enough to do in it, without invading the few diſmantled caﬅles which Honour has left him upon the earth.


  My father ﬅood it out as well as he could with theſe three auxiliaries to the end of Trim’s ﬅory; and from thence to the end of my uncle Toby’s panegyrick upon arms, in the chapter following it; when ſeeing, that inﬅead of marching up to Mrs. Wadman’s door, they both faced about and march’d down the avenue diametrically oppote to his expeation—he broke out at once with that little ſubacid ſoreneſs of humour which, in certain tuations, diﬅinguied his charaer from that of all other men.


  ☜


  CHAP. XI.


  —“NOW what can their two noddles be about?” cried my father - - &c. - - - -


  I dare ſay, ſaid my mother, they are making fortiﬁcations—


  —Not on Mrs. Wadman’s premiſes! cried my father, ﬅepping back—


  I ſuppoſe not: quoth my mother.


  I wi, ſaid my father, raing his voice, the whole ſcience of fortiﬁcation at the devil, with all its trumpery of ſaps, mines, blinds, gabions, faue-brays and cuvetts—


  —They are fooli things—ſaid my mother.


  Now e had a way, which, by the bye, I would this moment give away my purple jerkin, and my yellow ippers into the bargain, if ſome of your reverences would imitate—and that was, never to refuſe her aent and conſent to any propotion my father laid before her, merely becauſe e did not underﬅand it, or had no ideas of the principal word or term of art, upon which the tenet or propotion rolled. She contented herſelf with doing all that her godfathers and godmothers promiſed for her—but no more; and ſo would go on ung a hard word twenty years together—and replying to it too, if it was a verb, in all its moods and tenſes, without giving herſelf any trouble to enquire about it.


  This was an eternal ſource of miſery to my father, and broke the neck, at the ﬁrﬅ ſetting out, of more good dialogues between them, than could have done the moﬅ petulant contradiion—the few which ſurvived were the better for the cuvetts—


  —“They are fooli things;” ſaid my mother.


  —Particularly the cuvetts; replied my father.


  ’Tis enough—he taﬅed the ſweet of triumph—and went on.


  —Not that they are, properly ſpeaking, Mrs. Wadman’s premiſes, ſaid my father, partly correing himſelf—becauſe e is but tenant for life—


  —That makes a great diﬀerence—ſaid my mother—


  —In a fool’s head, replied my father—


  Unleſs e ould happen to have a child—ſaid my mother—


  —But e muﬅ perſuade my brother Toby ﬁrﬅ to get her one—


  —To be ſure, Mr. Shandy, quoth my mother.


  —Though if it comes to perſuaon—ſaid my father—Lord have mercy upon them.


  Amen: ſaid my mother, piano.


  Amen: cried my father, fortimè.


  Amen: ſaid my mother again—but with ſuch a ghing cadence of perſonal pity at the end of it, as diſcomﬁted every ﬁbre about my father—he inﬅantly took out his almanack; but before he could untie it, Yorick’s congregation coming out of church, became a full anſwer to one half of his buneſs with it—and my mother telling him it was a ſacrament day—left him as little in doubt, as to the other part—He put his almanack into his pocket.


  The ﬁrﬅ Lord of the Treaſury thinking of ways and means, could not have returned home with a more embarraed look.


  ☜


  CHAP. XII.


  UPON looking back from the end of the laﬅ chapter, and ſurveying the texture of what has been wrote, it is neceary, that upon this page and the three following, a good quantity of heterogeneous matter be inſerted to keep up that juﬅ balance betwixt wiſdom and folly, without which a book would not hold together a ngle year: nor is it a poor creeping digreon (which but for the name of, a man might continue as well going on in the king’s highway) which will do the buneſs—no; if it is to be a digreon, it muﬅ be a good friſky one, and upon a friſky ſubje too, where neither the horſe or his rider are to be caught, but by rebound.


  The only diﬃculty, is raing powers ſuitable to the nature of the ſervice: Fancy is capricious—Wit muﬅ not be ſearched for—and Pleasantry (good-natured ut as e is) will not come in at a call, was an empire to be laid at her feet.


  —The beﬅ way for a man is to ſay his prayers—


  Only if it puts him in mind of his inﬁrmities and defes as well ghoﬅly as bodily—for that purpoſe, he will ﬁnd himſelf rather worſe after he has ſaid them than before—for other purpoſes, better.


  For my own part, there is not a way either moral or mechanical under heaven that I could think of, which I have not taken with myſelf in this caſe: ſometimes by addreng myſelf direly to the ſoul herſelf, and arguing the point over and over again with her upon the extent of her own faculties—


  —I never could make them an inch the wider—


  Then by changing my ſyﬅem, and trying what could be made of it upon the body, by temperance, ſoberneſs, and chaﬅity: Theſe are good, quoth I, in themſelves—they are good, abſolutely;—they are good, relatively;—they are good for health—they are good for happineſs in this world—they are good for happineſs in the next—


  In ort, they were good for everything but the thing wanted; and there they were good for nothing, but to leave the ſoul juﬅ as heaven made it: as for the theological virtues of faith and hope, they give it courage; but then that ſnivelling virtue of Meekneſs (as my father would always call it) takes it quite away again, ſo you are exaly where you ﬅarted.


  Now in all common and ordinary caſes, there is nothing which I have found to anſwer ſo well as this—


  —Certainly, if there is any dependence upon Logic, and that I am not blinded by ſelf-love, there muﬅ be ſomething of true genius about me, merely upon this ſymptom of it, that I do not know what envy is: for never do I hit upon any invention or device which tendeth to the furtherance of good writing, but I inﬅantly make it public; willing that all mankind ould write as well as myſelf.


  —Which they certainly will, when they think as little.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIII.


  NOW in ordinary caſes, that is, when I am only ﬅupid, and the thoughts riſe heavily and paſs gummous through my pen—


  Or that I am got, I know not how, into a cold unmetaphorical vein of infamous writing, and cannot take a plumb-lift out of it for my ſoul; ſo muﬅ be obliged to go on writing like a Dutch commentator to the end of the chapter, unleſs ſomething be done—


  —I never ﬅand conferring with pen and ink one moment; for if a pinch of ſnuﬀ, or a ﬅride or two acroſs the room will not do the buneſs for me—I take a razor at once; and having tried the edge of it upon the palm of my hand, without further ceremony, except that of ﬁrﬅ lathering my beard, I ave it oﬀ; taking care only if I do leave a hair, that it be not a grey one: this done, I change my irt—put on a better coat—ſend for my laﬅ wig—put my topaz ring upon my ﬁnger; and in a word, dreſs myſelf from one end to the other of me, after my beﬅ faion.


  Now the devil in hell muﬅ be in it, if this does not do: for conder, Sir, as every man chuſes to be preſent at the aving of his own beard (though there is no rule without an exception), and unavoidably ts over-againﬅ himſelf the whole time it is doing, in caſe he has a hand in it—the Situation, like all others, has notions of her own to put into the brain.—


  —I maintain it, the conceits of a rough-bearded man, are ſeven years more terſe and juvenile for one ngle operation; and if they did not run a riſk of being quite aved away, might be carried up by continual avings, to the higheﬅ pitch of ſublimity—How Homer could write with ſo long a beard, I don’t know—and as it makes againﬅ my hypothes, I as little care—But let us return to the Toilet.


  Ludovicus Sorbonens makes this entirely an aﬀair of the body (ἐξωτερικὴ πρᾶξις) as he calls it—but he is deceived: the ſoul and body are joint-arers in everything they get: a man cannot dreſs, but his ideas get cloath’d at the ſame time; and if he drees like a gentleman, every one of them ﬅands preſented to his imagination, genteelized along with him—ſo that he has nothing to do, but take his pen, and write like himſelf.


  For this cauſe, when your honours and reverences would know whether I writ clean and ﬁt to be read, you will be able to judge full as well by looking into my Laundreſs’s bill, as my book: there was one ngle month in which I can make it appear, that I dirtied one and thirty irts with clean writing; and after all, was more abus’d, curſed, criticis’d, and confounded, and had more myﬅic heads aken at me, for what I had wrote in that one month, than in all the other months of that year put together.


  —But their honours and reverences had not ſeen my bills.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIV.


  AS I never had any intention of beginning the Digreon I am making all this preparation for, till I come to the 15th chapter—I have this chapter to put to whatever uſe I think proper—I have twenty this moment ready for it—I could write my chapter of Button-holes in it—


  Or my chapter of Pies, which ould follow them—


  Or my chapter of Knots, in caſe their reverences have done with them—they might lead me into miſchief: the ſafeﬅ way is to follow the track of the learned, and raiſe objeions againﬅ what I have been writing, tho’ I declare beforehand, I know no more than my heels how to anſwer them.


  And ﬁrﬅ, it may be ſaid, there is a pelting kind of thertical ſatire, as black as the very ink ’tis wrote with—(and by the bye, whoever ſays ſo, is indebted to the muﬅer-maﬅer general of the Grecian army, for ſuﬀering the name of ſo ugly and foul-mouth’d a man as Thertes to continue upon his roll—for it has furni’d him with an epithet)—in theſe produions he will urge, all the perſonal waings and ſcrubbings upon earth do a nking genius no ſort of good—but juﬅ the contrary, inaſmuch as the dirtier the fellow is, the better generally he ſucceeds in it.


  To this, I have no other anſwer—at leaﬅ ready—but that the Archbiop of Benevento wrote his naﬅy Romance of the Galatea, as all the world knows, in a purple coat, waiﬅcoat, and purple pair of breeches; and that the penance ſet him of writing a commentary upon the book of the Revelations, as ſevere as it was look’d upon by one part of the world, was far from being deem’d ſo by the other, upon the ngle account of that Inveﬅment.


  Another objeion, to all this remedy, is its want of univerſality; foraſmuch as the aving part of it, upon which ſo much ﬅreſs is laid, by an unalterable law of nature excludes one half of the ſpecies entirely from its uſe: all I can ſay is, that female writers, whether of England, or of France, muﬅ e’en go without it—


  As for the Spani ladies—I am in no ſort of diﬅreſs—


  ☜


  CHAP. XV.


  THE ﬁfteenth chapter is come at laﬅ; and brings nothing with it but a ſad gnature of “How our pleaſures ip from under us in this world!”


  For in talking of my digreon—I declare before heaven I have made it! What a ﬅrange creature is mortal man! ſaid e.


  ’Tis very true, ſaid I—but ’twere better to get all theſe things out of our heads, and return to my uncle Toby.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVI.


  WHEN my uncle Toby and the corporal had marched down to the bottom of the avenue, they recolleed their buneſs lay the other way; ſo they faced about and marched up ﬅraight to Mrs. Wadman’s door.


  I warrant your honour; ſaid the corporal, touching his Montero-cap with his hand, as he paed him in order to give a knock at the door—My uncle Toby, contrary to his invariable way of treating his faithful ſervant, ſaid nothing good or bad: the truth was, he had not altogether maral’d his ideas; he wi’d for another conference, and as the corporal was mounting up the three ﬅeps before the door—he hem’d twice—a portion of my uncle Toby’s moﬅ modeﬅ ſpirits ﬂed, at each expulon, towards the corporal; he ﬅood with the rapper of the door ſuſpended for a full minute in his hand, he ſcarce knew why. Bridget ﬅood perdue within, with her ﬁnger and her thumb upon the latch, benumb’d with expeation; and Mrs. Wadman, with an eye ready to be deﬂowered again, ſat breathleſs behind the window-curtain of her bed-chamber, watching their approach.


  Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby—but as he articulated the word, the minute expired, and Trim let fall the rapper.


  My uncle Toby perceiving that all hopes of a conference were knock’d on the head by it—whiﬅled Lillabullero.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVII.


  AS Mrs. Bridget’s ﬁnger and thumb were upon the latch, the corporal did not knock as oft as perchance your honour’s taylor—I might have taken my example ſomething nearer home; for I owe mine, ſome ﬁve and twenty pounds at leaﬅ, and wonder at the man’s patience—


  —But this is nothing at all to the world: only ’tis a curſed thing to be in debt, and there ſeems to be a fatality in the exchequers of ſome poor princes, particularly thoſe of our houſe, which no Economy can bind down in irons: for my own part, I’m perſuaded there is not any one prince, prelate, pope, or potentate, great or ſmall upon earth, more derous in his heart of keeping ﬅraight with the world than I am—or who takes more likely means for it. I never give above half a guinea—or walk with boots—or cheapen tooth-picks—or lay out a illing upon a band-box the year round; and for the x months I’m in the country, I’m upon ſo ſmall a ſcale, that with all the good temper in the world, I outdo Roueau, a bar length—for I keep neither man or boy, or horſe, or cow, or dog, or cat, or anything that can eat or drink, except a thin poor piece of a Veﬅal (to keep my ﬁre in), and who has generally as bad an appetite as myſelf—but if you think this makes a philoſopher of me—I would not my good people! give a ru for your judgments.


  True philoſophy—but there is no treating the ſubje whilﬅ my uncle is whiﬅling Lillabullero.


  —Let us go into the houſe.


  ☜


  CHAP. XVIII.


  ☜


  CHAP. XIX.


  ☜


  CHAP. XX.


  — * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *


  * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * —


  —You all ſee the very place, Madam; ſaid my uncle Toby.


  Mrs. Wadman blu’d—look’d towards the door—turn’d pale—blu’d ightly again—recover’d her natural colour—blu’d worſe than ever; which, for the ſake of the unlearned reader, I tranate thus—


  
    “L—d! I cannot look at it—


    What would the world ſay if I look’d at it?


    I ould drop down, if I look’d at it—


    I wi I could look at it—


    There can be no n in looking at it.


    —I will look at it.”

  


  Whilﬅ all this was running through Mrs. Wadman’s imagination, my uncle Toby had riſen from the ſopha, and got to the other de of the parlour door, to give Trim an order about it in the paage—


  * * * * * * * * * * * * * * —I believe it is in the garret, ſaid my uncle Toby—I ſaw it there, an’ pleaſe your honour, this morning, anſwered Trim—Then prithee, ﬅep direly for it, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, and bring it into the parlour.


  The corporal did not approve of the orders, but moﬅ chearfully obeyed them. The ﬁrﬅ was not an a of his will—the ſecond was; ſo he put on his Montero-cap, and went as faﬅ as his lame knee would let him. My uncle Toby returned into the parlour, and ſat himſelf down again upon the ſopha.


  —You all lay your ﬁnger upon the place—ſaid my uncle Toby.—I will not touch it, however, quoth Mrs. Wadman to herſelf.


  This requires a ſecond tranation:—it ews what little knowledge is got by mere words—we muﬅ go up to the ﬁrﬅ ſprings.


  Now in order to clear up the miﬅ which hangs upon theſe three pages, I muﬅ endeavour to be as clear as poble myſelf.


  Rub your hands thrice acroſs your foreheads—blow your noſes—cleanſe your emunories—ſneeze, my good people!—God bleſs you—


  Now give me all the help you can.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXI.


  AS there are ﬁfty diﬀerent ends (counting all ends in—as well civil as religious) for which a woman takes a huſband, e ﬁrﬅ ſets about and carefully weighs, then ſeparates and diﬅinguies in her mind, which of all that number of ends is hers: then by diſcourſe, enquiry, argumentation, and inference, e inveﬅigates and ﬁnds out whether e has got hold of the right one—and if e has—then, by pulling it gently this way and that way, e further forms a judgment, whether it will not break in the drawing.


  The imagery under which Slawkenbergius imprees this upon the reader’s fancy, in the beginning of his third Decad, is ſo ludicrous, that the honour I bear the ſex, will not ſuﬀer me to quote it—otherwiſe it is not deﬅitute of humour.


  “She ﬁrﬅ, ſaith Slawkenbergius, ﬅops the ae, and holding his halter in her left hand (leﬅ he ould get away) e thruﬅs her right hand into the very bottom of his pannier to ſearch for it—For what?—you’ll not know the ſooner, quoth Slawkenbergius, for interrupting me—


  “I have nothing, good Lady, but empty bottles;” ſays the ae.


  “I’m loaded with tripes;” ſays the ſecond.


  —And thou art little better, quoth e to the third; for nothing is there in thy panniers but trunk-hoſe and pantoﬂes—and ſo to the fourth and ﬁfth, going on one by one through the whole ﬅring, till coming to the ae which carries it, e turns the pannier upde down, looks at it—conders it—ſamples it—meaſures it—ﬅretches it—wets it—dries it—then takes her teeth both to the warp and weft of it.


  —Of what? for the love of Chriﬅ!


  I am determined, anſwered Slawkenbergius, that all the powers upon earth all never wring that ſecret from my breaﬅ.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXII.


  WE live in a world beſet on all des with myﬅeries and riddles—and ſo ’tis no matter—elſe it ſeems ﬅrange, that Nature, who makes everything ſo well to anſwer its deﬅination, and ſeldom or never errs, unleſs for paﬅime, in giving ſuch forms and aptitudes to whatever paes through her hands, that whether e degns for the plough, the caravan, the cart—or whatever other creature e models, be it but an ae’s foal, you are ſure to have the thing you wanted; and yet at the ſame time ould ſo eternally bungle it as e does, in making ſo mple a thing as a married man.


  Whether it is in the choice of the clay—or that it is frequently ſpoiled in the baking; by an exceſs of which a huſband may turn out too cruﬅy (you know) on one hand—or not enough ſo, through defe of heat, on the other—or whether this great Artiﬁcer is not ſo attentive to the little Platonic exigences of that part of the ſpecies, for whoſe uſe e is fabricating this—or that her Ladyip ſometimes ſcarce knows what ſort of a huſband will do—I know not: we will diſcourſe about it after ſupper.


  It is enough, that neither the obſervation itſelf, or the reaſoning upon it, are at all to the purpoſe—but rather againﬅ it; nce with regard to my uncle Toby’s ﬁtneſs for the marriage ﬅate, nothing was ever better: e had formed him of the beﬅ and kindlieﬅ clay—had temper’d it with her own milk, and breathed into it the ſweeteﬅ ſpirit—e had made him all gentle, generous, and humane—e had ﬁlled his heart with truﬅ and conﬁdence, and diſpoſed every paage which led to it, for the communication of the tendereﬅ oﬃces—e had moreover condered the other cauſes for which matrimony was ordained—


  And accordingly * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *.


  The donation was not defeated by my uncle Toby’s wound.


  Now this laﬅ article was ſomewhat apocryphal; and the Devil, who is the great diﬅurber of our faiths in this world, had raiſed ſcruples in Mrs. Wadman’s brain about it; and like a true devil as he was, had done his own work at the ſame time, by turning my uncle Toby’s Virtue thereupon into nothing but empty bottles, tripes, trunk-hoſe, and pantoﬂes.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIII.


  MRS. Bridget had pawn’d all the little ﬅock of honour a poor chambermaid was worth in the world, that e would get to the bottom of the aﬀair in ten days; and it was built upon one of the moﬅ conceble poﬅulata in nature: namely, that whilﬅ my uncle Toby was making love to her miﬅreſs, the corporal could ﬁnd nothing better to do, than make love to her—“And I’ll let him as much as he will, ſaid Bridget, to get it out of him.”


  Friendip has two garments; an outer and an under one. Bridget was ſerving her miﬅreſs’s intereﬅs in the one—and doing the thing which moﬅ pleaſed herſelf in the other; ſo had as many ﬅakes depending upon my uncle Toby’s wound, as the Devil himſelf—Mrs. Wadman had but one—and as it pobly might be her laﬅ (without diſcouraging Mrs. Bridget, or diſcrediting her talents) was determined to play her cards herſelf.


  She wanted not encouragement: a child might have look’d into his hand—there was ſuch a plainneſs and mplicity in his playing out what trumps he had—with ſuch an unmiﬅruﬅing ignorance of the ten-ace—and ſo naked and defenceleſs did he t upon the ſame ſopha with widow Wadman, that a generous heart would have wept to have won the game of him.


  Let us drop the metaphor.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIV.


  —AND the ﬅory too—if you pleaſe: for though I have all along been haﬅening towards this part of it, with ſo much earneﬅ dere, as well knowing it to be the choiceﬅ morſel of what I had to oﬀer to the world, yet now that I am got to it, any one is welcome to take my pen, and go on with the ﬅory for me that will—I ſee the diﬃculties of the deſcriptions I’m going to give—and feel my want of powers.


  It is one comfort at leaﬅ to me, that I loﬅ ſome fourſcore ounces of blood this week in a moﬅ uncritical fever which attacked me at the beginning of this chapter; ſo that I have ﬅill ſome hopes remaining, it may be more in the ſerous or globular parts of the blood, than in the ſubtile aura of the brain—be it which it will—an Invocation can do no hurt—and I leave the aﬀair entirely to the invoked, to inſpire or to inje me according as he ſees good.


  ☜


  THE INVOCATION.


  GENTLE Spirit of ſweeteﬅ humour, who erﬅ did t upon the eaſy pen of my beloved Cervantes; Thou who glided’ﬅ daily through his lattice, and turned’ﬅ the twilight of his priſon into noonday brightneſs by thy preſence—tinged’ﬅ his little urn of water with heaven-ſent near, and all the time he wrote of Sancho and his maﬅer, didﬅ caﬅ thy myﬅic mantle o’er his wither’d ﬅump,* and wide extended it to all the evils of his life—


  —Turn in hither, I beſeech thee!—behold theſe breeches!—they are all I have in the world—that piteous rent was given them at Lyons—


  My irts! ſee what a deadly ſchiſm has happen’d amongﬅ ’em—for the laps are in Lombardy, and the reﬅ of ’em here—I never had but x, and a cunning gypſey of a laundreſs at Milan cut me oﬀ the fore-laps of ﬁve—To do her juﬅice, e did it with ſome conderation—for I was returning out of Italy.


  And yet, notwithﬅanding all this, and a piﬅol tinderbox which was moreover ﬁlch’d from me at Sienna, and twice that I pay’d ﬁve Pauls for two hard eggs, once at Raddicoﬃni, and a ſecond time at Capua—I do not think a journey through France and Italy, provided a man keeps his temper all the way, ſo bad a thing as ſome people would make you believe: there muﬅ be ups and downs, or how the duce ould we get into vallies where Nature ſpreads ſo many tables of entertainment.—’Tis nonſenſe to imagine they will lend you their voitures to be aken to pieces for nothing; and unleſs you pay twelve ſous for greang your wheels, how ould the poor peaſant get butter to his bread?—We really expe too much—and for the livre or two above par for your ſuppers and bed—at the moﬅ they are but one illing and ninepence halfpenny—who would embroil their philoſophy for it? for heaven’s and for your own ſake, pay it—pay it with both hands open, rather than leave Diſappointment tting drooping upon the eye of your fair Hoﬅeſs and her Damſels in the gateway, at your departure—and bedes, my dear Sir, you get a ﬅerly kiſs of each of ’em worth a pound—at leaﬅ I did—


  —For my uncle Toby’s amours running all the way in my head, they had the ſame eﬀe upon me as if they had been my own—I was in the moﬅ perfe ﬅate of bounty and good-will; and felt the kindlieﬅ harmony vibrating within me, with every oſcillation of the chaiſe alike; ſo that whether the roads were rough or ſmooth, it made no diﬀerence; everything I ſaw or had to do with, touch’d upon ſome ſecret ſpring either of ſentiment or rapture.


  —They were the ſweeteﬅ notes I ever heard; and I inﬅantly let down the fore-glaſs to hear them more diﬅinly—’Tis Maria; ſaid the poﬅillion, obſerving I was liﬅening—Poor Maria, continued he (leaning his body on one de to let me ſee her, for he was in a line betwixt us), is tting upon a bank playing her veſpers upon her pipe, with her little goat bede her.


  The young fellow utter’d this with an accent and a look ſo perfely in tune to a feeling heart, that I inﬅantly made a vow, I would give him a four-and-twenty ſous piece, when I got to Moulins—


  —And who is poor Maria? ſaid I.


  The love and piety of all the villages around us; ſaid the poﬅillion—it is but three years ago, that the ſun did not ine upon ſo fair, ſo quick-witted and amiable a maid; and better fate did Maria deſerve, than to have her Banns forbid, by the intrigues of the curate of the pari who publied them—


  He was going on, when Maria, who had made a ort pauſe, put the pipe to her mouth, and began the air again—they were the ſame notes;—yet were ten times ſweeter: It is the evening ſervice to the Virgin, ſaid the young man—but who has taught her to play it—or how e came by her pipe, no one knows; we think that heaven has aﬅed her in both; for ever nce e has been unſettled in her mind, it ſeems her only conſolation—e has never once had the pipe out of her hand, but plays that ſervice upon it almoﬅ night and day.


  The poﬅillion delivered this with ſo much diſcretion and natural eloquence, that I could not help decyphering ſomething in his face above his condition, and ould have fted out his hiﬅory, had not poor Maria taken ſuch full poeon of me.


  We had got up by this time almoﬅ to the bank where Maria was tting: e was in a thin white jacket, with her hair, all but two trees, drawn up into a lk-net, with a few olive leaves twiﬅed a little fantaﬅically on one de—e was beautiful; and if ever I felt the full force of an honeﬅ heart-ache, it was the moment I ſaw her—


  —God help her! poor damſel! above a hundred maes, ſaid the poﬅillion, have been ſaid in the ſeveral pari churches and convents around, for her,—but without eﬀe; we have ﬅill hopes, as e is ſenble for ort intervals, that the Virgin at laﬅ will reﬅore her to herſelf; but her parents, who know her beﬅ, are hopeleſs upon that ſcore, and think her ſenſes are loﬅ for ever.


  As the poﬅillion ſpoke this, Maria made a cadence ſo melancholy, ſo tender and querulous, that I ſprung out of the chaiſe to help her, and found myſelf tting betwixt her and her goat before I relapſed from my enthuaſm.


  Maria look’d wiﬅfully for ſome time at me, and then at her goat—and then at me—and then at her goat again, and ſo on, alternately—


  —Well, Maria, ſaid I ſoftly—What reſemblance do you ﬁnd?


  I do entreat the candid reader to believe me, that it was from the humbleﬅ conviion of what a Beaﬅ man is,—that I aſked the queﬅion; and that I would not have let fallen an unſeaſonable pleaſantry in the venerable preſence of Miſery, to be entitled to all the wit that ever Rabelais ſcatter’d—and yet I own my heart ſmote me, and that I ſo ſmarted at the very idea of it, that I ſwore I would ſet up for Wiſdom, and utter grave ſentences the reﬅ of my days—and never—never attempt again to commit mirth with man, woman, or child, the longeﬅ day I had to live.


  As for writing nonſenſe to them—I believe, there was a reſerve—but that I leave to the world.


  Adieu, Maria!—adieu, poor hapleſs damſel!—ſome time, but not now, I may hear thy ſorrows from thy own lips—but I was deceived; for that moment e took her pipe and told me ſuch a tale of woe with it, that I roſe up, and with broken and irregular ﬅeps walk’d ſoftly to my chaiſe.


  —What an excellent inn at Moulins!


  ☜


  CHAP. XXV.


  WHEN we have got to the end of this chapter (but not before) we muﬅ all turn back to the two blank chapters, on the account of which my honour has lain bleeding this half hour—I ﬅop it, by pulling oﬀ one of my yellow ippers and throwing it with all my violence to the oppote de of my room, with a declaration at the heel of it—


  —That whatever reſemblance it may bear to half the chapters which are written in the world, or for aught I know may be now writing in it—that it was as caſual as the foam of Zeuxis his horſe; bedes, I look upon a chapter which has only nothing in it, with reſpe; and condering what worſe things there are in the world—That it is no way a proper ſubje for ſatire—


  —Why then was it left ſo? And here without ﬅaying for my reply, all I be called as many blockheads, numſculs, doddypoles, dunderheads, ninny-hammers, gooſecaps, joltheads, nincompoops, and --t-a-beds—and other unſavoury appellations, as ever the cake-bakers of Lernè caﬅ in the teeth of King Garangantan’s epherds—And I’ll let them do it, as Bridget ſaid, as much as they pleaſe; for how was it poble they ould foreſee the necety I was under of writing the 25th chapter of my book, before the 18th, &c.?


  —So I don’t take it amiſs—All I wi is, that it may be a leon to the world, “to let people tell their ﬅories their own way.”


  ☜


  The Eighteenth Chapter.


  AS Mrs. Bridget opened the door before the corporal had well given the rap, the interval betwixt that and my uncle Toby’s introduion into the parlour, was ſo ort, that Mrs. Wadman had but juﬅ time to get from behind the curtain—lay a Bible upon the table, and advance a ﬅep or two towards the door to receive him.


  My uncle Toby ſaluted Mrs. Wadman, after the manner in which women were ſaluted by men in the year of our Lord God one thouſand ſeven hundred and thirteen—then facing about, he march’d up abreaﬅ with her to the ſopha, and in three plain words—though not before he was ſat down—nor after he was ſat down—but as he was tting down, told her, “he was in love”—ſo that my uncle Toby ﬅrained himſelf more in the declaration than he needed.


  Mrs. Wadman naturally looked down, upon a it e had been darning up in her apron, in expeation every moment, that my uncle Toby would go on; but having no talents for ampliﬁcation, and Love moreover of all others being a ſubje of which he was the leaﬅ a maﬅer—When he had told Mrs. Wadman once that he loved her, he let it alone, and left the matter to work after its own way.


  My father was always in raptures with this ſyﬅem of my uncle Toby’s, as he falſely called it, and would often ſay, that could his brother Toby to his proceſs have added but a pipe of tobacco—he had wherewithal to have found his way, if there was faith in a Spani proverb, towards the hearts of half the women upon the globe.


  My uncle Toby never underﬅood what my father meant; nor will I preſume to extra more from it, than a condemnation of an error which the bulk of the world lie under—but the French every one of ’em to a man, who believe in it, almoﬅ, as much as the real presence, “That talking of love, is making it.”


  —I would as ſoon ſet about making a black-pudding by the ſame receipt.


  Let us go on: Mrs. Wadman ſat in expeation my uncle Toby would do ſo, to almoﬅ the ﬁrﬅ pulſation of that minute, wherein lence on one de or the other, generally becomes indecent: ſo edging herſelf a little more towards him, and raing up her eyes, ſub-bluing, as e did it—e took up the gauntlet—or the diſcourſe (if you like it better) and communed with my uncle Toby, thus:


  The cares and diſquietudes of the marriage ﬅate, quoth Mrs. Wadman, are very great. I ſuppoſe ſo—ſaid my uncle Toby: and therefore when a perſon, continued Mrs. Wadman, is ſo much at his eaſe as you are—ſo happy, captain Shandy, in yourſelf, your friends and your amuſements—I wonder, what reaſons can incline you to the ﬅate—


  —They are written, quoth my uncle Toby, in the Common-Prayer Book.


  Thus far my uncle Toby went on warily, and kept within his depth, leaving Mrs. Wadman to ſail upon the gulph as e pleaſed.


  —As for children—ſaid Mrs. Wadman—though a principal end perhaps of the inﬅitution, and the natural wi, I ſuppoſe, of every parent—yet do not we all ﬁnd, they are certain ſorrows, and very uncertain comforts? and what is there, dear r, to pay one for the heart-aches—what compenſation for the many tender and diſquieting apprehenons of a ſuﬀering and defenceleſs mother who brings them into life? I declare, ſaid my uncle Toby, ſmit with pity, I know of none; unleſs it be the pleaſure which it has pleaſed God—


  A ﬁddleﬅick! quoth e.


  ☜


  Chapter the Nineteenth.


  NOW there are ſuch an inﬁnitude of notes, tunes, cants, chants, airs, looks, and accents with which the word ﬁddleﬅick may be pronounced in all ſuch cauſes as this, every one of ’em impreng a ſenſe and meaning as diﬀerent from the other, as dirt from cleanlineſs—That Caſuiﬅs (for it is an aﬀair of conſcience on that ſcore) reckon up no leſs than fourteen thouſand in which you may do either right or wrong.


  Mrs. Wadman hit upon the ﬁddleﬅick, which ſummoned up all my uncle Toby’s modeﬅ blood into his cheeks—ſo feeling within himſelf that he had ſomehow or other got beyond his depth, he ﬅopt ort; and without entering further either into the pains or pleaſures of matrimony, he laid his hand upon his heart, and made an oﬀer to take them as they were, and are them along with her.


  When my uncle Toby had ſaid this, he did not care to ſay it again; ſo caﬅing his eye upon the Bible which Mrs. Wadman had laid upon the table, he took it up; and popping, dear ſoul! upon a paage in it, of all others the moﬅ intereﬅing to him—which was the ege of Jericho—he ſet himſelf to read it over—leaving his propoſal of marriage, as he had done his declaration of love, to work with her after its own way. Now it wrought neither as an aﬅringent or a looſener; nor like opium, or bark, or mercury, or buckthorn, or any one drug which nature had beﬅowed upon the world—in ort, it work’d not at all in her; and the cauſe of that was, that there was ſomething working there before—Babbler that I am! I have anticipated what it was a dozen times; but there is ﬁre ﬅill in the ſubje—allons.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVI.


  IT is natural for a perfe ﬅranger who is going from London to Edinburgh, to enquire before he ſets out, how many miles to York; which is about the half way—nor does anybody wonder, if he goes on and aſks about the corporation, &c.—


  It was juﬅ as natural for Mrs. Wadman, whoſe ﬁrﬅ huſband was all his time aﬄied with a Sciatica, to wi to know how far from the hip to the groin; and how far e was likely to ſuﬀer more or leſs in her feelings, in the one caſe than in the other.


  She had accordingly read Drake’s anatomy from one end to the other. She had peeped into Wharton upon the brain, and borrowed* Graaf upon the bones and muſcles; but could make nothing of it.


  She had reaſon’d likewiſe from her own powers—laid down theorems—drawn conſequences, and come to no concluon.


  To clear up all, e had twice aſked Door Slop, “if poor captain Shandy was ever likely to recover of his wound—?”


  —He is recovered, Door Slop would ſay—


  What! quite?


  Quite: madam—


  But what do you mean by a recovery? Mrs. Wadman would ſay.


  Door Slop was the worﬅ man alive at deﬁnitions; and ſo Mrs. Wadman could get no knowledge: in ort, there was no way to extra it, but from my uncle Toby himſelf.


  There is an accent of humanity in an enquiry of this kind which lulls Suspicion to reﬅ—and I am half perſuaded the ſerpent got pretty near it, in his diſcourſe with Eve; for the propenty in the ſex to be deceived could not be ſo great, that e ould have boldneſs to hold chat with the devil, without it—But there is an accent of humanity—how all I deſcribe it?—’tis an accent which covers the part with a garment, and gives the enquirer a right to be as particular with it, as your body-ſurgeon.


  “—Was it without remion?—

  “—Was it more tolerable in bed?

  “—Could he lie on both des alike with it?

  “—Was he able to mount a horſe? “—Was motion bad for it?” et cætera, were ſo tenderly ſpoke to, and ſo direed towards my uncle Toby’s heart, that every item of them ſunk ten times deeper into it than the evils themſelves—but when Mrs. Wadman went round about by Namur to get at my uncle Toby’s groin; and engaged him to attack the point of the advanced counterſcarp, and pêle mêle with the Dutch to take the counterguard of St. Roch ſword in hand—and then with tender notes playing upon his ear, led him all bleeding by the hand out of the trench, wiping her eye, as he was carried to his tent—Heaven! Earth! Sea!—all was lifted up—the ſprings of nature roſe above their levels—an angel of mercy ſat bedes him on the ſopha—his heart glow’d with ﬁre—and had he been worth a thouſand, he had loﬅ every heart of them to Mrs. Wadman.


  —And whereabouts, dear Sir, quoth Mrs. Wadman, a little categorically, did you receive this ſad blow?—In aſking this queﬅion, Mrs. Wadman gave a ight glance towards the waiﬅband of my uncle Toby’s red plu breeches, expeing naturally, as the orteﬅ reply to it, that my uncle Toby would lay his foreﬁnger upon the place—It fell out otherwiſe—for my uncle Toby having got his wound before the gate of St. Nicolas, in one of the traverſes of the trench oppote to the ſalient angle of the demibaﬅion of St. Roch; he could at any time ﬅick a pin upon the identical ſpot of ground where he was ﬅanding when the ﬅone ﬅruck him: this ﬅruck inﬅantly upon my uncle Toby’s ſenſorium—and with it, ﬅruck his large map of the town and citadel of Namur and its environs, which he had purchaſed and paﬅed down upon a board, by the corporal’s aid, during his long illneſs—it had lain with other military lumber in the garret ever nce, and accordingly the corporal was detached into the garret to fetch it.


  My uncle Toby meaſured oﬀ thirty toiſes, with Mrs. Wadman’s ſciars, from the returning angle before the gate of St. Nicolas; and with ſuch a virgin modeﬅy laid her ﬁnger upon the place, that the goddeſs of Decency, if then in being—if not, ’twas her ade—ook her head, and with a ﬁnger wavering acroſs her eyes—forbid her to explain the miﬅake.


  Unhappy Mrs. Wadman!


  —For nothing can make this chapter go oﬀ with ſpirit but an apoﬅrophe to thee—but my heart tells me, that in ſuch a cris an apoﬅrophe is but an inſult in diſguiſe, and ere I would oﬀer one to a woman in diﬅreſs—let the chapter go to the devil; provided any damn’d critic in keeping will be but at the trouble to take it with him.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVII.


  MY uncle Toby’s Map is carried down into the kitchen.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXVIII.


  —AND here is the Maes—and this is the Sambre; ſaid the corporal, pointing with his right hand extended a little towards the map and his left upon Mrs. Bridget’s oulder—but not the oulder next him—and this, ſaid he, is the town of Namur—and this the citadel—and there lay the French—and here lay his honour and myſelf—and in this curſed trench, Mrs. Bridget, quoth the corporal, taking her by the hand, did he receive the wound which cru’d him ſo miſerably here.—In pronouncing which, he ightly preſs’d the back of her hand towards the part he felt for—and let it fall.


  We thought, Mr. Trim, it had been more in the middle,—ſaid Mrs. Bridget—


  That would have undone us for ever—ſaid the corporal.


  —And left my poor miﬅreſs undone too, ſaid Bridget.


  The corporal made no reply to the repartee, but by giving Mrs. Bridget a kiſs.


  Come—come—ſaid Bridget—holding the palm of her left hand parallel to the plane of the horizon, and iding the ﬁngers of the other over it, in a way which could not have been done, had there been the leaﬅ wart or protuberance—’Tis every ſyllable of it falſe, cried the corporal, before e had half ﬁnied the ſentence—


  —I know it to be fa, ſaid Bridget, from credible witnees.


  —Upon my honour, ſaid the corporal, laying his hand upon his heart and bluing, as he ſpoke, with honeﬅ reſentment—’tis a ﬅory, Mrs. Bridget, as falſe as hell—Not, ſaid Bridget, interrupting him, that either I or my miﬅreſs care a halfpenny about it, whether ’tis ſo or no—only that when one is married, one would chuſe to have ſuch a thing by one at leaﬅ—


  It was ſomewhat unfortunate for Mrs. Bridget, that e had begun the attack with her manual exerciſe; for the corporal inﬅantly * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXIX.


  IT was like the momentary conteﬅ in the moiﬅ eye-lids of an April morning, “Whether Bridget ould laugh or cry.”


  She ſnatched up a rolling-pin—’twas ten to one, e had laugh’d—


  She laid it down—e cried; and had one ngle tear of ’em but taﬅed of bitterneſs, full ſorrowful would the corporal’s heart have been that he had uſed the argument; but the corporal underﬅood the ſex, a quart major to a terce at leaﬅ, better than my uncle Toby, and accordingly he aailed Mrs. Bridget after this manner.


  I know, Mrs. Bridget, ſaid the corporal, giving her a moﬅ reſpeful kiſs, that thou art good and modeﬅ by nature, and art withal ſo generous a girl in thyſelf, that, if I know thee rightly, thou would’ﬅ not wound an inſe, much leſs the honour of ſo gallant and worthy a ſoul as my maﬅer, waﬅ thou ſure to be made a counteſs of—but thou haﬅ been ſet on, and deluded, dear Bridget, as is often a woman’s caſe, “to pleaſe others more than themſelves—”


  Bridget’s eyes poured down at the ſenſations the corporal excited.


  —Tell me—tell me, then, my dear Bridget, continued the corporal, taking hold of her hand, which hung down dead by her de,—and, giving a ſecond kiſs—whoſe ſuſpicion has mied thee?


  Bridget ſobb’d a ſob or two—then open’d her eyes—the corporal wiped ’em with the bottom of her apron—e then open’d her heart and told him all.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXX.


  MY uncle Toby and the corporal had gone on ſeparately with their operations the greateﬅ part of the campaign, and as eﬀeually cut oﬀ from all communication of what either the one or the other had been doing, as if they had been ſeparated from each other by the Maes or the Sambre.


  My uncle Toby, on his de, had preſented himſelf every afternoon in his red and lver, and blue and gold alternately, and ſuﬅained an inﬁnity of attacks in them, without knowing them to be attacks—and ſo had nothing to communicate—


  The corporal, on his de, in taking Bridget, by it had gain’d conderable advantages—and conſequently had much to communicate—but what were the advantages—as well as what was the manner by which he had ſeiz’d them, required ſo nice an hiﬅorian, that the corporal durﬅ not venture upon it; and as ſenble as he was of glory, would rather have been contented to have gone bareheaded and without laurels for ever, than torture his maﬅer’s modeﬅy for a ngle moment—


  —Beﬅ of honeﬅ and gallant ſervants!—But I have apoﬅrophiz’d thee, Trim! once before—and could I apotheoze thee alſo (that is to ſay) with good company—I would do it without ceremony in the very next page.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXI.


  NOW my uncle Toby had one evening laid down his pipe upon the table, and was counting over to himſelf upon his ﬁnger ends (beginning at his thumb) all Mrs. Wadman’s perfeions one by one; and happening two or three times together, either by omitting ſome, or counting others twice over, to puzzle himſelf ſadly before he could get beyond his middle ﬁnger—Prithee, Trim! ſaid he, taking up his pipe again,—bring me a pen and ink: Trim brought paper alſo.


  Take a full eet—Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby, making a gn with his pipe at the ſame time to take a chair and t down cloſe by him at the table. The corporal obeyed—placed the paper direly before him—took a pen, and dipp’d it in the ink.


  —She has a thouſand virtues, Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby—


  Am I to ſet them down, an’ pleaſe your honour? quoth the corporal.


  —But they muﬅ be taken in their ranks, replied my uncle Toby; for of them all, Trim, that which wins me moﬅ, and which is a ſecurity for all the reﬅ, is the compaonate turn and ngular humanity of her charaer—I proteﬅ, added my uncle Toby, looking up, as he proteﬅed it, towards the top of the ceiling—That was I her brother, Trim, a thouſand fold, e could not make more conﬅant or more tender enquiries after my ſuﬀerings—though now no more.


  The corporal made no reply to my uncle Toby’s proteﬅation, but by a ort cough—he dipp’d the pen a ſecond time into the inkhorn; and my uncle Toby, pointing with the end of his pipe as cloſe to the top of the eet at the left hand corner of it, as he could get it—the corporal wrote down the word

  HUMANITY ---- thus.


  Prithee, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby, as ſoon as Trim had done it—how often does Mrs. Bridget enquire after the wound on the cap of thy knee, which thou received’ﬅ at the battle of Landen?


  She never, an’ pleaſe your honour, enquires after it at all.


  That, corporal, ſaid my uncle Toby, with all the triumph the goodneſs of his nature would permit—That ews the diﬀerence in the charaer of the miﬅreſs and maid—had the fortune of war allotted the ſame miſchance to me, Mrs. Wadman would have enquired into every circumﬅance relating to it a hundred times—She would have enquired, an’ pleaſe your honour, ten times as often about your honour’s groin—The pain, Trim, is equally excruciating,—and Compaon has as much to do with the one as the other—


  —God bleſs your honour! cried the corporal—what has a woman’s compaon to do with a wound upon the cap of a man’s knee? had your honour’s been ot into ten thouſand ſplinters at the aﬀair of Landen, Mrs. Wadman would have troubled her head as little about it as Bridget; becauſe, added the corporal, lowering his voice, and ſpeaking very diﬅinly, as he agned his reaſon—


  “The knee is ſuch a diﬅance from the main body—whereas the groin, your honour knows, is upon the very curtain of the place.”


  My uncle Toby gave a long whiﬅle—but in a note which could ſcarce be heard acroſs the table.


  The corporal had advanced too far to retire—in three words he told the reﬅ—


  My uncle Toby laid down his pipe as gently upon the fender, as if it had been ſpun from the unravellings of a ſpider’s web—


  —Let us go to my brother Shandy’s, ſaid he.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXII.


  THERE will be juﬅ time, whilﬅ my uncle Toby and Trim are walking to my father’s, to inform you that Mrs. Wadman had, ſome moons before this, made a conﬁdent of my mother; and that Mrs. Bridget, who had the burden of her own, as well as her miﬅreſs’s ſecret to carry, had got happily delivered of both to Suſannah behind the garden-wall.


  As for my mother, e ſaw nothing at all in it, to make the leaﬅ buﬅle about—but Suſannah was ſuﬃcient by herſelf for all the ends and purpoſes you could pobly have, in exporting a family ſecret; for e inﬅantly imparted it by gns to Jonathan—and Jonathan by tokens to the cook as e was baﬅing a loin of mutton; the cook ſold it with ſome kitchen-fat to the poﬅillion for a groat, who truck’d it with the dairy maid for ſomething of about the ſame value—and though whiſper’d in the hay-loft, Fame caught the notes with her brazen trumpet, and ſounded them upon the houſe-top—In a word, not an old woman in the village or ﬁve miles round, who did not underﬅand the diﬃculties of my uncle Toby’s ege, and what were the ſecret articles which had delayed the ſurrender.—


  My father, whoſe way was to force every event in nature into an hypothes, by which means never man cruciﬁed Truth at the rate he did—had but juﬅ heard of the report as my uncle Toby ſet out; and catching ﬁre ſuddenly at the treſpaſs done his brother by it, was demonﬅrating to Yorick, notwithﬅanding my mother was tting by—not only, “That the devil was in women, and that the whole of the aﬀair was luﬅ;” but that every evil and diſorder in the world, of what kind or nature ſoever, from the ﬁrﬅ fall of Adam, down to my uncle Toby’s (incluve), was owing one way or other to the ſame unruly appetite.


  Yorick was juﬅ bringing my father’s hypothes to ſome temper, when my uncle Toby entering the room with marks of inﬁnite benevolence and forgiveneſs in his looks, my father’s eloquence rekindled againﬅ the paon—and as he was not very nice in the choice of his words when he was wroth—as ſoon as my uncle Toby was ſeated by the ﬁre, and had ﬁlled his pipe, my father broke out in this manner.


  ☜


  CHAP. XXXIII.


  —THAT provion ould be made for continuing the race of ſo great, ſo exalted and godlike a Being as man—I am far from denying—but philoſophy ſpeaks freely of everything; and therefore I ﬅill think and do maintain it to be a pity, that it ould be done by means of a paon which bends down the faculties, and turns all the wiſdom, contemplations, and operations of the ſoul backwards—a paon, my dear, continued my father, addreng himſelf to my mother, which couples and equals wiſe men with fools, and makes us come out of our caverns and hiding-places more like ſatyrs and four-footed beaﬅs than men.


  I know it will be ſaid, continued my father (availing himſelf of the Proleps), that in itſelf, and mply taken—like hunger, or thirﬅ, or eep—’tis an aﬀair neither good or bad—or ameful or otherwiſe.—Why then did the delicacy of Diogenes and Plato ſo recalcitrate againﬅ it? and wherefore, when we go about to make and plant a man, do we put out the candle? and for what reaſon is it, that all the parts thereof—the congredients—the preparations—the inﬅruments, and whatever ſerves thereto, are ſo held as to be conveyed to a cleanly mind by no language, tranation, or periphras whatever?


  —The a of killing and deﬅroying a man, continued my father, raing his voice—and turning to my uncle Toby—you ſee, is glorious—and the weapons by which we do it are honourable—We march with them upon our oulders—We ﬅrut with them by our des—We gild them—We carve them—We in-lay them—We enrich them—Nay, if it be but a ſcoundrel cannon, we caﬅ an ornament upon the breach of it.—


  —My uncle Toby laid down his pipe to intercede for a better epithet—and Yorick was ring up to batter the whole hypothes to pieces—


  —When Obadiah broke into the middle of the room with a complaint, which cried out for an immediate hearing.


  The caſe was this:


  My father, whether by ancient cuﬅom of the manor, or as impropriator of the great tythes, was obliged to keep a Bull for the ſervice of the Pari, and Obadiah had led his cow upon a pop-vit to him one day or other the preceding ſummer—I ſay, one day or other—becauſe as chance would have it, it was the day on which he was married to my father’s houſemaid—ſo one was a reckoning to the other. Therefore when Obadiah’s wife was brought to bed—Obadiah thanked God—


  —Now, ſaid Obadiah, I all have a calf: ſo Obadiah went daily to vit his cow.


  She’ll calve on Monday—on Tueſday—on Wedneſday at the fartheﬅ—


  The cow did not calve—no—e’ll not calve till next week—the cow put it oﬀ terribly—till at the end of the xth week Obadiah’s ſuſpicions (like a good man’s) fell upon the Bull.


  Now the pari being very large, my father’s Bull, to ſpeak the truth of him, was no way equal to the department; he had, however, got himſelf, ſomehow or other, thruﬅ into employment—and as he went through the buneſs with a grave face, my father had a high opinion of him.


  —Moﬅ of the townſmen, an’ pleaſe your worip, quoth Obadiah, believe that ’tis all the Bull’s fault—


  —But may not a cow be barren? replied my father, turning to Door Slop.


  It never happens: ſaid Dr. Slop, but the man’s wife may have come before her time naturally enough—Prithee has the child hair upon his head?—added Dr. Slop—


  —It is as hairy as I am; ſaid Obadiah.—Obadiah had not been aved for three weeks—Wheu - - u - - - - u - - - - - - - - cried my father; beginning the ſentence with an exclamatory whiﬅle—and ſo, brother Toby, this poor Bull of mine, who is as good a Bull as ever p—ſs’d, and might have done for Europa herſelf in purer times—had he but two legs leſs, might have been driven into Doors Commons and loﬅ his charaer—which to a Town Bull, brother Toby, is the very ſame thing as his life—


  L—d! ſaid my mother, what is all this ﬅory about?—


  A COCK and a BULL, ſaid Yorick—And one of the beﬅ of its kind, I ever heard.


  The End of the Ninth Volume.
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  a

  SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY,

  &c. &c.


  —THEY order, ſaid I, this matter better in France—


  —You have been in France? ſaid my gentleman, turning quick upon me with the moﬅ civil triumph in the world.—Strange! quoth I, debating the matter with myſelf, That one and twenty miles ſailing, for ’tis abſolutely no further from Dover to Calais, ould give a man theſe rights—I’ll look into them: ſo giving up the argument—I went ﬅraight to my lodgings, put up half a dozen irts and a black pair of lk breeches— “the coat I have on, ſaid I, looking at the eeve, will do”—took a place in the Dover ﬅage; and the packet ſailing at nine the next morning—by three I had got ſat down to my dinner upon a fricaee’d chicken ſo inconteﬅably in France, that had I died that night of an indigeﬅion, the whole world could not have ſuſpended the eﬀes of the * Droits d’aubaine—my irts, and black pair of lk breeches—portmanteau and all muﬅ have gone to the King of France—even the little piure which I have ſo long worn, and ſo often have told thee, Eliza, I would carry with me into my grave, would have been torn from my neck.—Ungenerous!—to ſeize upon the wreck of an unwary paenger, whom your ſubjes had beckon’d to their coaﬅ—by heaven! Sire, it is not well done; and much does it grieve me, ’tis the monarch of a people ſo civilized and courteous, and ſo renown’d for ſentiment and ﬁne feelings, that I have to reaſon with—


  But I have ſcarce ſet foot in your dominions—


  ☜


  CALAIS.


  WHEN I had ﬁni’d my dinner, and drank the King of France’s health, to ſatisfy my mind that I bore him no ſpleen, but, on the contrary, high honour for the humanity of his temper—I roſe up an inch taller for the accommodation.


  —No—ſaid I—the Bourbon is by no means a cruel race: they may be mied like other people; but there is a mildneſs in their blood. As I acknowledged this, I felt a ſuﬀuon of a ﬁner kind upon my cheek—more warm and friendly to man, than what Burgundy (at leaﬅ of two livres a bottle, which was ſuch as I had been drinking) could have produced.


  —Juﬅ God! ſaid I, kicking my portmanteau ade, what is there in this world’s goods which ould arpen our ſpirits, and make ſo many kind-hearted brethren of us, fall out ſo cruelly as we do by the way?


  When man is at peace with man, how much lighter than a feather is the heavieﬅ of metals in his hand! he pulls out his purſe, and holding it airily and uncompreſs’d, looks round him, as if he ſought for an obje to are it with—In doing this, I felt every veel in my frame dilate—the arteries beat all chearily together, and every power which ſuﬅained life, perform’d it with ſo little friion, that ’twould have confounded the moﬅ phycal precieuſe in France: with all her materialiſm, e could ſcarce have called me a machine—


  I’m conﬁdent, ſaid I to myſelf, I ould have overſet her creed.


  The acceon of that idea, carried nature, at that time, as high as e could go—I was at peace with the world before, and this ﬁni’d the treaty with myſelf—


  —Now, was I a King of France, cried I—what a moment for an orphan to have begg’d his father’s portmanteau of me!
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  THE MONK.


  CALAIS.


  IHAD ſcarce utter’d the words, when a poor monk of the order of St. Francis came into the room to beg ſomething for his convent. No man cares to have his virtues the ſport of contingencies—or one man may be generous, as another man is puiant—ſed non, quo ad hanc—or be it as it may—for there is no regular reaſoning upon the ebbs and ﬂows of our humours; they may depend upon the ſame cauſes, for ought I know, which inﬂuence the tides themſelves—’twould oft be no diſcredit to us, to ſuppoſe it was ſo: I’m ſure at leaﬅ for myſelf, that in many a caſe I ould be more highly ſatisﬁed, to have it ſaid by the world, “I had had an aﬀair with the moon, in which there was neither n nor ame,” than have it paſs altogether as my own a and deed, wherein there was ſo much of both.


  —But be this as it may. The moment I caﬅ my eyes upon him, I was predetermined not to give him a ngle ſous; and accordingly I put my purſe into my pocket—button’d it up—ſet myſelf a little more upon my centre, and advanced up gravely to him: there was ſomething, I fear, forbidding in my look: I have his ﬁgure this moment before my eyes, and think there was that in it which deſerved better.


  The monk, as I judged from the break in his tonſure, a few ſcatter’d white hairs upon his temples, being all that remained of it, might be about ſeventy—but from his eyes, and that ſort of ﬁre which was in them, which ſeemed more temper’d by courteſy than years, could be no more than xty—Truth might lie between—He was certainly xty-ﬁve; and the general air of his countenance, notwithﬅanding ſomething ſeem’d to have been planting wrinkles in it before their time, agreed to the account.


  It was one of thoſe heads, which Guido has often painted—mild, pale—penetrating, free from all common-place ideas of fat contented ignorance looking downwards upon the earth—it look’d forwards; but look’d, as if it look’d at ſomething beyond this world. How one of his order came by it, heaven above, who let it fall upon a monk’s oulders, beﬅ knows: but it would have ſuited a Bramin, and had I met it upon the plains of Indoﬅan, I had reverenced it.


  The reﬅ of his outline may be given in a few ﬅrokes; one might put it into the hands of any one to degn, for ’twas neither elegant or otherwiſe, but as charaer and expreon made it ſo: it was a thin, ſpare form, ſomething above the common ze, if it loﬅ not the diﬅinion by a bend forwards in the ﬁgure—but it was the attitude of Intreaty; and as it now ﬅands preſented to my imagination, it gain’d more than it loﬅ by it.


  When he had enter’d the room three paces, he ﬅood ﬅill; and laying his left hand upon his breaﬅ, (a ender white ﬅaﬀ with which he journey’d being in his right)—when I had got cloſe up to him, he introduced himſelf with the little ﬅory of the wants of his convent, and the poverty of his order—and did it with ſo mple a grace—and ſuch an air of deprecation was there in the whole caﬅ of his look and ﬁgure—I was bewitch’d not to have been ﬅruck with it—


  —A better reaſon was, I had predetermined not to give him a ngle ſous.
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  THE MONK.


  CALAIS.


  —’TIS very true, ſaid I, replying to a caﬅ upwards with his eyes, with which he had concluded his addreſs—’tis very true—and heaven be their reſource who have no other but the charity of the world, the ﬅock of which, I fear, is no way ſuﬃcient for the many great claims which are hourly made upon it.


  As I pronounced the words great claims, he gave a ight glance with his eye downwards upon the eeve of his tunick—I felt the full force of the appeal—I acknowledge it, ſaid I—a coarſe habit, and that but once in three years, with meagre diet—are no great matters; and the true point of pity is, as they can be earn’d in the world with ſo little induﬅry, that your order ould wi to procure them by preng upon a fund which is the property of the lame, the blind, the aged and the inﬁrm—the captive who lies down counting over and over again the days of his aﬄiions, languies alſo for his are of it; and had you been of the order of mercy, inﬅead of the order of St. Francis, poor as I am, continued I, pointing at my portmanteau, full chearfully ould it have been open’d to you, for the ranſom of the unfortunate—The monk made me a bow—but of all others, reſumed I, the unfortunate of our own country, ſurely, have the ﬁrﬅ rights; and I have left thouſands in diﬅreſs upon our own ore—The monk gave a cordial wave with his head—as much as to ſay, No doubt, there is miſery enough in every corner of the world, as well as within our convent—But we diﬅingui, ſaid I, laying my hand upon the eeve of his tunick, in return for his appeal—we diﬅingui, my good Father! betwixt thoſe who wi only to eat the bread of their own labour—and thoſe who eat the bread of other people’s, and have no other plan in life, but to get through it in oth and ignorance, for the love of God.


  The poor Franciſcan made no reply: a heic of a moment paſs’d acroſs his cheek, but could not tarry—Nature ſeemed to have had done with her reſentments in him; he ewed none—but letting his ﬅaﬀ fall within his arm, he preſs’d both his hands with regnation upon his breaﬅ, and retired.
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  THE MONK.


  CALAIS.


  MY heart ſmote me the moment he ut the door—Pa! ſaid I with an air of careleneſs, three ſeveral times—but it would not do: every ungracious ſyllable I had utter’d, crouded back into my imagination: I reﬂeed, I had no right over the poor Franciſcan, but to deny him; and that the puniment of that was enough to the diſappointed without the addition of unkind language—I conder’d his grey hairs—his courteous ﬁgure ſeem’d to reenter and gently aſk me what injury he had done me?—and why I could uſe him thus—I would have given twenty livres for an advocate—I have behaved very ill; ſaid I within myſelf; but I have only juﬅ ſet out upon my travels; and all learn better manners as I get along.
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  THE DESOBLIGEANT.


  CALAIS.


  WHEN a man is diſcontented with himſelf, it has one advantage however, that it puts him into an excellent frame of mind for making a bargain. Now there being no travelling through France and Italy without a chaiſe—and nature generally prompting us to the thing we are ﬁtteﬅ for, I walk’d out into the coach yard to buy or hire ſomething of that kind to my purpoſe: an old * Deſobligeant in the furtheﬅ corner of the court, hit my fancy at ﬁrﬅ ght, ſo I inﬅantly got into it, and ﬁnding it in tolerable harmony with my feelings, I ordered the waiter to call Moneur Deein the maﬅer of the hôtel—but Moneur Deein being gone to veſpers, and not caring to face the Franciſcan whom I ſaw on the oppote de of the court, in conference with a lady juﬅ arrived, at the inn—I drew the taﬀeta curtain betwixt us, and being determined to write my journey, I took out my pen and ink, and wrote the preface to it in the Diſobligeant.


  ☜


  PREFACE


  In the DESOBLIGEANT.


  IT muﬅ have been obſerved by many a peripatetic philoſopher, That nature has ſet up by her own unqueﬅionable authority certain boundaries and fences to circumſcribe the diſcontent of man: e has eﬀeed her purpoſe in the quieteﬅ and eaeﬅ manner by laying him under almoﬅ inſuperable obligations to work out his eaſe, and to ſuﬅain his ſuﬀerings at home. It is there only that e has provided him with the moﬅ ſuitable objes to partake of his happineſs, and bear a part of that burden which in all countries and ages, has ever been too heavy for one pair of oulders. ’Tis true we are endued with an imperfe power of ſpreading our happineſs ſometimes beyond her limits, but ’tis ſo ordered, that from the want of languages, conneions, and dependencies, and from the diﬀerence in education, cuﬅoms and habits, we lie under ſo many impediments in communicating our ſenſations out of our own ſphere, as often amount to a total impobility.


  It will always follow from hence, that the balance of ſentimental commerce is always againﬅ the expatriated adventurer: he muﬅ buy what he has little occaon for at their own price—his converſation will ſeldom be taken in exchange for theirs without a large diſcount—and this, by the by, eternally driving him into the hands of more equitable brokers for ſuch converſation as he can ﬁnd, it requires no great ſpirit of divination to gueſs at his party—


  This brings me to my point; and naturally leads me (if the ſee-ſaw of this Deſobligeant will but let me get on) into the eﬃcient as well as the ﬁnal cauſes of travelling—


  Your idle people that leave their native country and go abroad for ſome reaſon or reaſons which may be derived from one of theſe general cauſes—


  
    Inﬁrmity of body,


    Imbecility of mind, or


    Inevitable necety.

  


  The ﬁrﬅ two include all thoſe who travel by land or by water, labouring with pride, curioty, vanity or ſpleen, ſubdivided and combined in inﬁnitum.


  The third claſs includes the whole army of peregrine martyrs; more eſpecially thoſe travellers who ſet out upon their travels with the beneﬁt of the clergy, either as delinquents travelling under the direion of governors recommended by the magiﬅrate—or young gentlemen tranſported by the cruelty of parents and guardians, and travelling under the direion of governors recommended by Oxford, Aberdeen and Glaſgow.


  There is a fourth claſs, but their number is ſo ſmall that they would not deſerve a diﬅinion, was it not neceary in a work of this nature to obſerve the greateﬅ precion and nicety, to avoid a confuon of charaer. And theſe men I ſpeak of, are ſuch as croſs the ſeas and ſojourn in a land of ﬅrangers with a view of ſaving money for various reaſons and upon various pretences: but as they might alſo ſave themſelves and others a great deal of unneceary trouble by ſaving their money at home—and as their reaſons for travelling are the leaﬅ complex of any other ſpecies of emigrants, I all diﬅingui theſe gentlemen by the name of


  
    Simple Travellers.

  


  Thus the whole circle of travellers may be reduced to the following Heads.


  
    Idle Travellers,


    Inquitive Travellers,


    Lying Travellers,


    Proud Travellers,


    Vain Travellers,


    Splenetic Travellers.

  


  Then follow the Travellers of Necety.


  
    The delinquent and felonious Traveller,


    The unfortunate and innocent Traveller,


    The mple Traveller,

  


  And laﬅ of all (if you pleaſe)


  The Sentimental Traveller (meaning thereby myſelf) who have travell’d, and of which I am now tting down to give an account—as much out of Necety, and the beſoin de Voyager, as any one in the claſs.


  I am well aware, at the ſame time, as both my travels and obſervations will be altogether of a diﬀerent caﬅ from any of my fore-runners; that I might have inﬅed upon a whole nitch entirely to myſelf—but I ould break in upon the conﬁnes of the Vain Traveller, in wiing to draw attention towards me, till I have ſome better grounds for it, than the mere Novelty of my Vehicle.


  It is ſuﬃcient for my reader, if he has been a traveller himſelf, that with ﬅudy and reﬂeion hereupon he may be able to determine his own place and rank in the catalogue—it will be one ﬅep towards knowing himſelf; as it is great odds, but he retains ſome tinure and reſemblance, of what he imbibed or carried out, to the preſent hour.


  The man who ﬁrﬅ tranſplanted the grape of Burgundy to the Cape of Good Hope (obſerve he was a Dutch man) never dreamt of drinking the ſame wine at the Cape, that the ſame grape produced upon the French mountains—he was too phlegmatic for that—but undoubtedly he expeed to drink ſome ſort of vinous liquor; but whether good, bad, or indiﬀerent—he knew enough of this world to know, that it did not depend upon his choice, but that what is generally called chance was to decide his ſucceſs: however, he hoped for the beﬅ; and in theſe hopes, by an intemperate conﬁdence in the fortitude of his head, and the depth of his diſcretion, Mynheer might pobly overſet both in his new vineyard; and by diſcovering his nakedneſs, become a laughingﬅock to his people.


  Even ſo it fares with the poor Traveller, ſailing and poﬅing through the politer kingdoms of the globe in purſuit of knowledge and improvements.


  Knowledge and improvements are to be got by ſailing and poﬅing for that purpoſe; but whether uſeful knowledge and real improvements, is all a lottery—and even where the adventurer is ſucceſsful, the acquired ﬅock muﬅ be uſed with caution and ſobriety to turn to any proﬁt—but as the chances run prodigiouy the other way both as to the acquition and application, I am of opinion, That a man would a as wiſely, if he could prevail upon himſelf, to live contented without foreign knowledge or foreign improvements, eſpecially if he lives in a country that has no abſolute want of either—and indeed, much grief of heart has it oft and many a time coﬅ me, when I have obſerved how many a foul ﬅep the inquitive Traveller has meaſured to ſee ghts and look into diſcoveries; all which, as Sancho Panca ſaid to Don Quixote, they might have ſeen dry-od at home. It is an age ſo full of light, that there is ſcarce a country or corner of Europe whoſe beams are not croed and interchanged with others—Knowledge in moﬅ of its branches, and in moﬅ aﬀairs, is like muc in an Italian ﬅreet, whereof thoſe may partake, who pay nothing—But there is no nation under heaven—and God is my record, (before whoſe tribunal I muﬅ one day come and give an account of this work)—that I do not ſpeak it vauntingly—But there is no nation under heaven abounding with more variety of learning—where the ſciences may be more ﬁtly woo’d, or more ſurely won than here—where art is encouraged, and will ſo ſoon riſe high—where Nature (take her all together) has ſo little to anſwer for—and, to cloſe all, where there is more wit and variety of charaer to feed the mind with—Where then, my dear countrymen, are you going—


  —We are only looking at this chaiſe, ſaid they—Your moﬅ obedient ſervant, ſaid I, ſkipping out of it, and pulling oﬀ my hat—We were wondering, ſaid one of them, who, I found, was an inquitive traveller—what could occaon its motion.——’Twas the agitation, ſaid I coolly, of writing a preface—I never heard, ſaid the other, who was a mple traveller, of a preface wrote in a Deſobligeant.—It would have been better, ſaid I, in a Vis a Vis.


  —As an Engli man does not travel to ſee Engli men, I retired to my room.


  ☜


  CALAIS.


  IPerceived that ſomething darken’d the paage more than myſelf, as I ﬅepp’d along it to my room; it was eﬀeually Mons. Deein, the maﬅer of the hôtel, who had juﬅ return’d from veſpers, and, with his hat under his arm, was moﬅ complaiſantly following me, to put me in mind of my wants. I had wrote myſelf pretty well out of conceit with the Deſobligeant; and Mons. Deein ſpeaking of it, with a rug, as if it would no way ſuit me, it immediately ﬅruck my fancy that it belong’d to ſome innocent traveller, who, on his return home, had left it to Mons. Deein’s honour to make the moﬅ of. Four months had elapſed nce it had ﬁni’d its career of Europe in the corner of Mons. Deein’s coachyard; and having ſallied out from thence but a vampt-up buneſs at the ﬁrﬅ, though it had been twice taken to pieces on Mount Sennis, it had not proﬁted much by its adventures—but by none ſo little as the ﬅanding ſo many months unpitied in the corner of Mons. Deein’s coachyard. Much indeed was not to be ſaid for it—but ſomething might—and when a few words will reſcue miſery out of her diﬅreſs, I hate the man who can be a churl of them.


  —Now was I the maﬅer of this hôtel, ſaid I, laying the point of my fore-ﬁnger on Mons. Deein’s breaﬅ, I would inevitably make a point of getting rid of this unfortunate Deſobligeant—itﬅands ſwinging reproaches at you every time you paſs by it—


  Mon Dieu! ſaid Mons. Deein—I have no intereﬅ—Except the intereﬅ, ſaid I, which men of a certain turn of mind take, Mons. Deein, in their own ſenſations—I’m perſuaded, to a man who feels for others as well as for himſelf, every rainy night, diſguiſe it as you will, muﬅ caﬅ a damp upon your ſpirits—You ſuﬀer, Mons. Deein, as much as the machine—


  I have always obſerved, when there is as much ſour as ſweet in a compliment, that an Engliman is eternally at a loſs within himſelf, whether to take it, or let it alone: a Frenchman never is: Mons. Deein made me a bow.


  C’eﬅ bien vrai, ſaid he—But in this caſe I ould only exchange one diſquietude for another, and with loſs: ﬁgure to yourſelf, my dear Sir, that in giving you a chaiſe which would fall to pieces before you had got half way to Paris—ﬁgure to yourſelf how much I ould ſuﬀer, in giving an ill impreon of myſelf to a man of honour, and lying at the mercy, as I muﬅ do, d’un homme d’eſprit.


  The doſe was made up exaly after my own preſcription; ſo I could not help taking it—and returning Mons. Deein his bow, without more caſuiﬅry we walk’d together towards his Remiſe, to take a view of his magazine of chaiſes.


  ☜


  IN THE STREET.


  CALAIS.


  IT muﬅ needs be a hoﬅile kind of a world, when the buyer (if it be but of a ſorry poﬅ-chaiſe) cannot go forth with the ſeller thereof into the ﬅreet to terminate the diﬀerence betwixt them, but he inﬅantly falls into the ſame frame of mind and views his conventioniﬅ with the ſame ſort of eye, as if he was going along with him to Hydepark corner to ﬁght a duel. For my own part, being but a poor ſword’ſman, and no way a match for Moneur Deein, I felt the rotation of all the movements within me, to which the tuation is incident—I looked at Moneur Deein through and through—ey’d him as he walked along in proﬁle—then, en face—thought he look’d like a Jew—then a Turk—diiked his wig—curſed him by my gods—wied him at the devil—


  —And is all this to be lighted up in the heart for a beggarly account of three or four louiſd’ors, which is the moﬅ I can be overreach’d in?—Baſe paon! ſaid I, turning myſelf about, as a man naturally does upon a ſudden reverſe of ſentiment—baſe, ungentle paon! thy hand is againﬅ every man, and every man’s hand againﬅ thee—heaven forbid! ſaid e, raing her hand up to her forehead, for I had turned full in front upon the lady whom I had ſeen in conference with the monk—e had followed us unperceived—Heaven forbid indeed! ſaid I, oﬀering her my own—e had a black pair of lk gloves open only at the thumb and two foreﬁngers, ſo accepted it without reſerve—and I led her up to the door of the Remiſe.


  Moneur Deein had diabled the key above ﬁfty times before he found out he had come with a wrong one in his hand: we were as impatient as himſelf to have it open’d; and ſo attentive to the obﬅacle, that I continued holding her hand almoﬅ without knowing it; ſo that Moneur Deein left us together with her hand in mine, and with our faces turned towards the door of the Remiſe, and ſaid he would be back in ﬁve minutes.


  Now a colloquy of ﬁve minutes, in ſuch a tuation, is worth one of as many ages, with your faces turned towards the ﬅreet: in the latter caſe, ’tis drawn from the objes and occurrences without—when your eyes are ﬁxed upon a dead blank—you draw purely from yourſelves. A lence of a ngle moment upon Moneur Deein’s leaving us, had been fatal: to the tuation—e had infallibly turned about—ſo I begun the converſation inﬅantly.—


  —But what were the temptations, (as I write not to apologize for the weaknees of my heart in this tour,—but to give an account of them)—all be deſcribed with the ſame mplicity, with which I felt them.


  ☜


  THE REMISE DOOR.


  CALAIS.


  WHEN I told the reader that I did not care to get out of the Deſobligeant, becauſe I ſaw the monk in cloſe conference with a lady juﬅ arrived at the inn—I told him the truth; but I did not tell him the whole truth; for I was full as much reﬅrained by the appearance and ﬁgure of the lady he was talking to. Suſpicion croed my brain, and ſaid, he was telling her what had paed: ſomething jarred upon it within me—I wied him at his convent.


  When the heart ﬂies out before the underﬅanding, it ſaves the judgment a world of pains—I was certain e was of a better order of beings—however, I thought no more of her, but went on and wrote my preface.


  The impreon returned, upon my encounter with her in the ﬅreet; a guarded frankneſs with which e gave me her hand, ewed, I thought, her good education and her good ſenſe; and as I led her on, I felt a pleaſurable duility about her, which ſpread a calmneſs over all my ſpirits—


  —Good God! how a man might lead ſuch a creature as this round the world with him!—


  I had not yet ſeen her face—’twas not material; for the drawing was inﬅantly ſet about, and long before we had got to the door of the Remiſe, Fancy had ﬁnied the whole head, and pleaſed herſelf as much with its ﬁtting her goddeſs, as if e had dived into the Tiber for it—but thou art a ſeduced, and a ſeducing ut; and albeit thou cheateﬅ us ſeven times a day with thy piures and images, yet with ſo many charms doﬅ thou do it, and thou deckeﬅ out thy piures in the apes of ſo many angels of light, ’tis a ame to break with thee.


  When we had got to the door of the Remiſe, e withdrew her hand from acroſs her forehead, and let me ſee the original—it was a face of about x and twenty—of a clear tranſparent brown, mply ſet oﬀ without rouge or powder—it was not critically handſome, but there was that in it, which in the frame of mind I was in, which attached me much more to it—it was intereﬅing; I fancied it wore the charaers of a widow’d look, and in that ﬅate of its declenon, which had paed the two ﬁrﬅ paroxyſms of ſorrow, and was quietly beginning to reconcile itſelf to its loſs—but a thouſand other diﬅrees might have traced the ſame lines; I wi’d to know what they had been—and was ready to enquire, (had the ſame bon ton of converſation permitted, as in the days of Eſdras)—“What aileth thee? and why art thou diſquieted? and why is thy underﬅanding troubled?”—In a word, I felt benevolence for her; and reſolved ſome way or other to throw in my mite of courteſy—if not of ſervice.


  Such were my temptations—and in this diſpotion to give way to them, was I left alone with the lady with her hand in mine, and with our faces both turned cloſer to the door of the Remiſe than what was abſolutely neceary.


  ☜


  THE REMISE DOOR.


  CALAIS.


  THIS certainly, fair lady! ſaid I, raing her hand up a little lightly as I began, muﬅ be one of Fortune’s whimcal doings: to take two utter ﬅrangers by their hands—of diﬀerent ſexes, and perhaps from diﬀerent corners of the globe, and in one moment place them together in ſuch a cordial tuation, as Friendip herſelf could ſcarce have atchieved for them, had e projeed it for a month—


  —And your reﬂeion upon it, ews how much, Moneur, e has embaraed you by the adventure.—


  When the tuation is, what we would wi, nothing is ſo ill-timed as to hint at the circumﬅances which make it ſo: you thank Fortune, continued e—you had reaſon—the heart knew it, and was ſatisﬁed; and who but an Engli philoſopher would have ſent notices of it to the brain to reverſe the judgment?


  In ſaying this, e diſengaged her hand with a look which I thought a ſuﬃcient commentary upon the text.


  It is a miſerable piure which I am going to give of the weakneſs of my heart, by owning, that it ſuﬀered a pain, which worthier occaons could not have inﬂied.—I was mortiﬁed with the loſs of her hand, and the manner in which I had loﬅ it carried neither oil nor wine to the wound: I never felt the pain of a eepi inferiority ſo miſerably in my life.


  The triumphs of a true feminine heart are ort upon theſe diſcomﬁtures. In a very few ſeconds e laid her hand upon the cuﬀ of my coat, in order to ﬁni her reply; ſo ſome way or other, God knows how, I regained my tuation.


  —She had nothing to add.


  I forthwith began to model a diﬀerent converſation for the lady, thinking from the ſpirit as well as moral of this, that I had been miﬅaken in her charaer; but upon turning her face towards me, the ſpirit which had animated the reply was ﬂed—the muſcles relaxed, and I beheld the ſame unproteed look of diﬅreſs which ﬁrﬅ won me to her intereﬅ—melancholy! to ſee ſuch ſprightlineſs the prey of ſorrow.—I pitied her from my ſoul; and though it may ſeem ridiculous enough to a torpid heart,—I could have taken her into my arms, and cheried her, though it was in the open ﬅreet, without bluing.


  The pulſations of the arteries along my ﬁngers preng acroſs hers, told her what was pang within me: e looked down—a lence of ſome moments followed.


  I fear, in this interval, I muﬅ have made ſome ight eﬀorts towards a cloſer compreon of her hand, from a ſubtle ſenſation I felt in the palm of my own—not as if e was going to withdraw hers—but, as if e thought about it—and I had infallibly loﬅ it a ſecond time, had not inﬅin more than reaſon direed me to the laﬅ reſource in theſe dangers—to hold it looſely, and in a manner as if I was every moment going to releaſe it, of myſelf; ſo e let it continue, till Moneur Deein returned with the key; and in the mean time I ſet myſelf to conder how I ould undo the ill impreons which the poor monk’s ﬅory, in caſe he had told it her, muﬅ have planted in her breaﬅ againﬅ me.


  ☜


  THE SNUFF-BOX.


  CALAIS.


  THE good old monk was within x paces of us, as the idea of him croſs’d my mind; and was advancing towards us a little out of the line, as if uncertain whether he ould break in upon us or no.—He ﬅopp’d, however, as ſoon as he came up to us, with a world of frankneſs; and having a horn ſnuﬀ-box in his hand, he preſented it open to me—You all taﬅe mine—ſaid I, pulling out my box (which was a ſmall tortoiſe one) and putting it into his hand— ’Tis moﬅ excellent, ſaid the monk; Then do me the favour, I replied, to accept of the box and all, and when you take a pinch out of it, ſometimes recolle it was the peace-oﬀering of a man who once uſed you unkindly, but not from his heart.


  The poor monk blu’d as red as ſcarlet. Mon Dieu! ſaid he, preng his hands together—you never uſed me unkindly.—I ould think, ſaid the lady, he is not likely. I blu’d in my turn; but from what movements, I leave to the few who feel to analyſe—Excuſe me, Madame, replied I—I treated him moﬅ unkindly; and from no provocations—’Tis impoble, ſaid the lady.—My God! cried the monk, with a warmth of aeveration which ſeemed not to belong to him—the fault was in me, and in the indiſcretion of my zeal—the lady oppoſed it, and I joined with her in maintaining it was impoble, that a ſpirit ſo regulated as his, could give oﬀence to any.


  I knew not that contention could be rendered ſo ſweet and pleaſurable a thing to the nerves as I then felt it.—We remained lent, without any ſenſation of that fooli pain which takes place, when in ſuch a circle you look for ten minutes in one another’s faces without ſaying a word. Whilﬅ this laﬅed, the monk rubb’d his horn box upon the eeve of his tunick; and as ſoon as it had acquired a little air of brightneſs by the friion—he made a low bow, and ſaid, ’twas too late to ſay whether it was the weakneſs or goodneſs of our tempers which had involved us in this conteﬅ—but be it as it would—he begg’d we might exchange boxes—In ſaying this, he preſented his to me with one hand, as he took mine from me in the other; and having kiſs’d it—with a ﬅream of good nature in his eyes he put it into his boſom—and took his leave.


  I guard this box, as I would the inﬅrumental parts of my religion, to help my mind on to ſomething better: in truth, I ſeldom go abroad without it; and oft and many a time have I called up by it the courteous ſpirit of its owner to regulate my own, in the juﬅlings of the world; they had found full employment for his, as I learnt from his ﬅory, till about the forty-ﬁfth year of his age, when upon ſome military ſervices ill requited, and meeting at the ſame time with a diſappointment in the tendereﬅ of paons, he abandon’d the ſword and the ſex together, and took ſanuary, not ſo much in his convent as in himſelf.


  I feel a damp upon my ſpirits, as I am going to add, that in my laﬅ return through Calais, upon inquiring after Father Lorenzo, I heard he had been dead near three months, and was buried, not in his convent, but, according to his dere, in a little cimetiery belonging to it, about two leagues oﬀ: I had a ﬅrong dere to ſee where they had laid him—when, upon pulling out his little horn box, as I ſat by his grave, and plucking up a nettle or two at the head of it, which had no buneſs to grow there, they all ﬅruck together ſo forcibly upon my aﬀeions, that I burﬅ into a ﬂood of tears—but I am as weak as a woman; and I beg the world not to ſmile, but pity me.


  ☜


  THE REMISE DOOR.


  CALAIS.


  IHAD never quitted the lady’s hand all this time; and had held it ſo long, that it would have been indecent to have let it go, without ﬁrﬅ preng it to my lips: the blood and ſpirits, which had ſuﬀer’d a revulon from her, crouded back to her, as I did it.


  Now the two travellers who had ſpoke to me in the coach-yard, happening at that cris to be pang by, and obſerving our communications, naturally took it into their heads that we muﬅ be man and wife at leaﬅ; ſo ﬅopping as ſoon as they came up to the door of the Remiſe, the one of them, who was the inquitive traveller, aſk’d us, if we ſet out for Paris the next morning?—I could only anſwer for myſelf, I ſaid; and the lady added, e was for Amiens.—We dined there yeﬅerday, ſaid the mple traveller—You go direly through the town, added the other, in your road to Paris. I was going to return a thouſand thanks for the intelligence, that Amiens was in the road to Paris; but, upon pulling out my poor monk’s little horn box to take a pinch of ſnuﬀ—I made them a quiet bow, and wiing them a good paage to Dover—they left us alone—


  —Now where would be the harm, ſaid I to myſelf, if I was to beg of this diﬅreed lady to accept of half of my chaiſe?—and what mighty miſchief could enſue?


  Every dirty paon, and bad propenty in my nature, took the alarm, as I ﬅated the propotion—It will oblige you to have a third horſe, ſaid Avarice, which will put twenty livres out of your pocket.—You know not who e is, ſaid Caution—or what ſcrapes the aﬀair may draw you into, whiſper’d Cowardice—


  Depend upon it, Yorick! ſaid Discretion, ’twill be ſaid you went oﬀ with a miﬅreſs, and came by agnation to Calais for that purpoſe—


  —You can never after, cried Hypocrisy aloud, ew your face in the world—or riſe, quoth Meanness, in the church—or be any thing in it, ſaid Pride, but a louſy prebendary.


  —But ’tis a civil thing, ſaid I—and as I generally a from the ﬁrﬅ impulſe, and therefore ſeldom liﬅen to theſe cabals, which ſerve no purpoſe, that I know of, but to encompaſs the heart with adamant—I turn’d inﬅantly about to the lady—


  —But e had glided oﬀ unperceived, as the cauſe was pleading, and had made ten or a dozen paces down the ﬅreet, by the time I had made the determination; ſo I ſet oﬀ after her with a long ﬅride, to make her the propoſal with the beﬅ addreſs I was maﬅer of; but obſerving e walk’d with her cheek half reﬅing upon the palm of her hand—with the ow, ort-meaſur’d ﬅep of thoughtfulneſs, and with her eyes, as e went ﬅep by ﬅep, ﬁx’d upon the ground, it ﬅruck me, e was trying the ſame cauſe herſelf.—God help her! ſaid I, e has ſome mother-in-law, or tartuﬁ aunt, or nonſencal old woman, to conſult upon the occaon, as well as myſelf: ſo not caring to interrupt the procee, and deeming it more gallant to take her at diſcretion than by ſurprize, I faced about, and took a ort turn or two before the door of the Remiſe, whilﬅ e walk’d mung on one de.


  ☜


  IN THE STREET.


  CALAIS.


  HAVING, on ﬁrﬅ ght of the lady, ſettled the aﬀair in my fancy, “that e was of the better order of beings”—and then laid it down as a ſecond axiom, as indiſputable as the ﬁrﬅ, That e was a widow, and wore a charaer of diﬅreſs—I went no further; I got ground enough for the tuation which pleaſed me—and had e remained cloſe bede my elbow till midnight, I ould have held true to my ſyﬅem, and condered her only under that general idea.


  She had ſcarce got twenty paces diﬅant from me, ere ſomething within me called out for a more particular inquiry—it brought on the idea of a further ſeparation—I might pobly never ſee her more—the heart is for ſaving what it can; and I wanted the traces thro’ which my wies might ﬁnd their way to her, in caſe I ould never rejoin her myſelf: in a word, I wi’d to know her name—her family’s—her condition; and as I knew the place to which e was going, I wanted to know from whence e came: but there was no coming at all this intelligence: a hundred little delicacies ﬅood in the way. I form’d a ſcore diﬀerent plans—There was no ſuch thing as a man’s aſking her direly—the thing was impoble.


  A little French debonaire captain, who came dancing down the ﬅreet, ewed me, it was the eaeﬅ thing in the world; for popping in betwixt us, juﬅ as the lady was returning back to the door of the Remiſe, he introduced himſelf to my acquaintance, and before he had well got announced, begg’d I would do him the honour to preſent him to the lady—I had not been preſented myſelf—ſo turning about to her, he did it juﬅ as well by aſking her, if e had come from Paris?—No: e was going that rout, e ſaid.—Vous n’etez pas de Londre?—She was not, e replied.—Then Madame muﬅ have come thro’ Flanders.—Apparamment vous etez Flammande? ſaid the French captain.—The lady anſwered, e was.—Peutetre, de Lie? added he—She ſaid, e was not of Lie.—Nor Arras?—nor Cambray?—nor Ghent?—nor Bruels? She anſwered, e was of Bruels.


  He had had the honour, he ſaid, to be at the bombardment of it laﬅ war—that it was ﬁnely tuated, pour cela—and full of noblee when the Imperialiﬅs were driven out by the French (the lady made a ight curtſy)—ſo giving her an account of the aﬀair, and of the are he had had in it—he begg’d the honour to know her name—ſo made his bow.


  —Et Madame a ſon Mari?—ſaid he, looking back when he had made two ﬅeps—and without ﬅaying for an anſwer—danced down the ﬅreet.


  Had I ſerved ſeven years apprenticeip to good breeding, I could not have done as much.


  ☜


  THE REMISE.


  CALAIS.


  AS the little French captain left us, Mons. Deein came up with the key of the Remiſe in his hand, and forthwith let us into his magazine of chaiſes.


  The ﬁrﬅ obje which caught my eye, as Mons. Deein open’d the door of the Remiſe, was another old tatter’d Deſobligeant: and notwithﬅanding it was the exa piure of that which had hit my fancy ſo much in the coach-yard but an hour before—the very ght of it ﬅirr’d up a diſagreeable ſenſation within me now; and I thought ’twas a churli beaﬅ into whoſe heart the idea could ﬁrﬅ enter, to conﬅru ſuch a machine; nor had I much more charity for the man who could think of ung it.


  I obſerved the lady was as little taken with it as myſelf: ſo Mons. Deein led us on to a couple of chaiſes which ﬅood abreaﬅ, telling us as he recommended them, that they had been purchaſed by my Lord A. and B. to go the grand tour, but had gone no further than Paris, ſo were in all reſpes as good as new—They were too good—ſo I paſs’d on to a third, which ﬅood behind, and forthwith began to chaﬀer for the price—But ’twill ſcarce hold two, ſaid I, opening the door and getting in—Have the goodneſs, Madam, ſaid Mons. Deein, oﬀering his arm, to ﬅep in—The lady hetated half a ſecond, and ﬅepp’d in; and the waiter that moment beckoning to ſpeak to Mons. Deein, he ut the door of the chaiſe upon us, and left us.


  ☜


  THE REMISE.


  CALAIS.


  C’EST bien comique, ’tis very droll, ſaid the lady ſmiling, from the reﬂeion that this was the ſecond time we had been left together by a parcel of nonſencal contingencies—c’eﬅ bien comique, ſaid e—


  —There wants nothing, ſaid I, to make it ſo, but the comick uſe which the gallantry of a Frenchman would put it to—to make love the ﬁrﬅ moment, and an oﬀer of his perſon the ſecond.


  ’Tis their fort: replied the lady.


  It is ſuppoſed ſo at leaﬅ—and how it has come to paſs, continued I, I know not; but they have certainly got the credit of underﬅanding more of love, and making it better than any other nation upon earth: but for my own part I think them errant bunglers, and in truth the worﬅ ſet of markſmen that ever tried Cupid’s patience.


  —To think of making love by ſentiments!


  I ould as ſoon think of making a genteel ſuit of cloaths out of remnants:—and to do it—pop—at ﬁrﬅ ght by declaration—is ſubmitting the oﬀer and themſelves with it, to be fted, with all their pours and contres, by an unheated mind.


  The lady attended as if e expeed I ould go on.


  Conder then, madam, continued I, laying my hand upon hers—


  That grave people hate Love for the name’s ſake—


  That ſelﬁ people hate it for their own—


  Hypocrites for heaven’s—


  And that all of us both old and young, being ten times worſe frighten’d than hurt by the very report—What a want of knowledge in this branch of commerce a man betrays, whoever lets the word come out of his lips, till an hour or two at leaﬅ after the time, that his lence upon it becomes tormenting. A courſe of ſmall, quiet attentions, not ſo pointed as to alarm—nor ſo vague as to be miſunderﬅood,—with now and then a look of kindneſs, and little or nothing ſaid upon it—leaves Nature for your miﬅreſs, and e faions it to her mind.—


  Then I ſolemnly declare, ſaid the lady, bluing—you have been making love to me all this while.


  ☜


  THE REMISE.


  CALAIS.


  MONSIEUR Deein came back to let us out of the chaiſe, and acquaint the lady, the Count de L—— her brother was juﬅ arrived at the hotel. Though I had inﬁnite good will for the lady, I cannot ſay, that I rejoiced in my heart at the event—and could not help telling her ſo—for it is fatal to a propoſal, Madam, ſaid I, that I was going to make you—


  —You need not tell me what the propoſal was, ſaid e, laying her hand upon both mine, as e interrupted me.—A man, my good Sir, has ſeldom an oﬀer of kindneſs to make-to a woman, but e has a preſentiment of it ſome moments before—


  Nature arms her with it, ſaid I, for immediate preſervation—But I think, ſaid e, looking in my face, I had no evil to apprehend—and to deal frankly with you, had determined to accept it.—If I had—(e ﬅopped a moment)—I believe your good will would have drawn a ﬅory from me, which would have made pity the only dangerous thing in the journey.


  In ſaying this, e ſuﬀered me to kiſs her hand twice, and with a look of ſenbility mixed with a concern e got out of the chaiſe—and bid adieu.


  ☜


  IN THE STREET.


  CALAIS.


  INEVER ﬁnied a twelve-guinea bargain ſo expeditiouy in my life: my time ſeemed heavy upon the loſs of the lady, and knowing every moment of it would be as two, till I put myſelf into motion—I ordered poﬅ horſes direly, and walked towards the hotel.


  Lord! ſaid I, hearing the town clock ﬅrike four, and recolleing that I had been little more than a ngle hour in Calais—


  —What a large volume of adventures may be graſped within this little ſpan of life by him who intereﬅs his heart in every thing, and who, having eyes to ſee, what time and chance are perpetually holding out to him as he journeyeth on his way, mies nothing he can fairly lay his hands on.—


  —If this won’t turn out ſomething—another will—no matter—’tis an aay upon human nature—I get my labour for my pains—’tis enough—the pleaſure of the experiment has kept my ſenſes, and the beﬅ part of my blood awake, and laid the groſs to eep.


  I pity the man who can travel from Dan to Beereba, and cry, ’Tis all barren—and ſo it is; and ſo is all the world to him who will not cultivate the fruits it oﬀers. I declare, ſaid I, clapping my hands chearily together, that was I in a deſart, I would ﬁnd out wherewith in it to call forth my aﬀeions—If I could not do better, I would faﬅen them upon ſome ſweet myrtle, or ſeek ſome melancholy cypreſs to conne myſelf to—I would court their ade, and greet them kindly for their proteion—I would cut my name upon them, and ſwear they were the lovelieﬅ trees throughout the deſert: if their leaves wither’d, I would teach myſelf to mourn, and when they rejoiced, I would rejoice along with them.


  The learned Smelfungus travelled from Boulogne to Paris—from Paris to Rome—and ſo on—but he ſet out with the ſpleen and jaundice, and every obje he pafs’d by was diſcoloured or diﬅorted—He wrote an account of them, but’twas nothing but the account of his miſerable feelings.


  I met Smelfungus in the grand portico of the Pantheon—he was juﬅ coming out of it—’Tis nothing but a huge cock-pit*, ſaid he—I wi you had ſaid nothing worſe of the Venus of Medicis, replied I—for in pang through Florence, I had heard he had fallen foul upon the goddeſs, and uſed her worſe than a common ﬅrumpet, without the leaﬅ provocation in nature.


  I popp’d upon Smelfungus again at Turin, in his return home; and a ſad tale of ſorrowful adventures had he to tell, “wherein he ſpoke of moving accidents by ﬂood and ﬁeld, and of the cannibals which each other eat: the Anthropophagi”—he had been ﬂea’d alive, and bedevil’d, and uſed worſe than St. Bartholomew, at every ﬅage he had come at—


  —I’ll tell it, cried Smelfungus, to the world. You had better tell it, ſaid I, to your phycian.


  Mundungus, with an immenſe fortune, made the whole tour; going on from Rome to Naples—from Naples to Venice—from Venice to Vienna—to Dreſden, to Berlin, without one generous conneion or pleaſurable anecdote to tell of; but he had travell’d ﬅraight on looking neither to his right hand or his left, leﬅ Love or Pity ould ſeduce him out of his road.


  Peace be to them! if it is to be found; but heaven itſelf, was it poble to get there with ſuch tempers, would want objes to give it—every gentle ſpirit would come ﬂying upon the wings of Love to hail their arrival—Nothing would the ſouls of Smelfungus and Mundungus hear of, but fre anthems of joy, fre raptures of love, and fre congratulations of their common felicity—I heartily pity them: they have brought up no faculties for this work; and was the happieﬅ manon in heaven to be allotted to Smelfungus and Mundungus, they would be ſo far from being happy, that the ſouls of Smelfungus and Mundungus would do penance there to all eternity.


  ☜


  MONTRIUL.


  IHAD once loﬅ my portmanteau from behind my chaiſe, and twice got out in the rain, and one of the times up to the knees in dirt, to help the poﬅilion to tie it on, without being able to ﬁnd out what was wanting—Nor was it till I got to Montriul, upon the landlord’s aſking me if I wanted not a ſervant, that it occurred to me, that that was the very thing.


  A ſervant! That I do moﬅ ſadly, quoth I—Becauſe, Moneur, ſaid the landlord, there is a clever young fellow, who would be very proud of the honour to ſerve an Engliman—But why an Engli one, more than any other?—They are ſo generous, ſaid the landlord—I’ll be ot if this is not a livre out of my pocket, quoth I to myſelf, this very night—But they have wherewithal to be ſo, Moneur, added he—Set down one livre more for that, quoth I—It was but laﬅ night, ſaid the landlord, qu’un my Lord Anglois preſentoit un ecu a la ﬁlle de chambre—Tant pis, pour Madlle Janatone, ſaid I.


  Now Janatone being the landlord’s daughter, and the landlord ſuppong I was young in French, took the liberty to inform me, I ould not have ſaid tant pis—but, tant mieux. Tant mieux, toujours, Moneur, ſaid he, when there is any thing to be got—tant pis, when there is nothing. It comes to the ſame thing, ſaid I. Pardonnez moi, ſaid the landlord.


  I cannot take a ﬁtter opportunity to obſerve once for all, that tant pis and tant mieux being two of the great hinges in French converſation, a ﬅranger would do well to ſet himſelf right in the uſe of them, before he gets to Paris.


  A prompt French Marquis at our ambaador’s table demanded of Mr. H——, if he was H—— the poet? No, ſaid H—— mildly—Tant pis, replied the Marquis.


  It is H—— the hiﬅorian, ſaid another—Tant mieux, ſaid the Marquis. And Mr. H——, who is a man of an excellent heart, return’d thanks for both.


  When the landlord had ſet me right in this matter, he called in La Fleur, which was the name of the young man he had ſpoke of—ſaying only ﬁrﬅ, That as for his talents, he would preſume to ſay nothing—Moneur was the beﬅ judge what would ſuit him; but for the ﬁdelity of La Fleur, he would ﬅand reſponble in all he was worth.


  The landlord deliver’d this in a manner which inﬅantly ſet my mind to the buneſs I was upon—and La Fleur, who ﬅood waiting without, in that breathleſs expeation which every ſon of nature of us have felt in our turns, came in.


  ☜


  MONTRIUL.


  IAM apt to be taken with all kinds of people at ﬁrﬅ ght; but never more ſo, than when a poor devil comes to oﬀer his ſervice to ſo poor a devil as myſelf; and as I know this weakneſs, I always ſuﬀer my judgment to draw back ſomething on that very account—and this more or leſs, according to the mood I am in, and the caſe—and I may add the gender too, of the perſon I am to govern.


  When La Fleur enter’d the room, after every diſcount I could make for my ſoul, the genuine look and air of the fellow determined the matter at once in his favour; ſo I hired him ﬁrﬅ—and then began to inquire what he could do: But I all ﬁnd out his talents, quoth I, as I want them—bedes, a Frenchman can do every thing.


  Now poor La Fleur could do nothing in the world but beat a drum, and play a march or two upon the ﬁfe. I was determined to make his talents do; and can’t ſay my weakneſs was ever ſo inſulted by my wiſdom, as in the attempt.


  La Fleur had ſet out early in life, as gallantly as moﬅ Frenchmen do, with ſerving for a few years; at the end of which, having ſatisﬁed the ſentiment, and found moreover, That the honour of beating a drum was likely to be its own reward, as it open’d no further track of glory to him—he retired a ſes terres, and lived comme il plaiſoit a Dieu—that is to ſay, upon nothing.


  —And ſo, quoth Wiſdome, you have hired a drummer to attend you in this tour of your’s thro’ France and Italy! Pa! ſaid I, and do not one half of our gentry go with a hum-drum compagnon du voiage the ſame round, and have the piper and the devil and all to pay bedes? When man can extricate himſelf with an equivoque in ſuch an unequal match—he is not ill of—But you can do ſomething elſe, La Fleur? ſaid I—O qu’oui!—he could make ſpatterdaes, and play a little upon the ﬁddle—Bravo! ſaid Wiſdome—Why, I play a baſs myſelf, ſaid I—we all do very well.—You can ave, and dreſs a wig a little, La Fleur?—He had all the diſpotions in the world—It is enough for heaven! ſaid I, interrupting him—and ought to be enough for me—So ſupper coming in, and having a friſky Engli ſpaniel on one de of my chair, and a French valet, with as much hilarity in his countenance as ever nature painted in one, on the other—I was ſatisﬁed to my heart’s content with my empire; and if monarchs knew what they would be at, they might be as ſatisﬁed as I was.


  ☜


  MONTRIUL.


  AS La Fleur went the whole tour of France and Italy with me, and will be often upon the ﬅage, I muﬅ intereﬅ the reader a little further in his behalf, by ſaying, that I had never leſs reaſon to repent of the impulſes which generally do determine me, than in regard to this fellow—he was a faithful, aﬀeionate, mple ſoul as ever trudged after the heels of a philoſopher; and notwithﬅanding his talents of drum-beating and ſpatterda-making, which, tho’ very good in themſelves, happen’d to be of no great ſervice to me, yet was I hourly recompenced by the feﬅivity of his temper—it ſupplied all defes—I had a conﬅant reſource in his looks in all diﬃculties and diﬅrees of my own—I was going to have added, of his too; but La Fleur was out of the reach of every thing; for whether ’twas hunger or thirﬅ; or cold or nakedneſs, or watchings, or whatever ﬅripes of ill luck La Fleur met with in our journeyings, there was no index in his phyognomy to point them out by—he was eternally the ſame; ſo that if I am a piece of a philoſopher, which Satan now and then puts it into my head I am—it always mortiﬁes the pride of the conceit, by reﬂeing how much I owe to the complexional philoſophy of this poor fellow, for aming me into one of a better kind. With all this, La Fleur had a ſmall caﬅ of the coxcomb—but he ſeemed at ﬁrﬅ ght to be more a coxcomb of nature than of art; and before I had been three days in Paris with him—he ſeemed to be no coxcomb at all.


  ☜


  MONTRIUL.


  THE next morning La Fleur entering upon his employment, I delivered to him the key of my portmanteau with an inventory of my half a dozen irts and lk pair of breeches; and bid him faﬅen all upon the chaiſe—get the horſes put to—and dere the landlord to come in with his bill.


  C’eﬅ un garçon de bonne fortune, ſaid the landlord, pointing through the window to half a dozen wenches who had got round about La Fleur, and were moﬅ kindly taking their leave of him, as the poﬅilion was leading out the horſes. La Fleur kied all their hands round and round again, and thrice he wiped his eyes, and thrice he promiſed he would bring them all pardons from Rome.


  The young fellow, ſaid the landlord, is beloved by all the town, and there is ſcarce a corner in Montriul where the want of him will not be felt: he has but one misfortune in the world, continued he, “He is always in love.”—I am heartily glad of it, ſaid I,—’twill ſave me the trouble every night of putting my breeches under my head. In ſaying this, I was making not ſo much La Fleur’s eloge, as my own, having been in love with one princeſs or another almoﬅ all my life, and I hope I all go on ſo, till I die, being ﬁrmly perſuaded, that if ever I do a mean aion, it muﬅ be in ſome interval betwixt one paon and another: whilﬅ this interregnum laﬅs, I always perceive my heart locked up—I can ſcarce ﬁnd in it, to give Miſery a xpence; and therefore I always get out of it as faﬅ as I can, and the moment I am rekindled, I am all generoty and good will again; and would do any thing in the world either for, or with any one, if they will but ſatisfy me there is no n in it.


  —But in ſaying this—ſurely I am commending the paon—not myſelf.


  ☜


  A FRAGMENT.


  ——THE town of Abdera, notwithﬅanding Democritus lived there trying all the powers of irony and laughter to reclaim it, was the vileﬅ and moﬅ proﬂigate town in all Thrace. What for poiſons, conſpiracies and aanations—libels, paſquinades and tumults, there was no going there by day—’twas worſe by night.


  Now, when things were at the worﬅ, it came to paſs, that the Andromeda of Euripides being repreſented at Abdera, the whole orcheﬅra was delighted with it: but of all the paages which delighted them, nothing operated more upon their imaginations, than the tender ﬅrokes of nature which the poet had wrought up in that pathetic ſpeech of Perſeus,


  O Cupid, prince of God and men, &c.


  Every man almoﬅ ſpoke pure iambics the next day, and talk’d of nothing but Perſeus his pathetic addreſs—“O Cupid! prince of God and men”—in every ﬅreet of Abdera, in every houſe—“O Cupid! Cupid!”—in every mouth, like the natural notes of ſome ſweet melody which drops from it whether it will or no—nothing but “Cupid! Cupid! prince of God and men”—The ﬁre caught—and the whole city, like the heart of one man, open’d itſelf to Love.


  No pharmacopoliﬅ could ſell one grain of helebore—not a ngle armourer had a heart to forge one inﬅrument of death—Friendip and Virtue met together, and kiſs’d each other in the ﬅreet—the golden age return’d, and hung o’er the town of Abdera—every Abderite took his oaten pipe, and every Abderiti woman left her purple web, and chaﬅly ſat her down and liﬅen’d to the ſong—


  ’Twas only in the power, ſays the Fragment, of the God whoſe empire extendeth from heaven to earth, and even to the depths of the ſea, to have done this.


  ☜


  MONTRIUL.


  WHEN all is ready, and every article is diſputed and paid for in the inn, unleſs you are a little ſour’d by the adventure, there is always a matter to compound at the door, before you can get into your chaiſe; and that is with the ſons and daughters of poverty, who ſurround you. Let no man ſay, “let them go to the devil”—’tis a cruel journey to ſend a few miſerables, and they have had ſuﬀerings enow without it: I always think it better to take a few ſous out in my hand; and I would counſel every gentle traveller to do ſo likewiſe: he need not be ſo exa in ſetting down his motives for giving them—they will be regiﬅer’d elſewhere.


  For my own part, there is no man gives ſo little as I do; for few that I know have ſo little to give: but as this was the ﬁrﬅ publick a of my charity in France, I took the more notice of it.


  A well-a-way! ſaid I. I have but eight ſous in the world, ewing them in my hand, and there are eight poor men and eight poor women for ’em.


  A poor tatter’d ſoul without a irt on inﬅantly withdrew his claim, by retiring two ﬅeps out of the circle, and making a diſqualifying bow on his part. Had the whole parterre cried out, Place aux dames, with one voice, it would not have conveyed the ſentiment of a deference for the ſex with half the eﬀe.


  Juﬅ heaven! for what wiſe reaſons haﬅ thou order’d it, that beggary and urbanity, which are at ſuch variance in other countries, ould ﬁnd a way to be at unity in this?


  —I inﬅed upon preſenting him with a ngle ſous, merely for his politee.


  A poor little dwarﬁ briſk fellow, who ﬅood over-againﬅ me in the circle, putting ſomething ﬁrﬅ under his arm, which had once been a hat, took his ſnuﬀ-box out of his pocket, and generouy oﬀer’d a pinch on both des of him: it was a gift of conſequence, and modeﬅly declined—The poor little fellow preſs’d it upon them with a nod of welcomeneſs—Prenez en—prenez, ſaid he, looking another way; ſo they each took a pinch—Pity thy box ould ever want one! ſaid I to myſelf; ſo I put a couple of ſous into it—taking a ſmall pinch out of his box, to enhance their value, as I did it—He felt the weight of the ſecond obligation more than that of the ﬁrﬅ—’twas doing him an honour—the other was only doing him a charity—and he made me a bow down to the ground for it.


  —Here! ſaid I to an old ſoldier with one hand, who had been campaign’d and worn out to death in the ſervice—here’s a couple of ſous for thee—Vive le Roi! ſaid the old ſoldier.


  I had then but three ſous left: ſo I gave one, mply pour l’amour de Dieu, which was the footing on which it was begg’d—The poor woman had a diocated hip; ſo it could not be well, upon any other motive.


  Mon cher et tres charitable Moneur—There’s no oppong this, ſaid I.


  My Lord Anglois—the very ſound was worth the money—ſo I gave my laﬅ ſous for it. But in the eagerneſs of giving, I had overlook’d a pauvre honteux, who had no one to aſk a ſous for him, and who, I believed, would have peri’d, ere he could have aſk’d one for himſelf: he ﬅood by the chaiſe a little without the circle, and wiped a tear from a face which I thought had ſeen better days—Good God! ſaid I—and I have not one ngle ſous left to give him—But you have a thouſand! cried all the powers of nature, ﬅirring within me—ſo I gave him—no matter what—I am aamed to ſay how much, now—and was aamed to think, how little, then: ſo if the reader can form any conjeure of my diſpotion, as theſe two ﬁxed points are given him, he may judge within a livre or two what was the preciſe ſum.


  I could aﬀord nothing for the reﬅ, but, Dieu vous benie—Et le bon Dieu vous benie encore—ſaid the old ſoldier, the dwarf, &c. The pauvre honteux could ſay nothing—he pull’d out a little handkerchief, and wiped his face as he turned away—and I thought he thank’d me more than them all.


  ☜


  THE BIDET.


  HAVING ſettled all theſe little matters, I got into my poﬅchaiſe with more eaſe than ever I got into a poﬅ-chaiſe in my life; and La Fleur having got one large jackboot on the far de of a little bidet*, and another on this (for I count nothing of his legs)—he canter’d away before me as happy and as perpendicular as a prince.—


  —But what is happineſs! what is grandeur in this painted ſcene of life! A dead aſs, before we had got a league, put a ſudden ﬅop to La Fleur’s career—his bidet would not paſs by it—a contention aroſe betwixt them, and the poor fellow was kick’d out of his jack-boots the very ﬁrﬅ kick.


  La Fleur bore his fall like a French chriﬅian, ſaying neither more or leſs upon it, than, Diable! ſo preſently got up and came to the charge again aﬅride his bidet, beating him up to it as he would have beat his drum.


  The bidet ﬂew from one de of the road to the other, then back again—then this way—then that way, and in ort every way but by the dead aſs.—La Fleur inﬅed upon the thing—and the bidet threw him.


  What’s the matter, La Fleur, ſaid I, with this bidet of thine?—Moneur, ſaid he, c’eﬅ un cheval le plus opiniatré du monde—Nay, if he is a conceited beaﬅ, he muﬅ go his own way, replied I—ſo La Fleur got oﬀ him, and giving him a good ſound la, the bidet took me at my word, and away he ſcamper’d back to Montriul.—Peﬅe! ſaid La Fleur.


  It is not mal a propos to take notice here, that tho’ La Fleur availed himſelf but of two diﬀerent terms of exclamation in this encounter—namely, Diable! and Peﬅe! that there are nevertheleſs three, in the French language; like the potive, comparative, and ſuperlative, one or the other of which ſerve for every unexpeed throw of the dice in life.


  Le Diable! which is the ﬁrﬅ, and potive degree, is generally uſed upon ordinary emotions of the mind, where ſmall things only fall out contrary to your expeations—ſuch as—the throwing once doublets—La Fleur’s being kick’d oﬀ his horſe, and ſo forth—cuckoldom, for the ſame reaſon, is always—Le Diable!


  But in caſes where the caﬅ has ſomething provoking in it, as in that of the bidet’s running away after, and leaving La Fleur aground in jack-boots—’tis the ſecond degree.


  ’Tis then Peﬅe!


  And for the third—


  —But here my heart is wrung with pity and fellow-feeling, when I reﬂe what miſeries muﬅ have been their lot, and how bitterly ſo reﬁned a people muﬅ have ſmarted, to have forced them upon the uſe of it.—


  Grant me, O ye powers which touch the tongue with eloquence in diﬅreſs!—whatever is my caﬅ, Grant me but decent words to exclaim in, and I will give my nature way.


  —But as theſe were not to be had in France, I reſolved to take every evil juﬅ as it befell me without any exclamation at all.


  La Fleur, who had made no ſuch covenant with himſelf, followed the bidet with his eyes till it was got out of ght—and then, you may imagine, if you pleaſe, with what word he cloſed the whole aﬀair.


  As there was no hunting down a frighten’d horſe in jack-boots, there remained no alternative but taking La Fleur either behind the chaiſe, or into it.—


  I preferred the latter, and in half an hour we got to the poﬅ-houſe at Nampont.


  ☜


  NAMPONT.


  THE DEAD ASS.


  —AND this, ſaid he, putting the remains of a cruﬅ into his wallet—and this, ould have been thy portion, ſaid he, hadﬅ thou been alive to have ared it with me. I thought by the accent, it had been an apoﬅrophe to his child; but ’twas to his aſs, and to the very aſs we had ſeen dead in the road, which had occaoned La Fleur’s miſadventure. The man ſeemed to lament it much; and it inﬅantly brought into my mind Sancho’s lamentation for his; but he did it with more true touches of nature.


  The mourner was tting upon a ﬅone bench at the door, with the aſs’s pannel and its bridle on one de, which he took up from time to time—then laid them down—look’d at them and ook his head. He then took his cruﬅ of bread out of his wallet again, as if to eat it; held it ſome time in his hand—then laid it upon the bit of his aſs’s bridle—looked wiﬅfully at the little arrangement he had made—and then gave a gh.


  The mplicity of his grief drew numbers about him, and La Fleur amongﬅ the reﬅ, whilﬅ the horſes were getting ready; as I continued tting in the poﬅ-chaiſe, I could ſee and hear over their heads.


  —He ſaid he had come laﬅ from Spain, where he had been from the furtheﬅ borders of Franconia; and had got ſo far on his return home, when his aſs died. Every one ſeem’d derous to know what buneſs could have taken ſo old and poor a man ſo far a journey from his own home.


  It had pleaſed heaven, he ſaid, to bleſs him with three ſons, the ﬁneﬅ lads in all Germany; but having in one week loﬅ two of the eldeﬅ of them by the ſmall-pox, and the youngeﬅ falling ill of the ſame diﬅemper, he was afraid of being bereft of them all; and made a vow, if Heaven would not take him from him alſo, he would go in gratitude to St. Iago in Spain.


  When the mourner got thus far on his ﬅory, he ﬅopp’d to pay nature her tribute—and wept bitterly.


  He ſaid, Heaven had accepted the conditions; and that he had ſet out from his cottage with this poor creature, who had been a patient partner of his journey—that it had eat the ſame bread with him all the way, and was unto him as a friend.


  Every body who ﬅood about, heard the poor fellow with concern——La Fleur oﬀered him money.—The mourner ſaid, he did not want it—it was not the value of the aſs—but the loſs of him.—The aſs, he ſaid, he was aured loved him—and upon this told them a long ﬅory of a miſchance upon their paage over the Pyrenean mountains which had ſeparated them from each other three days; during which time the aſs had ſought him as much as he had ſought the aſs, and that they had neither ſcarce eat or drank till they met.


  Thou haﬅ one comfort, friend, ſaid I, at leaﬅ in the loſs of thy poor beaﬅ; I’m ſure thou haﬅ been a merciful maﬅer to him.—Alas! ſaid the mourner, I thought ſo, when he was alive—but now that he is dead I think otherwiſe.—I fear the weight of myſelf and my aﬄiions together have been too much for him—they have ortened the poor creature’s days, and I fear I have them to anſwer for.—Shame on the world! ſaid I to myſelf—Did we love each other, as this poor ſoul but loved his aſs—’twould be ſomething.—


  ☜


  NAMPONT.


  THE POSTILLION.


  THE concern which the poor fellow’s ﬅory threw me into, required ſome attention: the poﬅillion paid not the leaﬅ to it, but ſet oﬀ upon the pavè in a full gallop.


  The thirﬅieﬅ ſoul in the moﬅ ſandy deſert of Arabia could not have wied more for a cup of cold water, than mine did for grave and quiet movements; and I ould have had an high opinion of the poﬅillion had he but ﬅolen oﬀ with me in ſomething like a penve pace.—On the contrary, as the mourner ﬁnied his lamentation, the fellow gave an unfeeling la to each of his beaﬅs, and ſet oﬀ clattering like a thouſand devils.


  I called to him as loud as I could, for heaven’s ſake to go ower—and the louder I called the more unmercifully he galloped.—The deuce take him and his galloping too—ſaid I—he’ll go on tearing my nerves to pieces till he has worked me into a fooli paon, and then he’ll go ow, that I may enjoy the ſweets of it.


  The poﬅillion managed the point to a miracle: by the time he had got to the foot of a ﬅeep hill about half a league from Nampont,—he had put me out of temper with him—and then with myſelf, for being ſo.


  My caſe then required a diﬀerent treatment; and a good rattling gallop would have been of real ſervice to me.—


  —Then, prithee get on—get on, my good lad, ſaid I.


  The poﬅillion pointed to the hill—I then tried to return back to the ﬅory of the poor German and his aſs—but I had broke the clue—and could no more get into it again, than the poﬅillion could into a trot.—


  —The deuce go, ſaid I, with it all! Here am I tting as candidly diſpoſed to make the beﬅ of the worﬅ, as ever wight was, and all runs counter.


  There is one ſweet lenitive at leaﬅ for evils, which nature holds out to us; ſo I took it kindly at her hands, and fell aeep; and the ﬁrﬅ word which rouſed me was Amiens.


  —Bleſs me! ſaid I, rubbing my eyes—this is the very town where my poor lady is to come.


  ☜


  AMIENS.


  THE words were ſcarce out of my mouth, when the Count de L***’s poﬅ-chaiſe, with his ﬅer in it, drove haﬅily by: e had juﬅ time to make me a bow of recognition—and of that particular kind of it, which told me e had not yet done with me. She was as good as her look; for, before I had quite ﬁnied my ſupper, her brother’s ſervant came into the room with a billet, in which e ſaid, e had taken the liberty to charge me with a letter, which I was to preſent myſelf to Madame R*** the ﬁrﬅ morning I had nothing to do at Paris. There was only added, e was ſorry, but from what penchant e had not condered, that e had been prevented telling me her ﬅory—that e ﬅill owed it me; and if my rout ould ever lay through Bruels, and I had not by then forgot the name of Madame de L***—that Madame de L*** would be glad to diſcharge her obligation.


  Then I will meet thee, ſaid I, fair ſpirit! at Bruels—’tis only returning from Italy through Germany to Holland, by the rout of Flanders, home—’twill ſcarce be ten poﬅs out of my way; but were it ten thouſand! with what a moral delight will it crown my journey, in aring in the ckening incidents of a tale of miſery told to me by ſuch a ſuﬀerer? to ſee her weep! and though I cannot dry up the fountain of her tears, what an exquite ſenſation is there ﬅill left, in wiping them away from oﬀ the cheeks of the ﬁrﬅ and faireﬅ of women, as I’m tting with my handkerchief in my hand in lence the whole night bedes her.


  There was nothing wrong in the ſentiment; and yet I inﬅantly reproached my heart with it in the bittereﬅ and moﬅ reprobate of expreons.


  It had ever, as I told the reader, been one of the ngular blengs of my life, to be almoﬅ every hour of it miſerably in love with ſome one; and my laﬅ ﬂame happening to be blown out by a whiﬀ of jealouſy on the ſudden turn of a corner, I had lighted it up afre at the pure taper of Eliza but about three months before—ſwearing as I did it, that it ould laﬅ me through the whole journey—Why ould I diemble the matter? I had ſworn to her eternal ﬁdelity—e had a right to my whole heart—to divide my aﬀeions was to leen them—to expoſe them, was to riſk them: where there is riſk, there may be loſs—and what wilt thou have, Yorick! to anſwer to a heart ſo full of truﬅ and conﬁdence—ſo good, ſo gentle and unreproaching?


  —I will not go to Bruels, replied I, interrupting myſelf—but my imagination went on—I recall’d her looks at that cris of our ſeparation when neither of us had power to ſay Adieu! I look’d at the piure e had tied in a black ribband about my neck—and blu’d as I look’d at it—I would have given the world to have kiſs’d it,—but was aamed—And all this tender ﬂower, ſaid I, preng it between my hands—all it be ſmitten to its very root—and ſmitten, Yorick! by thee, who haﬅ promiſed to elter it in thy breaﬅ?


  Eternal fountain of happineſs! ſaid I, kneeling down upon the ground—be thou my witneſs—and every pure ſpirit which taﬅes it, be my witneſs alſo, That I would not travel to Bruels, unleſs Eliza went along with me, did the road lead me towards heaven.


  In tranſports of this kind, the heart, in ſpite of the underﬅanding, will always ſay too much.


  ☜


  THE LETTER.


  AMIENS.


  FORTUNE had not ſmiled upon La Fleur; for he had been unſucceſsful in his feats of chivalry—and not one thing had oﬀer’d to gnalize his zeal for my ſervice from the time he had enter’d into it, which was almoﬅ four and twenty hours. The poor ſoul burn’d with impatience; and the Count de L***’s ſervant’s coming with the letter, being the ﬁrﬅ praicable occaon which oﬀered, La Fleur had laid hold of it; and in order to do honour to his maﬅer, had taken him into a back parlour in the Auberge, and treated him with a cup or two of the beﬅ wine in Picardy; and the Count de L***’s ſervant in return, and not to be behind hand in politeneſs with La Fleur, had taken him back with him to the Count’s hôtel. La Fleur’s prevenancy (for there was a paport in his very looks) ſoon ſet every ſervant in the kitchen at eaſe with him; and as a Frenchman, whatever be his talents, has no ſort of prudery in ewing them, La Fleur, in leſs than ﬁve minutes, had pull’d out his ﬁfe, and leading oﬀ the dance himſelf with the ﬁrﬅ note, ſet the ﬁlle de chambre, the maitre d’hotel, the cook, the ſcullion, and all the houold, dogs and cats, bedes an old monkey, a dancing: I ſuppoſe there never was a merrier kitchen nce the ﬂood.


  Madame de L***, in pang from her brother’s apartments to her own, hearing ſo much jollity below ﬅairs, rung up her ﬁlle de chambre to aſk about it; and hearing it was the Engli gentleman’s ſervant who had ſet the whole houſe merry with his pipe, e order’d him up.


  As the poor fellow could not preſent himſelf empty, he had loaden’d himſelf in going up ﬅairs with a thouſand compliments to Madame de L***, on the part of his maﬅer— added a long apocrypha of inquiries after Madame de L***’s health—told her, that Moneur his maﬅer was au deſeſpoire for her re-eﬅabliment from the fatigues of her journey—and, to cloſe all, that Moneur had received the letter which Madame had done him the honour—And he has done me the honour, ſaid Madame de L***, interrupting La Fleur, to ſend a billet in return.


  Madame de L*** had ſaid this with ſuch a tone of reliance upon the fa, that La Fleur had not power to diſappoint her expeations—he trembled for my honour—and pobly might not altogether be unconcerned for his own, as a man capable of being attach’d to a maﬅer who could be a wanting en egards vis a vis d’une femme; ſo that when Madame de L*** aſked La Fleur if he had brought a letter—O qu’oui, ſaid La Fleur: ſo laying down his hat upon the ground, and taking hold of the ﬂap of his right de pocket with his left hand, he began to ſearch for the letter with his right—then contrary-wiſe—Diable!—then ſought every pocket—pocket by pocket, round, not forgetting his fob—Peﬅe!—then La Fleur emptied them upon the ﬂoor—pulled out a dirty cravat—a handkerchief—a comb—a whip la—a night-cap—then gave a peep into his hat—Quelle etourderie! He had left the letter upon the table in the Auberge—he would run for it, and be back with it in three minutes.


  I had juﬅ ﬁnied my ſupper when La Fleur came in to give me an account of his adventure: he told the whole ﬅory mply as it was; and only added, that if Moneur had forgot (par hazard) to anſwer Madame’s letter, the arrangement gave him an opportunity to recover the faux pas—and if not, that things were only as they were.


  Now I was not altogether ſure of my etiquette, whether I ought to have wrote or no; but if I had—a devil himſelf could not have been angry ’twas but the oﬃcious zeal of a wellmeaning creature for my honour; and however he might have miﬅook the road—or embarraed me in ſo doing—his heart was in no fault—I was under no necety to write—and what weighed more than all—he did not look as if he had done amiſs.


  —’Tis all very well, La Fleur, ſaid I.—’Twas ſuﬃcient. La Fleur ﬂew out of the room like lightening, and return’d with pen, ink, and paper, in his hand; and coming up to the table, laid them cloſe before me, with ſuch a delight in his countenance, that I could not help taking up the pen.


  I begun and begun again; and though I had nothing to ſay, and that nothing might have been expreſs’d in half a dozen lines, I made half a dozen diﬀerent beginnings, and could no way pleaſe myſelf.


  In ort, I was in no mood to write.


  La Fleur ﬅepp’d out and brought a little water in a glaſs to dilute my ink—then fetch’d ſand and ſeal-wax—It was all one: I wrote, and blotted, and tore oﬀ, and burnt, and wrote again—Le Diable l’emporte! ſaid I half to myſelf—I cannot write this ſelf-ſame letter; throwing the pen down deſpairingly as I ſaid it.


  As ſoon as I had caﬅ down the pen, La Fleur advanced with the moﬅ reſpeful carriage up to the table, and making a thouſand apologies for the liberty he was going to take, told me he had a letter in his pocket wrote by a drummer in his regiment to a corporal’s wife, which, he durﬅ ſay, would ſuit the occaon.


  I had a mind to let the poor fellow have his humour—Then prithee, ſaid I, let me ſee it.


  La Fleur inﬅantly pull’d out a little dirty pocket-book cramm’d full of ſmall letters and billet-doux in a ſad condition, and laying it upon the table, and then untying the ﬅring which held them all together, run them over one by one, till he came to the letter in queﬅion—La voila! ſaid he, clapping his hands: ſo unfolding it ﬁrﬅ, he laid it before me, and retired three ﬅeps from the table whilﬅ I read it.


  ☜


  THE LETTER.


  Madame,


  JE ſuis penetré de la douleur la plus vive, et reduit en même temps an deſeſpoir par ce retour imprevû du Corporal qui rend notre entrevue de ce ſoir la choſe du monde la plus impoble.


  Mais vive la joie! et toute la mienne ſera de penſer a vous.


  L’amour n’eﬅ rien ſans ſentiment.


  Et le ſentiment eﬅ encore moins ſans amour.


  On dit qu’on ne doit jamais ſe deſeſperer.


  On dit au que Moneur le Corporal monte la garde Mecredi: alors ce ſera mon tour.


  
    Chacun a ſon tour.

  


  En attendant—Vive l’amour! et vive la bagatelle!


  
    Je ſuis, Madame,


    Avec toutes les ſentiments les plus reſpeeux et les plus tendres tout a vous,

  


  Jaques Roque.


  It was but changing the Corporal into the Count—and ſaying nothing about mounting guard on Wedneſday—and the letter was neither right or wrong—ſo to gratify the poor fellow, who ﬅood trembling for my honour, his own, and the honour of his letter,—I took the cream gently oﬀ it, and whipping it up in my own way—I ſeal’d it up and ſent him with it to Madame de L***—and the next morning we purſued our journey to Paris.


  ☜


  PARIS.


  WHEN a man can conteﬅ the point by dint of equipage, and carry all on ﬂoundering before him with half a dozen lackies and a couple of cooks—’tis very well in ſuch a place as Paris—he may drive in at which end of a ﬅreet he will.


  A poor prince who is weak in cavalry, and whoſe whole infantry does not exceed a ngle man, had beﬅ quit the ﬁeld; and gnalize himſelf in the cabinet, if he can get up into it—I ſay up into it—for there is no deſcending perpendicular amongﬅ ’em with a “Me voici! mes enfans”—here I am—whatever many may think.


  I own my ﬁrﬅ ſenſations, as ſoon as I was left ſolitary and alone in my own chamber in the hotel, were far from being ſo ﬂattering as I had preﬁgured them. I walked up gravely to the window in my duﬅy black coat, and looking through the glaſs ſaw all the world in yellow, blue, and green, running at the ring of pleaſure.—The old with broken lances, and in helmets which had loﬅ their vizards—the young in armour bright which one like gold, beplumed with each gay feather of the eaﬅ—all—all tilting at it like faſcinated knights in tournaments of yore for fame and love.—


  Alas, poor Yorick! cried I, what art thou doing here? On the very ﬁrﬅ onſet of all this glittering clatter, thou art reduced to an atom—ſeek—ſeek ſome winding alley, with a tourniquet at the end of it, where chariot never rolled or ﬂambeau ot its rays—there thou mayeﬅ ſolace thy ſoul in converſe ſweet with ſome kind griet of a barber’s wife, and get into ſuch coteries!—


  —May I peri! if I do, ſaid I, pulling out the letter which I had to preſent to Madame de R***.—I’ll wait upon this lady, the very ﬁrﬅ thing I do. So I called La Fleur to go ſeek me a barber direly—and come back and bru my coat.


  ☜


  THE WIG.


  PARIS.


  WHEN the barber came, he abſolutely refuſed to have any thing to do with my wig: ’twas either above or below his art: I had nothing to do, but to take one ready made of his own recommendation.


  —But I fear, friend! ſaid I, this buckle won’t ﬅand.—You may immerge it, replied he, into the ocean, and it will ﬅand—


  What a great ſcale is every thing upon in this city! thought I—The utmoﬅ ﬅretch of an Engli periwigmaker’s ideas could have gone no further than to have “dipped it into a pail of water”—What diﬀerence! ’tis like time to eternity.


  I confeſs I do hate all cold conceptions, as I do the puny ideas which engender them; and am generally ſo ﬅruck with the great works of nature, that for my own part, if I could help it, I never would make a compariſon leſs than a mountain at leaﬅ. All that can be ſaid againﬅ the French ſublime in this inﬅance of it, is this—that the grandeur is more in the word; and leſs in the thing. No doubt the ocean ﬁlls the mind with vaﬅ ideas; but Paris being ſo far inland, it was not likely I ould run poﬅ a hundred miles out of it, to try the experiment—the Parian barber meant nothing.—


  The pail of water ﬅanding bedes the great deep, makes certainly but a ſorry ﬁgure in ſpeech—but ’twill be ſaid—it has one advantage—’tis in the next room, and the truth of the buckle may be tried in it without more ado, in a ngle moment.


  In honeﬅ truth, and upon a more candid revion of the matter, The French expreon profees more than it performs.


  I think I can ſee the preciſe and diﬅinguiing marks of national charaers more in theſe nonſencal minutiae, than in the moﬅ important matters of ﬅate; where great men of all nations talk and ﬅalk ſo much alike, that I would not give ninepence to chuſe amongﬅ them.


  I was ſo long in getting from under my barber’s hands, that it was too late of thinking of going with my letter to Madame R*** that night: but when a man is once dreed at all points for going out, his reﬂeions turn to little account, ſo taking down the name of the Hotel de Modene where I lodged, I walked forth without any determination where to go—I all conder of that, ſaid I, as I walk along.


  ☜


  THE PULSE.


  PARIS.


  HAIL ye ſmall ſweet courtees of life, for ſmooth do ye make the road of it! like grace and beauty which beget inclinations to love at ﬁrﬅ ght; ’tis ye who open this door and let the ﬅranger in.


  —Pray, Madame, ſaid I, have the goodneſs to tell me which way I muﬅ turn to go to the Opera comique:—Moﬅ willingly, Moneur, ſaid e, laying ade her work—


  I had given a caﬅ with my eye into half a dozen ops as I came along in ſearch of a face not likely to be diſordered by ſuch an interruption; till at laﬅ, this hitting my fancy, I had walked in.


  She was working a pair of ruﬄes as e ſat in a low chair on the far de of the op facing the door—


  —Tres volentieres; moﬅ willingly, ſaid e, laying her work down upon a chair next her, and ring up from the low chair e was tting in, with ſo chearful a movement and ſo chearful a look, that had I been laying out ﬁfty louis d’ors with her, I ould have ſaid— “This woman is grateful.”


  You muﬅ turn, Moneur, ſaid e, going with me to the door of the op, and pointing the way down the ﬅreet I was to take—you muﬅ turn ﬁrﬅ to your left hand—mais prenez guarde—there are two turns; and be ſo good as to take the ſecond—then go down a little way and you’ll ſee a church, and when you are paﬅ it, give yourſelf the trouble to turn direly to the right, and that will lead you to the foot of the pont neuf, which you muﬅ croſs—and there, any one will do himſelf the pleaſure to ew you—


  She repeated her inﬅruions three times over to me with the ſame good natur’d patience the third time as the ﬁrﬅ;—and if tones and manners have a meaning, which certainly they have, unleſs to hearts which ut them out—e ſeem’d really intereﬅed, that I ould not loſe myſelf.


  I will not ſuppoſe it was the woman’s beauty, notwithﬅanding e was the handſomeﬅ griet, I think, I ever ſaw, which had much to do with the ſenſe I had of her courteſy; only I remember, when I told her how much I was obliged to her, that I looked very full in her eyes,—and that I repeated my thanks as often as e had done her inﬅruions.


  I had not got ten paces from the door, before I found I had forgot every tittle of what e had ſaid—ſo looking back, and ſeeing her ﬅill ﬅanding in the door of the op as if to look whether I went right or not—I returned back, to aſk her whether the ﬁrﬅ turn was to my right or left—for that I had abſolutely forgot.—Is it poble! ſaid e, half laughing.—’Tis very poble, replied I, when a man is thinking more of a woman, than of her good advice.


  As this was the real truth—e took it, as every woman takes a matter of right, with a ight courteſy.


  —Attendez! ſaid e, laying her hand upon my arm to detain me, whilﬅ e called a lad out of the back-op to get ready a parcel of gloves. I am juﬅ going to ſend him, ſaid e, with a packet into that quarter, and if you will have the complaiſance to ﬅep in, it will be ready in a moment, and he all attend you to the place.—So I walk’d in with her to the far de of the op, and taking up the ruﬄe in my hand which e laid upon the chair, as if I had a mind to t, e ſat down herſelf in her low chair, and I inﬅantly ſat myſelf down bedes her.


  —He will be ready, Moneur, ſaid e, in a moment—And in that moment, replied I, moﬅ willingly would I ſay ſomething very civil to you for all theſe courtees. Any one may do a caſual a of good nature, but a continuation of them ews it is a part of the temperature; and certainly, added I, if it is the ſame blood which comes from the heart, which deſcends to the extremes (touching her wriﬅ) I am ſure you muﬅ have one of the beﬅ pulſes of any woman in the world—Feel it, ſaid e, holding out her arm. So laying down my hat, I took hold of her ﬁngers in one hand, and applied the two fore-ﬁngers of my other to the artery—


  —Would to heaven! my dear Eugenius, thou hadﬅ paed by, and beheld me tting in my black coat, and in my lack-a-day-cal manner, counting the throbs of it, one by one, with as much true devotion as if I had been watching the critical ebb or ﬂow of her fever—How wouldﬅ thou have laugh’d and moralized upon my new profeon?—and thou ouldﬅ have laugh’d and moralized on—Truﬅ me, my dear Eugenius, I ould have ſaid, “there are worſe occupations in this world than feeling a woman’s pulſe.”—But a Griet’s! thou wouldﬅ have ſaid—and in an open op! Yorick—


  —So much the better: for when my views are dire, Eugenius, I care not if all the world ſaw me feel it.


  ☜


  THE HUSBAND.


  PARIS.


  IHAD counted twenty pulſations, and was going on faﬅ towards the fortieth, when her huſband coming unexpeed from a back parlour into the op, put me a little out in my reckoning—’Twas no body but her huſband, e ſaid—ſo I began a fre ſcore—Moneur is ſo good, quoth e, as he paſs’d by us, as to give himſelf the trouble of feeling my pulſe—The huſband took oﬀ his hat, and making me a bow, ſaid, I did him too much honour—and having ſaid that, he put on his hat and walk’d out.


  Good God! ſaid I to myſelf, as he went out—and can this man be the huſband of this woman?


  Let it not torment the few who know what muﬅ have been the grounds of this exclamation, if I explain it to thoſe who do not.


  In London a opkeeper and a opkeeper’s wife ſeem to be one bone and one ﬂe: in the ſeveral endowments of mind and body, ſometimes the one, ſometimes the other has it, ſo as in general to be upon a par, and to tally with each other as nearly as man and wife need to do.


  In Paris, there are ſcarce two orders of beings more diﬀerent: for the legiative and executive powers of the op not reﬅing in the huſband, he ſeldom comes there—in ſome dark and diſmal room behind, he ts commerceleſs in his thrum night-cap, the ſame rough ſon of Nature that Nature left him.


  The genius of a people where nothing but the monarchy is ſalique, having ceded this department, with ſundry others, totally to the women—by a continual higgling with cuﬅomers of all ranks and zes from morning to night, like ſo many rough pebbles ook long together in a bag, by amicable collions, they have worn down their aſperities and arp angles, and not only become round and ſmooth, but will receive, ſome of them, a poli like a brilliant—Moneur le Mari is little better than the ﬅone under your foot—


  —Surely—ſurely man! it is not good for thee to t alone—thou waﬅ made for ſocial intercourſe and gentle greetings, and this improvement of our natures from it, I appeal to, as my evidence.


  —And how does it beat, Moneur? ſaid e.—With all the benignity, ſaid I, looking quietly in her eyes, that I expeed—She was going to ſay ſomething civil in return—but the lad came into the op with the gloves—A propos, ſaid I; I want a couple of pair myſelf.


  ☜


  THE GLOVES.


  PARIS.


  THE beautiful Griet roſe up when I ſaid this, and going behind the counter, reach’d down a parcel and untied it: I advanced to the de over-againﬅ her: they were all too large. The beautiful Griet meaſured them one by one acroſs my hand—It would not alter the dimenons—She begg’d I would try a ngle pair, which ſeemed to be the leaﬅ—She held it open—my hand ipp’d into it at once—It will not do, ſaid I, aking my head a little—No, ſaid e, doing the ſame thing.


  There are certain combined looks of mple ſubtlety—where whim, and ſenſe, and ſeriouſneſs, and nonſenſe, are ſo blended, that all the languages of Babel ſet looſe together could not expreſs them—they are communicated and caught ſo inﬅantaneouy, that you can ſcarce ſay which party is the infeer. I leave it to your men of words to ſwell pages about it—it is enough in the preſent to ſay again, the gloves would not do; ſo folding our hands within our arms, we both loll’d upon the counter—it was narrow, and there was juﬅ room for the parcel to lay between us.


  The beautiful Griet look’d ſometimes at the gloves, then de-ways to the window, then at the gloves—and then at me. I was not diſpoſed to break lence—I follow’d her example: ſo I look’d at the gloves, then to the window, then at the gloves, and then at her—and ſo on alternately.


  I found I loﬅ conderably in every attack—e had a quick black eye, and ot through two ſuch long and lken eye-laes with ſuch penetration, that e look’d into my very heart and reins—It may ſeem ﬅrange, but I could aually feel e did—


  —It is no matter, ſaid I, taking up a couple of the pairs next me, and putting them into my pocket.


  I was ſenble the beautiful Griet had not aſk’d above a ngle livre above the price—I wi’d e had aſk’d a livre more, and was puzzling my brains how to bring the matter about—Do you think, my dear Sir, ſaid e, miﬅaking my embarrament, that I could aſk a ſous too much of a ﬅranger—and of a ﬅranger whoſe politeneſs, more than his want of gloves, has done me the honour to lay himſelf at my mercy?—Men croyez capable?—Faith! not I, ſaid I; and if you were, you are welcome— So counting the money into her hand, and with a lower bow than one generally makes to a opkeeper’s wife, I went out, and her lad with his parcel followed me.


  ☜


  THE TRANSLATION.


  PARIS.


  THERE was no body in the box I was let into but a kindly old French oﬃcer. I love the charaer, not only becauſe I honour the man whoſe manners are ſoftened by a profeon which makes bad men worſe; but that I once knew one—for he is no more—and why ould I not reſcue one page from violation by writing his name in it, and telling the world it was Captain Tobias Shandy, the deareﬅ of my ﬂock and friends, whoſe philanthropy I never think of at this long diﬅance from his death—but my eyes gu out with tears. For his ſake, I have a predileion for the whole corps of veterans; and ſo I ﬅrode over the two back rows of benches, and placed myſelf bede him.


  The old oﬃcer was reading attentively a ſmall pamphlet, it might be the book of the opera, with a large pair of ſpeacles. As ſoon as I ſat down, he took his ſpeacles oﬀ, and putting them into a agreen caſe, return’d them and the book into his pocket together. I half roſe up, and made him a bow.


  Tranate this into any civilized language in the world—the ſenſe is this:


  “Here’s a poor ﬅranger come in to the box—he ſeems as if he knew no body; and is never likely, was he to be ſeven years in Paris, if every man he comes near keeps his ſpeacles upon his noſe—’tis utting the door of converſation abſolutely in his face—and ung him worſe than a German.”


  The French oﬃcer might as well have ſaid it all aloud; and if he had, I ould in courſe have put the bow I made him into French too, and told him, “I was ſenble of his attention, and return’d him a thouſand thanks for it.”


  There is not a ſecret ſo aiding to the progreſs of ſociality, as to get maﬅer of this ort hand, and be quick in rendering the ſeveral turns of looks and limbs, with all their inﬂeions and delineations, into plain words. For my own part, by long habitude, I do it ſo mechanically, that when I walk the ﬅreets of London, I go tranating all the way; and have more than once ﬅood behind in the circle, where not three words have been ſaid, and have brought oﬀ twenty diﬀerent dialogues with me, which I could have fairly wrote down and ſworn to.


  I was going one evening to Martini’s concert at Milan, and was juﬅ entering the door of the hall, when the Marquena di F*** was coming out in a ſort of a hurry—e was almoﬅ upon me before I ſaw her; ſo I gave a ſpring to one de to let her paſs—She had done the ſame, and on the ſame de too; ſo we ran our heads together: e inﬅantly got to the other de to get out: I was juﬅ as unfortunate as e had been; for I had ſprung to that de, and oppoſed her paage again—We both ﬂew together to the other de, and then back—and ſo on—it was ridiculous; we both blu’d intolerably; ſo I did at laﬅ the thing I ould have done at ﬁrﬅ—I ﬅood ﬅock ﬅill, and the Marquena had no more diﬃculty. I had no power to go into the room, till I had made her ſo much reparation as to wait and follow her with my eye to the end of the paage—She look’d back twice, and walk’d along it rather de-ways, as if e would make room for any one coming up ﬅairs to paſs her—No, ſaid I—that’s a vile tranation: the Marquena has a right to the beﬅ apology I can make her; and that opening is left for me to do it in—ſo I ran and begg’d pardon for the embarrament I had given her, ſaying it was my intention to have made her way. She anſwered, e was guided by the ſame intention towards me—ſo we reciprocally thank’d each other. She was at the top of the ﬅairs; and ſeeing no chicheſbee near her, I begg’d to hand her to her coach—ſo we went down the ﬅairs, ﬅopping at every third ﬅep to talk of the concert and the adventure—Upon my word, Madame, ſaid I when I had handed her in, I made x diﬀerent eﬀorts to let you go out—And I made x eﬀorts, replied e, to let you enter—I wi to heaven you would make a ſeventh, ſaid I—With all my heart, ſaid e, making room—Life is too ort to be long about the forms of it—ſo I inﬅantly ﬅepp’d in, and e carried me home with her—And what became of the concert, St. Cecilia, who, I ſuppoſe, was at it, knows more than I.


  I will only add, that the conneion which aroſe out of that tranation, gave me more pleaſure than any one I had the honour to make in Italy.


  ☜


  THE DWARF.


  PARIS.


  IHAD never heard the remark made by any one in my life, except by one; and who that was, will probably come out in this chapter; ſo that being pretty much unprepoeed, there muﬅ have been grounds for what ﬅruck me the moment I caﬅ my eyes over the parterre—and that was, the unaccountable ſport of nature in forming ſuch numbers of dwarfs—No doubt, e ſports at certain times in almoﬅ every corner of the world; but in Paris, there is no end to her amuſements—The goddeſs ſeems almoﬅ as merry as e is wiſe.


  As I carried my idea out of the opera comique with me, I meaſured every body I ſaw walking in the ﬅreets by it—Melancholy application! eſpecially where the ze was extremely little—the face extremely dark—the eyes quick—the noſe long—the teeth white—the jaw prominent—to ſee ſo many miſerables, by force of accidents driven out of their own proper claſs into the very verge of another, which it gives me pain to write down—every third man a pigmy!—ſome by ricketty heads and hump backs— others by bandy legs—a third ſet arreﬅed by the hand of Nature in the xth and ſeventh years of their growth—a fourth, in their perfe and natural ﬅate, like dwarf appletrees; from the ﬁrﬅ rudiments and ﬅamina of their exiﬅence, never meant to grow higher.


  A medical traveller might ſay, ’tis owing to undue bandages—a ſplenetic one, to want of air—and an inquitive traveller, to fortify the ſyﬅem, may meaſure the height of their houſes—the narrowneſs of their ﬅreets, and in how few feet ſquare in the xth and ſeventh ﬅories ſuch numbers of the Bourgoie eat and eep together; but I remember, Mr. Shandy the elder, who accounted for nothing like any body elſe, in ſpeaking one evening of theſe matters, averred, that children, like other animals, might be increaſed almoﬅ to any ze, provided they came right into the world; but the miſery was, the citizens of Paris were ſo coop’d up, that they had not aually room enough to get them—I do not call it getting any thing, ſaid he—’tis getting nothing—Nay, continued he, ring in his argument, ’tis getting worſe than nothing, when all you have got, after twenty or ﬁve and twenty years of the tendereﬅ care and moﬅ nutritious aliment beﬅowed upon it, all not at laﬅ be as high as my leg. Now, Mr. Shandy being very ort, there could be nothing more ſaid upon it.


  As this is not a work of reaſoning, I leave the ſolution as I found it, and content myſelf with the truth only of the remark, which is veriﬁed in every lane and by-lane of Paris. I was walking down that which leads from the Carouſal to the Palais Royal, and obſerving a little boy in ſome diﬅreſs at the de of the gutter, which ran down the middle of it, I took hold of his hand, and help’d him over. Upon turning up his face to look at him after, I perceived he was about forty—Never mind, ſaid I; ſome good body will do as much for me when I am ninety.


  I feel ſome little principles within me, which incline me to be merciful towards this poor blighted part of my ſpecies, who have neither ze or ﬅrength to get on in the world—I cannot bear to ſee one of them trod upon; and had ſcarce got ſeated bede my old French oﬃcer, ere the diſguﬅ was exerciſed, by ſeeing the very thing happen under the box we ſat in.


  At the end of the orcheﬅra, and betwixt that and the ﬁrﬅ de-box, there is a ſmall eſplanade left, where, when the houſe is full, numbers of all ranks take ſanuary. Though you ﬅand, as in the parterre, you pay the ſame price as in the orcheﬅra. A poor defenceleſs being of this order had got thruﬅ ſome how or other into this luckleſs place—the night was hot, and he was ſurrounded by beings two feet and a half higher than himſelf. The dwarf ſuﬀered inexprebly on all des; but the thing which incommoded him moﬅ, was a tall corpulent German, near ſeven feet high, who ﬅood direly betwixt him and all pobility of his ſeeing either the ﬅage or the aors. The poor dwarf did all he could to get a peep at what was going forwards, by ſeeking for ſome little opening betwixt the German’s arm and his body, trying ﬁrﬅ one de, then the other; but the German ﬅood ſquare in the moﬅ unaccommodating poﬅure that can be imagined—the dwarf might as well have been placed at the bottom of the deepeﬅ draw-well in Paris; ſo he civilly reach’d up his hand to the German’s eeve, and told him his diﬅreſs—The German turn’d his head back, look’d down-upon him as Goliah did upon David—and unfeelingly reſumed his poﬅure.


  I was juﬅ then taking a pinch of ſnuﬀ out of my monk’s little horn box—And how would thy meek and courteous ſpirit, my dear monk! ſo temper’d to bear and forbear!—how ſweetly would it have lent an ear to this poor ſoul’s complaint!


  The old French oﬃcer ſeeing me lift up my eyes with an emotion, as I made the apoﬅrophe, took the liberty to aſk me what was the matter—I told him the ﬅory in three words; and added, how inhuman it was.


  By this time the dwarf was driven to extremes, and in his ﬁrﬅ tranſports, which are generally unreaſonable, had told the German he would cut oﬀ his long queue with his knife—The German look’d back coolly, and told him he was welcome if he could reach it.


  An injury arpened by an inſult, be it to who it will, makes every man of ſentiment a party: I could have leaped out of the box to have redreed it.—The old French oﬃcer did it with much leſs confuon; for leaning a little over, and nodding to a centinel, and pointing at the ſame time with his ﬁnger to the diﬅreſs—the centinel made his way up to it.—There was no occaon to tell the grievance—the thing told itſelf; ſo thruﬅing back the German inﬅantly with his muſket—he took the poor dwarf by the hand, and placed him before him.—This is noble! ſaid I, clapping my hands together—And yet you would not permit this, ſaid the old oﬃcer, in England.


  —In England, dear Sir, ſaid I, we t all at our eaſe.


  The old French oﬃcer would have ſet me at unity with myſelf, in caſe I had been at variance,—by ſaying it was a bon mot—and as a bon mot is always worth ſomething at Paris, he oﬀered me a pinch of ſnuﬀ.


  ☜


  THE ROSE.


  PARIS.


  IT was now my turn to aſk the old French oﬃcer “What was the matter?” for a cry of “Hauez les mains, Moneur l’Abbe,” reechoed from a dozen diﬀerent parts of the parterre, was as unintellgible to me, as my apoﬅrophe to the monk had been to him.


  He told me, it was ſome poor Abbe in one of the upper loges, who he ſuppoſed had got planted perdu behind a couple of griets in order to ſee the opera, and that the parterre eſpying him, were inﬅing upon his holding up both his hands during the repreſentation.—And can it be ſuppoſed, ſaid I, that an eccleaﬅick would pick the Griﬀer’s pockets? The old French oﬃcer ſmiled, and whiſpering in my car, open’d a door of knowledge which I had no idea of—


  Good God! ſaid I, turning pale with aﬅoniment—is it poble, that a people ſo ſmit with ſentiment ould at the ſame time be ſo unclean, and ſo unlike themſelves—Quelle groerte! added I.


  The French oﬃcer told me, it was an illiberal ſarcaſm at the church, which had begun in the theatre about the time the Tartuﬀe was given in it, by Moliere—but, like other remains os Gothic manners, was declining—Every nation, continued he, have their reﬁnements and groertes, in which they take the lead, and loſe it of one another by turns—that he had been in moﬅ countries, but never in one where he found not ſome delicacies, which others ſeemed to want. Le Pour, et le Contre ſe trouvent en chaque nation; there is a balance, ſaid he, of good and bad every where; and nothing but the knowing it is ſo can emancipate one half of the world from the prepoeons which it holds againﬅ the other—that the advantage of travel, as it regarded the sçavoir vivre, was by ſeeing a great deal both of men and manners; it taught us mutual toleration; and mutual toleration, concluded he, making me a bow, taught us mutual love.


  The old French oﬃcer delivered this with an air of ſuch candour and good ſenſe, as coincided with my ﬁrﬅ favourable impreons of his charaer—I thought I loved the man; but I fear I miﬅook the obje—’twas my own way of thinking—the diﬀerence was, I could not have expreed it half ſo well.


  It is alike troubleſome to both the rider and his beaﬅ—if the latter goes pricking up his ears, and ﬅarting all the way at every obje which he never ſaw before—I have as little torment of this kind as any creature alive; and yet I honeﬅly confeſs, that many a thing gave me pain, and that I blu’d at many a word the ﬁrﬅ month—which I found inconſequent and perfely innocent the ſecond.


  Madame de Rambouli, after an acquaintance of about x weeks with her, had done me the honour to take me in her coach about two leagues out of town—Of all women, Madame de Rambouliet is the moﬅ corre; and I never wi to ſee one of more virtues and purity of heart—In our return back, Madame de Rambouliet dered me to pull the cord—I aſk’d her if e wanted any thing—Rien que pier, ſaid Madame de Rambouliet—


  Grieve not, gentle traveller, to let Madame de Rambouliet p—ſs on—And, ye fair myﬅic nymphs! go each one pluck your roſe, and ſcatter them in your path—for Madame de Rambouliet did no more—I handed Madame de Rambouliet out of the coach; and had I been the prieﬅ of the chaﬅe Castalia, I could not have ſerved at her fountain with a more reſpeful decorum.


  END OF VOL. I.
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  the

  FILLE De CHAMBRE.


  PARIS.


  WHAT the old French oﬃcer had deliver’d upon travelling, bringing Polonius’s advice to his ſon upon the ſame ſubje into my head—and that bringing in Hamlet; and Hamlet, the reﬅ of Shakeſpear’s works, I ﬅopp’d at the Quai de Conti in my return home, to purchaſe the whole ſet.


  The bookſeller ſaid he had not a ſet in the world—Comment! ſaid I; taking one up out of a ſet which lay upon the counter betwixt us.—He ſaid, they were ſent him only to be got bound, and were to be ſent back to Verſailles in the morning to the Count de B****.


  —And does the Count de B**** ſaid I, read Shakeſpear? C’eﬅ un Eſprit fort; replied the bookſeller.—He loves Engli books; and what is more to his honour, Moneur, he love the Engli too. You ſpeak this ſo civilly, ſaid I, that ’tis enough to oblige an Engliman to lay out a Louis d’or or two at your op—the bookſeller made a bow, and was going to ſay ſomething, when a young decent girl of about twenty, who by her air and dreſs, ſeemed to be ﬁlle de chambre to ſome devout woman of faion, came into the op and aſked for Les Egarments du Coeur & de l’Eſprit: the bookſeller gave her the book direly; e pulled out a little green ſattin purſe run round with a ribband of the ſame colour, and putting her ﬁnger and thumb into it, e took out the money, and paid for it. As I had nothing more to ﬅay me in the op, we both walked out at the door together.


  —And what have you to do, my dear, ſaid I, with The Wanderings of the Heart, who ſcarce know yet you have one? nor till love has ﬁrﬅ told you it, or ſome faithleſs epherd has made it ache, can’ﬅ thou ever be ſure it is ſo.—Le Dieu m’en guard! ſaid the girl.—With reaſon, ſaid I—for if is a good one, ’tis pity it ould be ﬅolen: ’tis a little treaſure to thee, and gives a better air to your face, than if it was dreſs’d out with pearls.


  The young girl liﬅened with a ſubmive attention, holding her ſattin purſe by its ribband in her hand all the time—’Tis a very ſmall one, ſaid I, taking hold of the bottom of it—e held it towards me—and there is very little in it, my dear, ſaid I; but be but as good as thou art handſome, and heaven will ﬁll it: I had a parcel of crowns in my hand to pay for Shakeſpear; and as e had let go the purſe intirely, I put a ngle one in; and tying up the ribband in a bow-knot, returned it to her.


  The young girl made me more a humble courteſy than a low one—’twas one one of thoſe quiet, thankful nkings where the ſpirit bows itſelf down—the body does no more than tell it. I never gave a girl a crown in my life which gave me half the pleaſure.


  My advice, my dear, would not have been worth a pin to you, ſaid I, if I had not given this along with it: but now, when you ſee the crown, you’ll remember it—ſo don’t, my dear, lay it out in ribbands.


  Upon my word, Sir, ſaid the girl, earneﬅly, I am incapable—in ſaying which, as is uſual in little bargains of honour, e gave me her hand—En verite, Moneur, je mettrai cet argent apart, ſaid e.


  When a virtuous convention is made betwixt man and woman, it ſaniﬁes their moﬅ private walks: ſo notwithﬅanding it was duſky, yet as both our roads lay the ſame way, we made no ſcruple of walking along the Quai de Conti together


  She made me a ſecond courteſy in ſetting oﬀ, and before we got twenty yards from the door, as if e had not done enough before, e made a ſort of a little ﬅop to tell me again,—e thank’d me.


  It was a ſmall tribute, I told her, which I could not avoid paying to virtue, and would not be miﬅaken in the perſon I had been rendering it to for the world—but I ſee innocence, my dear, in your face—and foul befal the man who ever lays a ſnare in its way!


  The girl ſeem’d aﬀeed ſome way or other with what I ſaid—e gave a low gh—I found I was not impowered to enquire at all after it—ſo ſaid nothing more till I got to the corner of the Rue de Nevers, where we were to part.


  —But is this the way, my dear, ſaid I, to the hotel de Modene? e told me it was—or, that I might go by the Rue de Guineygaude, which was the next turn.—Then I’ll go, my dear, by the Rue de Guineygaude, ſaid I, for two reaſons; ﬁrﬅ I all pleaſe myſelf, and next I all give you the proteion of my company as far on your way as I can. The girl was ſenble I was civil—and ſaid, e wi’d the hotel de Modene was in the Rue de St. Pierre—You live there? ſaid I.—She told me e was ﬁlle de chambre to Madame R****—Good God! ſaid I, ’tis the very lady for whom I have brought a letter from Amiens—The girl told me that Madame R****, e believed expeed a ﬅranger with a letter, and was impatient to ſee him—ſo I dered the girl to preſent my compliments to Madame R****, and ſay I would certainly wait upon her in the morning.


  We ﬅood ﬅill at the corner of the Rue de Nevers whilﬅ this paſs’d—We then ﬅopp’d a moment whilﬅ e diſpoſed of her Egarments de Coeur, &c. more commodiouy than carrying them in her hand—they were two volumes; ſo I held the ſecond for her whilﬅ e put the ﬁrﬅ into her pocket; and then e held her pocket, and I put in the other after it.


  ’Tis ſweet to feel by what ﬁne-ſpun threads our aﬀeions are drawn together.


  We ſet oﬀ a-fre, and as e took her third ﬅep, the girl put her hand within my arm—I was juﬅ bidding her—but e did it of herſelf with that undeliberating mplicity, which ew’d it was out of her head that e had never ſeen me before. For my own part, I felt the conviion of conſanguinity ſo ﬅrongly, that I could not help turning half round to look in her face, and ſee if I could trace out any thing in it of a family likeneſs—Tut! ſaid I, are we not all relations?


  When we arrived at the turning up of the Rue de Guineygaude, I ﬅopp’d to bid her adieu for good an all: the girl would thank me again for my company and kindneſs—She bid me adieu twice—I repeated it as often; and ſo cordial was the parting between us, that had it happen’d any where elſe, I’m not ſure but I ould have gned it with a kiſs of charity, as warm and holy as an apoﬅle.


  But in Paris, as none kiſs each other but the men—I did, what amounted to the ſame thing—


  —I bid God bleſs her.


  ☜


  THE PASSPORT.


  PARIS.


  WHEN I got home to my hotel, La Fleur told me I had been enquired after by the Lieutenant de Police—The duce take it! ſaid I—I know the reaſon. It is time the reader ould know it, for in the order of things in which it happened, it was omitted; not that it was out of my head; but that had I told it then, it might have been forgot now—and now is the time I want it.


  I had left London with ſo much precipitation, that it never enter’d my mind that we were at war with France; and had reach’d Dover, and look’d through my glaſs at the hills beyond Boulogne, before the idea preſented itſelf; and with this in its train, that there was no getting there without a paport. Go but to the end of a ﬅreet, I have a mortal averon for returning back no wiſer than I ſat out; and as this was one of the greateﬅ eﬀorts I had ever made for knowledge, I could leſs bear the thoughts of it: ſo hearing the Count de **** had hired the packet, I begg’d he would take me in his ſuite. The Count had ſome little knowledge of me, ſo made little or no diﬃculty—only ſaid, his inclination to ſerve me could reach no further than Calais; as he was to return by way of Bruels to Paris: however, when I had once paſs’d there, I might get to Paris without interruption; but that in Paris I muﬅ make friends and ift for myſelf.—Let me get to Paris, Moneur le Count, ſaid I—and I all do very well. So I embark’d, and never thought more of the matter.


  When Le Fleur told me the Lieutenant de Police had been enquiring after me—the thing inﬅantly recurred—and by the time Le Fleur had well told me, the maﬅer of the hotel came into my room to tell me the ſame thing, with this addition to it, that my paport had been particularly aſk’d after: the maﬅer of the hotel concluded with ſaying, He hoped I had one.—Not I, faith! ſaid I.


  The maﬅer of the hotel retired three ﬅeps from me, as from an infeed perſon, as I declared this—and poor Le Fleur advanced three ﬅeps towards me, and with that ſort of movement which a good ſoul makes to ſuccour a diﬅreſs’d one—the fellow won my heart by it; and from that ngle trait, I knew his charaer as perfely, and could rely upon it as ﬁrmly, as if he had ſerved me with ﬁdelity for ſeven years.


  Mon ſeignior! cried the maﬅer of the hotel—but recolleing himſelf as he made the exclamation, he inﬅantly changed the tone of it—If Moneur, ſaid he, has not a paport (apparament) in all likelihood he has friends in Paris who can procure him one.—Not that I know of, quoth I, with an air of indiﬀerence.—Then certes, replied he, you’ll be ſent to the Baﬅile or the Chatelet, au moins. Poo! ſaid I, the king of France is a good natured ſoul—he’ll hurt no body.—Cela n’empeche pas, ſaid he—you will certainly be ſent to the Baﬅile to-morrow morning.—But I’ve taken your lodgings for a month, anſwer’d I, and I’ll not quit them a day before the time for all the kings of France in the world. La Fleur whiſper’d in my ear, That no body could oppoſe the king of France.


  Pardi! ſaid my hoﬅ, ces Meeurs Anglois ſont des gens tres extraordinaires—and having both ſaid and ſworn it—he went out.


  ☜


  THE PASSPORT.


  The Hotel at Paris.


  ICOULD not ﬁnd in my heart to torture La Fleur’s with a ſerious look upon the ſubje of my embarrament, which was the reaſon I had treated it ſo cavalierly: and to ew him how light it lay upon my mind, I dropt the ſubje entirely; and whilﬅ he waited upon me at ſupper, talk’d to him with more than uſual gaiety about Paris, and of the opera comique.—La Fleur had been there himſelf, and had followed me through the ﬅreets as far as the bookſeller’s op; but ſeeing me come out with the young ﬁlle de chambre, and that we walk’d down the Quai de Conti together, La Fleur deem’d it unneceary to follow me a ﬅep further—ſo making his own reﬂeions upon it, he took a orter cut—and got to the hotel in time to be inform’d of the aﬀair of the Police againﬅ my arrival.


  As ſoon as the honeﬅ creature had taken away, and gone down to ſup himſelf, I then began to think a little ſeriouy about my tuation.—


  —And here, I know, Eugenius, thou wilt ſmile at the remembrance of a ort dialogue which paſs’d betwixt us the moment I was going to ſet out—I muﬅ tell it here.


  Eugenius, knowing that I was as little ſubje to be overburthen’d with money as thought, had drawn me ade to interrogate me how much I had taken care for; upon telling him the exa ſum, Eugenius ook his head, and ſaid it would not do; ſo pull’d out his purſe in order to empty it into mine.—I’ve enough in conſcience, Eugenius, ſaid I.—Indeed, Yorick, you have not, replied Eugenius—I know France and Italy better than you.—But you don’t conder, Eugenius, ſaid I, refung his oﬀer, that before I have been three days in Paris, I all take care to ſay or do ſomething or other for which I all get clapp’d up into the Baﬅile, and that I all live there a couple of months entirely at the king of France’s expence.—I beg pardon, ſaid Eugenius, drily: really, I had forgot that reſource.


  Now the event I treated gaily came ſeriouy to my door.


  Is it folly, or nonchalance, or philoſophy, or pertinacity—or what is it in me, that, after all, when La Fleur had gone down ﬅairs, and I was quite alone, that I could not bring down my mind to think of it otherwiſe than I had then ſpoken of it to Eugenius?


  —And as for the Baﬅile! the terror is in the word—Make the moﬅ of it you can, ſaid I to myſelf, the Baﬅile is but another word for a tower—and a tower is but another word for a houſe you can’t get out of—Mercy on the gouty! for they are in it twice a year—but with nine livres a day, and pen and ink and paper and patience, albeit a man can’t get out, he may do very well within—at leaﬅ for a month or x weeks; at the end of which, if he is a harmleſs fellow his innocence appears, and he comes out a better and wiſer man than he went in.


  I had ſome occaon (I forget what) to ﬅep into the court-yard, as I ſettled this account; and remember I walk’d down ﬅairs in no ſmall triumph with the conceit of my reaſoning—Berew the ſombre pencil! ſaid I vauntingly—for I envy not its powers, which paints the evils of life with ſo hard and deadly a colouring. The mind ts terriﬁed at the objes e has magniﬁed herſelf, and blackened: reduce them to their proper ze and hue e overlooks them—’Tis true, ſaid I, correing the propotion—the Baﬅile is not an evil to be deſpiſed—but ﬅrip it of its towers—ﬁll up the foſsè—unbarricade the doors—call it mply a conﬁnement, and ſuppoſe ’tis ſome tyrant of a diﬅemper—and not of a man which holds you in it—the evil vanies, and you bear the other half without complaint.


  I was interrupted in the hey-day of this ſoliloquy, with a voice which I took to be of a child, which complained “it could not get out.”—I look’d up and down the paage, and ſeeing neither man, woman, or child, I went out without further attention.


  In my return back through the paage, I heard the ſame words repeated twice over; and looking up, I ſaw it was a ﬅarling hung in a little cage.—“I can’t get out—I can’t get out,” ſaid the ﬅarling.


  I ﬅood looking at the bird: and to every perſon who came through the paage it ran ﬂuttering to the de towards which they approach’d it, with the ſame lamentation of its captivity—“I can’t get out”, ſaid the ﬅarling—God help thee! ſaid I, but I’ll let thee out, coﬅ what it will; ſo I turn’d about the cage to get to the door; it was twiﬅed and double twiﬅed ſo faﬅ with wire, there was no getting it open without pulling the cage to pieces—I took both hands to it.


  The bird ﬂew to the place where I was attempting his deliverance, and thruﬅing his head through the trellis, preſs’d his breaﬅ againﬅ it, as if impatient—I fear, poor creature! ſaid I, I cannot ſet thee at liberty—“No,” ſaid the ﬅarling—“I can’t get out—I can’t get out,” ſaid the ﬅarling.


  I vow, I never had my aﬀeions more tenderly awakened; or do I remember an incident in my life, where the dipated ſpirits, to which my reaſon had been a bubble, were ſo ſuddenly call’d home. Mechanical as the notes were, yet ſo true in tune to nature were they chanted, that in one moment they overthrew all my ſyﬅematic reaſonings upon the Baﬅile; and I heavily walk’d up ﬅairs, unſaying every word I had ſaid in going down them.


  Diſguiſe thyſelf as thou wilt, ﬅill avery! ſaid I—ﬅill thou art a bitter draught; and though thouſands in all ages have been made to drink of thee, thou art no leſs bitter on that account.—’tis thou, thrice ſweet and gracious goddeſs, addreng myſelf to Liberty, whom all in public or in private worip, whoſe taﬅe is grateful, and ever wilt be ſo, till Nature herſelf all change—no tint of words can ſpot thy ſnowy mantle, or chymic power turn thy ſceptre into iron—with thee to ſmile upon him as he eats his cruﬅ, the ſwain is happier than his monarch, from whoſe court thou art exiled—Gracious heaven! cried I, kneeling down upon the laﬅ ﬅep but one in my aſcent— grant me but health, thou great Beﬅower of it, and give me but this fair goddeſs as my companion—and ower down thy mitres, if it ſeems good unto thy divine providence, upon thoſe heads which are aching for them.


  ☜


  THE CAPTIVE.


  PARIS.


  THE bird in his cage purſued me into my room; I ſat down cloſe to my table, and leaning my head upon my hand, I begun to ﬁgure to myſelf the miſeries of conﬁnement. I was in a right frame for it, and ſo I gave full ſcope to my imagination.


  I was going to begin with the millions of my fellow creatures born to no inheritance but avery; but ﬁnding, however aﬀeing the piure was, that I could not bring it near me, and that the multitude of of ſad groups in it did but diﬅra me.—


  —I took a ngle captive, and having ﬁrﬅ ut him up in his dungeon, I then look’d through the twilight of his grated door to take his piure.


  I beheld his body half waﬅed away with long expeation and conﬁnement, and felt what kind of ckneſs of the heart it was which ariſes from hope deferr’d. Upon looking nearer I ſaw him pale and feveri: in thirty years the weﬅern breeze had not once fann’d his blood—he had ſeen no ſun, no moon in all that time—nor had the voice of friend or kinſman breathed through his lattice—his children—


  —But here my heart began to bleed—and I was forced to go on with another part of the portrait.


  He was tting upon the ground upon a little ﬅraw, in the furtheﬅ corner of his dungeon, which was alternately his chair and bed: a little calender of ſmall ﬅicks were laid at the head notch’d all over with the diſmal days and nights he had paſs’d there—he had one of theſe little ﬅicks in his hand, and with a ruﬅy nail he was etching another day of miſery to add to the heap. As I darkened the little light he had, he lifted up a hopeleſs eye towards the door, then caﬅ it down—ook his head, and went on with his work of aﬄiion. I heard his chains upon his legs, as he turn’d his body to lay his little ﬅick upon the bundle—He gave a deep gh—I ſaw the iron enter into his ſoul—I burﬅ into tears—I could not ſuﬅain the piure of conﬁnement which my fancy had drawn—I ﬅartled up from my chair, and calling La Fleur, I bid him beſpeak me a remiſe, and have it ready at the door of the hotel by nine in the morning.


  —I’ll go direly, ſaid I, myſelf to Moneur Le Duke de Choiſeul.


  La Fleur would have put me to bed; but not willing he ould ſee any thing upon my cheek, which would coﬅ the honeﬅ fellow a heart ache—I told him I would go to bed by himſelf—and bid him go do the ſame.


  ☜


  THE STARLING.


  ROAD to VERSAILLES.


  IGOT into my remiſe the hour I propoſed: La Fleur got up behind, and I bid the coachman make the beﬅ of his way to Verſailles.


  As there was nothing in this road, or rather nothing which I look for in travelling, I cannot ﬁll up the blank better than with a ort hiﬅory of this ſelf-ſame bird, which became the ſubje of the laﬅ chapter.


  Whilﬅ the Honourable Mr. **** was waiting for a wind at Dover it had been caught upon the cliﬀs before it could well ﬂy, by an Engli lad who was his groom; who not caring to deﬅroy it, had taken it in his breaﬅ into the packet—and by courſe of feeding it. and taking it once under his proteion, in a day or two grew fond of it, and got it ſafe along with him to Paris.


  At Paris the lad had laid out a a livre in a little cage for the ﬅarling, and as he had little to do better the ﬁve months his maﬅer ﬅay’d there, he taught it in his mother’s tongue the four mple words—(and no more)— to which I own’d myſelf ſo much it’s debtor.


  Upon his maﬅer’s going on for Italy—the lad had given it to the maﬅer of the hotel—But his little ſong for liberty, being in an unknown language at Paris—the bird had little or no ﬅore ſet by him—ſo La Fleur bought both him and his cage for me for a bottle of Burgundy.


  In my return from Italy I brought him with me to the country in whoſe language he had learn’d his notes—and telling the ﬅory of him to Lord A—Lord A begg’d the bird of me—in a week Lord A gave him to Lord B—Lord B made a preſent of him to Lord C—and Lord’s C’s gentleman ſold him to Lord D’s for a illing—Lord D gave him to Lord E—and ſo on—half round the alphabet—From that rank he paſs’d into the lower houſe, and paſs’d the hands of as many commoners—But as all theſe wanted to get in—and my bird wanted to get out—he had almoﬅ as little ﬅore ſet by him in London as in Paris.


  It is impoble but many of my readers muﬅ have heard of him; and if any by mere chance have ever ſeen him—I beg leave to inform them, that that bird was my bird—or ſome vile copy ſet up to repreſent him.


  I have nothing further to add upon him, but that from that time to this, I have borne this poor ﬅarling as the creﬅ to my arms.—Thus:


  [image: ]


  —And let the heralds oﬃcers twiﬅ his neck about if they dare.


  ☜


  THE ADDRESS.


  VERSAILLES.


  ISHOULD not like to have my enemy take a view of my mind, when I am going to aſk proteion of any man: for which reaſon I generally endeavour to prote myſelf; but this going to Moneur Le Duc de C***** was an a of compulon—had it been an a of choice, I ould have done it, I ſuppoſe, like other people.


  How many mean plans of dirty addreſs, as I went along, did my ſervile heart form! I deſerved the Baﬅile for every one of them.


  Then nothing would ſerve me, when I got within ght of Verſailles, but putting words and ſentences together, and conceiving attitudes and tones to wreath myſelf into Moneur Le Duc de C*****’s good graces—This will do—ſaid I—Juﬅ as well, retorted I again, as a coat carried up to him by an adventurous taylor, without taking his meaſure—Fool! continued I—ſee Moneur Le Duc’s face ﬁrﬅ—obſerve what charaer is written in it; take notice in what poﬅure he ﬅands to hear you—mark the turns and expreons of his body and limbs—And for the tone—the ﬁrﬅ ſound which comes from his lips will give it you; and from all theſe together you’ll compound an addreſs at once upon the ſpot, which cannot diſguﬅ the Duke—the ingredients are his own, and moﬅ likely to go down.


  Well! ſaid I, I wi it well over—Coward again! as if man to man was not equal, throughout the whole ſurface of the globe; and if in the ﬁeld—why not face to face in the cabinet too? And truﬅ me, Yorick, whenever it is not ſo, man is falſe to himſelf; and betrays his own ſuccours ten times, where nature does it once. Go to the Duc de C**** with the Baﬅile in thy looks—My life for it, thou wilt be ſent back to Paris in half an hour, with an eſcort.


  I believe ſo, ſaid I—Then I’ll go to the Duke, by heaven! with all the gaity and debonairneſs in the world.—


  —And there you are wrong again, replied I—A heart at eaſe, Yorick, ﬂies into no extremes—’tis ever on its center.—Well! well! cried I, as the coachman turn’d in at the gates—I ﬁnd I all do very well: and by the time he had wheel’d round the court, and brought me up to the door, I found myſelf ſo much the better for my own leure, that I neither aſcended the ﬅeps like a viim to juﬅice, who was to part with life upon the topmoﬅ,—nor did I mount them with a ſkip and a couple of ﬅrides, as I do when I ﬂy up, Eliza! to thee, to meet it.


  As I enter’d the door of the ſaloon, I was met by a perſon who pobly might be the maitre d’hotel, but had more the air of one of the under ſecretaries, who told me the Duc de C**** was buſy—I am utterly ignorant, ſaid I, of the forms of obtaining an audience, being an abſolute ﬅranger, and what is worſe in the preſent conjunure of aﬀairs, being an Engliman too.—He replied, that did not increaſe the diﬃculty.—I made him a ight bow, and told him, I had ſomething of importance to ſay to Moneur Le Duc. The ſecretary look’d towards the ﬅairs, as if he was about to leave me to carry up this account to ſome one—But I muﬅ not miead you, ſaid I—for what I have to ſay is of no manner of importance to Moneur Le Duc de C****—but of great importance to myſelf.—C’eﬅ une autre aﬀaire, replied he—Not at all, ſaid I, to a man of gallantry.—But pray, good r, continued I, when can a ﬅranger hope to have accee? In not leſs than two hours, ſaid he, looking at his watch. The number of equipages in the court-yard ſeem’d to juﬅify the calculation, that I could have no nearer a proſpe—and as walking backwards and forwards in the ſaloon, without a ſoul to commune with, was for the time as bad as being in the Baﬅile itſelf, I inﬅantly went back to my remiſe, and bid the coachman drive me to the cordon bleu, which was the neareﬅ hotel.


  I think there is a fatality in it—I ſeldom go to the place I ſet out for.


  ☜


  LE PATISSER.


  VERSAILLES.


  BEFORE I had got half-way down the ﬅreet, I changed my mind: as I am at Verſailles, thought I, I might as well take a view of the town; ſo I pull’d the cord, and ordered the coachman to drive round ſome of the principal ﬅreets—I ſuppoſe the town is not very large, ſaid I.—The coachmen begg’d pardon for ſetting me right, and told me it was very ſuperb, and that numbers of the ﬁrﬅ dukes and marquiſes and counts had hotels—The Count de B****, of whom the bookſeller at the Quai de Conti had ſpoke ſo handſomely the night before, came inﬅantly into my mind.—And why ould I not go, thought I, to the Count de B****, who has ſo high an idea of Engli books, and Englimen—and tell him my ﬅory? ſo I changed my mind a ſecond time—In truth it was the third; for I had intended that day for Madame de R**** in the Rue St. Pierre, and had devoutly ſent her word by her ﬁlle de chambre that I would auredly wait upon her—but I am govern’d by circumﬅances—I cannot govern them: ſo ſeeing a man ﬅanding with a baſket on the other de of the ﬅreet, as if he had ſomething to ſell, I bid La Fleur go up to him and enquire for the Count’s hotel.


  La Fleur return’d a little pale; and told me it was a Chevalier de St. Louis ſelling patès—It is impoble, La Fleur! ſaid I.—La Fleur could no more account for the phenomenon than myſelf; but perﬅed in his ﬅory: he had ſeen the croix ſet in gold, with its red ribband, he ſaid, tied to his button-hole—and had look’d into the baſket and ſeen the patès which the Chevalier was ſelling; ſo could not be miﬅaken in that.


  Such a reverſe in man’s life awakens a better principle than curioty: I could not help looking for ſome time at him as I ſat in the remiſe—the more I look’d at him—his croix and his baſket, the ﬅronger they wove themſelves into my brain—I got out of the remiſe and went towards him.


  He was begirt with a clean linen apron which fell below his knees, and with a ſort of a bib went half way up his breaﬅ; upon the top of this, but a little below the hem, hung his croix. His baſket of little patès was cover’d over with a white damaſk napkin; another of the ſame kind was ſpread at the bottom; and there was a look of propreté and neatneſs throughout; that one might have bought his patès of him, as much from appetite as ſentiment.


  He made an oﬀer of them to neither; but ﬅood ﬅill with them at the corner of a hotel, for thoſe to buy who choſe it, without ſolicitation.


  He was about forty-eight—of a ſedate look, ſomething approaching to gravity. I did not wonder.—I went up rather to the baſket than him, and having lifted up the napkin and taken one of his patès into my hand—I begg’d he would explain the appearance which aﬀeed me.


  He told me in a few words, that the beﬅ part of his life had paſs’d in the ſervice, in which, after ſpending a ſmall patrimony, he had obtain’d a company and the croix with it; but that at the concluon of the laﬅ peace, his regiment being reformed, and the whole corps, with thoſe of ſome other regiments, left without any provion—he found himſelf in a wide world without friends, without a livre—and indeed, ſaid he, without any thing but this—(pointing, as he ſaid it, to his croix)—The poor chevalier won my pity, and he ﬁni’d the ſcene, with winning my eﬅeem too.


  The king, he ſaid, was the moﬅ generous of princes, but his generoty could neither relieve or reward every one, and it was only his misfortune to be amongﬅ the number. He had a little wife, he ſaid, whom he loved, who did the patierie; and added, he felt no dionour in defending her and himſelf from want in this way—unleſs Providence had oﬀer’d him a better.


  It would be wicked to with-hold a pleaſure from the good, in pang over what happen’d to this poor Chevalier of St. Louis about nine months after.


  It ſeems he uſually took his ﬅand near the iron gates which lead up to the palace, and as his croix had caught the eye of numbers, numbers had made the ſame enquiry which I had done—He had told them the ſame ﬅory, and always with ſo much modeﬅy and good ſenſe, that it had reach’d at laﬅ the king’s ears—who hearing the Chevalier had been a gallant oﬃcer, and reſpeed by the whole regiment as a man of honour and integrity—he broke up his little trade by a penon of ﬁfteen hundred livres a year.


  As I have told this to pleaſe the reader, I beg he will allow me to relate another out of its order, to pleaſe myſelf—the two ﬅories reﬂe light upon each other,—and ’tis a pity they ould be parted.


  ☜


  THE SWORD.


  RENNES.


  WHEN ﬅates and empires have their periods of declenon, and feel in their turns what diﬅreſs and poverty is—I ﬅop not to tell the cauſes which gradually brought the houſe d’E**** in Britany into decay. The Marquis d’E**** had fought up againﬅ his condition with great ﬁrmneſs; wiing to preſerve, and ﬅill ew to the world ſome little fragments of what his anceﬅors had been—their indiſcretions had put it out of his power. There was enough left for the little exigencies of obſcurity—But he had two boys who look’d up to him for light—he thought they deſerved it. He had tried his ſword—it could not open the way—the mounting was too expenve—and mple oeconomy was not a match for it—there was no reſource but commerce.


  In any other province in France, ſave Britany, this was ſmiting the root for ever of the little tree his pride and aﬀeion wi’d to ſee rebloom—But in Britany, there being a provion for this, he avail’d himſelf of it; and taking an occaon when the ﬅates were aembled at Rennes, the Marquis, attended with his two boys, enter’d the court; and having pleaded the right of an ancient law of the duchy, which, though ſeldom claim’d, he ſaid, was no leſs in force; he took his ſword from his de—Here—ſaid he—take it; and be truﬅy guardians of it, till better times put me in condition to reclaim it.


  The predent accepted the Marquis’s ſword—he ﬅay’d a few minutes to ſee it depoted in the archives of his houſe—and departed.


  The Marquis and his whole family embarked the next day for Martinico, and in about nineteen or twenty years of ſucceſsful application to buneſs, with ſome unlook’d for bequeﬅs from diﬅant branches of his houſe—return’d home to reclaim his nobility and to ſupport it.


  It was an incident of good fortune which will never happen to any traveller, but a ſentimental one, that I ould be at Rennes at the very time of this ſolemn requition: I call it ſolemn—it was ſo to me.


  The Marquis enter’d the court with his whole family: he ſupported his lady—his eldeﬅ ſon ſupported his ﬅer, and his youngeﬅ was at the other extreme of the line next his mother.—he put his handkerchief to his face twice—


  —There was a dead lence. When the Marquis had approach’d within x paces of the tribunal, he gave the Marchioneſs to his youngeﬅ ſon, and advancing three ﬅeps before his family—he reclaim’d his ſword. His ſword was given him, and the moment he got it into his hand he drew it almoﬅ out of the ſcabbard—’twas the ining face of a friend he had once given up—he look’d attentively along it, beginning at the hilt, as if to ſee whether it was the ſame—when obſerving a little ruﬅ which it had contraed near the point, he brought it near his eye, and bending his head down over it—I think I ſaw a tear fall upon the place: I could not be deceived by what followed.


  “I all ﬁnd, ſaid he, ſome other way, to get it oﬀ.”


  When the Marquis had ſaid this, he return’d his ſword into its ſcabbard, made a bow to the guardians of it—and, with his wife and daughter and his two ſons following him, walk’d out.


  O how I envied him his feelings!


  ☜


  THE PASSPORT.


  VERSAILLES.


  IFOUND no diﬃculty in getting admittance to Moneur Le Count de B****. The ſet of Shakeſpears was laid upon the table; and he was tumbling them over. I walk’d up cloſe to the table, and giving ﬁrﬅ ſuch a look at the books as to make him conceive I knew what they were—I told him I had come without any one to preſent me, knowing I ould meet with a friend in his apartment who, I truﬅed, would do it for me—it is my countryman the great Shakeſpear, ſaid I, pointing to his works—et ayez la bontè, mon cher ami, apoﬅrophizing his ſpirit, added I, de me faire cet honneur la.—


  The Count ſmil’d at the ngularity of the introduion; and ſeeing I look’d a little pale and ckly, inﬅed upon my taking an arm-chair: ſo I ſat down; and to ſave him conjeures upon a vit ſo out of all rule, I told him mply of the incident in the bookſeller’s op, and how that had impell’d me rather to go to him with the ﬅory of a little embarrament I was under, than to any other man in France—And what is your embarrament? let me hear it, ſaid the Count. So I told him the ﬅory juﬅ as I have told it the reader—


  —And the maﬅer of my hotel, ſaid I, as I concluded it, will needs have it, Moneur le Count, that I all be ſent to the Baﬅile—but I have no apprehenons, continued I—for in falling into the hands of the moﬅ poli’d people in the world, and being conſcious I was a true man, and not come to ſpy the nakedneſs of the land, I ſcarce thought I laid at their mercy.—It does not ſuit the gallantry of the French, Moneur le Count, ſaid I, to ew it againﬅ invalids.


  An animated blu came into the Count de B****’s cheeks, as I ſpoke this—Ne craignez rien—Don’t fear, ſaid he—Indeed I don’t, replied I again—bedes, continued I a little ſportingly—I have come laughing all the way from London to Paris, and I do not think Moneur le Duc de Choiſeul is ſuch an enemy to mirth, as to ſend me back crying for my pains.


  —My application to you, Moneur le Compte de B**** (making him a low bow) is to dere he will not.


  The Count heard me with great good nature, or I had not ſaid half as much—and once or twice ſaid—C’eﬅ bien dit. So I reﬅed my cauſe there—and determined to ſay no more about it.


  The Count led the diſcourſe: we talk’d of indiﬀerent things;—of books and politicks, and men—and then of women—God bleſs them all! ſaid I, after much diſcourſe about them—there is not a man upon earth who loves them ſo much as I do: after all the foibles I have ſeen, and all the ſatires I have read againﬅ them, ﬅill I love them; being ﬁrmly perſuaded that a man who has not a ſort of an aﬀeion for the whole ſex, is incapable of ever loving a ngle one as he ought.


  Hèh bien! Moneur l’Anglois, ſaid the Count, gaily—You are not come to ſpy the nakedneſs of the land—I believe you—ni encore, I dare ſay, that of our women—But permit me to conjeure—if, par hazard, they fell in your way—that the proſpe would not aﬀe you.


  I have ſomething within me which cannot bear the ock of the leaﬅ indecent innuation: in the ſportability of chit-chat I have often endeavoured to conquer it, and with inﬁnite pain have hazarded a thouſand things to a dozen of the ſex together—the leaﬅ of which I could not venture to a ngle one, to gain heaven.


  Excuſe me, Moneur Le Count, ſaid I—as for the nakedneſs of your land, if I ſaw it, I ould caﬅ my eyes over it with tears in them—and for that of your women (bluing at the idea he had excited in me) I am ſo evangelical in this, and have ſuch a fellow-feeling for what ever is weak about them, that I would cover it with a garment, if I knew how to throw it on—But I could wi, continued I, to ſpy the nakedneſs of their hearts, and through the diﬀerent diſguiſes of cuﬅoms, climates, and religion, ﬁnd out what is good in them, to faion my own by—and therefore am I come.


  It is for this reaſon, Moneur le Compte, continued I, that I have not ſeen the Palais royal—nor the Luxembourg—nor the Façade of the Louvre—nor have attempted to ſwell the catalogues we have of piures, ﬅatues, and churches—I conceive every fair being as a temple, and would rather enter in, and ſee the original drawings and looſe ſketches hung up in it, than the transﬁguration of Raphael itſelf.


  The thirﬅ of this, continued I, as impatient as that which inﬂames the breaﬅ of the connoieur, has led me from my own home into France—and from France will lead me through Italy—’tis a quiet journey of the heart in purſuit of Nature, and thoſe aﬀeions which riſe out of her, which make us love each other—and the world, better than we do.


  The Count ſaid a great many civil things to me upon the occaon; and added very politely how much he ﬅood obliged to Shakeſpear for making me known to him—but, a-propos, ſaid he—Shakeſpear is full of great things—He forgot a ſmall punillio of announcing your name—it puts you under a necety of doing it yourſelf.


  ☜


  THE PASSPORT.


  VERSAILLES.


  THERE is not a more perplexing aﬀair in life to me, than to ſet about telling any one who I am—for there is ſcarce any body I cannot give a better account of than of myſelf; and I have often wi’d I could do it in a ngle word—and have an end of it. It was the only time and occaon in my life, I could accompli this to any purpoſe—for Shakeſpear lying upon the table, and recolleing I was in his books, I took up Hamlet, and turning immediately to the grave-diggers ſcene in the ﬁfth a, I lay’d my ﬁnger upon Yorick, and advancing the book to the Count, with my ﬁnger all the way over the name—Me, Voici! ſaid I.


  Now whether the idea of poor Yorick’s ſkull was put out of the Count’s mind, by the reality of my own, or by what magic he could drop a period of ſeven or eight hundred years, makes nothing in this account—’tis certain the French conceive better than they combine—I wonder at nothing in this world, and the leſs at this; inaſmuch as one of the ﬁrﬅ of our own church, for whoſe candour and paternal ſentiments I have the higheﬅ veneration, fell into the ſame miﬅake in the very ſame caſe.—“He could not bear, he ſaid, to look into ſermons wrote by the king of Denmark’s jeﬅer.”—Good, my lord! ſaid I—but there are two Yorick’s. The Yorick your lordip thinks of, has been dead and buried eight hundred years ago; he ﬂouri’d in Horwendillus’s court—the other Yorick is myſelf, who have ﬂouri’d my lord in no court—He ook his head—Good God! ſaid I, you might as well confound Alexander the Great, with Alexander the Copper-ſmith, my lord—’Twas all one, he replied—


  —If Alexander king of Macedon could have tranated your lordip, ſaid I—I’m ſure your Lordip would not have ſaid ſo.


  The poor Count de B**** fell but into the ſame error—


  —Et, Moneur, eﬅ il Yorick? cried the Count.—Je le ſuis, ſaid I.—Vous?—Moi—moi qui ai l’honneur de vous parler, Moneur le Compte—Mon Dieu! ſaid he, embracing me—Vous etes Yorick.


  The Count inﬅantly put the Shakeſpear into his pocket—and left me alone in his room.


  ☜


  THE PASSPORT.


  VERSAILLES.


  ICOULD not conceive why the Count de B**** had gone ſo abruptly out of the room, any more than I could conceive why he had put the Shakeſpear into his pocket—Myﬅeries which muﬅ explain themſelves, are not worth the loſs of time, which a conjeure about them takes up: ’twas better to read Shakeſpear; ſo taking up, “Much Ado about Nothing,” I tranſported myſelf inﬅantly from the chair I ſat in to Mena in Sicily, and got ſo buſy with Don Pedro and Benedick and Beatrice, that I thought not of Verſailles, the Count, or the Paport.


  Sweet pliability of man’s ſpirit, that can at once ſurrender itſelf to illuons, which cheat expeation and ſorrow of their weary moments!——long—long nce had ye number’d out my days, had I not trod ſo great a part of them upon this enchanted ground: when my way is too rough for my feet, or too ﬅeep for my ﬅrength, I get oﬀ it, to ſome ſmooth velvet path which fancy has ſcattered over with roſe-buds of delights; and having taken a few turns in it, come back ﬅrengthen’d and refre’d—When evils preſs ſore upon me, and there is no retreat from them in this world, then I take a new courſe—I leave it—and as I have a clearer idea of the elyan ﬁelds than I have of heaven, I force myſelf, like Eneas, into them—I ſee him meet the penve ade of his forſaken Dido—and wi to recognize it—I ſee the injured ſpirit wave her head, and turn oﬀ lent from the author of her miſeries and dionours—I loſe the feelings for myſelf in hers—and in thoſe aﬀeions which were wont to make me mourn for her when I was at ſchool.


  Surely this is not walking in a vain adow—nor does man diſquiet himſelf in vain, by it—he oftener does ſo in truﬅing the iue of his commotions to reaſon only.—I can ſafely ſay for myſelf, I was never able to conquer any one ngle bad ſenſation in my heart ſo decively, as by beating up as faﬅ as I could for ſome kindly and gentle ſenſation, to ﬁght it upon its own ground.


  When I had got to the end of the third a, the Count de B**** entered with my Paport in his hand. Mons. le Duc de C****, ſaid the Count, is as good a prophet, I dare ſay, as he is a ﬅateſman—Un homme qui rit, ſaid the duke, ne ſera jamais dangereuz.—Had it been for any one but the king’s jeﬅer, added the Count, I could not have got it theſe two hours.—Pardonncz moi, Mons. Le Compte, ſaid I—I am not the king’s jeﬅer.—But you are Yorick?—Yes.—Et vous plaiſantez?—I anſwered, Indeed I did jeﬅ—but was not paid for it—’twas entirely at my own expence.


  We have no jeﬅer at court, Mons. Le Compte, ſaid I, the laﬅ we had was in the licentious reign of Charles the IId—nce which time our manners have been ſo gradually reﬁning, that our court at preſent is ſo full of patriots, who wi for nothing but the honours and wealth of their country—and our ladies are all ſo chaﬅe, ſo ſpotleſs, ſo good, ſo devout—there is nothing for a jeﬅer to make a jeﬅ of—


  Voila un perﬂage! cried the Count.


  ☜


  THE PASSPORT.


  VERSAILLES.


  AS the Paport was direed to all lieutenant governors, governors, and commandants of cities, generals of armies, juﬅiciaries, and all oﬃcers of juﬅice, to let Mr. Yorick, the king’s jeﬅer, and his baggage, travel quietly along—I own the triumph of obtaining the Paport was not a little tarni’d by the ﬁgure I cut in it—But there is nothing unmixt in this world; and ſome of the graveﬅ of our divines have carried it ſo far as to aﬃrm, that enjoyment itſelf was attended even with a gh—and that the greateﬅ they knew of, terminated in a general way, in little better than a convulon.


  I remember the grave and learned Bevoriſkius, in his commentary upon the generations from Adam, very naturally breaks oﬀ in the middle of a note to give an account to the world of a couple of ſparrows upon the out-edge of his window, which had incommoded him all the time he wrote, and at laﬅ had entirely taken him oﬀ from his genealogy.


  —’Tis ﬅrange! writes Bevoriſkius; but the fas are certain, for I have had the curioty to mark them down one by one with my pen—but the cock-ſparrow during the little time that I could have ﬁnied the other half this note, has aually interrupted me with the reiteration of his carees three and twenty times and a half.


  How merciful, adds Bevoriſkius, is heaven to his creatures!


  Ill fated Yorick! that the graveﬅ of thy brethren ould be able to write that to the world, which ﬅains thy face with crimſon, to copy in even thy ﬅudy.


  But this is nothing to my travels—So I twice—twice beg pardon for it.


  ☜


  CHARACTER.


  VERSAILLES.


  AND how do you ﬁnd the French? ſaid the Count de B****, after he had given me the Paport.


  The reader may ſuppoſe that after ſo obliging a proof of courteſy, I could not be at a loſs to ſay ſomething handſome to the enquiry.


  —Mais pae, pour cela—Speak frankly, ſaid he; do you ﬁnd all the urbanity in the French which the world give us the honour of?—I had found every thing, I ſaid, which conﬁrmed it—Vraiment, ſaid the count.—Les Francois ſont poli. s—To an exceſs, replied I.


  The count took notice of the word excee; and would have it I meant more than I ſaid. I defended myſelf a long time as well as I could againﬅ it—he inﬅed I had a reſerve, and that I would ſpeak my opinion frankly.


  I believe, Mons. Le Compte, ſaid I, that man has a certain compaſs, as well as an inﬅrument; and that the ſocial and other calls have occaon by turns for every key in him; ſothat if you begin a note too high or too low, there muﬅ be a want either in the upper or under part, to ﬁll up the ſyﬅem of harmony.—The Count de B**** did not underﬅand muc, ſo dered me to explain it ſome other way. A poli’d nation, my dear Count, ſaid I, makes every one its debtor; and bedes urbanity itſelf, like the fair ſex, has ſo many charms; it goes againﬅ the the heart to ſay it can do ill; and yet, I believe, there is but a certain line of perfeion, that man, take him altogether, is empower’d to arrive at—if he gets beyond, he rather exchanges qualities, than gets them. I muﬅ not preſume to ſay, how far this has aﬀeed the French in the ſubje we are ſpeaking of—but ould it ever be the caſe of the Engli, in the progreſs of their reſentments, to arrive at the ſame poli which diﬅinguies the French, if we did not loſe the politee de coeur, which inclines men more to human aions, than courteous ones—we ould at leaﬅ loſe that diﬅin variety and originality of charaer, which diﬅinguies them, not only from each other, but from all the world bedes.


  I had a few king William’s illings as ſmooth as glaſs in my pocket; and foreſeeing they would be of uſe in the illuﬅration of my hypothes, I had got them into my hand, when I had proceeded ſo far—


  See, Mons. Le Compte, ſaid I, ring up, and laying them before him upon the table—by jingling and ribbing one againﬅ another for ſeventy years together in one body’s pocket or another’s, they are become ſo much alike, you can ſcarce diﬅingui one illing from another.


  The Engli, like antient medais, kept more apart, and pang but few peoples hands, preſerve the ﬁrﬅ arpnees which the ﬁne hand of nature has given them—they are not ſo pleaſant to feel—but in return, the legend is ſo vible, that at the ﬁrﬅ look you ſee whoſe image and ſuperſcription they bear.—But the French, Mons. Le Compte, added I, wiing to ſoften what I had ſaid, have ſo many excellencies, they can the better ſpare this—they are a loyal, a gallant, a generous, an ingenious, and good temper’d people as is under heaven—if they have a fault—they are too ſerious.


  Mon Dieu! cried the Count, ring out of his chair.


  Mais vous plaiſantez, ſaid he, correing his exclamation.—I laid my hand upon my breaﬅ, and with earneﬅ gravity aured him, it was my moﬅ ſettled opinion.


  The Count ſaid he was mortiﬁed, he could not ﬅay to hear my reaſons, being engaged to go that moment to dine with the Duc de C****.


  But if it is not too far to come to Verſailles to eat your ſoup with me, I beg, before you leave France, I may have the pleaſure of knowing you retra your opinion—or, in what manner you ſupport it.—But if you do ſupport it, Mons. Anglois, ſaid he, you muﬅ do it with all your powers, becauſe you have the whole world againﬅ you.—I promiſed the Count I would do myſelf the honour of dining with him before I ſet out for Italy—ſo took my leave.


  ☜


  THE TEMPTATION.


  PARIS.


  WHEY I alighted at the hotel, the porter told me a young woman with a band-box had been that moment enquiring for me.—I do not know, ſaid the porter, whether e is gone away or no. I took the key of my chamber of him, and went up ﬅairs; and when I had got within ten ﬅeps of the top of the landing before my door, I met her coming ealy down.


  It was the fair ﬁlle de chambre I had walked along the Quai de Conti with: Madame de R**** had ſent her upon ſome commions to a merchande de modes within a ﬅep or two of the hotel de Modene; and as I had fail’d in waiting upon her, had bid her enquire if I had left Paris; and if ſo, whether I had not left a letter addreſs’d to her.


  As the fair ﬁlle de chambre was ſo near my door e turned back, and went into the room with me for a moment or two whilﬅ I wrote a card.


  It was a ﬁne ﬅill evening in the latter end of the month of May—the crimſon window curtains (which were of the ſame colour of thoſe of the bed) were drawn cloſe—the ſun was ſetting and reﬂeed through them ſo warm a tint into the fair ﬁlle de chambre’s face—I thought e blu’d—the idea of it made me blu myſelf—we were quite alone; and that ſuper-induced a ſecond blu before the ﬁrﬅ could get oﬀ.


  There is a ſort of a pleang half guilty blu, where the blood is more in fault than the man—’tis ſent impetuous from the heart, and virtue ﬂies after it—not to call it back, but to make the ſenſation of it more delicious to the nerves—’tis aociated.—


  But I’ll not deſcribe it.—I felt ſomething at ﬁrﬅ within me which was not in ﬅri uniſon with the leon of virtue I had given her the night before—I ſought ﬁve minutes for a card—I knew I had not one.—I took up a pen—I laid it down again—my hand trembled—the devil was in me.


  I know as well as any one, he is an adverſary, whom if we reﬅ, he will ﬂy from us—but I ſeldom reﬅ him at all; from a terror, that though I may conquer, I may ﬅill get a hurt in the combat—ſo I give up the triumph, for ſecurity; and inﬅead of thinking to make him ﬂy, I generally ﬂy myſelf.


  The fair ﬁlle de chambre came cloſe up to the bureau where I was looking for a card—took up ﬁrﬅ the pen I caﬅ down, then oﬀered to hold me the ink: e oﬀer’d it ſo ſweetly, I was going to accept it—but I durﬅ not—I have nothing, my dear, ſaid I, to write upon.—Write it, ſaid e, mply, upon any thing.—


  I was juﬅ going to cry out, Then I will write it, fair girl! upon thy lips.—


  If I do, ſaid I, I all peri—ſo I took her by the hand, and led her to the door, and begg’d e would not forget the leon I had given her—She ſaid, Indeed e would not— and as e utter’d it with ſome earneﬅneſs, e turned about, and gave me both her hands, cloſed together, into mine—it was impoble not to compreſs them in that tuation—I wi’d to let them go; and all the time I held them, I kept arguing within myſelf againﬅ it—and ﬅill I held them on.—In two minutes I found I had all the battle to ﬁght over again—and I felt my legs and every limb about me tremble at the idea.


  The foot of the bed was within a yard and a half of the place where we were ﬅandingg—I had ﬅill hold of her hands—and how it happened I can give no account, but I neither aſk’d her—nor drew her—nor did I think of the bed—but ſo it did happen, we both ſat down.


  I’ll juﬅ ew you, ſaid the fair ﬁlle de chambre, the little purſe I have been making to-day to hold your crown. So e put her hand into her right pocket, which was next me, and felt for it for ſometime—then into into the left—“She had loﬅ it.”—I never bore expeation more quietly—it was in her right pocket at laﬅ—e pulled it out; it was of green taﬀeta, lined with a little bit of white quilted ſattin, and juﬅ big enough to hold the crown—e put it into my hand—it was pretty; and I held it ten minutes with the back of my hand reﬅing upon her lap—looking ſometimes at the purſe, ſometimes on one de of it.


  A ﬅitch or two had broke out in the gathers of my ﬅock—the fair ﬁlle de chambre, without ſaying a word, took out her little huve, threaded a ſmall needle, and ſew’d it up—I foreſaw it would hazard the glory of the day; and as e paed her hand in lence acroſs and acroſs my neck in the manoeuvre, I felt the laurels ake which fancy had wreath’d about my head.


  A ﬅrap had given way in her walk, and the buckle of her oe was juﬅ falling oﬀ—See, ſaid the ﬁlle dechambre, holding up her foot—I could not for my ſoul but faﬅen the buckle in return, and putting in the ﬅrap—and lifting up the other foot with it, when I had done, to ſee both were right—in doing it too ſuddenly—it unavoidably threw the fair ﬁlle de chambre oﬀ her center—and then—


  ☜


  THE CONQUEST.


  YES—and then—Ye whoſe clay-cold heads and luke-warm hearts can argue down or maſk your paons—tell me, what treſpaſs is it that man ould have them? or how his ſpirit ﬅands anſwerable, to the father of ſpirits, but for his condu under them?


  If nature has ſo wove her web of kindneſs, that ſome threads of love and dere are entangled with the piece—muﬅ the whole web be rent in drawing them out?—Whip me ſuch ﬅoics, great governor of nature! ſaid I to myſelf—Wherever thy providence all place me for the trials of my virtue—whatever is my danger—whatever is my tuation—let me feel the movements which riſe out of it, and which belong to me as a man—and if I govern them as a good one—I will truﬅ the iues to thy juﬅice, for thou haﬅ made us—and not we ourſelves.


  As I ﬁni’d my addreſs, I raiſed the fair ﬁlle de chambre up by the hand, and led her out of the room—e ﬅood by me till I lock’d the door and put the key in my pocket—and then—the viory being quite decive—and not till then, I preſs’d my lips to her cheek, and, taking her by the hand again, led her ſafe to the gate of the hotel.


  ☜


  THE MYSTERY.


  PARIS.


  IF a man knows the heart, he will know it was impoble to go back inﬅantly to my chamber—it was touching a cold key with a ﬂat third to it, upon the cloſe of a piece of muck, which had call’d forth my aﬀeions—therefore, when I let go the hand of the ﬁlle de chambre, I remain’d at the gate of the hotel for ſome time, looking at every one who paſs’d by, and forming conjeures upon them, till my attention got ﬁx’d upon a ngle obje which confounded all kind of reaſoning upon him.


  It was a tall ﬁgure of a philoſophic ſerious, aduﬅ look, which paſs’d and repaſs’d ſedately along the ﬅreet, making a turn of about xty paces on each de of the gate of the hotel—the man was about ﬁfty-two—had a ſmall cane under his arm—was dreſs’d in a dark drab-colour’d coat, waiﬅcoat, and breeches, which ſeem’d to have ſeen ſome years ſervice—they were ﬅill clean, and there was a little air of frugal propretè throughout him. By his pulling oﬀ his hat, and his attitude of accoﬅing a good many in his way, I ſaw he was aſking charity; ſo I got a ſous or two out of my pocket ready to give him, as he took me in his turn—he paſs’d by me without aſking any thing—and yet did not go ﬁve ﬅeps further before he aſk’d charity of a little woman—I was much more likely to have given of the two—He had ſcarce done with the woman, when he pull’d oﬀ his hat to another who was coming the ſame way.—An ancient gentleman came owly—and, after him, a young ſmart one—He let them both paſs, and aſk’d nothing: I ﬅood obſerving him half an hour, in which time he had made a dozen turns backwards and forwards, and found that he invariably purſued the ſame plan.


  There were two things very ngular in this, which ſet my brain to work, and to no purpoſe—the ﬁrﬅ was, why the man ould only tell his ﬅory to the ſex—and ſecondly—what kind of ﬅory it was, and what ſpecies of eloquence it could be, which ſoften’d the hearts of the women, which he knew ’twas to no purpoſe to praiſe upon the men.


  There were two other circumﬅances which entangled this myﬅery—the one was, he told every woman what he had to ſay in her ear, and in a way which had much more the air of a ſecret than a petition—the other was, it was always ſucceſsful—he never ﬅopp’d a woman, but e pull’d out her purſe, and immediately gave him ſomething.


  I could form no ſyﬅem to explain the phenomenon.


  I had got a riddle to amuſe me for the reﬅ of the evening, ſo I walk’d up ﬅairs to my chamber.


  ☜


  The Case of Conscience.


  PARIS.


  IWAS immediately followed up by the maﬅer of the hotel, who came into my room to tell me I muﬅ provide lodgings elſe where.—How ſo, friend? ſaid I.—He anſwer’d, I had had a young woman lock’d up with me two hours that evening in my bed-chamber, and ’twas againﬅ the rules of his houſe.—Very well, ſaid I, we’ll all part friends then—for the girl is no worſe—and I am no worſe—and you will be juﬅ as I found you.—It was enough, he ſaid, to overthrow the credit of his hotel.—Voyez vous, Moneur, ſaid he, pointing to the foot of the bed we had been tting upon.—I own it had ſomething of the appearance of an evidence; but my pride not ſuﬀering me to enter into any detail of the caſe, I exhorted him to let his ſoul eep in peace, as I reſolved to let mine do that night, and that I would diſcharge what I owed him at breakfaﬅ.


  I ould not have minded, Moneur, ſaid he, if you had had twenty girls—’Tis a ſcore more, replied I, interrupting him, than I ever reckon’d upon—Provided, added he, it hadbeen but in a morning.—And does the diﬀerence of the time of the day at Paris make a diﬀerence in the n?—It made a diﬀerence, he ſaid, in the ſcandal.—I like a good diﬅinion in my heart; and cannot ſay I was intolerably out of temper with the man.—I own it is neceary, re-aumed the maﬅer of the hotel, that a ﬅranger at Paris ould have the opportunities preſented to him of buying lace and lk ﬅockings and ruﬄes, et tout cela—and ’tis nothing if a woman comes with a band box.—O’ my conſcience, ſaid I, e had one; but I never look’d into it.—Then, Moneur, ſaid he, has bought nothing.—Not one earthly thing, replied I.—Becauſe, ſaid he, I could recommend one to you who would uſe you en conſcience.—But I muﬅ ſee her this night, ſaid I.—He made me a low bow and walk’d down.


  Now all I triumph over this maitre d’hotel, cried I—and what then?—Then I all let him ſee I know he is a dirty fellow.—And what then?—What then!—I was too near myſelf to ſay it was for the ſake of others.—I had no good anſwer left—there was more of ſpleen than principle in my proje, and I was ck of it before the execution.


  In a few minutes the Griet came in with her box of lace—I’ll buy nothing however, ſaid I, within myſelf.


  The Griet would ew me every thing—I was hard to pleaſe: e would not ſeem to ſee it; e open’d her little magazine, laid all her laces one after another before me—unfolded and folded them up again one by one with the moﬅ patient ſweetneſs—I might buy—or not—e would let me have every thing at my own price—the poor creature ſeem’d anxious to get a penny; and laid herſelf out to win me, and not ſo much in a manner which ſeem’d artful, as in one I felt mple and careng.


  If there is not a fund of honeﬅ cullibility in man, ſo much the worſe—my heart relented, and I gave up my ſecond reſolution as quietly as the ﬁrﬅ—Why ould I chaﬅiſe one for the treſpaſs of another? if thou art tributary to this tyrant of an hoﬅ, thought I, looking up in her face, ſo much harder is thy bread.


  If I had not had more than four Louis d’ors in my purſe, there was no ſuch thing as ring up and ewing her the door, till I had ﬁrﬅ laid three of them out in a pair of ruﬄes.


  —The maﬅer of the hotel will are the proﬁt with her—no matter—then I have only paid as many a poor ſoul has paid before me for an a he could not do, or think of.


  ☜


  THE RIDDLE.


  PARIS.


  WHEN La Fleur came up to wait upon me at ſupper, he told me how ſorry the maﬅer of the hotel was for his aﬀront to me in bidding me change my lodgings.


  A man who values a good night’s reﬅ will not lay down with enmity in his heart if he can help it—So I bid La Fleur tell the maﬅer of the hotel, that I was ſorry on my de for the occaon I had given him— and you may tell him, if you will, La Fleur, added I, that if the young woman ould call again, I all not ſee her.


  This was a ſacriﬁce not to him, but myſelf, having reſolved, after ſo narrow an eſcape, to run no more riſks, but to leave Paris, if it was poble, with all the virtue I enter’d in.


  C’eﬅ deroger à noblee, Moneur, ſaid La Fleur, making me a bow down to the ground as he ſaid it—Et encore Moneur, ſaid he, may change his ſentiments—and if (par hazard) he ould like to amuſe himſelf— I ﬁnd no amuſement in it, ſaid I, interrupting him—


  Mon Dieu! ſaid La Fleur—and took away.


  In an hour’s time he came to put me to bed, and was more than commonly oﬃcious—ſomething hung upon his lips to ſay to me, or aſk me, which he could not get oﬀ: I could not conceive what it was; and indeed gave myſelf little trouble to ﬁnd it out, as I had another riddle ſo much more intereﬅing upon my mind, which was that of the man’s aſking charity before the door of the hotel—I would have given any thing to have got to the bottom of it; and that, not out of curioty—’tis ſo low a principle of enquiry, in general, I would not purchaſe the gratiﬁcation of it with a two-ſous piece—but a ſecret, I thought, which ſo ſoon and ſo certainly ſoften’d the heart of every woman you came near, was a ſecret at leaﬅ equal to the philoſopher’s ﬅone: had I had both the Indies, I would have given up one to have been maﬅer of it.


  I toſs’d and turn’d it almoﬅ all night long in my brains to no manner of purpoſe; and when I awoke in the morning, I found my ſpirit as much troubled with my dreams, as ever the king of Babylon had been with his; and I will not hetate to aﬃrm, it would have puzzled all the wiſe men of Paris, as much as thoſe of Chaldea, to have given its interpretation.


  ☜


  LE DIMANCHE.


  PARIS.


  IT was Sunday; and when La Fleur came in, in the morning, with my coﬀee and role and butter, he had got himſelf ſo gallantly array’d, I ſcarce knew him.


  I had convenanted at Montreal to give him a new hat with a lver button and loop, and four Louis d’ors pour s’adoniſer, when we got to Paris; and the poor fellow, to do him juﬅice, had done wonders with it.


  He had bought a bright, clean, good ſcarlet coat and a pair of breeches of the ſame—They were not a crown worſe, he ſaid, for the wearing—I wi’d him hang’d for telling me—they look’d ſo fre, that tho’ I knew the thing could not be done, yet I would rather have impoſed upon my fancy with thinking I had bought them new for the fellow, than that they had come out of the Rue de friperie.


  This is a nicety which makes not the heart ſore at Paris.


  He had purchaſed moreover a handſome blue ſattin waiﬅcoat, fancifully enough embroidered—this was indeed ſomething the worſe for the ſervices it had done, but ’twas clean ſcour’d—the gold had been touch’d up, and upon the whole was rather owy than otherwiſe—and as the blue was not violent, it ſuited with the coat and breeches very well: he had ſqueez’d out of the money, moreover, a new bag and a ſolitaire; and had inﬅed with the fripier, upon a gold pair of garters to his breeches knees—He had purchaſed muin ruﬄes, bien brodées, with four livres of his own money—and a pair of white lk ﬅockings for ﬁve more—and, to top all, nature had given him a handſome ﬁgure, without coﬅing him a ſous.


  He enter’d the room thus ſet oﬀ, with his hair dreſs’d in the ﬁrﬅ ﬅile, and with a handſome bouquet in his breaﬅ—in a word, there was that look of feﬅivity in every thing about him, which at once put me in mind it was Sunday—and by combining both together, it inﬅantly ﬅruck me, that the favour he wi’d to aſk of me the night before, was to ſpend the day, as every body in Paris ſpent it, bedes. I had ſcarce made the conjeure, when La Fleur, with inﬁnite humility, but with a look of truﬅ, as if I ould not refuſe him, begg’d I would grant him the day, pour faire le galant vis à vis de ſa maitree.


  Now it was the very thing I intended to do myſelf vis à vis Madame de R****—I had retain’d the remiſe on purpoſe for it, and it would not have mortiﬁed my vanity to have had a ſervant ſo well dreſs’d as La Fleur was to have got up behind it: I never could have worſe ſpared him.


  But we muﬅ feel, not argue in theſe embarraments—the ſons and daughters of ſervice part with liberty, but not with Nature in their contras; they are ﬂe and blood, and have their little vanities and wies in the midﬅ of the houſe of bondage, as well as their taſk-maﬅers—no doubt, they have ſet their ſelfdenials at a price—and their expeations are ſo unreaſonable, that I would often diſappoint them, but that their condition puts it ſo much in my power to do it.


  Behold!—Behold, I am thy ſervant—diſarms me at once of the powers of a maﬅer—


  —Thou alt go, La Fleur! ſaid I.


  —And what miﬅreſs, La Fleur, ſaid I, canﬅ thou have pick’d up in ſo little a time at Paris? La Fleur laid his hand upon his breaﬅ, and ſaid ’twas a petite demoiſelle at Moneur Le Compte de B****’s.—La Fleur had a heart made for ſociety; and, to ſpeak the truth of him let as few occaons ip him as his maﬅer—ſo that ſome how or other; but how—heaven knows—he had conneed himſelf with the demoiſelle upon the landing of the ﬅair-caſe, during the time I was taken up with my Paport; and as there was time enough for me to win the Count to my intetereﬅ, La Fleur had contrived to make it do to win the maid to his—the family, it ſeems, was to be at Paris that day, and he had made a party with her, and two or three more of the Count’s houold, upon the boulevards.


  Happy people! that once a week at leaﬅ are ſure to lay down all your cares together; and dance and ng and ſport away the weights of grievance, which bow down the ſpirit of other nations to the earth.


  ☜


  THE FRAGMENT.


  PARIS.


  LA Fleur had left me ſomething to amuſe myſelf with for the day more than I had bargain’d for, or could have enter’d either into his head or mine.


  He had brought the little print of butter upon a currant leaf; and as the morning was warm, and he had a good ﬅep to bring it, he had begg’d a eet of waﬅe paper to put betwixt the currant leaf and his hand—As that was plate ſuﬃcient, I bad him lay it upon the table as it was, and as I reſolved to ﬅay within all day I ordered him to call upon the traileur to beſpeak my dinner, and leave me to breakfaﬅ by myſelf.


  When I had ﬁni’d the butter, I threw the currant leaf out of the window, and was going to do the ſame by the waﬅe paper—but ﬅopping to read a line ﬁrﬅ, and that drawing me on to a ſecond and third—I thought it better worth; ſo I ut the window, and drawing a chair up to it, I ſat down to read it.


  It was in the old French of Rabelais’s time, and for ought I know might have been wrote by him—it was moreover in a Gothic letter, and that ſo faded and gone oﬀ by damps and length of time, it coﬅ me inﬁnite trouble to make any thing of it—I threw it down; and then wrote a letter to Eugenius—then I took it up again, and embroiled my patience with it afre—and then to cure that, I wrote a letter to Eliza.—Still it kept hold of me; and the diﬃculty of underﬅanding it increaſed but the dere.


  I got my dinner; and after I had enlightened my mind with a bottle of Burgundy, I at it again—and after two or three hours poring upon it, with almoﬅ as deep attention as ever Gruter or Jacob Spon did upon a nonſencal inſcription, I thought I made ſenſe of it; but to make ſure of it, the beﬅ way, I imagined, was to turn it into Engli, and ſee how it would look then—ſo I went on leiſurely, as a triﬂing man does, ſometimes writing a ſentence—then taking a turn or two—and then looking how the world went, out of the window; ſo that it was nine o’clock at night before I had done it—I then begun and read it as follows.


  ☜


  THE FRAGMENT.


  PARIS.


  —Now as the notary’s wife diſputed the point with the notary with too much heat—I wi, ſaid the notary, throwing down the parchment, that there was another notary here only to ſet down and atteﬅ all this—


  —And what would you do then, Moneur? ſaid e, ring haﬅily up—the notary’s wife was a little fume of a woman, and the notary thought it well to avoid a hurricane by a mild reply—I would go, anſwer’d he, to bed.—You may go to the devil, anſwer’d the notary’s wife.


  Now there happening to be but one bed in the houſe, the other two rooms being unfurni’d, as is the cuﬅom at Paris, and the notary not caring to lie in the ſame bed with a woman who had but that moment ſent him pell-mell to the devil, went forth with his hat and cane and ort cloak, the night being very windy, and walk’d out ill at eaſe towards the pont neuf.


  Of all the bridges which ever were built, the whole world who have paſs’d over the pont neuf, muﬅ own, that it is the nobleﬅ—the ﬁneﬅ—the grandeﬅ—the lighteﬅ—the longeﬅ—the broadeﬅ that ever conjoin’d land and land together upon the face of the terraqueous globe—


  By this, it ſeems, as if the author of the fragment had not been a Frenchman.


  The worﬅ fault which divines and the doors of the Sorbonne can allege againﬅ it, is, that if there is but a cap-full of wind in or about Paris, ’tis more blaſphemouy ſacre Dieu’d there than in any other aperture of the whole city—and with reaſon, good and cogent Meeurs; for it comes againﬅ you without crying garde d’eau, and with ſuch unpremeditable puﬀs, that of the few who croſs it with their hats on, not one in ﬁfty but hazards two livres and a half, which is its full worth.


  The poor notary, juﬅ as he was pang by the ſentry, inﬅinively clapp’d his cane to the de of it, but in raing it up the point of his cane catching hold of the loop of the ſentinel’s hat hoiﬅed it over the ſpikes of the balluﬅrade clear into the Seine—


  —’Tis an ill wind, ſaid a boatſman, who catch’d it, which blows no body any good.


  The ſentry being a gaſcon incontinently twirl’d up his whiſkers, and levell’d his harquebuſs.


  Harquebues in thoſe days went oﬀ with matches; and an old woman’s paper lanthorn at the end of the bridge happening to be blown out, e had borrow’d the ſentry’s match to light it—it gave a moment’s time for the gaſcon’s blood to run cool, and turn the accident better to his advantage—’Tis an ill wind, ſaid he, catching oﬀ the notary’s caﬅor, and legitimating the capture with the boatman’s adage.


  The poor notary croſs’d the bridge, and pang along the rue de Dauphine into the fauxbourgs of St. Germain, lamented himſelf as he walk’d along in this manner:


  Luckleſs man! that I am, ſaid the notary, to be the ſport of hurricanes all my days—to be born to have the ﬅorm of ill language levell’d againﬅ me and my profeon wherever I go—to be forced into marriage by the thunder of the church to a tempeﬅ of a woman—to be driven forth out of my houſe by domeﬅic winds, and deſpoil’d of my caﬅor by pontiﬁc ones—to be here, bare-headed, in a windy night at the mercy of the ebbs and ﬂows of accidents—where I am to lay my head?—miſerable man! what wind in the two-and-thirty points of the whole compaſs can blow unto thee, as it does to the reﬅ of thy fellow creatures, good!


  As the notary was pang on by a dark paage, complaining in this ſort, a voice call’d out to a girl, to bid her run for the next notary—now the notary being the next, and availing himſelf of his tuation, walk’d up the paage to the door, and pang through an old ſort of a ſaloon, was uer’d into a large chamber diſmantled of every thing but a long military pike—a breaﬅ plate—a ruﬅy old ſword, and bandoleer, hung up equi-diﬅant in four diﬀerent places againﬅ the wall.


  An old perſonage, who had heretoſore been a gentleman, and unleſs decay of fortune taints the blood along with it was a gentleman at that time, lay ſupporting his head upon his hand in his bed; a little table with a taper burning was ſet cloſe bede it, and cloſe by the table was placed a chair—the notary ſat him down in it; and pulling out his ink-horn and a eet or two of paper which he had in his pocket, he placed them before him, and dipping his pen in his ink, and leaning his breaﬅ over the table, he diſpoſed every thing to make the gentleman’s laﬅ will and teﬅament.


  Alas! Moneur le Notaire, ſaid the gentleman, raing himſelf up a little, I have nothing to bequeath which will pay the expence of bequeathing, except the hiﬅory of myſelf, which, I could not die in peace unleſs I left it as a legacy to the world; the proﬁts aring out of it, I bequeath to you for the pains of taking it from me—it is a ﬅory ſo uncommon, it muﬅ me read by all mankind—it will make the fortunes of your houſe—the notary dipp’d his pen into his ink-horn—Almighty direor of every event in my life! ſaid the old gentleman, looking up earneﬅly and raing his hands towards heaven—thou whoſe hand has led me on through ſuch a labyrinth of ﬅrange paages down into this ſcene of deſolation, aﬅ the decaying memory of an old, inﬁrm, and brokenhearted man—dire my tongue, by the ſpirit of thy eternal truth, that this ﬅranger may ſet down naught but what is written in that Book, from whoſe records, ſaid he, claſping his hands together, I am to be condemn’d or acquitted!—the notary held up the point of his pen betwixt the taper and his eye—


  —It is a ﬅory, Moneur le Notaire, ſaid the gentleman, which will rouſe up every aﬀeion in nature—it will kill the humane, and touch the heart of cruelty herſelf with pity—


  —The notary was inﬂamed with a dere to begin, and put his pen a third time into his ink-horn—and the old gentleman turning a little more towards the notary, began to diate his ﬅory in theſe words—


  —And where is the reﬅ of it, La Fleur? ſaid I, as he juﬅ then enter’d the room.


  ☜


  THE FRAGMENT AND the *BOUQUET.


  PARIS.


  WHEN La Fleur came up cloſe to the table, and was made to comprehend what I wanted, he told me there were only two other eets of it which he had wrapt round the ﬅalks of a bouquet to keep it together, which he had preſented to the demoiſelle upon the boulevards—Then, prithee, La Fleur, ſaid I, ﬅep back to her to the Count de B****’s hotel, and ſee if you canﬅ get—There is no doubt of it, ſaid La Fleur—and away he ﬂew.


  In a very little time the poor fellow came back quite out of breath, with deeper marks of diſappointment in his looks than could ariſe from the mple irreparability of the fragment—Juﬅe ciel! in leſs than two minutes that the poor fellow had taken his laﬅ tender farewel of her—his faithleſs miﬅreſs had given his gage d’amour to one of the Count’s footmen—the footman to a young ſempﬅreſs—and the ſempﬅreſs to a ﬁddler, with my fragment at the end of it— Our misfortunes were involved together—I gave a gh—and La Fleur echo’d it back again to my ear—


  —How perﬁdious! cried La Fleur—How unlucky! ſaid I.—


  —I ould not have been mortiﬁed, Moneur, quoth La Fleur, if e had loﬅ it—Nor I, La Fleur, ſaid I, had I found it.


  Whether I did or no, will be ſeen hereafter.


  ☜


  The Act of Charity.


  PARIS.


  THE man who either diſdains or fears to walk up a dark entry may be an excellent good man, and ﬁt for a hundred things; but he will not do to make a good ſentimental traveller. I count little of the many things I ſee paſs at broad noon day, in large and open ﬅreets.—Nature is y, and hates to a before ſpeators; but in ſuch an unobſerved corner, you ſometimes ſee a ngle ort ſcene of her’s worth all the ſentiments of a dozen French plays compounded together—and yet they are abſolutely ﬁne;—and whenever I have a more brilliant aﬀair upon my hands than common, as they ſuit a preacher juﬅ as well as a hero, I generally make my ſermon out of ’em—and for the text—“Capadoa, Pontus and Aa, Phrygia and Pamphilia”—is as good as any one in the Bible.


  There is a long dark paage iuing out from the opera comique into a narrow ﬅreet; ’tis trod by a few who humbly wait for a ﬁacre*, or wi to get oﬀ quietly o’foot when the opera is done. At the end of it, towards the theatre, ’tis lighted by a ſmall candle, the light of which is almoﬅ loﬅ before you get half-way down, but near the door—’tis more for ornament than uſe: you ſee it as a ﬁx’d ﬅar of the leaﬅ magnitude; it burns—but does little good to the world, that we know of.


  In returning along this paage, I diſcern’d, as I approach’d within ﬁve or x paces of the door, two ladies ﬅanding arm in arm, with their backs againﬅ the wall, waiting, as I imagined, for a ﬁacre—as they were next the door, I thought they had a prior right; ſo edged myſelf up within a yard or little more of them, and quietly took my ﬅand—I was in black, and ſcarce ſeen.


  The lady next me was a tall lean ﬁgure of a woman of about thirty-x; the other of the ſame ze and make, of about forty; there was no mark of wife or widow in any one part of either of them—they ſeem’d to be two upright veﬅal ﬅers, unſapp’d by carees, unbroke in upon by tender ſalutations: I could have wi’d to have made them happy—their happineſs was deﬅin’d, that night, to come from another quarter.


  A low voice, with a good turn of expreon, and ſweet cadence at the end of it, begg’d for a twelve-ſous piece betwixt them, for the love of heaven. I thought it ngular, that a beggar ould ﬁx the quota of an alms—and that the ſum ould be twelve times as much as what is uſually given in the dark. They both ſeemed aﬅoni’d at it as much as myſelf.—Twelve ſous! ſaid one—a twelve-ſous piece! ſaid the other—and made no reply.


  The poor man ſaid, He knew not how to aſk leſs of ladies of their rank; and bow’d down his head to the ground.


  Poo! ſaid they—we have no money.


  The beggar remained lent for a moment or two, and renew’d his ſupplication.


  Do not, my fair young ladies, ſaid he, ﬅop your good ears againﬅ me—Upon my word, honeﬅ man! ſaid the younger, we have no change—Then God bleſs you, ſaid the poor man, and multiply thoſe joys which you can give to others without change!—I obſerved the elder ﬅer put her hand into her pocket—I’ll ſee, ſaid e, if I have a ſous.—A ſous! give twelve, ſaid the ſupplicant; Nature has been bountiful to you, be bountiful to a poor man.


  I would, friend, with all my heart, ſaid the younger, if I had it.


  My fair charitable! ſaid he, addreng himſelf to the elder— What is it but your goodneſs and humanity which makes your bright eyes ſo ſweet, that they outine the the morning even in this dark paage? and what was it which made the Marquis de Santerre and his brother ſay ſo much of you both as they juﬅ paſs’d by?


  The two ladies ſeemed much aﬀeed; and impulvely at the ſame time they both put their hands into their pocket, and each took out a twelve-ſous piece.


  The conteﬅ betwixt them and the poor ſupplicant was no more—it was continued betwixt themſelves, which of the two ould give the twelveſous piece in charity—and to end the diſpute, they both gave it together, and the man went away.


  ☜


  The Riddle Explained.


  PARIS.


  IStepp’d haﬅily after him: it was the very man whoſe ſucceſs in aſking charity of the women before the door of the hotel had ſo puzzled me—and I found at once his ſecret, or at leaﬅ the bas of it—’twas ﬂattery.


  Delicious eence! how refreing art thou to nature! how ﬅrongly are all its powers and all its weaknees on thy de! how ſweetly doﬅ thou mix with the blood, and help it through the moﬅ diﬃcult and tortuous paages to the heart!


  The poor man, as he was not ﬅraighten’d for time, had given it here in a larger doſe: ’tis certain he had a way of bringing it into leſs form, for the many ſudden caſes he had to do with in the ﬅreets; but how he contrived to corre, ſweeten, concentre, and qualify it—I vex not my ſpirit with the inquiry—it is enough, the beggar gain’d two twelveſous pieces—and they can beﬅ tell the reﬅ, who have gain’d much greater matters by it.


  ☜


  PARIS.


  WE get forwards in the world not ſo much by doing ſervices, as receiving them: you take a withering twig, and put it in the ground; and then you water it, becauſe you have planted it.


  Mons. Le Compte de B****, merely becauſe he had done me one kindneſs in the aﬀair of my paport, would go on and do me another, the few days he was at Paris, in making me known to a few people of rank; and they were to preſent me to others, and ſo on.


  I had got maﬅer of my ſecret, juﬅ in time to turn theſe honours to ſome little account; otherwiſe, as is commonly the caſe, I ould have din’d or ſupp’d a ngle time or two round, and then by tranating French looks and attitudes into plain Engli, I ould preſently have ſeen, that I had got hold of the couvert* of ſome more entertaining gueﬅ; and in courſe, ould have regned all my places one after another, merely upon the principle that I could not keep them.—As it was, things did not go much amiſs.


  I had the honour of being introduced to the old Marquis de B****: in days of yore he had gnaliz’d himſelf by ſome ſmall feats of chivalry in the Cour d’amour, and had dreſs’d himſelf out to the idea of tilts and tournaments ever nce—the Marquis de B**** wi’d to have it thought the aﬀair was ſomewhere elſe than in his brain. “He could like to take a trip to England,” and aſk’d much of the Engli ladies. Stay where you are, I beſeech you, Mons. le Marquiſe, ſaid I—Les Mers. Angloiſe can ſcarce get a kind look from them as it is.—The Marquis invited me to ſupper.


  Mons. P**** the farmer-general was juﬅ as inquitive about our taxes.—They were very conderable, he heard—If we knew but how to colle them, ſaid I, making him a low bow.


  I could never have been invited to Mons. P****’s concerts upon any other terms.


  I had been miſrepreſented to Madame de Q*** as an eſprit—Madam de Q*** was an eſprit herſelf; e burnt with impatience to ſee me, and hear me talk. I had not taken my ſeat, before I ſaw e did not care a ſous whether I had any wit or no—I was let in, to be convinced e had.—I call heaven to witneſs I never once open’d the door of my lips.


  Madame de Q*** vow’d to every creature e met, “She had never had a more improving converſation with a man in her life.”


  There are three epochas in the empire of a French-woman—She is coquette—then deiﬅ—then devôte: the empire during theſe is never loﬅ—e only changes her ſubjes: when thirty-ﬁve years and more have unpeopled her dominions of the aves of love, e re-peoples it with aves of inﬁdelity—and then with the aves of the Church.


  Madame de V*** was vibrating betwixt the ﬁrﬅ of theſe epochas: the colour of the roſe was ading faﬅ away—e ought to have been a deiﬅ ﬁve years before the time I had the honour to pay my ﬁrﬅ vit.


  She placed me upon the ſame ſopha with her, for the ſake of diſputing the point of religion more cloſely.—In ort, Madame de V*** told me e believed nothing.


  I told Madame de V*** it might be her principle; but I was ſure it could not be her intereﬅ to level the outworks, without which I could not conceive how ſuch a citadel as hers could be defended—that there was not a more dangerous thing in the world, than for a beauty to be a deiﬅ—that it was a debt I owed my creed, not to conceal it from her—that I had not been ﬁve minutes ſat upon the ſopha bedes her, but I had begun to form degns—and what is it, but the ſentiments of religion, and the perſuaon they had exiﬅed in her breaﬅ, which could have check’d them as they roſe up.


  We are not adamant, ſaid I, taking hold of her hand—and there is need of all reﬅraints, till age in her own time ﬅeals in and lays them on us—but, my dear lady, ſaid I, king her hand—’tis too—too ſoon—


  I declare I had the credit all over Paris of unperverting Madame de V***.—She aﬃrmed to Mons. D*** and the Abbe M***, that in one half hour I had ſaid more for revealed religion, than all their Encyclopedia had ſaid againﬅ it—I was liﬅed direly into Madame de V***’s Coterie—and e put oﬀ the epocha of deiſm for two years.


  I remember it was in this Coterie, in the middle of a diſcourſe, in which I was ewing the necety of a ﬁrﬅ cauſe, that the young Count de Faineant took me by the hand to the furtheﬅ corner of the room, to tell me my ſolitaire was pinn’d too ﬅrait about my neck—It ould be plus badinant, ſaid the Count, looking down upon his own—but a word, Mons. Yorick, to the wiſe—.


  —And from the wiſe, Mons. Le Compte, replied I, making him a bow—is enough.


  The Count de Faineant embraced me with more ardour than ever I was embraced by mortal man.


  For three weeks together, I was of every man’s opinion I met.—Pardi! ce Mons. Yorick a autant d’eſprit que nous autres.—Il raiſonne bien, ſaid another.—C’eﬅ un bon enfant, ſaid a third.—And at this price I could have eaten and drank and been merry all the days of my life at Paris; but ’twas a dioneﬅ reckoning—I grew aamed of it—it was the gain of a ave— every ſentiment of honour revolted againﬅ it—the higher I got, the more was I forced upon my beggarly ſyﬅem—the better the Coterie—the more children of Art—I langui’d for thoſe of Nature: and one night, after a moﬅ vile proﬅitution of myſelf to half a dozen diﬀerent people, I grew ck—went to bed—order’d La Fleur to get me horſes in the morning to ſet out for Italy.


  ☜


  MARIA.


  MOULINES


  INEVER felt what the diﬅreſs of plenty was in any one ape till now—to travel it through the Bourbonnois, the ſweeteﬅ part of France—in the hey-day of the vintage, when Nature is pouring her abundance into every one’s lap, and every eye is lifted up—a journey through each ﬅep of which muc beats time to Labour, and all her children are rejoicing as they carry in their cluﬅers—to paſs through this with my aﬀeions ﬂying out, and kindling at every group before me—and every one of ’em was pregnant with adventures.


  Juﬅ heaven!—it would ﬁll up twenty volumes—and alas! I have but a few ſmall pages left of this to croud it into—and half of theſe muﬅ be taken up with the poor Maria my friend, Mr. Shandy, met with near Moulines.


  The ﬅory he had told of that diſorder’d maid aﬀe’d me not a little in the reading; but when I got within the neighbouthood where e lived, it returned ſo ﬅrong into my mind, that I could not reﬅ an impulſe which prompted me to go half a league out of the road to the village where her parents dwelt to enquire after her.


  ’Tis going, I own, like the Knight of the Woeful Countenance, in queﬅ of melancholy adventures—but I know not how it is, but I am never ſo perfely conſcious of the exiﬅence of a ſoul within me, as when I am entangled in them.


  The old mother came to the door, her looks told me the ﬅory before e open’d her mouth—She had loﬅ her huſband; he had died, e ſaid, of angui, for the loſs of Maria’s ſenſes about a month before.—She had feared at ﬁrﬅ, e added, that it would have plunder’d her poor girl of what little underﬅanding was left—but, on the contrary, it had brought her more to herſelf—ﬅill e could not reﬅ—her poor daughter, e ſaid, crying, was wandering ſomewhere about the road—


  —Why does my pulſe beat languid as I write this? and what made La Fleur, whoſe heart ſeem’d only to be tuned to joy, to paſs the back of his hand twice acroſs his eyes, as the woman ﬅood and told it? I beckon’d to the poﬅilion to turn back into the road.


  When we had got within half a league of Moulines, at a little opening in the road leading to a thicket, I diſcovered poor Maria tting under a poplar—e was tting with her elbow in her lap, and her head leaning on one de within her hand—a ſmall brook ran at the foot of the tree.


  I bid the poﬅilion go on with the chaiſe to Moulines—and La Fleur to beſpeak my ſupper—and that I would walk after him.


  She was dreſs’d in white, and much as my friend deſcribed her, except that her hair hung looſe, which before was twiﬅed within a lk net.—She had, ſuperadded likewiſe to her jacket, a pale green ribband which fell acroſs her oulder to the waiﬅ; at the end of which hung her pipe.—Her goat had been as faithleſs as her lover; and e had got a little dog in lieu of him, which e had kept tied by a ﬅring to her girdle; as I look’d at her dog, e drew him towards her with the ﬅring.—“Thou alt not leave me, Sylvio,” ſaid e. I look’d in Maria’s eyes, and ſaw e was thinking more of her father than of her lover or her little goat; for as e utter’d them the tears trickled down her cheeks.


  I ſat down cloſe by her; and Maria let me wipe them away as they fell with my handkerchief.—I then eep’d it in my own—and then in hers—and then in mine—and then I wip’d hers again—and as I did it, I felt ſuch undeſcribable emotions within me, as I am ſure could not be accounted for from any combinations of matter and motion.


  I am potive I have a ſoul; nor can all the books with which materialiﬅs have peﬅer’d the world ever convince me of the contrary.


  ☜


  MARIA.


  WHEN Maria had come a little to herſelf, I aſk’d her if e remember’d a pale thin perſon of a man who had ſat down betwixt her and her goat about two years before? She ſaid, e was unſettled much at that time, but remember’d it upon two accounts—that ill as e was e ſaw the perſon pitied her; and next, that her goat had ﬅolen his handkerchief, and e had beat him for the theft—e had wa’d it, e ſaid, in the brook, and kept it ever nce in her pocket to reﬅore it to him in caſe e ould ever ſee him again, which, e added, he had half promiſed her. As e told me this, e took the handkerchief out of her pocket to let me ſee it; e had folded it up neatly in a couple of vine leaves, tied round with a tendril—on opening it, I ſaw an S mark’d in one of the corners.


  She had nce that, e told me, ﬅray’d as far as Rome, and walk’d round St Peter’s once—and return’d back—that e found her way alone acroſs the Apennines—had travell’d over all Lombardy without money—and through the ﬂinty roads of Savoy without oes—how e had borne it, and how e had got ſupported, e could not tell—but Godtempers the wind, ſaid Maria, to the orn lamb.


  Shorn indeed! and to the quick, ſaid I; and waﬅ thou in my own land, where I have a cottage, I would take thee to it and elter thee: thou ouldﬅ eat of my own bread, and drink of my own cup—I would be kind to thy Sylvio—in all thy weaknees and wanderings I would ſeek after thee and bring thee back—when the ſun went down I would ſay my prayers, and when I had done thou ouldﬅ play thy evening ſong upon thy pipe, nor would the incenſe of my ſacriﬁce be worſe accepted for entering heaven along with that of a broken heart.


  Nature melted within me, as I utter’d this; and Maria obſerving, as I took out my handkerchief, that it was ﬅeep’d to much already to be of uſe, would needs go wa it in the ﬅream.—And where will you dry it, Maria? ſaid I—I’ll dry it in my boſom, ſaid e—’twill do me good.


  And is your heart ﬅill ſo warm, Maria? ſaid I.


  I touch’d upon the ﬅring on which hung all her ſorrows—e look’d with wiﬅful diſorder for ſome time in my face; and then, without ſaying any thing, took her pipe, and play’d her ſervice to the Virgin—The ﬅring I had touch’d ceaſed to vibrate—in a moment or two Maria returned to herſelf—let her pipe fall—and roſe up.


  And where art you going, Maria? ſaid I.—She ſaid to Moulines.—Let us go, ſaid I, together.—Maria put her arm within mine, and lengthening the ﬅring, to let the dog follow—in that order we entered Moulines.


  ☜


  MARIA.


  MOULINES.


  THO’ I hate ſalutations and greetings in the market-place, yet when we got into the middle of this, I ﬅopp’d to take my laﬅ look and laﬅ farewel of Maria.


  Maria, tho’ not tall, was nevertheleſs of the ﬁrﬅ order of ﬁne forms—aﬄiion had touch’d her looks with ſomething that was ſcarce earthly—ﬅill e was feminine—and ſo much was there about her of all that the heart wies, or the eye looks for in woman, that could the traces be ever worn out of her brain, and thoſe of Eliza’s out of mine, e ould not only eat of my bread and drink of my own cup, but Maria ould lay in my boſom, and be unto me as a daughter.


  Adieu, poor luckleſs maiden!—imbibe the oil and wine which the compaon of a ﬅranger, as he journieth on his way, now pours into thy wounds—the being who has twice bruiſed thee can only bind them up for ever.


  ☜


  THE BOURBONNOIS.


  THERE was nothing from which I had painted out for myſelf ſo joyous a riot of the aﬀeions, as in this journey in the vintage, through this part of France; but preng through this gate of ſorrow to it, my ſuﬀerings has totally unﬁtted me: in every ſcene of feﬅivity I ſaw Maria in the back-ground of the piece, tting penve under her poplar; and I had got almoﬅ to Lyons before I was able to caﬅ a ade acroſs her—


  —Dear ſenbility! ſource inexhauﬅed of all that’s precious in our joys, or coﬅly in our ſorrows! thou chaineﬅ thy martyr down upon his bed of ﬅraw—and ’tis thou who lifts him up to Heaven—eternal fountain of our feelings!—’tis here I trace thee—and this is thy divinity which ﬅirs within me—not, that in ſome ſad and ckening moments, “my ſoul rinks back upon herſelf, and ﬅartles at deﬅruion”—mere pomp of words!—but that I feel ſome generous joys and generous cares beyond myſelf—all comes from thee, great—great Sensorium of the world! which vibrates, if a hair of our heads but falls upon the ground, in the remoteﬅ deſert of thy creation.—Touch’d with thee, Eugenius draws my curtain when I langui—hears my tale of ſymptoms, and blames the weather for the diſorder of his nerves. Thou giv’ﬅ a portion of it ſometimes to the rougheﬅ peaſant who traverſes the bleakeﬅ mountains—he ﬁnds the lacerated lamb of another’s ﬂock—This moment I beheld him leaning with his head againﬅ his crook, with piteous inclination looking down upon it—Oh! had I come one moment ſooner!—it bleeds to death—his gentle heart bleeds with it—


  Peace to thee, generous ſwain!—I ſee thou walkeﬅ oﬀ with angui—but thy joys all balance it—for happy is thy cottage—and happy is the arer of it—and happy are the lambs which ſport about you.


  ☜


  THE SUPPER.


  ASHOE coming looſe from the fore-foot of the thill-horſe, at the beginning of the aſcent of mount Taurira, the poﬅilion diſmounted, twiﬅed the oe oﬀ, and put it in his pocket; as the aſcent was of ﬁve or x miles, and that horſe our main dependence, I made a point of having the oe faﬅen’d on again, as well as we could; but the poﬅilion had thrown away the nails, and the hammer in the chaiſe-box, being of no great uſe without them, I ſubmitted to go on.


  He had not mounted half a mile higher, when coming to a ﬂinty piece of road, the poor devil loﬅ a ſecond oe, and from oﬀ his other fore-foot; I then got out of the chaiſe in good earneﬅ; and ſeeing a houſe about a quarter of a mile to the left-hand, with a great deal to do, I prevailed upon the poﬅilion to turn up to it. The look of the houſe, and of every thing about it, as we drew nearer, ſoon reconciled me to the diſaﬅer.—It was a little farm-houſe ſurrounded with about twenty acres of vineyard, about as much corn—and cloſe to the houſe, on one de, was a potagerie of an acre and a half, full of every thing which could make plenty in a French peaſant’s houſe—and on the other de was a little wood which furnied wherewithal to dreſs it. It was about eight in the evening when I got to the houſe—ſo I left the poﬅilion to manage his point as he could—and for mine, I walk’d direly into the houſe.


  The family conﬅed of an old grey-headed man and his wife, with ﬁve or x ſons and ſons-in-law and their ſeveral wives, and a joyous genealogy out of ’em.


  They were all tting down together to their lentil-ſoup; a large wheaten loaf was in the middle of the table; and a ﬂaggon of wine at each end of it promiſed joy thro’ the ﬅages of the repaﬅ—’twas a feaﬅ of love.


  The old man roſe up to meet me, and with a reſpeful cordiality would have me t down at the table; my heart was ſat down the moment I enter’d the room; ſo I ſat down at once like a ſon of the family; and to inveﬅ myſelf in the charaer as ſpeedily as I could, I inﬅantly borrowed the old man’s knife, and taking up the loaf cut myſelf a hearty luncheon; and as I did it I ſaw a teﬅimony in every eye, not only of an honeﬅ welcome, but of a welcome mix’d with thanks that I had not ſeem’d to doubt it.


  Was it this; or tell me, Nature, what elſe it was which made this morſel ſo ſweet—and to what magick I owe it, that the draught I took of their ﬂaggon was ſo delicious with it, that they remain upon my palate to this hour?


  If the ſupper was to my taﬅe—the grace which follow’d it was much more ſo.


  ☜


  THE GRACE.


  WHEN ſupper was over, the old man gave a knock upon the table with the haft of his knife—to bid them prepare for the dance: the moment the gnal was given, the women and girls ran all together into a back apartment to tye up their hair—and the young men to the door to wa their faces, and change their ſabots; and in three minutes every ſoul was ready upon a little eſplanade before the houſe to begin—The old man and his wife came out laﬅ, and, placing me betwixt them, ſat down upon a ſopha of turf by the door.


  The old man had ſome ﬁfty years ago been no mean performer upon the vielle—and at the age he was then of, touch’d it well enough for the purpoſe. His wife ſung now-and-then a little to the tune—then intermitted—and joined her old man again as their children and grand-children danced before them.


  It was not till the middle of the ſecond dance, when, from ſome pauſes in the movement wherein they all ſeemed to look up, I fancied I could diﬅingui an elevation of ſpirit diﬀerent from that which is the cauſe or the eﬀe of mple jollity.—In a word, I thought I beheld Religion mixing in the dance—but as I had never ſeen her ſo engaged, I ould have look’d upon it now, as one of the illuons of an imagination which is eternally mieading me, had not the old man, as ſoon as the dance ended, ſaid, that this was their conﬅant way; and that all his life long he had made it a rule, after ſupper was over, to call out his family to dance and rejoice; believing, he ſaid, that a chearful and contented mind was the beﬅ ſort of thanks to heaven that an illiterate peaſant could pay—


  —Or a learned prelate either, ſaid I.


  ☜


  The Case of Delicacy.


  WHEN you have gained the top of mount Taurira, you run preſently down to Lyons—adieu then to all rapid movements! ’Tis a journey of caution; and it fares better with ſentiments, not to be in a hurry with them; ſo I contraed with a Voiturin to take his time with a couple of mules, and convey me in my own chaiſe ſafe to Turin through Savoy.


  Poor, patient, quiet, honeﬅ people! fear not; your poverty, the treaſury of your mple virtues, will not be envied you by the world, nor will your vallies be invaded by it.—Nature! in the midﬅ of thy diſorders, thou art ﬅill friendly to the ſcantineſs thou haﬅ created—with all thy great works about thee, little haﬅ thou left to give, either to the ſcithe or to the ckle—but to that little, thou granteﬅ ſafety and proteion; and ſweet are the dwellings which ﬅand ſo elter’d.


  Let the way-worn traveller vent his complaints upon the ſudden turns and dangers of your roads—your rocks—your precipices—the diﬃculties of getting up—the horrors of getting down—mountains impraicable—and cataras, which roll down great ﬅones from their ſummits, and block his up road.—The peaſants had been all day at work in removing a fragment of this kind between St. Michael and Madane; and by the time my Voiturin got to the place, it wanted full two hours of compleating before a paage could any how be gain’d: there was nothing but to wait with patience—’twas a wet and tempeﬅuous night; ſo that by the delay, and that together, the Voiturin found himſelf obliged to take up ﬁve miles ort of his ﬅage at a little decent kind of an inn by the road de.


  I forthwith took poeon of my bed-chamber—got a good ﬁre—order’d ſupper; and was thanking heaven it was no worſe—when a voiture arrived with a lady in it and her ſervant-maid.


  As there was no other bed-chamber in the houſe, the hoﬅeſs, without much nicety, led them into mine, telling them, as e uer’d them in, that there was no body in it but an Engli gentleman—that there were two good beds, in it and a cloſet within the room which held another—the accent in which e ſpoke of this third bed did not ſay much for it—however, e ſaid, there were three beds, and but three people—and e durﬅ ſay, the gentleman would do any thing to accommodate matters.—I left not the lady a moment to make a conjeure about it—ſo inﬅantly made a declaration I would do any thing in my power.


  As this did not amount to an abſolute ſurrender of my bed-chamber, I ﬅill felt myſelf ſo much the proprietor, as to have a right to do the honours of it—ſo I dered the lady to t down—preed her into the warmeﬅ ſeat—call’d for more wood—dered the hoﬅeſs to enlarge the plan of the ſupper, and to favour us with the very beﬅ wine.


  The lady had ſcarce warm’d herſelf ﬁve minutes at the ﬁre, before e began to turn her head back, and give alook at the beds; and the oftener e caﬅ her eyes that way, the more they return’d perplex’d—I felt for her—and for myſelf; for in a few minutes, what by her looks, and the caſe itſelf, I found myſelf as much embarraed as it was poble the lady could be herſelf.


  That the beds we were to lay in were in one and the ſame room, was enough mply by itſelf to have excited all this—but the potion of them, for they ﬅood parallel, and ſo very cloſe to each other as only to allow ſpace for a ſmall wicker chair betwixt them, render’d the aﬀair ﬅill more oppreve to us—they were ﬁxed up moreover near the ﬁre, and the projeion of the chimney on one de, and a large beam which croſs’d the room on the other, form’d a kind of receſs for them that was no way favourable to the nicety of our ſenſations—if any thing could have added to it, it was, that the two beds were both of ’em ſo very ſmall, as to cut us oﬀ from every idea of the lady and the maid lying together; which in either of them, could it have been feable, my lying bedes them, tho’ a thing not to be wi’d, yet there was nothing in it ſo terrible which the imagination might not have paſs’d over without torment.


  As for the little room within, it oﬀer’d little or no conſolation to us; ’twas a damp cold cloſet, with a half diſmantled window utter, and with a window which had neither glaſs or oil paper in it to keep out the tempeﬅ of the night. I did not endeavour to ﬅiﬂe my cough when the lady gave a peep into it; ſo it reduced the caſe in courſe to this alternative—that the lady ould ſacriﬁce her health to her feelings, and take up with the cloſet herſelf, and abandon the bed next mine to her maid—or that the girl ould take the cloſet, &c. &c.


  The lady was a Piedmonteſe of about thirty, with a glow of health in her cheeks.—The maid was a Lyonoiſe of twenty, and as briſk and lively a French girl as ever moved.—There were diﬃculties every way—and the obﬅacle of the ﬅone in the road, which brought us into the diﬅreſs, great as it appeared whilﬅ the peaſants were removing it, was but a pebble to what lay in our ways now—I have only to add, that it did not leen the weight which hung upon our ſpirits, that we were both too delicate to communicate what we felt to each other upon the occaon.


  We ſat down to ſupper; and had we not had more generous wine to it than a little inn in Savoy could have furni’d, our tongues had been tied up, till necety herſelf had ſet them at liberty—but the lady having a few bottles of Burgundy in her voiture ſent down her Fille de Chambre for a couple of them; ſo that by the time ſupper was over, and we were left alone, we felt ourſelves inſpired with a ﬅrength of mind ſuﬃcient to talk, at leaﬅ, without reſerve upon our tuation. We turn’d it every way, and debated and condered it in all kind of lights in the courſe of a two hours negociation; at the end of which the articles were ſettled ﬁnally betwixt us, and ﬅipulated for in form and manner of a treaty of peace—and I believe with as much religion and good faith on both des, as in any treaty which as yet had the honour of being handed down to poﬅerity.


  They were as follows:


  Firﬅ. As the right of the bedchamber is in Moneur—and he thinking the bed next to the ﬁre to be the warmeﬅ, he inﬅs upon the conceon on the lady’s de of taking up with it.


  Granted, on the part of Madame; with a proviſo, That as the curtains of that bed are of a ﬂimſy tranſparent cotton, and appear likewiſe too ſcanty to draw cloſe, that the Fille de Chambre, all faﬅen up the opening, either by corking pins, or needle and thread, in ſuch manner as all be deemed a ſuﬃcient barrier on the de of Moneur.


  2dly. It is required on the part of Madame, that Moneur all lay the whole night through in his robe de chambre.


  Rejeed: inaſmuch Moneur is not worth a robe de chambre; he having nothing in his portmanteau but x irts and a black lk pair of breeches.


  The mentioning the lk pair of breeches made an entire change of the article—for the breeches were accepted as an equivalent for the robe de chambre, and ſo it was ﬅipulated and agreed upon that I ould lay in my black lk breeches all night.


  3dly. It was inﬅed upon, and ﬅipulated for by the lady, that after Moneur was got to bed, and the candle and ﬁre extinguied, that Moneur ould not ſpeak one ngle word the whole night.


  Granted; provided Moneur’s ſaying his prayers might not be deem’d an infraion of the treaty.


  There was but one point forgot in this treaty, and that was the manner in which the lady and myſelf ould be obliged to undreſs and get to bed—there was but one way of doing it, and that I leave to the reader to deviſe; proteﬅing as I do it, that if it is not the moﬅ delicate in nature, ’tis the fault of his own imagination—againﬅ which this is not my ﬁrﬅ complaint.


  Now when we were got to bed, whether it was the novelty of the tuation, or what it was, I know not; but ſo it was, I could not ut my eyes; I tried this de and that, and turn’d and turn’d again, till a full hour after midnight; when Nature and patience both wearing out—O my God! ſaid I—


  —You have broke the treaty, Moneur, ſaid the lady, who had no more ept than myſelf.—I begg’d a thouſand pardons—but inﬅed it was no more than en ejaculation—e maintain’d ’twas an entire infraion of the treaty—I maintain’d it was provided for in the clauſe of the third article.


  The lady would by no means give up her point, tho’ e weakened her barrier by it; for in the warmth of the diſpute, I could hear two or three corking pins fall out of the curtain to the ground.


  Upon my word and honour, Madame, ſaid I—ﬅretching my arm out of bed, by way aeveration—


  —(I was going to have added, that I would not have treſpaſs’d againﬅ the remoteﬅ idea of decorum for the world)—


  —But the Fille de Chambre hearing there were words between us, and fearing that hoﬅilities would enſue in courſe, had crept lently out of her cloſet, and it being totally dark, had ﬅolen ſo cloſe to our beds, that e had got herſelf into the narrow paage which ſeparated them, and had advanc’d ſo far up as to be in a line betwixt her miﬅreſs and me—


  So that when I ﬅretch’d out my hand, I caught hold of the Fille de Chambre’s
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  SERMON I.


  Temporal Advantages of Religion.


  SERMON I.


  
    Proverbs iii. 17.


    Her ways are ways of pleaſantneſs, and all her paths are peace.

  


  THERE are two opinions which the inconderate are apt to take upon truﬅ.—The ﬁrﬅ is—a vicious life, is a life of liberty, pleaſure, and happy advantages.—The ſecond is—and which is the converſe of the ﬁrﬅ—that a religious life is a ſervile and moﬅ uncomfortable ﬅate.


  The ﬁrﬅ breach which the devil made upon human innocence, was by the help of the ﬁrﬅ of theſe ſuggeﬅions, when he told Eve, that by eating of the tree of knowledge, e ould be as God, that is, e ould reap ſome high and ﬅrange felicity from doing what was forbidden her.—But I need not repeat the ſucceſs—Eve learnt the diﬀerence between good and evil by her tranſgreon, which e knew not before—but then e fatally learnt, at the ſame time, that the diﬀerence was only this—that good is that which can only give the mind pleaſure and comfort—and that evil is that, which muﬅ necearily be attended, ſooner or later, with ame and ſorrow.


  As the deceiver of mankind thus began his triumph over our race—ſo has he carried it on ever nce by the very ſame argument of deluon.—That is, by poeng men’s minds early with great expeations of the preſent incomes of n,—making them dream of wondrous gratiﬁcations they are to feel in following their appetites in a forbidden way—making them fancy, that their own grapes yield not ſo delicious a taﬅe as their neighbour’s, and that they all quench their thirﬅ with more pleaſure at his fountain than at their own. This is the opinion which at ﬁrﬅ too generally prevails—till experience and proper ſeaſons of reﬂeion make us all at one time or other confeſs—that our counſellor has been (as from the beginning) an impoﬅor—and that inﬅead of fulﬁlling theſe hopes of gain and ſweetneſs in what is forbidden—that, on the contrary, every unlawful enjoyment leads only to bitterneſs and loſs.


  The ſecond opinion, or, That a religious life is a ſervile and uncomfortable ﬅate, has proved a no leſs fatal and capital falſe principle in the condu of inexperience through life—the foundation of which miﬅake aring chieﬂy from this previous wrong judgment—that true happineſs and freedom lies in a man’s always following his own humour—that to live by moderate and preſcribed rules, is to live without joy—that not to proſecute our paons is to be cowards—and to forego every thing for the tedious diﬅance of a future life.


  Was it true, that a virtuous man could have no pleaſure but what ould ariſe from that remote proſpe—I own we are by nature ſo goaded on by the dere of preſent happineſs, that was that the caſe, thouſands would faint under the diſcouragement of ſo remote an expeation.—But in the mean time the Scriptures give us a very diﬀerent proſpe of this matter.—There we are told that the ſervice of God is true liberty—that the yoke of Chriﬅianity is eaſy, in compariſon with that yoke which muﬅ be brought upon us by any other ſyﬅem of living,—and the text tells us of wiſdom—by which he means Religion, that it has pleaſantneſs in its way, as well as glory in its end—that it will bring us peace and joy, ſuch as the world cannot give.—So that upon examining the truth of this aertion, we all be ſet right in this error, by ſeeing that a religious man’s happineſs does not ﬅand at ſo tedious a diﬅance—but is ſo preſent, and indeed ſo inſeparable from him, as to be felt and taﬅed every hour—and of this even the vicious can hardly be inſenble, from what he may perceive to ſpring up in his mind, from any caſual a of virtue. And though it is a pleaſure that properly belongs to the good—yet let any one try the experiment, and he will ſee what is meant by that moral delight aring from the conſcience of well-doing.—Let him but refre the bowels of the needy—let him comfort the brokenhearted—or check an appetite, or overcome a temptation—or receive an aﬀront with temper and meekneſs—and he all ﬁnd the tacit praiſe of what he has done, darting through his mind, accompanied with a ncere pleaſure—conſcience playing the monitor even to the looſe and moﬅ inconderate, in their moﬅ caſual as of well-doing, and is, like a voice whiſpering behind and ſaying—this is the way of pleaſantneſs, this is the path of peace,—walk in it.


  But to do further juﬅice to the text, we muﬅ look beyond this inward recompence which is always inſeparable from virtue, and take a view of the outward advantages, which are as inſeparable from it, and which the Apoﬅle particularly refers to, when ’tis ſaid, Godlineſs has the promiſe of this life, as well as that which is to come—and in this argument it is, that religion appears in all its glory and ﬅrength—unanſwerable in all its obligations—that bedes the principal work which it does for us in ſecuring our future well-being in the other world, it is likewiſe the moﬅ eﬀeual means to promote our preſent—and that not only morally, upon account of that reward which virtuous aions do entitle a man unto from a juﬅ and a wiſe providence, but by a natural tendency in themſelves, which the duties of religion have to procure us riches, health, reputation, credit, and all thoſe things, wherein our temporal happineſs is thought to conﬅ, and this not only in promoting the wellbeing of particular perſons, but of public communities, and of mankind in general, agreeable to what the wiſe man has left us on record, that righteouſneſs exalteth a nation:—inſomuch, that could we, in condering this argument, ſuppoſe ourſelves to be in a capacity of expoﬅulating with God, concerning the terms upon which we would ſubmit to his government, and to chooſe the laws ourſelves which we would be bound to obſerve, it would be impoble for the wit of man to frame any other propoſals, which, upon all accounts, would be more advantageous to our own intereﬅs than thoſe very conditions to which we are obliged by the rules of religion and virtue.—And in this does the reaſonableneſs of Chriﬅianity, and the beauty and wiſdom of Providence, appear moﬅ eminently towards mankind, in governing us by ſuch laws as do moﬅ apparently tend to make us happy, and, in a word, in making that (in his mercy) to be our duty, which, in his wiſdom, he knows to be our intereﬅ, that is to ſay, what is moﬅ conducive to the eaſe and comfort of our mind,—the health and ﬅrength of our body,—the honor and proſperity of our ﬅate and condition,—the friendip and goodwill of our fellow-creatures; to the attainment of all which, no more eﬀeual means can pobly be made uſe of, than that plain direion,—to lead an uncorrupted life, and to do the thing which is right, to uſe no deceit in our tongue, nor do evil to our neighbour.


  For the better imprinting of which truth in your memories, give me leave to oﬀer a few things to your conderation.


  The ﬁrﬅ is, that juﬅice and honeﬅy contribute very much towards all the faculties of the mind: I mean, that it clears up the underﬅanding from that miﬅ, which dark and crooked degns are apt to raiſe in it, and that it keeps up a regularity in the aﬀeions, by ſuﬀering no luﬅs or by-ends to diſorder them.—That it likewiſe preſerves the mind from all damps of grief and melancholy, which are the ſure conſequences of unjuﬅ aions; and that, by ſuch an improvement of the faculties, it makes a man ſo much the abler to diſcern, and ſo much the more cheerful, aive, and diligent, to mind his buneſs.—Light is ſown for the righteous, ſays the prophet, and gladneſs for the upright in heart.


  Secondly, let it be obſerved, that in the continuance and courſe of a virtuous man’s aﬀairs, there is little probability of his falling into conderable diſappointments or calamities; not only becauſe guarded by the providence of God, but that honeﬅy is, in its own nature, the freeﬅ from danger.


  Firﬅ, becauſe ſuch a one lays no projes, which it is the intereﬅ of another to blaﬅ, and therefore needs no indire methods or deceitful praices to ſecure his intereﬅ by undermining others.—The paths of virtue are plain and ﬅraight, ſo that the blind, perſons of the meaneﬅ capacity, all not err. Dioneﬅy requires ſkill to condu it, and as great art to conceal—what ’tis every one’s intereﬅ to dete. And I think I need not remind you how oft it happens in attempts of this kind, where worldly men, in haﬅe to be rich, have overrun the only means to it; and for want of laying their contrivances with proper cunning, or managing them with proper ſecrecy and advantage, have loﬅ for ever what they might have certainly ſecured by honeﬅy and plain-dealing.—The general cauſes of the diſappointments in their buneſs, or of unhappineſs in their lives, lying but too manifeﬅly in their own diſorderly paons, which, by attempting to carry them a orter way to riches and honor, diſappoint them of both for ever, and make plain their ruin is from themſelves, and that they eat the fruits which their own hands have watered and ripened.


  Conder, in the third place, that, as the religious and moral man (one of which he cannot be without the other) not only takes the ſureﬅ courſe for ſucceſs in his aﬀairs, but is diſpoſed to procure a help, which never enters into the thoughts of a wicked one; for, being conſcious of upright intentions, he can look towards Heaven, and, with ſome aurance, recommend his aﬀairs to God’s bleng and direion; whereas, the fraudulent and dioneﬅ man dares not call for God’s bleng upon his degns, or, if he does, he knows it is in vain to expe it. Now, a man who believes that he has God on his de, as with another ſort of life and courage than he who knows he ﬅands alone;—like Eſau, with his hand againﬅ every man, and every man’s hand againﬅ his.


  The eyes of the Lord are upon the righteous, and his ears are open to their cry, but the face of the Lord is againﬅ them that do evil.


  Conder, in the fourth place, that in all good governments, who underﬅand their own intereﬅ, the upright and honeﬅ man ﬅands much fairer for preferment, and much more likely to be employed in all things when ﬁdelity is wanted:—for ail men, however the caſe ﬅands with themſelves, they love at leaﬅ to ﬁnd honeﬅy in thoſe they truﬅ; nor is there any uſage we more hardly digeﬅ, than that of being outwitted and deceived. This is ſo true an obſervation, that the greateﬅ knaves have no other way to get into buneſs, but by counterfeiting honeﬅy, and pretending to be what they are not; and when the impoﬅure is diſcovered, as it is a thouſand to one but it will, I have juﬅ ſaid, what muﬅ be the certain conſequence:—for when ſuch a one falls, he has none to help him, ſo he ſeldom riſes again.


  This brings us to a ﬁfth particular, in vindication of the text,—That a virtuous man has this ﬅrong advantage on his de (the reverſe of the laﬅ), that the more and the longer he is known, ſo much the better he is loved, ſo much the more truﬅed; ſo that his reputation and his fortune have a gradual increaſe:—and if calamities or croſs accidents ould bear him down,—(as 110 one ﬅands out of their reach in this world)—if he ould fall, who would not pity his diﬅreſs?—who would not ﬅretch forth his hand to raiſe him from the ground?—wherever there was virtue, he might expe to meet a friend and brother. And this is not merely ſpeculation, but fa, conﬁrmed by numberleſs examples in life, of men falling into misfortunes, whoſe charaer and tried probity have raiſed them helps, and bore them up, when every other help has forſook them.


  Laﬅly, to ſum up the account of the temporal advantages which probity has on its de, let us not forget that greateﬅ of all happineſs, which the text refers to, in the expreon of all its paths being peace, peace and content of mind, aring from the conſciouſneſs of virtue, which is the true and only foundation of all earthly ſatisfaion; and where that is wanting, whatever other enjoyments you beﬅow upon a wicked man, they will as ſoon add a cubit to his ﬅature as to his happineſs. In the midﬅ of the higheﬅ entertainments, this, like the hand-writing upon the wall, will be enough to ſpoil and diſreli the feaﬅ; but much more ſo, when the tumult and hurry of delight is over, when all is ﬅill and lent, when the nner has nothing to do but attend its laes and remorſes;—and this, in ſpite of all the common arts of diveron, will be often the caſe of every wicked man; for we cannot live always upon the ﬅretch;—our faculties will not bear conﬅant pleaſure any more than conﬅant pain;—there will be ſome vacancies; and when they are, they will be ſure to be ﬁlled with uncomfortable thoughts and black reﬂeions. So that, ſetting ade the great afterreckoning, the pleaſures of the wicked are overbought, even in this world.


  I conclude with one obſervation upon the whole of this argument, which is this:—


  Notwithﬅanding the great force with which it has been often urged by good writers, there are many caſes which it may not reach, wherein vicious men may ſeem to enjoy their portion of this life, and live as happy, and fall into as few troubles, as other men; and therefore it is prudent not to lay more ﬅreſs upon this argument than it will bear:—but always remember to call in to our aid, that great and more unanſwerable argument, which will anſwer the moﬅ doubtful caſes which can be ﬅated, and that is, certainty of a future life, which Chriﬅianity has brought to light. However men may diﬀer in their opinions of the uſefulneſs of virtue for our preſent purpoſes, no one was ever ſo abſurd as to deny it ſerved our beﬅ and our laﬅ intereﬅ, when the little intereﬅs of this life were at an end: upon which conderation, we ould always lay the great weight which it is ﬁtteﬅ to bear, as the ﬅrongeﬅ appeal and moﬅ unchangeable motive that can govern our aions at all times. However, as every good argument on the de of religion ould in proper times be made uſe of, it is ﬁt ſometimes to examine this, by proving virtue is not even deﬅitute of a preſent reward, but carries in her hand a ſuﬃcient recompence for all the ſelf-denials e may occaon:—e is pleaſant in the way, as well as in the end;—her ways being ways of pleaſantneſs, and all her paths peace. But it is her greateﬅ and moﬅ diﬅinguied glory, that e befriends us hereafter, and brings us peace at the laﬅ; and this is a portion e can never be dinherited of,—which may God of his mercy grant us all, for the ſake of Jeſus Chriﬅ.


  ☜


  SERMON II.


  Our Converſation in Heaven.


  SERMON II.


  
    Philippians iii. 20. 1ﬅ Part.


    For our converſation is in Heaven.

  


  THESE words are the concluon of the accounts which St. Paul renders of himſelf, to juﬅify that particular part of his condu and proceeding,—his leaving ſo ﬅrangely, and deſerting his Jewi rites and ceremonies, to which he was known to have been formerly ſo much attached, and in defence of which he had been ſo warmly and ſo remarkably engaged. This, as it had been matter of provocation againﬅ him amongﬅ his own countrymen the Jews, ſo was it no leſs an occaon of ſurpriſe to the Gentiles;—that a perſon of his great charaer, intereﬅ, and reputation, one who was deſcended from a tribe of Iſrael, deeply ſkilled in the profeons, and zealous in the obſervances of the ﬅraiteﬅ ſe of that religion; who had their tenets inﬅilled into him from his tender years, under the inﬅitution of the ableﬅ maﬅers;—a Phariſee himſelf, the ſon of a Phariſee, and brought tip at the feet of Gamaliel, one that was ſo deeply intereﬅed, and an acceary in the perſecution of another religion, juﬅ then newly come up;—a religion to which his whole ſe, as well as himſelf, had been always the bittereﬅ and moﬅ inveterate enemies, and were conﬅantly upbraided as ſuch by the ﬁrﬅ founder of it;—that a perſon ſo beſet and hemmed in with intereﬅs and prejudices on all des, ould, after all, turn proſelyte to the very religion he had hated!—a religion too, under the moﬅ univerſal contempt of any then in the world,—the chiefs and leaders of it men of the loweﬅ birth and education, without any advantages of parts or learning, or other endowments to recommend them: that he ould quit and abandon all his former privileges, to become merely a fellow-labourer with theſe,—that he ould give up the reputation he had acquired amongﬅ his brethren by the ﬅudy and labours of a whole life,—that he ould give up his friends,—his relations and family, from whom he eﬅranged and banied himſelf for life, this was an event ſo very extraordinary, ſo odd and unaccountable, that it might well confound the minds of men to anſwer for it.—It was not to be accounted for upon the common rules and meaſures of proceeding in human life.


  The apoﬅle, therefore, nce no one elſe could do it ſo well for him, comes in this chapter, to give an explanation why he had thus forſaken ſo many worldly advantages, which was owing to a greater and more unconquerable aﬀeion to a better and more valuable intereﬅ, that in the poor perſecuted faith, which he had once reproached and deﬅroyed, he had now found ſuch a fulneſs of divine grace, ſuch unfathomable depths of God’s inﬁnite mercy and love towards mankind, that he could think nothing too much to part with in order to his embracing Chriﬅianity;—nay, he accounted all things but loſs,—that is leſs than nothing, for the excellency of the knowledge of Jeſus Chriﬅ.


  The apoﬅle, after this apology for himſelf, proceeds, in the ſecond verſe before the text, to give a very diﬀerent repreſentation of the worldly views and ſenſual principles of other pretending teachers,—who had ſet themſelves up as an example for men to walk by, againﬅ whom he renews this caution:—For many walk, of whom I have told you often, and now tell you even weeping, that they are the enemies to the croſs of Chriﬅ,—whoſe end is deﬅruion, whoſe God is their belly, and whoſe glory is in their ame, who mind earthly things,—φρωνγζες—reli them, making them the only obje of their wies, taking aim at nothing better, and nothing higher,—but our converſation, ſays he in the text, is in heaven. We Chriﬅians, who have embraced a perſecuted faith, are governed by other conderations,—have greater and nobler views; here we conder ourſelves only as pilgrims and ﬅrangers.—Our home is in another country, where we are continually tending; there our hearts and aﬀeions are placed; and when the few days of our pilgrimage all be over, there all we return, where a quiet habitation and a perpetual reﬅ is degned and prepared for us for ever.—Our converſation is in heaven, from whence, ſays he, we alſo look for the Saviour, the Lord Jeſus Chriﬅ, who all change our vile body, that it may be faioned like unto his glorious body, according to the working whereby he is able to ſubdue all things unto him.—It is obſervable, that St. Peter repreſents the ﬅate of Chriﬅians under the ſame image, of ﬅrangers on earth, whoſe city and proper home is heaven:—he makes uſe of that relation of citizens of heaven, as a ﬅrong argument for a pure and holy life,—beſeeching them as pilgrims and ﬅrangers here, as men whoſe intereﬅs and conneions are of ſo ort a date, and ſo triﬂing a nature,—to abﬅain from ﬂely luﬅs, which war againﬅ the ſoul, that is, unﬁt it for its heavenly country, and give it a diſreli to the enjoyment of that pure and ſpiritualized happineſs, of which that religion muﬅ conﬅ, wherein there all in no wiſe enter any thing that deﬁleth, neither whatſoever worketh abomination.—The apoﬅle tells us, that without holineſs no man all ſee God;—by which no doubt he means, that a virtuous life is the only medium of happineſs and terms of ſalvation, which can only give us admion into heaven. But ſome of our divines carry the aertion further, that without holineſs,—without ſome previous militude wrought in the faculties of the mind, correſponding with the nature of the pureﬅ of beings, who is to be the obje of our fruition hereafter—that it is not morally only, but phycally impoble for it to be happy,—and that an impure and polluted ſoul is not only unworthy of ſo pure a preſence as the ſpirit of God, but even incapable of enjoying it, could it be admitted.


  And here, not to feign a long hypothes, as ſome have done, of a nner’s being admitted into heaven, with a particular deſcription of his condition and behaviour there,—we need only conder, that the ſupreme good, like any other good, is of a relative nature, and conſequently the enjoyment of it muﬅ require ſome qualiﬁcation in the faculty, as well as the enjoyment of any other good does;—there muﬅ be ſomething antecedent in the diſpotion and temper, which will render that good a good to that individual,—otherwiſe though (it is true) it may be poeed,—yet it never can be enjoyed.—


  Preach to a voluptuous epicure, who knows of no other happineſs in this world but what ariſes from good eating and drinking;—ſuch a one, in the apoﬅle’s language, whoſe God was his belly;—preach to him of the abﬅraions of the ſoul, tell of its ﬂights, and briſker motion in the pure regions of immenty;—repreſent to him that ſaints and angels eat not,—but that the ſpirit of a man lives for ever upon wiſdom and holineſs, and heavenly contemplations:—why, the only eﬀe would be, that the fat glutton would ﬅare awhile upon the preacher, and in a few minutes fall faﬅ aeep. No; if you would catch his attention, and make him take in your diſcourſe greedily,—you muﬅ preach to him out of the Alcoran,—talk of the raptures of ſenſual enjoyments, and of the pleaſures of the perpetual feaﬅing, which Mahomet has deſcribed;—there you touch upon a note which awakens and nks into the inmoﬅ recees of his ſoul;—without which, diſcourſe as wiſely and abﬅraedly as you will of heaven, your repreſentations of it, however glorious and exalted, will paſs like the ſongs of melody over an ear incapable of diſcerning the diﬅinion of ſounds.


  We ſee, even in the common intercourſes of ſociety,—how tedious it is to be in the company of a perſon whoſe humour is diſagreeable to our own, though perhaps in all other reſpes of the greateﬅ worth and excellency.—How then can we imagine that an ill-diſpoſed ſoul, whoſe converſation never reached to heaven, but whoſe appetites and deres, to the laﬅ hour, have grovell’d upon this unclean ſpot of earth;—how can we imagine it ould hereafter take pleaſure in God, or be able to taﬅe joy or ſatisfaion from his preſence, who is ſo inﬁnitely pure that he even putteth no truﬅ in his ſaints,—nor are the heavens themſelves (as Job ſays) clean in his ght?—The conderation of this has led ſome writers ſo far as to ſay, with ſome degree of irreverence in the expreon,—that it was not in the power of God to make a wicked man happy, if the ſoul was ſeparated from the body, with all its vicious habits and inclinations unreformed;—which thought a very able divine in our church has purſued ſo far as to declare his belief,—that could the happieﬅ manon in heaven be ſuppoſed to be allotted to a groſs and polluted ſpirit, it would be ſo far from being happy in it, that it would do penance there to all eternity:—by which he meant, it would carry ſuch appetites along with it, for which there could be found no ſuitable objes.—A ſuﬃcient cauſe for conﬅant torment;—for thoſe that it found there would be ſo diſproportioned, that they would rather vex and upbraid it, than ſatisfy its wants.—This, it is true, is mere ſpeculation,—and what concerns us not to know;—it being enough for our purpoſe, that ſuch an experiment is never likely to be tried,—that we ﬅand upon diﬀerent terms with God,—that a virtuous life is the foundation of all our happineſs,—that as God has no pleaſure in wickedneſs, neither all any evil dwell with him;—and that, if we expe our happineſs to be in heaven, we muﬅ have our converſation in heaven, whilﬅ upon earth, make it the frequent ſubje of our thoughts and meditations, let every ﬅep we take tend that way,—every aion of our lives be condued by that great mark of the prize of our high calling, forgetting thoſe things which are behind;—forgetting this world,—diſengaging our thoughts and aﬀeions from it, and thereby, transforming them to the likeneſs of what we hope to be hereafter.—How can we expe the inheritance of the ſaints of light, upon other terms than what they themſelves obtained it?—


  Can that body expe to riſe and ine in glory, that is a ave to luﬅ, or dies in the ﬁery purſuit of an impure dere? Can that heart ever become the lightſome ſeat of peace and joy, that burns hot as an oven with anger, rage, envy, luﬅ, and ﬅrife, full of wicked imaginations, ſet only to deviſe and entertain evil?


  Can that ﬂe appear in the laﬅ day and inherit the kingdom of Heaven in the gloriﬁed ﬅrength of perpetual youth, that is now clearly conſumed in intemperance, nks in the ſurfeit of continual drunkenneſs and gluttony, and then tumbles into the grave, and almoﬅ pollutes the ground that is under it?—Can we reaſonably ſuppoſe that head all ever wear or become the crown of righteouſneſs and peace, in which dwells nothing but craft and avarice, deceit and fraud, and treachery,—which is always plodding upon worldly degns, racked with ambition,—rent aſunder with diſcord, ever delighting in miſchief to others, and unjuﬅ advantages to itſelf?—Shall that tongue, which is the glory of a man when rightly direed,—be ever ſet to God’s heavenly praiſes, and warble forth the harmonies of the bleed, that is now full of curng and bitterneſs, back-biting and ander, under which is ungodlineſs and vanity, and the poiſon of aſps?


  Can it enter into our hearts even to hope, that thoſe hands can ever receive the reward of righteouſneſs, that are full of blood, laden with the wages of iniquity, of theft, rapine, violence, extortion, or other unlawful gain? or that thoſe feet all ever be beautiful upon the mountains of light and joy, that were never od for the preparation of the goſpel,—that have run quite out of the way of God’s word—and made haﬅe only to do evil?—No, ſurely.—In this ſenſe,—he that is unjuﬅ, let him be unjuﬅ ﬅill, and he which is ﬁlthy, let him be ﬁlthy ﬅill.


  How inconﬅent the whole body of n is with the glories of the celeﬅial body that all be revealed hereafter,—and that in proportion as we ﬁx the repreſentation of theſe glories upon our minds, and in the more numerous particulars we do it,—the ﬅronger the necety as well as perſuaon to deny ourſelves all ungodlineſs and worldly luﬅs, to live ſoberly, righteouy, and godly in this preſent world, as the only way to entitle us to that bleedneſs ſpoken of in the Revelations—of thoſe who do his commandments, and have a right to the tree of life, and all enter into the gates of the city of the living God, the heavenly Jeruſalem, and to an innumerable company of angels—to the general aembly and church of the ﬁrﬅ-born, that are written in heaven, and to God the judge of all, and to the ſpirits of juﬅ men made perfe,—who have waed their robes and made them white in the blood of the Lamb.


  May God give us grace to live under the perpetual inﬂuence of this expeation,—that by the habitual impreon of theſe glories upon our imaginations, and the frequent ſending forth our thoughts and employing them on the other world—we may diſentangle them from this,—and by ſo having our converſation in heaven whilﬅ we are here, we may be thought ﬁt inhabitants for it hereafter,—that when God at the laﬅ day all come with thouſands and ten thouſands of his ſaints to judge the world, we may enter with them into happineſs, and with angels and archangels, and all the company of heaven, we may praiſe and magnify his glorious name, and enjoy his preſence for ever. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON III.


  Deſcription of the World.


  SERMON III.


  
    2 Peter, iii. 11.


    Seeing, then, that all theſe things all be diolved,—what manner of perſons ought ye to be in all holy converſation and godlineſs? looking and haﬅening unto the coining of God.

  


  THE ſubje upon which St. Peter is diſcourng in this chapter, is the certainty of Chriﬅ’s coming to judge the world;—and the words of the text are the moral application he draws from the repreſentation he gives of it,—in which, in anſwer to the cavils of the ſcoﬀers in the latter davs, concerning: the delay of his coming, he tells them, that God is not ack concerning his promiſes, as ſome men count ackneſs, but is long-ſuﬀering to us ward;—that the day of the Lord will come as a thief in the night, in which the heavens all paſs away with a great noiſe, and the elements all melt with fervent heat; the earth alſo, and the works that are therein all be burnt up.—Seeing, then, ſays he, all theſe things all be diolved, what manner of perſons ought ye to be in all holy converſation and godlineſs?—The inference is unavoidable,—at leaﬅ in theory, however it fails in praice:—how widely theſe two diﬀer I intend to make the ſubje of this diſcourſe; and though it is a melancholy compariſon, to conder, “what manner of perſons we really are,” with “what manner of perſons we ought to be,” yet as the knowledge of the one is at leaﬅ one ﬅep towards the improvement in the other,—the parallel will not be thought to want its uſe.


  Give me leave, therefore, in the ﬁrﬅ place, to recal to your obſervations, what kind of world it is we live in, and what manner of perſons we really are.


  Secondly, and in oppotion to this, I all make uſe of the apoﬅle’s argument, and from a brief repreſentation of the Chriﬅian religion, and the obligations it lays upon us, ew what manner of perſons we ought to be in all holy converſation and godlineſs, looking for and haﬅening unto the coming of the day of God.


  Whoever takes a view of the world, will, I fear, be able to diſcern but very faint marks of this charaer, either upon the looks or aions of its inhabitants.—Of all the ends and purſuits we are looking for, and haﬅening unto,—this would be the leaﬅ ſuſpeed,—for, without running into that old declamatory cant upon the wickedneſs of the age,—we may ſay within the bounds of truth,—that there is as little inﬂuence from this principle which the apoﬅle lays ﬅreſs on, and as little ſenſe of religion,—as ſmall a are of virtue (at leaﬅ as little of the appearance of it) as can be ſuppoſed to exiﬅ at all in a country where it is countenanced by the ﬅate.—The degeneracy of the times has been the common complaint of many ages:—how much we exceed our forefathers in this, is known alone to that God who trieth the hearts. But this we may be allowed to urge in their favor, they ﬅudied at leaﬅ to preſerve the appearance of virtue;—public vice was branded with public infamy, and obliged to hide its head in privacy and retirement. The ſervice of God was regularly attended, and religion not expoſed to the reproaches of the ſcorner.


  How the caſe ﬅands with us at preſent in each of theſe particulars, it is grievous to report, and perhaps unacceptable to religion herſelf: yet as this is a ſeaſon wherein it is ﬁt we ould be told of our faults, let us for a moment impartially conder the articles of this charge.


  And ﬁrﬅ, concerning the great article of religion, and the inﬂuence it has at preſent upon the lives and behaviour of the preſent times;—concerning which I have ſaid, that if we are to truﬅ appearances, there is as little as can well be ſuppoſed to exiﬅ at all in a Chriﬅian country. Here I all ſpare exclamations, and, avoiding all commonplace railing upon the ſubje, conﬁne myſelf to fas, ſuch as every one who looks into the world, and makes any obſervations at all, will vouch for me.


  Now whatever are the degrees of real religion amongﬅ us,—whatever they are, the appearances are ﬅrong againﬅ the charitable de of the queﬅion.—


  If religion is any where to be found, one would think it would be amongﬅ thoſe of the higher rank in life, whoſe education, and opportunities of knowing its great importance, ould have brought them over to its intereﬅ, and rendered them as ﬁrm in the defence of it, as eminent in its example.—But if you examine the fa, you will almoﬅ ﬁnd it a teﬅ of a politer education, and mark of more ining parts, to know nothing, and, indeed, care nothing at all about it:—or, if the ſubje happens to engage the attention of a few of the more ſprightly wits,—that it ſerves no other purpoſe but that of being made merry at, and of being reſerved as a ﬅanding jeﬅ, to enliven diſcourſe, when converſation ckens upon their hands.—


  This is too ſore an evil not to be obſerved amongﬅ perſons of all ages, in what is called higher life; and ſo early does the contempt of this great concern begin to ew itſelf—that it is no uncommon thing to hear perſons diſputing againﬅ religion, and raing cavils againﬅ the Bible, at an age when ſome of them would be hard ſet to read a chapter in it.—And I may add, of thoſe whoſe ﬅock in knowledge is ſomewhat larger, that for the moﬅ part it has ſcarce any other foundation to reﬅ on but the nking credit of traditional and ſecond-hand objeions againﬅ revelation, which, had they leiſure to read, they would ﬁnd anſwered and confuted a thouſand times over.—But this by the way.—


  If we take a view of the public worip of Almighty God, and obſerve in what manner it is reverenced by perſons in this rank of life, whoſe duty it is to ſet an example to the poor and ignorant, we all ﬁnd concurring evidence upon this melancholy argument—of a general want of all outward demonﬅration of a ſenſe of our duty towards God, as if religion was a buneſs ﬁt only to employ tradeſmen and mechanics—and the ſalvation of our ſouls, a concern utterly below the conderation of a perſon of ﬁgure and conſequence.—


  I all ſay nothing at preſent of the lower ranks of mankind—though they have not yet got into the faion of laughing at religion, and treating it with ſcorn and contempt, and I believe are too ſerious a ſet of creatures ever to come into it; yet we are not to imagine but that the contempt it is held in by thoſe whoſe examples they are apt to imitate, will in time utterly ake their principles, and render them, if not as prophane, at leaﬅ as corrupt as their betters.—When this event happens—and we begin to feel the eﬀes of it in our dealings with them, thoſe who have done the miſchief will ﬁnd the necety at laﬅ of turning religious in their own defence, and, for want of a better principle, to ſet an example of piety and good morals for their own intereﬅ and convenience.


  Thus much for the languing ﬅate of religion in the preſent age;—in virtue and good morals perhaps the account may ﬅand higher.—


  Let us inquire—


  And here I acknowledge, that an unexperienced man, who heard how loudly we all talked in behalf of virtue and moral honeﬅy, and how unanimous we were all in our cry againﬅ vicious charaers of all denominations, would be apt haﬅily to conclude, that the whole world was in an uproar about it—and that there was ſo general a horror and deteﬅation of vice amongﬅ us, that mankind were all aociating together to hunt it out of the world, and give it no quarter.—This, I own, would be a natural concluon for any one who only truﬅed his ears upon this ſubje.—But as matter of fa is allowed better evidence than hearſay—let us ſee in the preſent how the one caſe is contradied by the other.—


  However vehement we approve ourſelves in diſcourſe againﬅ vice—I believe no one is ignorant that the reception it aually meets with is very diﬀerent—the condu and behaviour of the world is ſo oppote to their language, and all we hear ſo contradied by what we ſee, as to leave little room to queﬅion which ſenſe we are to truﬅ.—


  Look, I beſeech you, amongﬅ thoſe whoſe higher ﬅations are made a elter for the liberties they take, you will ſee, that no man’s charaer is ſo infamous, nor any woman’s ſo abandoned, as not to be vited and admitted freely into all companies, and if the party can pay for it, even publicly to be courted, careed, and ﬂattered.—If this will not overthrow the credit of our virtue,—take a ort view of the general decay of it from the faionable excees of the age,—in favor of which there ſeems to be formed ſo ﬅrong a party, that a man of ſobriety, temperance, and regularity, ſcarce knows how to accommodate himſelf to the ſociety he lives, in,—and is oft as much at a loſs how and where to diſpoſe of himſelf;—and unleſs you ſuppoſe a mixture of conﬅancy in his temper, it is great odds but ſuch a one would be ridiculed, and laughed out of his ſcruples and his virtue at the ſame time:—to ſay nothing of occaonal rioting, chambering, and wantonneſs.—Conder how many public markets are eﬅablied merely for the ſale of virtue,—where the manner of going too ſadly indicates the intention;—and the diſguiſe each is under, not only gives power ſafely to drive on the bargain, but too often tempts to carry it into execution too.—


  The nning under diſguiſe, I own, ſeems to carry ſome appearance of a ſecret homage to virtue and decorum, and might be acknowledged as ſuch, was it not the only public inﬅance the world ſeems to give of it. In other caſes, a juﬅ ſenſe of ame ſeems a matter of ſo little concern, that inﬅead of any regularity of behaviour, you ſee thouſands who are tired with the very form of it, and who at length have even thrown the maſk of it ade, as a uſeleſs piece of incumbrance.—This, I believe, will need no evidence, it is too evidently ſeen in the open liberties taken every day, in deﬁance (not to ſay of religion, but) of decency and common good manners;—ſo that it is no uncommon thing to behold vices which heretofore were committed only in dark corners, now openly ew their face in broad day, and ofttimes with ſuch an air of triumph, as if the party thought he was doing himſelf honor,—or that he thought the deluding an unhappy creature, and the keeping her in a ﬅate of guilt, was as neceary a piece of grandeur as the keeping an equipage,—and did him as much credit as any other appendage of his fortune.


  If we paſs on from the vices to the indecorums of the age (which is a ſofter name for vices), you will ſcarce ſee any thing, in what is called higher life, but what beſpeaks a general relaxation of all order and diſcipline, in which our opinions as well as manners ſeem to be ſet looſe from all reﬅraints; and, in truth, from all ſerious reﬂeions too:—and one may venture to ſay, that gaming and extravagance, to the utter ruin of the greateﬅ eﬅates, minds dipated with diverons, and heads giddy with a perpetual rotation of them, are the moﬅ general charaers to be met with; and though one would expe, that at leaﬅ the more ſolemn ſeaſons of the year, ſet apart for the contemplation of Chriﬅ’s ſuﬀerings, ould give ſome check and interruption to them, yet what appearance is there ever amongﬅ us that it is ſo?—what one alteration does it make in the courſe of things? Is not the dorine of mortiﬁcation inſulted by the ſame luxury of entertainments at our tables? Is not the ſame order of diverons perpetually returning, and ſcarce any thing elſe thought of? Does not the ſame levity in dreſs, as well as diſcourſe, ew itſelf in perſons of all ages? I ſay of all ages, for it is no ſmall aggravation of the corruption of our morals, that age, which, by its authority, was once able to frown youth into ſobriety and better manners, and keep them within bounds, ſeems but too often to lead the way, and, by their unſeaſonable example, give a countenance to follies and weakneſs, which youth is but too apt to run into without ſuch a recommendation. Surely age, which is but one remove from death, ould have nothing about it but what looks like a decent preparation for it. In purer times it was the caſe; but now, grey hairs themſelves ſcarce ever appear but in the high mode and ﬂaunting garb of youth, with heads as full of pleaſure, and clothes as ridiculouy, and as much in the faion, as the perſon who wears them is uſually grown out of it;—upon which article, give me leave to make a ort reﬂeion; which is this, that whenever the eldeﬅ equal the youngeﬅ in the vanity of their dreſs, there is no reaſon to be given for it, but that they equal them, if not ſurpaſs them, in the vanity of their deres.


  But this by the bye.—


  Though, in truth, the obſervation falls in with the main intention of this diſcourſe, which is not framed to ﬂatter our follies, or touch them with a light hand, but plainly to point them out; that, by recalling to your mind what manner of perſons we really are, I might better lead you to the apoﬅle’s inference, of what manner of perſons ye ought to be in all holy converſation and godlineſs; looking-for, and haﬅening unto, the coming of the day of God.


  The apoﬅle, in the concluding verſe of this argument, exhorts, that they who look for ſuch things be diligent, that they be found of him in peace, without ſpot, and blameleſs:—and one may conclude with him, that if the hopes or fears, either the reaſon or the paons of men, are to be wrought upon at all, it muﬅ be from the force and inﬂuence of this awakening conderation in the text:—“That all theſe things all be diolved—that this vain and periable ſcene muﬅ change;—that we who now tread the ﬅage, muﬅ ortly be ſummoned away;—that we are creatures but of a day, haﬅening unto the place from whence we all return no more;—that whilﬅ we are here, our condu and behaviour is minutely obſerved;—that there is a Being about our paths and about our beds, whoſe omniſcient eye ſpies out all our ways, and takes a faithful record of all the paages of our lives;—that theſe volumes all be produced and opened, and men all be judged out of the things that are written in them;—that without reſpe of perſons, we all be made accountable for our thoughts, our words, and aions, to this greateﬅ and beﬅ of Beings, before whoſe judgment-ſeat we muﬅ ﬁnally appear, and receive the things done in the body, whether they are good, or whether they are bad.


  That to add to the terror of it, this day of the Lord will come upon us like a thief in the night—of that hour no one knoweth:—that we are not ſure of its being ſuſpended one day or one hour; or, what is the ſame caſe, that we are ﬅanding upon the edge of a precipice with nothing but the ngle thread of human life to hold us up;—and that, if we fall unprepared in this thoughtleſs ﬅate, we are loﬅ, and muﬅ peri for evermore.


  What manner of perſons we ought to be, upon theſe principles of our religion, St. Peter has told us, in all holy converſation and godlineſs; and I all only remind, how diﬀerent a frame of mind, the looking for and haﬅening unto the coming of God, under ſuch a life, is, from that of ſpending our days in vanity, and our years in pleaſure.


  Give me leave, therefore, to conclude in that merciful warning, which our Saviour, the Judge himſelf, hath given us at the cloſe of the ſame exhortation.—


  Take heed to yourſelves, leﬅ at any time your hearts be overcharged with ſurfeiting and drunkenneſs, and the cares of this life; and ſo that day come upon you unawares;—for as a ſnare all it come upon all that dwell on the face of the whole earth. Watch, therefore, and pray always, that ye may be accounted worthy to eſcape all theſe things that all come to paſs, and to ﬅand before the Son of man. Which may God of his mercy grant, through Jeſus Chriﬅ. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON IV.


  St. PETER’s Charaer.


  SERMON IV.


  
    Acts iii. 12.


    And when Peter ſaw it, he anſwered unto the people, Ye men of Iſrael, why marvel ye at this? or why look ye ſo earneﬅly on us, as though, by our own power or holineſs, we had made this man to walk?

  


  THESE words, as the text tells us, were ſpoke by St. Peter, on the occaon of his miraculous cure of the lame man, who was laid at the gate of temple, and, in the beginning of this chapter, had aſked an alms of St. Peter and St. John, as they went up together at the hour of prayer;—on whom St. Peter faﬅening his eyes, as in the fourth verſe, and declaring he had no ſuch relief to give him as he expeed, having neither lver nor gold, but that ſuch as he had, the beneﬁt of that divine powder which he had received from his Maﬅer, he would impart to him, he commands him forthwith, in the name of Jeſus Chriﬅ of Nazareth, to riſe up and walk.—And he took him by the hand, and lifted him up, and immediately his feet and ancle-bones received ﬅrength; and he leaped up, ﬅood, and walked, and entered with them into the temple, leaping, and praing God.


  It ſeems he had been born lame, had paed a whole life of deſpair, without hopes of ever being reﬅored; ſo that the immediate ſenſe of ﬅrength and aivity communicated to him at once, in ſo ſurpring and unſought for a manner, caﬅ him into the tranſport of mind natural to a man ſo beneﬁted beyond his expeation.—So that the amazing inﬅance of a ſupernatural power,—the notoriety of fa, wrought at the hour of prayer,—the unexceptionableneſs of the obje,—that it was no impoﬅure, for they knew that it was he which ſat for alms at the Beautiful gate of the temple,—the unfeigned expreons of an enraptured heart almoﬅ bede itſelf, conﬁrming the whole,—the man that was healed, in the tenth verſe, holding his benefaors, Peter and John, entering into the temple with them, walking, and leaping, and praing God,—the great concourſe of people drawn together by this event, in the eleventh verſe, for they all ran unto them into the porch that was called Solomon’s, greatly wondering. Sure never was ſuch a fair opportunity for an ambitious mind to have eﬅablied a charaer of ſuperior goodneſs and power.—To a man ſet upon this world, who ſought his own praiſe and honor, what an invitation would it have been to have turned theſe circumﬅances to ſuch a purpoſe!—to have fallen in with the paons of an aﬅonied and grateful city, prepoeed from what had happened ſo ﬅrongly in his favor already, that little art or management was requite to have improved their wonder and good opinion into the higheﬅ reverence of his ſanity, awe of his perſon, or whatever other belief ould be neceary to feed his pride, or ſerve ſecret ends of glory and intereﬅ. A mind not ſuﬃciently mortiﬁed to the world, might have been tempted here to have taken the honor due to God, and transferred it to himſelf.—He might—not ſo—a diſciple of Chriﬅ: for when Peter ſaw it, when he ſaw the propenty in them to be mied on this occaon, he anſwered and ſaid unto the people, in the words of the text,—Ye men of Iſrael, why marvel ye at this? or why look you ſo earneﬅly on us, as though, by our own power and holineſs, we had made this man to walk?—The God of Abraham, and of Iſaac, and of Jacob, the God of our fathers, hath gloriﬁed his ſon Jeſus.—


  O holy and bleed apoﬅle!


  How would thy meek and mortiﬁed ſpirit ſatisfy itſelf in uttering ſo humble and ſo juﬅ a declaration!—What an honeﬅ triumph wouldﬅ thou taﬅe the ſweets of, in thus conquering thy paon of vain-glory,—keeping down thy pride,—diſclaiming the praiſes which ould have fed it, by telling the wondering ſpeators, It was not thy own power, it was not thy own holineſs, which had wrought this—thou being of like paons and inﬁrmities;—but that it was the power of the God of Abraham, the holineſs of thy dear Lord, whom they cruciﬁed, operating by faith through thee, who waﬅ but an inﬅrument in his hands. If thus honeﬅly declining honor, which the occaon ſo amply invited thee to take—if this would give more ſatisfaion to a mind like thine, than the loudeﬅ praiſes of a miﬅaken people, what true rapture would be added to it from the reﬂeion, that, in this inﬅance of ſelf-denial, thou hadﬅ not only done well, but, what was ﬅill a more endearing thought, that thou haﬅ been able to copy the example of thy divine Maﬅer, who, in no aion of his life, ſought ever his own praiſe, but, on the contrary, declined all poble occaons of it:—and in the only public inﬅance of honor which he ſuﬀered to be given him in his entrance into Jeruſalem, thou didﬅ remember it was accepted with ſuch a mixture of humility, that the prediion of the prophet was not more exaly fulﬁlled in the Hoſannahs of the multitude, than in the meekneſs wherewith he received them, lowly, and tting upon an aſs. How could a diſciple fail of proﬁting by the example of ſo humble a maﬅer, whoſe whole courſe of life was a particular leure to this virtue, and, in every inﬅance of it, ewed plainly he came not to are the pride and glories of life, or gratify the carnal expeation of ambitious followers; which, had he aﬀeed external pomp, he might have accomplied, by engrong, as he could have done by a word, all the riches of the world; and by the ſplendour of his court, and dignity of his perſon, had been greater than Solomon in all his glory, and have attraed the applauſe and admiration of the world:—this every diſciple knew was in his power;—ſo that the meanneſs of his birth,—the toils and poverty of his life,—the low oﬃces in which he was engaged, by preaching the goſpel to the poor,—the numberleſs dangers and inconveniencies attending the execution, were all voluntary. This humble choice, both of friends and family, out of the meaneﬅ of the people, amongﬅ whom he appeared rather as a ſervant than a maﬅer, coming not, as he often told them, to be miniﬅered unto, but to miniﬅer,—and as the prophet had foretold in that mournful deſcription of him, having no form nor comelineſs, nor any beauty that we ould dere him.—


  How could a diſciple, you’ll ſay, reﬂe without beneﬁt on this amiable charaer, with all the other tender pathetic proofs of humility, which his memory would ſuggeﬅ, had happened of a-piece with it in the courſe of his Maﬅer’s life;—but particularly at the concluon and great cataﬅrophe of it,—at his cruciﬁxion; the impreons of which could never be forgotten.—When a life full of ſo many engaging inﬅances of humility, was crowned with the moﬅ endearing one of humbling himſelf to the death of the croſs,—the death of a ave and a malefaor,—ſuﬀering himſelf to be led like a lamb to the aughter,—dragged to Calvary without oppotion or complaint, and as a eep before his earer is dumb, opening not his mouth.—


  O bleed Jeſus! well might a diſciple of thine learn of thee to be meek and lowlv of heart, as thou exhortedﬅ them all, for thou waﬅ meek and lowly:—well might they proﬁt, when ſuch a leon was ſeconded by ſuch an example!—It is not to be doubted what force this muﬅ have had on the aions of thoſe who were attendants and conﬅant followers of our Saviour on earth;—ſaw the meekneſs of his temper in the occurrences of his life, and the amazing proof of it at his death, who, though he was able to call down legions of angels to his reſcue, or, by a ngle a of omnipotence, to have deﬅroyed his enemies; yet ſuppreed his almighty power,—neither reſented—or revenged the indignity done him, but patiently ſuﬀered himſelf to be numbered with the tranſgreors.—


  It could not well be otherwiſe, but that every eye-witneſs of this muﬅ have been wrought upon, in ſome degree, as the apoﬅle, to let the ſame mind be in him which alſo was in Chriﬅ Jeſus. Nor will it be diſputed how much of the honor of St. Peter’s behaviour, in the preſent tranſaion, might be owing to the impreons he received on that memorable occaon of his Lord’s death, nking ﬅill deeper, from the aﬀeing remembrance of the many inﬅances his maﬅer had given of this engaging virtue in the courſe of his life.—


  St. Peter certainly was of a warm and ſenble nature, as we may colle from the ſacred writings,—a temper ﬁtteﬅ to receive all the advantages which ſuch impreons could give;—and therefore, as it is a day and place ſacred to this great apoﬅle, it may not be unacceptable, if I engage the remainder of your time in a ort eay upon his charaer, principally as it relates to this particular diſpotion of heart, which is the ſubje of the diſcourſe.—


  This great apoﬅle was a man of diﬅinion amongﬅ the diſciples,—and was one of ſuch virtues and qualiﬁcations, as ſeemed to have recommended him more than the advantage of his years, or knowledge.—


  On his ﬁrﬅ admion to our Saviour’s acquaintance, he gave a moﬅ evident teﬅimony that he was a man of real and tender goodneſs, when being awakened by the miraculous draught of the ﬁes, as we read in the ﬁfth of St. Luke, and knowing the author muﬅ necearily be from God, he fell down inﬅantly at his feet,—broke out into this humble and pious reﬂeion;—“Depart from me, for I am a nful man, O Lord!”—The cenſure, you will ſay, exprees him a nful man,—but ſo to cenſure himſelf,—with ſuch unaﬀeed modeﬅy, implies more eﬀeually than any thing elſe could,—that he was not in the common ſenſe of the word,—a nful, but a good man, who, like the publican in the temple, was no leſs juﬅiﬁed, for a ſelf-accuſation, extorted merely from the humility of a devout heart jealous of its own imperfeions.—And though the words, depart from me, carry in them the face of fear,—yet he who heard them, and knew the heart of the ſpeaker, found they carried in them a greater meaſure of dere.—For Peter was not willing to be diſcharged from his new gueﬅ, but fearing his unﬁtneſs to accompany him, longed to be made more worthy of his converſation.—A meek and modeﬅ diﬅruﬅ of himſelf ſeemed to have had no ſmall are, at that time, in his natural temper and complexion; and though it would be greatly improved, and no doubt much better principled by the advantages on which I enlarged above, in his commerce and obſervation with his Lord and Maﬅer,—yet it appears to have been an early and diﬅinguiing part of his charaer.—An inﬅance of this, though little in itſelf, and omitted by the other evangeliﬅs, is preſerved by St. John, in his account of our Saviour’s girding himſelf with a napkin, and waing the diſciples’ feet; to which oﬃce not one of them is repreſented as making any oppotion: But when he came to Simon Peter,—the Evangeliﬅ tells,—Peter ſaid to him,—Doﬅ Thou wa my feet? Jeſus ſaid unto him, What I do, thou knoweﬅ not now, but alt know hereafter.—Peter ſaid unto him,—Thou alt never wa my feet.—Humility for a moment triumphed over his ſubmion,—and he expoﬅulates with him upon it, with all the earneﬅ and tender oppotion which was natural to a humble heart, confounded with ame, that his Lord and Maﬅer ould inﬅ to do ſo mean and painful and a of ſervitude to him.—


  I would ſooner form a judgment of a man’s temper, from his behaviour on ſuch little occurrences of life as theſe, than from the more weighed and important aions, where a man is more upon his guard;—has more preparation to diſguiſe the true diſpotion of his heart,—and more temptation when diſguiſed to impoſe it on others.—


  This management was no part of Peter’s charaer, who, with all the real and unaﬀeed humility which he ewed, was poeed of ſuch a quick ſenbility and promptneſs of nature, which utterly unﬁtted him for art and premeditation;—though this particular caﬅ of temper had its diſadvantages, at the ſame time, as it led him to an unreſerved diſcovery of the opinions and prejudices of his heart, which he was wont to declare, and ſometimes in ſo open and unguarded a manner, as expoſed him to the arpneſs of a rebuke where he could leaﬅ bear it.—


  I take notice of this, becauſe it will help us in ſome meaſure to reconcile a ſeeming contradiion in his charaer, which will naturally occur here, from condering that great and capital failing of his life, when, by a preſumptuous declaration of his own fortitude, he fell into the diſgrace of denying his Lord; in both of which he aed ſo oppote to the charaer here given, that you will aſk,—How could ſo humble a man as you deſcribe ever have been guilty of ſo ſelf-ſuﬃcient and unguarded a vaunt, as that, though he ould die with his Maﬅer,—yet would he not deny him?—Or whence,—that ſo ncere and honeﬅ a man was not better able to perform it?—


  The caſe was this—


  Our Lord, before he was betrayed, had taken occaon to admoni his diſciples of the peril of lapng,—telling them, thirty-ﬁrﬅ verſe,—All ye all be oﬀended becauſe of me this night.—To which Peter anſwering, with a zeal mixed with too much conﬁdence,—That though all ould be oﬀended, yet will I never be oﬀended;—to check this truﬅ in himſelf,—our Saviour replies, that he in particular ould deny him thrice.—But Peter looking upon this monition no farther than as it applied a reproach to his faith, and his love, and his courage;—ﬅung to the heart to have them called in queﬅion by his Lord,—he haﬅily ſummons them all up to form his ﬁnal reſolution,—Though I ould die with thee, yet will I not deny thee.—The reſolve was noble and dutiful to the laﬅ degree,—and I make no doubt as honeﬅ a one—that is, both as juﬅ in the matter, and as ncere in the intention, as ever was made by any of mankind; his charaer not ſuﬀering us to imagine he made it in a braving dimulation:—no;—for he proved himſelf ſuﬃciently in earneﬅ by his ſubſequent behaviour in the garden, when he drew his ſword againﬅ a whole band of men, and thereby made it appear, that he had leſs concern for his own life than he had for his Maﬅer’s ſafety.—How then came his reſolution to miſcarry?—The reaſon ſeems purely this:—Peter grounded the execution of it upon too much conﬁdence in himſelf,—doubted not but his will was in his power, whether God’s grace aﬅed him or not;—ſurely thinking, that what he had courage to reſolve ſo honeﬅly, he had likewiſe ability to perform.—This was his miﬅake,—and though it was a very great one,—yet it was in ſome degree akin to a virtue, as it ſprung merely from a conſciouſneſs of his integrity and truth, and too adventurous a concluon of what they would enable him to perform, on the arpeﬅ encounters for his Maﬅer’s ſake:—ſo that his failing in this point, was but a conſequence of this haﬅy and ill-condered reſolve;—and his Lord, to rebuke and puni him for it, did no other than leave him to his own ﬅrength to perform it;—which, in eﬀe, was almoﬅ the ſame as leaving him to the necety of not performing it at all.—The great apoﬅle had not condered, that he who precautioned him was the ſearcher of hearts,—and needed not that any ould teﬅify of man, for he knew what was in man;—he did not remember, that his Lord had ſaid before,—Without me ye can do nothing;—that the exertions of all our faculties were under the power of his will:—he had forgot the knowledge of this needful truth, on this one unhappy junure,—where he had ſo great a temptation to the contrary—though he was full of the perſuaon in every other tranſaion of his life;—but moﬅ vibly here in the text,—where he breaks forth in the warm language of a heart ﬅill overﬂowing with remembrance of this very miﬅake he had once committed;—Ye men of Iſrael, why marvel ye at this?—as though by our own power and holineſs we had wrought this?—the God of Abraham, of Iſaac, and of Jacob,—the God of our fathers, through faith in his name, hath made this man whole, whom ye ſee and know.—


  This is the beﬅ anſwer I am able to make to this objeion againﬅ the uniformity of the apoﬅle’s charaer which I have given:—upon which let it be added,—that was no ſuch apology capable of being made in its behalf;—that the truth and regularity of a charaer is not, in juﬅice, to be looked upon as broken, from any one ngle a or omion which may ſeem a contradiion to it:—the beﬅ of men appear ſometimes to be ﬅrange compounds of contradiory qualities: and, were the accidental overghts and folly of the wiſeﬅ man,—the failings and imperfeions of a religious man,—the haﬅy as and paonate words of a meek man—were they to riſe up in judgment againﬅ them,—and an ill-natured judge be ſuﬀered to mark in this manner what has been done amiſs—what charaer ſo unexceptionable as to be able to ﬅand before him?—So that, with the candid allowances which the inﬁrmities of a man may claim, when he falls through ſurpriſe more than a premeditation,—one may venture upon the whole to ſum up Peter’s charaer in a few words.—He was a man ſenble in his nature,—of quick paons, tempered with the greateﬅ humility and moﬅ unaﬀeed poverty of ſpirit that ever met in ſuch a charaer.—So that in the only criminal inﬅance of his life, which I have ſpoken to, you are at a loſs which to admire moﬅ;—the tenderneſs and ſenbility of his ſoul, in being wrought upon to repentance by a look from Jeſus;—or the uncommon humility of it, which he teﬅiﬁed thereupon, in the bitterneſs of his ſorrow for what he had done.—He was once preſumptuous in truﬅing to his own ﬅrength; his general and true charaer was that of the moﬅ engaging meekneſs,—diﬅruﬅful of himſelf and his abilities to the laﬅ degree.—


  He denied his Maﬅer.—But in all inﬅances of his life, but that, was a man of the greateﬅ truth and ncerity;—to which part of his charaer our Saviour has given an undeniable teﬅimony, in conferring on him the ſymbolical name of Cephas, a rock, a name the moﬅ expreve of conﬅancy and ﬁrmneſs.—


  He was a man of great love to his Maﬅer—and of no leſs zeal for his religion, of which, from among many, I all take one inﬅance out of St. John, with which I all conclude this account,—Where, upon the deſertion of ſeveral other diſciples,—our Saviour puts the queﬅion to the twelve,—Will ye alſo go away?—Then, ſays the text, Peter anſwered and ſaid,—Lord! whither all we go? Thou haﬅ the words of eternal life, and we believe, and know, that thou art Chriﬅ the ſon of God. Now, if we look into the Goſpel, we ﬁnd that our Saviour pronounced on this very confeon.


  Bleed art thou, Simon Barjona, for ﬂe and blood hath not revealed it unto thee,—but my Father which is in heaven. That our Saviour had the words of eternal life,—Peter was able to deduce from principles of natural reaſon; becauſe reaſon was able to judge from the internal marks of his dorine, that it was worthy God, and accommodated properly to advance human nature and human happineſs.—But for all this,—reaſon could not infallibly determine that the meenger of this dorine was the Meas, the eternal Son of the living God:—to know this required an illumination;—and this illumination, I ſay, ſeems to have been vouchſafed at that inﬅant as a reward,—as would have been ſuﬃcient evidence by itſelf of the diſpotion of his heart.—


  I have now ﬁnied this ort eay upon the charaer of St. Peter, not with a loud panegyric upon the power of his keys, or a ranting encomium upon ſome monaﬅic qualiﬁcations, with which a popi pulpit would ring upon ſuch an occaon, without doing much honor to the ſaint, or good to the audience:—but have drawn it with truth and ſobriety, repreſenting it as it was, as conﬅing of virtues the moﬅ worthy of imitation,—and grounded, not upon apocryphal accounts and legendary inventions, the wardrobe from whence popery drees out her ſaints on theſe days,—but upon matters of fa in the ſacred Scriptures, in which all Chriﬅians agree.—And nce I have mentioned popery, I cannot better conclude than by obſerving, how ill the ſpirit and charaer of that church reſembles that particular part of St. Peter’s which has been made the ſubje of this diſcourſe.—Would one think that a church, which thruﬅs itſelf under this apoﬅle’s patronage, and claims her power under him, would preſume to exceed the degrees of it, which he acknowledged to poeſs himſelf?—But how ill are your expeations anſwered, when inﬅead of the humble declaration in the text,—Ye men of Iſrael, marvel not at us, as if our own power and holineſs had wrought this;—you hear a language and behaviour from the Romi court, as oppote to it as inſolent words and aions can frame.—


  So that inﬅead of, Ye men of Iſrael, marvel not at us,—Ye men of Iſrael, do marvel at us,—hold us in admiration:—Approach our ſacred pontiﬀ—(who is not only holy—but holineſs itſelf)—approach his perſon with reverence, and deem it the greateﬅ honor and happineſs of your lives to fall down before his chair, and be admitted to kiſs his feet.—


  Think not, as if it were not our own holineſs which merits all the homage you can pay us.—It is our own holineſs,—the ſuperabundance of it, of which, having more than we know what to do with ourſelves,—from works of ſupererogation, we have transferred the ſurplus in eccleaﬅic warehouſes, and, in pure zeal for the good of your ſouls, have eﬅablied public banks of merit, ready to be drawn upon at all times.—


  Think not, ye men of Iſrael, or ſay within yourſelves, that we are unproﬁtable ſervants; we have no good works to ſpare, or that if we had—we cannot make this uſe of them;—that we have no power to circulate our indulgencies,—and huckﬅer them out, as we do, through all the parts of Chriﬅendom.—Know ye by theſe preſents, that it is our own power which does this,—the plenitude of our apoﬅolic power operating Math our own holineſs, that enables us to bind and looſe, as ſeems meet to us on earth;—to ſave your ſouls or deliver them up to Satan, and as they pleaſe or diſpleaſe, to indulge whole kingdoms at once, or excommunicate them all;—binding kings in chains, and your nobles in links of iron.—


  That we may never again feel the eﬀes of ſuch language and principles,—may God of his mercy grant us. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON V.


  Thirtieth of January.


  SERMON V.


  
    Ezra ix. 6, 7.


    And I ſaid, O my God, I am aamed and blu to lift up my face to thee, my God:—for our iniquities are increaſed over our head, and our treſpaſs is grown up unto the heavens.—Since the days of our fathers have we been in a great treſpaſs unto this day.—

  


  THERE is not, I believe, throughout all hiﬅory, an inﬅance of ſo ﬅrange and obﬅinately corrupt a people as the Jews, of whom Ezra complains; for though on one hand,—there never was a people that received ſo many teﬅimonies of God’s favor to encourage them to be good,—ſo, on the other hand, there never was a people which ſo often felt the ſcourge of their iniquities to diearten them from doing evil.—


  And yet neither the one or the other ſeemed ever able to make them either the wiſer or better;—neither God’s blengs, nor his correions, could ever ſoften them;—they ﬅill continued a thankleſs unthinking people,—who proﬁted by no leons, neither were to be won with mercies, nor terriﬁed with puniments,—but on every ſucceeding trial and occaon, extremely diſpoſed againﬅ God, to go aﬅray and a wickedly.


  In the words of the text, the prophet’s heart overﬂows with ſorrow, upon his reﬂeion of this unworthy part of their charaer: and the manner of his application to God is ſo expreve of his humble ſenſe of it, and there is ſomething in the words ſo full of tenderneſs and ame for them upon that ſcore, as beſpeaks the moﬅ paternal, as well as paﬅoral, concern for them. And he ſaid, O my God! I am aamed, and blu to lift up my face to thee, my God. No doubt the holy man was confounded to look back upon that long ſeries of ſo many of God’s undeſerved mercies to them, of which they had made ſo bad and ungrateful a uſe: he condered, that they had all the motives that could lay reﬅraints either upon a conderate or a reaſonable people; that God had not only created, upheld, and favored them with all advantages in common with the reﬅ of their fellow-creatures, but had been particularly kind to them; that when they were in the houſe of bondage, in the moﬅ hopeleſs condition, he had heard their cry, and took compaon upon their aﬄiions, and, by a chain of great and mighty deliverances, had ſet them free from the yoke of oppreon.—The prophet, no doubt, reﬂeed at the ſame time, that, bedes this inﬅance of God’s goodneſs in ﬁrﬅ favoring their miraculous eſcape, a ſeries of ſuccees not to be accounted for from ſecond cauſes, and the natural courſe of events, had crowned their heads in ſo remarkable a manner, as to aﬀord an evident proof, not only of God’s general concern, but of his particular providence and attachment to them above all people:—in the wilderneſs he led them like eep, and kept them as the apple of his eye; he ſuﬀered no man to do them wrong, but reproved even kings for their ſake;—that when they entered into the promiſed land, no force was able to ﬅand before them;—when in poeon, no army was ever able to drive them out;—that nations, greater and mightier than they, were thruﬅ forth from before them;—that, in a word, all nature for a time was driven backwards by the hands of God, to ſerve them, and that even the Sun itſelf had ﬅood ﬅill in the midﬅ of Heaven, to ſecure their viories;—that when all theſe mercies were caﬅ away upon them, and no principle of gratitude or intereﬅ could make them an obedient people, God had tried by misfortunes to bring them back;—that when inﬅruions, warnings, invitations, miracles, prophets, and holy guides, had no eﬀe, he at laﬅ ſuﬀered them to reap the wages of their folly, by letting them fall again into the ſame ﬅate of bondage in Babylon, from whence he had ﬁrﬅ raiſed them. Here it is that Ezra pours out his confeon. It is no ſmall aggravation to Ezra’s concern, to ﬁnd that even this laﬅ trial had no good eﬀe upon their condu;—that all the alternatives of promiſes and threats, comforts and aﬄiions, inﬅead of making them grow the better, made them apparently grow the worſe: how could he intercede for them, but with ame and ſorrow; and ſay, as in the text, O my God! I am aamed, and blu to lift up my face to thee, for our iniquities are increaſed over our heads, and our treſpaſs is grown up unto the heavens:—nce the days of our fathers have we been in a great treſpaſs unto this day.


  Thus much for the prophet’s humble confeon to God for the Jews, for which he had but too juﬅ a foundation given by them;—and I know not how I can make a better uſe of the words, as the occaon of the day led me to the choice of them,—than by a ſerious application of the ſame ſad confeon, in regard to ourſelves.—


  Our fathers, like thoſe of the Jews in Ezra’s time,—no doubt have done amiſs, and greatly provoked God by their violence;—but if our own iniquities, like theirs, are increaſed over our heads;—if nce the days of our fathers we have been in great treſpaſs ourſelves unto this day,—’tis ﬁt this day we ould be put in mind of it;—nor can the time and occaon be better employed, than in hearing with patience the reproofs which ſuch a parallel will lead me to give.


  It muﬅ be acknowledged, there is no nation which had ever ſo many extraordinary reaſons and ſupernatural motives, to become thankful and virtuous as the Jews had;—yet, at the ſame time, there is no one which has not ſuﬃcient (and ſetting ade at preſent the conderation of a future ﬅate as a reward for being ſo)—there is no nation under heaven, which, bedes the daily blengs of God’s providence to them, but have received ſuﬃcient blengs and mercies at the hands of God to engage their beﬅ ſervices, and the warmeﬅ returns of gratitude they can pay:—there has been a time, may be, when they have been delivered from ſome grievous calamity,—from the rage of peﬅilence or famine,—from the edge and fury of the ſword,—from the fate and fall of kingdoms round them;—they may have been preſerved by providential diſcoveries, from plots and degns againﬅ the well-being of their ﬅates,—or by critical turns and revolutions in their favor when beginning to nk; by ſome gnal interpotion of God’s providence;—they may have reſcued their liberties, and all that was dear to them, from the jaws of ſome tyrant;—or may have preſerved their religion pure and uncorrupted, when all other comforts failed them.


  If other countries have reaſon to be thankful to God for any one of theſe mercies, much more has this of ours, which at one time or other hath received them all;—inſomuch that our hiﬅory, for this laﬅ century, has ſcarce been any thing elſe but the hiﬅory of our deliverances, and God’s blengs,—and theſe in ſo complicated a chain, and with ſo little interruption,—as to be ſcarce ever vouchſafed to any nation or language bedes—except the Jews; and with regard to them, though inferior in the ﬅupendous manner of their working,—yet no way ſo in the extenve goodneſs of their eﬀes, and the inﬁnite benevolence which muﬅ have wrought them for us.—Here then let us ﬅop and look back a moment, and enquire, as in the caſe of the Jews, what great eﬀes all this has had upon our lives,—and how far worthy we have lived—of what we have received?


  A ﬅranger—when he heard that this iand had been ſo favored by Heaven,—ſo happy in our laws and religion,—ſo ﬂouriing in our trade,—ſo bleed in our tuation and natural produ,—and in all of them ſo often—ſo vibly proteed by Providence,—would conclude, our gratitude and morals had kept pace with our blengs;—and he would ſay,—as we are the moﬅ bleed and favored,—that we muﬅ be the moﬅ virtuous and religious people upon the face of the earth.


  Would to God! there was any other reaſon to incline one to ſo charitable a belief;—for, without running into any common-place declamation upon the wickedneſs of the age,—we may ſay within the bounds of truth,—that we have proﬁted in this reſpe as little as was poble for the Jews:—that there is as little virtue,—and as little ſenſe of religion, at leaﬅ as little of the appearance of it, as can be ſuppoſed to exiﬅ at all, in a country where it is countenanced by the ﬅate.—Our forefathers, whatever greater degrees of real virtue they were poeed of—God,—who ſearcheth the heart,—beﬅ knows;—but this is certain, in their days they had at leaﬅ—the form of godlineſs,—and paid this compliment to religion, as to wear at leaﬅ the appearance and outward garb of it.—The public ſervice of God was better frequented,—and in a devout as well as regular manner;—there was no open profaneneſs in our ﬅreets to put piety to the blu,—or domeﬅic ridicule to make her uneaſy, and force her to withdraw.


  Religion, though treated with freedom, was ﬅill treated with reſpe; the youth of both ſexes kept under greater reﬅraint; good order and good hours were then kept up in moﬅ families; and, in a word, a greater ﬅrineſs and ſobriety of manners maintained throughout amongﬅ people of all ranks and conditions;—ſo that vice, however ſecretly it might be praiſed,—was aamed to be ſeen.


  But all this has inſenbly been borne down ever nce the days of our forefathers’ treſpaſs—when, to avoid one extreme, we began to run into an-other;—ſo that, inﬅead of any great religion amongﬅ us, you ſee thouſands who are tired even of the form of it, and who have at length thrown the maſk of it ade,—as an uſeleſs incumbrance.—


  But this licentiouſneſs, he would ſay, may be chieﬂy owing to a long courſe of proſperity, which is apt to corrupt men’s minds.—God has nce this tried you with aﬄiions;—you have been vited with a long and expenve war:—God has ſent, moreover, a peﬅilence amongﬅ your cattle, which has cut oﬀ the ﬂock from the fold,—and left no herd in the ﬅalls.—Surely, he’ll ſay,—two ſuch terrible ſcourges muﬅ have awakened the conſciences of the moﬅ unthinking part of you, and forced the inhabitants of your lands—from ſuch admonitions—though they failed with the Jews, to have learnt righteouſneſs for themſelves.—


  I own this is the natural eﬀe,—and one would hope ould always be the natural uſe and improvement from ſuch calamities;—for we often ﬁnd that numbers who, in proſperity, ſeem to forget God, do yet remember him in the day of trouble and diﬅreſs,—Yet conder this nationally,—we ſee no ſuch eﬀe from it in fa, as one would be led to expe from the ſpeculation:—for inﬅance,—with all the devaﬅation, blooded, and expence which the war has occaoned, how many converts has it made to frugality,—to virtue, or even to ſeriouſneſs itſelf?—The peﬅilence amongﬅ our cattle,—though it has diﬅreed and utterly undone ſo many thouſands, yet what one vible alteration has it made in the courſe of our lives?


  And though one would imagine that the neceary drains of taxes for the one,—and the loſs of rents and property from the other, ould in ſome meaſure have withdrawn the means of gratifying our paons, as we have done;—yet what appearance is there amongﬅ us that it is ſo?—


  What one faionable folly or extravagance has been checked by it?—Is not there the ſame luxury and epicuriſm of entertainments at our tables?—do we not purſue with eagerneſs the ſame giddy round of triﬂing diverons—is not the infeion diﬀuſed amongﬅ people of all ranks and all ages?—And even grey hairs, whoſe ſober example and manners ought to check the extravagant ſallies of the thoughtleſs, gay, and unexperienced,—too often totter under the ſame coﬅly ornaments, and join the general riot. Where vanity, like this, governs the heart, even charity will allow us to ſuppoſe, that a conſciouſneſs of their inability to purſue greater excees, is the only vexation of ſpirit.—In truth, the obſervation falls in with the main intention of the diſcourſe,—which is not framed to ﬂatter your follies,—but plainly to point them out, and ew you the general corruption of manners, and want of religion; which all men ſee,—and which the wiſe and good ſo much lament.—


  But the enquirer will naturally go on, and ſay, that though this repreſentation does not anſwer his expeations, that undoubtedly we muﬅ have proﬁted by theſe leons in other reſpes;—that though we have not approved our underﬅanding in the ght of God, by a virtuous uſe of our misfortunes, to true wiſdom;—that we muﬅ have improved them, however, to political wiſdom; ſo that he would ſay, though the Engli do not appear to be a religious people, they are at leaﬅ a loyal one;—they have ſo often felt the ſcourge of rebellion, and have taﬅed ſo much arp fruit from it, as to have ſet their teeth on edge for ever.—But, good God! how would he be aﬅonied to ﬁnd, that, though we have been ſo often toed to and fro by our own tempeﬅuous humours, that we were not yet ck of the ﬅorm;—that though we ſolemnly, on every return of this day, lament the guilt of our forefathers in ﬅaining their hands in blood, we never once think of our principles and praices, which tend the ſame way:—and though the providence of God has ſet bounds, that they do not work as much miſchief as in days of diﬅraion and deſolation, little reaſon have we to aſcribe the merit thereof to our own wiſdom; ſo that, when the whole account is ﬅated betwixt us, there ſeems nothing to prevent the application of the words in the text;—that our iniquities are increaſed over our heads, and our treſpaſs is grown up unto the heaven.—Since the days of our fathers have we been in a great treſpaſs unto this day!—and though it is lit and becoming that we weep for them, ’tis much more ſo that we weep for ourſelves, that we lament our own corruptions, and the little advantages we have made of the mercies or chaﬅiſements of God, or from the ns and provocations of our forefathers.


  This is the fruit we are to gather, in a day of ſuch humiliation; and unleſs it produces that for us, by a reformation of our manners, and by turning us from the error of our ways, the ſervice of this day is more a ſenſeleſs inſult upon the memories of our anceﬅors, than an honeﬅ degn to proﬁt by their miﬅakes and misfortunes, and to become wiſer and better from our reﬂeions upon them.


  Till this is done, it avails little, though we pray fervently to God not to lay their ns to our charge, whilﬅ we have ſo many remaining of our own.—Unleſs we are touched for ourſelves, how can we expe he ould hear our cry? It is the wicked corruption of a people which they are to thank for whatever natural calamities they feel;—this is the very ﬅate we are in, which, by diſengaging Providence from taking our part, will always leave a people expoſed to the whole force of accidents, both from within and without:—and however ﬅateſmen may diſpute about the cauſes of the growth or decay of kingdoms, it is for this cauſe, a matter of eternal truth, that as virtue and religion are our only recommendation to God, that they are, conſequently, the only true bas of our happineſs and proſperity on earth. And however we may elter ourſelves under diﬅinions of party,—that a wicked man is the worﬅ enemy the ﬅate has;—and for the contrary, it will always be found, that a virtuous man is the beﬅ patriot and the beﬅ ſubje the king has. And though an individual may ſay, what will my righteouſneſs proﬁt a nation of men? I anſwer, if it fail of a bleng here (which is not likely), it will have one advantage—it will ſave thy own ſoul, and give thee that peace at the laﬅ, which this world cannot take away.


  Which God, of his inﬁnite mercy, grant us all. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON VI.


  SERMON VI.


  
    Romans, ii. 4.


    Deſpiſeﬅ thou the riches of his goodneſs, and forbearance, and long-ſuﬀering—knowing that the goodneſs of God leadeth thee to repentance?


    So ſays St. Paul. And


    Ecclesiastes, viii. 11.


    Becauſe ſentence againﬅ an evil work is not executed ſpeedily; therefore the heart of the ſons of men is fully ſet in them to do evil.—

  


  TAKE either as you like it, you will get nothing by the bargain.—


  ’Tis a terrible charaer of the world, which Solomon is here accounting for,—that their hearts were fully ſet in them to do evil.—And the general outcry againﬅ the wickedneſs of the age, in every age from Solomon’s down to this, ews but too lamentably what grounds have all along been given for the complaint.—


  The diſorder and confuon aring in the aﬀairs of the world, from the wickedneſs of it, being ever ſuch,—ſo evidently ſeen, ſo ſeverely felt, as naturally to induce every one who was a ſpeator or a ſuﬀerer, to give the melancholy preference to the times he lived in; as if the corruptions of men’s manners had not only exceeded the reports of former days, but the power almoﬅ of ring above the pitch to which the wickedneſs of the age was arrived.—How far they may have been deceived in ſuch calculations, I all not inquire;—let it ſuﬃce, that mankind have ever been bad,—condering what motives they have had to be better;—and taking this for granted, inﬅead of declaiming againﬅ it, let us ſee whether a diſcourſe may not be as ſerviceable, by endeavouring, as Solomon has here done, rather to give an account of it, and by tracing back the evils to their ﬁrﬅ principles, to dire ourſelves to the true remedy againﬅ them.—


  Let it here be only premiſed,—that the wickedneſs either of the preſent or paﬅ times, whatever ſcandal and reproach it brings upon Chriﬅians,—ought not in reaſon to reﬂe dionour upon Chriﬅianity, which is ſo apparently well-framed to make us good;—that there is not a greater paradox in nature,—than that ſo good a religion ould be no better recommended by its profeors.—Though this may ſeem a paradox,—’tis ﬅill, I ſay, no objeion, though it has often been made uſe of againﬅ Chriﬅianity;—nce, if the morals of men are not reformed, it is not owing to a defe in the revelation, but ’tis owing to the ſame cauſes which defeated all the uſe and intent of reaſon,—before revelation was given.—For ſetting ade the obligation which a divine law lays upon us—whoever conders the ﬅate and condition of human nature, and upon this view, how much ﬅronger the natural motives are to virtue than to vice, would expe to ﬁnd the world much better than it is, or ever has been.—For who would ſuppoſe the generality of mankind to betray ſo much folly, as to a againﬅ the common intereﬅs of their own kind, as every man does who yields to the temptation of what is wrong?—But, on the other de,—if men ﬁrﬅ look into the praice of the world, and there obſerve the ﬅrange prevalency of vice, and how willing men are to defend as well as to commit it, one would think they believed that all diſcourſes of virtue and honeﬅy were mere matter of ſpeculation for men to entertain ſome idle hours with;— and ſay truly, that men ſeemed univerſally to be agreed in nothing but in ſpeaking well and doing ill.—But this caﬅs no more dionor upon reaſon than it does upon revelation;—the truth of the caſe being this,—that no motives have been great enough to reﬅrain thoſe from n who have ſecretly loved it, and only ſought pretences for the praice of it.—So that if the light of the goſpel has not left a ſuﬃcient provion againﬅ the wickedneſs of the world,—the true anſwer is, that there can be none.—’Tis ſuﬃcient that the excellency of Chriﬅianity in dorine and precepts, and its proper tendency to make us virtuous as well as happy, is a ﬅrong evidence of its divine original,—and theſe advantages it has above any inﬅitution that ever was in the world:—it gives the beﬅ direions, the beﬅ examples, the greateﬅ encouragements,—the beﬅ helps, and the greateﬅ obligations to gratitude.—But as religion was not to work upon men by way of force and natural necety, but by moral perſuaon,—which ſets good and evil before them;—ſo that, if men have power to do evil, or chooſe the good, and will abuſe it, this cannot be avoided;—not only religion, but even reaſon itſelf, muﬅ necearily imply a freedom of choice; and all the beings in the world which have it, were created free to ﬅand or free to fall:—and therefore men that will not be wrought upon by this way of addreſs, muﬅ expe, and be contented, to feel the ﬅroke of that rod which is prepared for the back of fools, oft-times in this world, but undoubtedly in the next, from the hands of a righteous governor, who will ﬁnally render to every man according to his works.—


  Becauſe this ſentence is not always executed ſpeedily, is the wiſe man’s account of the general licentiouſneſs which prevailed through the race of mankind,—ſo early as his days; and we may allow it a place, amongﬅ the many other fatal cauſes of deprivation in our own;—a few of which I all beg leave to add to this explication of the wiſe man’s; ſubjoining a few praical cautions in relation to each, as I go along.—


  To begin with Solomon’s account in the text,—that becauſe ſentence againﬅ an evil work is not executed ſpeedily, therefore the hearts of the ſons of men are fully ſet in them to do evil.—


  It ſeems ſomewhat hard to underﬅand the conſequence why men ould grow more deſperately wicked,—becauſe God is merciful and gives them ſpace to repent;—this is no natural eﬀe,—nor does the wiſe man intend to innuate, that the goodneſs and long-ſuﬀering of God is the cauſe of the wickedneſs of man, by a dire eﬃcacy to harden nners in their courſe.—But the ſcope of his diſcourſe is this, Becauſe a vicious man eſcapes at preſent, he is apt to draw falſe concluons from it, and, from the delay of God’s puniments in this life, either to conceive them at ſo remote a diﬅance, or perhaps ſo uncertain, that, though he has ſome doubtful miſgivings of the future, yet he hopes, in the main, that his fears are greater than his danger;—and, from obſerving ſome of the worﬅ of men both live and die without any outward teﬅimony of God’s wrath,—draws from thence ſome ﬂattering ground of encouragement for himſelf, and, with the wicked in the pſalm, ſays in his heart, Tu? I all never be caﬅ down, there all no harm happen unto me:—as if it was neceary, if God is to puni at all, that he muﬅ do it preſently;—which, by the way, would rather ſeem to beſpeak the rage and fury of an incenſed party, than the determination of a wiſe and patient judge,—who reſpites puniment to another ﬅate, declaring for the wiſeﬅ reaſons, this is not the time for it to take place in,—but that he has appointed a day for it, wherein he will judge the world in righteouſneſs, and make ſuch unalterable diﬅinions betwixt the good and bad,—as to render his future judgment a full vindication of his juﬅice.—


  That mankind have ever made an ill uſe of this forbearance, is, and I fear will ever be, the caſe:—and St. Peter, in his deſcription of the ſcoﬀers in the latter days, who, he tells us, all walk after their own luﬅs (the worﬅ of all charaers), he gives the ſame ſad ſolution of what ould be their unhappy encouragement;—for that they would ſay,—Where is the promiſe [where is the threatening or declaration of ἡ επαγζελὶα] of his coming,—for nce the fathers fell aeep, all things continue as they were from the beginning of the creation;—that is, the world goes on in the ſame uninterrupted courſe, where all things fall alike to all without any interpotion from above,—or any outward token of divine diſpleaſure:—upon this ground, “Come ye,” ſay they, as the prophet repreſents them, “I will fetch wine, and we will ﬁll ourſelves with ﬅrong drink: and to-morrow all be as this day, and much more abundant.”


  Now, if you conder, you will ﬁnd, that all this falſe way of reaſoning doth ariſe from that groſs piece of ſelf-ﬂattery, that ſuch do imagine God to be like themſelves,—that is, as cruel and revengeful as they are,—and they preſently think, if a fellow-creature oﬀended them at the rate that nners are ſaid to oﬀend God, and they had as much power in their hands to puni and torture them as he has, they would be ſure to execute it ſpeedily;—but becauſe they ſee God does it not, therefore they conclude that all the talk of God’s anger againﬅ vice, and his future puniment of it,—is mere talk, calculated for the terror of old women and children.—Thus ſpeak they peace to their ſouls, when there is no peace;—for though a nner, (which the wiſe man adds by way of caution after the text,)—for though a nner do evil a hundred times, and his days be prolonged upon the earth,—yet ſure I know, that it all be well with them that fear God,—but all not be well with the wicked.—Upon which argument, the Pſalmiﬅ, ſpeaking in the name of God,—uſes this remonﬅrance to one under this fatal miﬅake which has mied thouſands;—Theſe things thou didﬅ, and I kept lence:—And it ſeems this lence was interpreted into conſent;—for it follows,—and thou thoughteﬅ I was altogether ſuch a one as thyſelf.—But the Pſalmiﬅ adds, how ill he took this at men’s hands, and that they ould not know the diﬀerence between the forbearance of nners,—and his negle of their ns;—but I will reprove thee, and ſet them in order before thee.—Upon the whole of which, he bids them be better adviſed, and conder, leﬅ while they forget God, he pluck them away, and there be none to deliver them.—


  Thus much for the ﬁrﬅ ground and cauſe which the text gives, why the hearts of the ſons of men are ſo fully ſet in them to do evil; upon which I have only one or two cautions to add—That, in the ﬁrﬅ place, we frequently deceive ourſelves in the calculation that ſentence all not be ſpeedily executed. By ſad experience, vicious and debauched men ﬁnd this matter to turn out very diﬀerent in praice from their expeations in theory: God having ſo contrived the nature of things throughout the whole ſyﬅem of moral duties, that every, vice, in ſome meaſure, ould immediately revenge itſelf upon the doer; that falſehood, and unfair dealing ends in diﬅruﬅ and dionor;—that drunkenneſs and debauchery ould weaken the thread of life, and cut it ſo ort that the tranſgreor all not live out half his days; that pride ould be followed by mortiﬁcations; extravagance by poverty and diﬅreſs; that the revengeful and malicious ould be the greateﬅ tormentor of himſelf, the perpetual diﬅurbance of his own mind being ſo immediate a chaﬅiſement, as to verify what the wiſe man ſays upon it, That, as the merciful man does good to his own ſoul, ſo he that is cruel troubleth his own ﬂe.


  In all which caſes there is a puniment independent of theſe, and that is, the puniment which a man’s own mind takes upon itſelf, from the remorſe of doing what is wrong.—Prima eﬅ hæc ultio,—this is the ﬁrﬅ revenge which (whatever other puniments he may eſcape) is ſure to follow cloſe upon his heels, and haunts him whereſoever he goes:—for whenever a man commits a wilful bad aion,—he drinks down poiſon, which though it may work owly, will work ſurely, and give him perpetual pains and heart-aches,—and if no means be uſed to expel it, will deﬅroy him at laﬅ.—So that, notwithﬅanding that ﬁnal ſentence of God is not executed ſpeedily in exa weight and meaſure,—there is nevertheleſs a ſentence executed, which a man’s own conſcience pronounces againﬅ him;—and every wicked man, I believe, feels as regular a proceſs within his own breaﬅ commenced againﬅ himſelf, and ﬁnds himſelf as much accuſed, and as evidently and impartially condemned for what he has done amiſs, as if he had received ſentence before the moﬅ awful tribunal;—which judgment of conſcience, as it can be looked upon in no other light but as an anticipation of that righteous and unalterable ſentence which will be pronounced hereafter, by that Being to whom he is ﬁnally to give an account of his aions—I cannot conceive the ﬅate of his mind under any charaer than of that anxious doubtfulneſs deſcribed by the prophet,—That the wicked are like the troubled ſea, when it cannot reﬅ, whoſe waters caﬅ up mire and ﬁlth.


  A ſecond caution againﬅ this uniform ground of falſe hope, in ſentence not being executed ſpeedily, will ariſe from this conderation,—That in our vain calculation of this diﬅant point of retribution, we generally reſpite it to the day of judgment; and as that may be a thouſand or ten thouſand years oﬀ, it proportionably leens the terror.—To reify this miﬅake, we ould ﬁrﬅ conder that the diﬅance of a thing no way alters the nature of it.—2dly, That we are deceived in this diﬅant proſpe, not condering that however far oﬀ we may ﬁx it in this belief, that in fa it is no farther oﬀ from every man than the day of his own death.—And how certain that day is, we need not ſurely be reminded:—’Tis the certainty of the matter, and of an event which will as ſurely come to paſs, as that the ſun all riſe to-morrow morning, that ould enter as much into our calculations, as if it was hanging over our heads.—For though in our fond imaginations, we dream of living many years upon the earth; how unexpeedly are we ſummoned from it?—How oft, in the ﬅrength of our age, in the midﬅ of our projes,—when we are proming ourſelves the eaſe of many years?—how oft at that very time, and in the height of this imagination, is the decree ſealed, and the commandment gone forth to call us into another world?—


  This may ſuﬃce for the examination of this one great cauſe of the corruption of the world;—from whence I ould proceed, as I purpoſed, to an inquiry after ſome other unhappy cauſes which have a are in this evil.—But I have taken up ſo much more of your time in this than I ﬁrﬅ intended,—that I all defer what I have to ſay to the next occaon, and put an end to this diſcourſe, by an anſwer to a queﬅion often aſked, relatively to this argument, in prejudice of Chriﬅianity, which cannot be more ſeaſonably anſwered than in a diſcourſe at this time;—and that is,—Whether the Chriﬅian religion has done the world any ſervice in reforming the lives and morals of mankind,—which ſome, who pretend to have condered the preſent ﬅate of vice, ſeem to doubt of?—This objeion I, in ſome meaſure, have anticipated in the beginning of this diſcourſe,—and what I have to add to that argument is this,—that as it is impoble to decide the point by evidence of fas, which at ſo great a diﬅance cannot be brought together and compared,—it muﬅ be decided by reaſon, and the probability of things; upon which iue, one might appeal to the moﬅ profeed deiﬅ, and truﬅ him to determine,—whether the lives of thoſe who are ſet looſe from all obligations,—but thoſe of conveniency,—can be compared with thoſe who have been bleﬅ with the extraordinary light of a religion?—and whether ſo juﬅ and holy a religion as the Chriﬅian, which ſets reﬅraints even upon our thoughts,—a religion which gives us the moﬅ engaging ideas of the perfeions of God,—at the ſame time that it imprees the moﬅ awful ones of his majeﬅy and power;—a Being rich in mercies, but if they are abuſed, terrible in his judgments;—one conﬅantly about our ſecret paths,—about our beds;—who ſpieth out all our ways,—noticeth all our aions, and is ſo pure in his nature, that he will puni even the wicked imaginations of the heart, and has appointed a day wherein he will enter into this inquiry, and execute judgment according as we have deſerved.


  If either the hopes or fears, the paons or reaſon of men are to be wrought upon at all, ſuch principles muﬅ have an eﬀe, though, I own, very far ort of what a thinking man ould expe from ſuch motives.


  No doubt, there is great room for amendment—in the Chriﬅian world,—and the profeors of our holy religion may in general be ſaid to be a very corrupt and bad generation of men,—condering what reaſons and obligations they have to be better.—Yet ﬅill I aﬃrm, if thoſe reﬅraints were leened,—the world would be inﬁnitely worſe; and therefore we cannot ſuﬃciently bleſs and adore the goodneſs of God, for theſe advantages brought by the coining of Chriﬅ—which God grant that we may live to be more deſerving of;—that, in the laﬅ day, when he all come again to judge the world, we may riſe to life immortal. Amen.
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  SERMON VII.


  Truﬅ in God.


  SERMON VII.


  
    Psalm xxxvii. 3.


    Put thou thy truﬅ in the Lord.

  


  WHOEVER ſeriouy reﬂes upon the ﬅate and condition of man, and looks upon that dark de of it, which repreſents his life as open to ſo many cauſes of trouble;—when he ſees how often he eats the bread of aﬄiion, and that he is born to it as naturally as the ſparks ﬂy upwards;—that no rank or degrees of men are exempted from this law of our beings;—but that all, from the high cedar of Libanus to the humble rub upon the wall, are ook in their turns by numberleſs calamities and diﬅrees;—when one ts down, and looks upon this gloomy de of things, with all the ſorrowful changes and chances which ſurround us, at ﬁrﬅ ght, would not one wonder how the ſpirit of a man could bear the inﬁrmities of his nature, and what it is that ſupports him, as it does, under the many evil accidents which he meets with in his paage through the valley of tears?—Without ſome certain aid within us to bear us up, ſo tender a frame as ours would be but ill-ﬁtted to encounter what generally befals it in this rugged journey: and accordingly we ﬁnd that we are ſo curiouy wrought by an all-wiſe hand with a view to this, that, in the very compotion and texture of our nature, there is a remedy and provion left againﬅ moﬅ of the evils we ſuﬀer;—we being ſo ordered, that the principle of ſelf-love, given us for preſervation, comes in here to our aid, by opening a door of hope, and, in the worﬅ emergencies, ﬂattering us with a belief that we all extricate ourſelves, and live to ſee better days.


  This expeation, though, in fa, it no way alters the nature of the croſs accidents to which we lie open, or does at all pervert the courſe of them, yet impoſes upon the ſenſe of them, and like a ſecret ſpring in a well-contrived machine, though it cannot prevent, at leaﬅ it counterbalances the preure, and ſo bears up this tottering, tender frame under many a violent ock and hard joﬅling, which, otherwiſe, would unavoidably overwhelm it. Without ſuch an inward reſource, from an inclination which is natural to man, to truﬅ and hope for redreſs in the moﬅ deplorable conditions, his ﬅate in this life would be, of all creatures, the moﬅ miſerable.—When his mind was either wrung with aﬄiion, or his body lay tortured with the gout or ﬅone, did he think that, in this world, there ould be no reſpite to his ſorrow?—Could he believe the pains he endured would continue equally intenſe,—without remedy,—without intermion?—With what deplorable lamentation would he langui out his day!—and how ſweet, as Job ſays, would the clods of the valley be to him?—But ſo ſad a perſuaon, whatever grounds there may be ſometimes for it, ſcarce ever gets full poeon of the mind of man, which, by nature, ﬅruggles againﬅ deſpair: ſo that, whatever part of us ſuﬀers, the darkeﬅ mind inﬅantly uers in this relief to it,—points out to hope, encourages to build, though on a ſandy foundation, and raiſes an expeation in us, that things will come to a fortunate iue.—And, indeed, it is ſomething ſurpring to conder the ﬅrange force of this paon;—what wonders it has wrought in ſupporting men’s ſpirits in all ages, and under ſuch inextricable diﬃculties, that they have ſometimes hoped, as the Apoﬅle exprees it, even againﬅ hope,—againﬅ all likelihood;—and have looked forwards with comfort under misfortunes, when there has been little or nothing to favor ſuch an expeation.


  This ﬂattering propenty in us, which I have here repreſented, as it is built upon one of the moﬅ deceitful of human paons—(that is)—ſelf-love, which at all times inclines us to think better of ourſelves and conditions than there is ground for;—how great ſoever the relief is, which a man draws from it at preſent, it too often diſappoints in the end, leaving him to go on his way ſorrowing,—mourning,—as the prophet ſays, that his hope is loﬅ.—So that, after all, in our ſeverer trials, we ﬅill ﬁnd a necety of calling in ſomething to aid this principle, and dire it ſo that it may not wander with this uncertain expeation of what may never be accomplied, but ﬁx itſelf upon a proper obje of truﬅ and reliance, that is able to fulﬁl our deres, to hear our cry, and to help us.—The paon of hope, without this, though in ﬅraits a man may ſupport his ſpirits for a time with a general expeation of better fortune, yet, like a ip toed without a pilot upon a troubleſome ſea, it may ﬂoat upon the ſurface for a while, but is never—never likely to be brought to the haven where it would be. To accompli this, reaſon and religion are called in at length, and join with nature in exhorting us to hope; but to hope in God, in whoſe hands are the iues of life and death, and without whoſe knowledge and permion we know that not a hair of our heads can fall to the ground. Strengthened with this anchor of hope, which keeps us ﬅeadfaﬅ when the rains deſcend and the ﬂoods come upon us, however the ſorrows of a man are multiplied, he bears up his head, looks towards Heaven with conﬁdence, waiting for the ſalvation of God: he then builds upon a rock, againﬅ which the gates of hell cannot prevail.—He may be troubled, it is true, on every de, but all not be diﬅreed—perplexed, yet not in deſpair:—though he walks through the valley of the adow of death, even then he fears no evil; this rod and this ﬅaﬀ comfort him.


  The virtue of this had been ſuﬃciently tried by David, and had, no doubt, been of uſe to him in the courſe of a life full of aﬄiions; many of which were ſo great, that he declares that he ould verily have fainted under the ſenſe and apprehenon of them, but that he believed to ſee the goodneſs of the Lord in the land of the living.—He believed!—How could he do otherwiſe? He had all the conviion that reaſon and inſpiration could give him, that there was a Being in whom every thing concurred which could be the proper obje of truﬅ and conﬁdence,—power to help,—and goodneſs always to incline him to do it. He knew this inﬁnite Being, though his dwelling was ſo high,—that his glory was above the heavens, yet humbled himſelf to behold the things that are done in heaven and earth:—that he was not an idle and diﬅant ſpeator of what paed there, but that he was a preſent help in time of trouble:—that he bowed the heavens, and came down to overrule the courſe of things: delivering the poor and him that was in miſery, from him that was too ﬅrong for him; lifting the mple out of his diﬅreſs, and guarding him by his providence, ſo that no man ould do him wrong; that neither the Sun ould ſmite him by day, neither the Moon by night.—Of this, the Pſalmiﬅ had ſuch evidence from his obſervation on the life of others, with the ﬅrongeﬅ conviion, at the ſame time, which a long life, full of perſonal deliverances, could give; all which taught him the value of the leon in the text, from which he had received ſo much encouragement himſelf, that he tranſmits it for the beneﬁt of the whole race of mankind after him, to ſupport them, as it had done him, under the aﬄiions which befel him.


  Truﬅ in God; as if he had ſaid, Whoſoever thou art that all hereafter fall into any ſuch ﬅraits or troubles as I have experienced, learn by my example where to ſeek for ſuccour:—truﬅ not in princes, nor in any child of man, for there is no help in them:—the ſons of men, who are of low degree, are vanity, and are not able to help thee:—men of high degree are a lie, too often deceive thy hopes, and will not help thee:—but thou, when thy ſoul is in heavineſs, turn thy eyes from the earth, and look up towards heaven, to that inﬁnitely kind and powerful Being, who neither umbereth nor eepeth; who is a preſent help in time of trouble:—deſpond not, and ſay within thyſelf—why his chariot-wheels ﬅay ſo long?—and why he vouchſafeth thee not a ſpeedy relief?—but arm thyſelf in thy misfortunes with patience and fortitude; truﬅ in God, who ſees all thoſe conﬂis under which thou laboureﬅ, who knows thy neceties afar oﬀ, and puts all thy tears into his bottle; who ſees every careful thought and penve look, and hears every gh and melancholy groan thou uttereﬅ.


  In all thy exigencies, truﬅ and depend on him; nor ever doubt but he, who heareth the cry of the fatherleſs, and defendeth the cauſe of the widow, if it is juﬅ, will hear thine, and either lighten thy burden, and let thee go free; or, which is the ſame, if that ſeems not meet, by adding ﬅrength to thy mind, to enable thee to ſuﬅain what he has ſuﬀered to be laid upon thee.


  Whoever recolles the particular pſalms ſaid to be compoſed, by this great man, under the ſeveral diﬅrees and croſs accidents of his life, will perceive the juﬅice of this paraphraſe, which is agreeable to the ﬅrain of reaſoning which runs through,—which is little elſe than a recolleion of his own words and thoughts upon thoſe occaons, in all which he appears to have been no leſs gnal in his aﬄiions than in his piety, and in that goodneſs of ſoul which he diſcovers under them.—I ſaid, the reﬂeions upon his own life and providential eſcapes which he had experienced, had had a are in forming theſe religious ſentiments of truﬅ in his mind, which had ſo early taken root, that when he was going to ﬁght the Philiﬅine,—when he was but a youth and ﬅood before Saul,—he had already learned to argue in this manner:—Let no man’s heart fail him;—thy ſervant kept his father’s eep, and there came a lion and a bear, and took a lamb out of the ﬂock, and I went out after him, and ſmote him, and delivered it out of his mouth; and when he aroſe againﬅ me, I caught him by the beard, and ſmote him, and ew him;—thy ſervant ew both the lion and the bear, and this uncircumciſed Philiﬅine will be as one of them; for the Lord, who delivered me out of the paw of the lion, and out of the paw of the bear, he will alſo deliver me out of his hand.—


  The concluon was natural, and the experience which every man has had of God’s former loving kindneſs and proteion to him, either in dangers or diﬅreſs, does unavoidably engage him to think in the ſame ﬅrain. It is obſervable that the apoﬅle St. Paul encouraging the Corinthians to bear with patience the trials incident to human nature, reminds them of the deliverances that God did formerly vouchſafe to him, and his fellow-labourers, Gaius and Ariﬅarchus; and on that ground, builds a rock of encouragement for future truﬅ and dependance on him. His life had been in very great jeopardy at Epheſus, where he had like to have been brought out to the theatre to be devoured by wild beaﬅs, and, indeed, had no human means to avert, and conſequently to eſcape it; and therefore he tells them, that he had this advantage by it, that the more he believed he ould be put to death, the more he was engaged by his deliverance, never to depend on any worldly truﬅ, but only on God, who can reſcue from the greateﬅ extremity, even from the grave and death itſelf.—For we would not, brethren, ſays he, have you ignorant of our trouble, which came to us in Aa, that we were preed out of meaſure above our ﬅrength, inſomuch that we deſpaired even of life:—but we had the ſentence of death in ourſelves that we ould not truﬅ in ourſelves, but in God, who raiſeth the dead, who delivered us from ſo great a death, and doth deliver, and in whom we truﬅ that he will ﬅill deliver us.


  And, indeed, a ﬅronger argument cannot be brought for future truﬅ, than the remembrance of paﬅ proteion;—for what ground or reaſon can I have to diﬅruﬅ the kindneſs of that perſon who has always been my friend and benefaor?


  On whom can I better rely for aﬅance in the day of my diﬅreſs, than on him who ﬅood by me in all mine aﬄiion?—and, when I was at the brink of deﬅruion, delivered me out of all my troubles? Would it not be highly ungrateful, and reﬂe either upon his goodneſs or his ſuﬃciency, to diﬅruﬅ that providence which has always had a watchful eye over me? and who, according to his gracious promiſes, will never leave me, nor forſake me, and who, in all my wants, in all my emergencies, has been abundantly more willing to give, than I to aſk it? If the former and the latter rain have hitherto deſcended upon the earth in due ſeaſon, and ſeed-time and harveﬅ have never yet failed; why ould I fear famine in the land, or doubt, but that he who feedeth the raven, and providently catereth for the ſparrow, ould likewiſe be my comfort? How unlikely is it that ever he ould ſuﬀer his truth to fail? This train of reﬂeion, from the conderation of paﬅ mercies, is ſuitable and natural to all mankind:—there being no one, who by calling to mind God’s kindnees, which have been ever of old, but will ſee cauſe to apply the argument to himſelf.


  And though, in looking back upon the events which have befallen us, we are apt to attribute too much to the arm of ﬂe, in recounting the more ſucceſsful parts of them; ſaying,—My wiſdom, my parts, and addreſs, extricated me from this misfortune;—my foreght and penetration ſaved me from a ſecond;—my courage, and the mightineſs of my ﬅrength, carried me through a third.—However we are accuﬅomed to talk in this manner,—yet whoever coolly ts down and reﬂes upon the many accidents (though very improperly called ſo) which have befallen him in the courſe of his life,—when he conders the many amazing turns in his favor,—ſometimes in the moﬅ unproming caſes,—and often brought about by the moﬅ unlikely cauſes;—when he remembers the particular providences which have gone along with him,—the many perſonal deliverances which have preſerved him,—the unaccountable manner in which he has been enabled to get through diﬃculties, which on all des beſet him, at one time of his life, or the ﬅrength of mind he found himſelf endowed with, to encounter aﬄiions which fell upon him at another period: where is the man, I ſay, who looks back with the leaﬅ religious ſenſe, upon what has thus happened to him, who could not give you ſuﬃcient proofs of God’s power, and his arm over him, and recount ſeveral caſes wherein the God of Jacob was his help, and the Holy One of Iſrael his redeemer?


  Haﬅ thou ever laid upon the bed of languiing, or laboured under a grievous diﬅemper which threatened thy life? Call to mind thy ſorrowful and penve ſpirit at that time; and to add to it, who it was that had mercy on thee, that brought thee out of darkneſs and the adow of death, and made all thy bed in thy ckneſs.—


  Hath the ſcantineſs of thy condition hurried thee into great ﬅraits and diﬃculties, and brought thee almoﬅ to diﬅraion?—Conder who it was that ſpread thy table in that wilderneſs of thought,—who was it made thy cup to overﬂow,—who added a friend of conſolation to thee, and thereby ſpake peace to thy troubled mind.—Haﬅ thou ever ſuﬅained any conderable damage in thy ﬅock or trade?—Bethink thyſelf who it was that gave thee a ſerene and contented mind under thoſe loes.—If thou haﬅ recovered,—conder who it was that repaired thoſe breaches,—when thy own ſkill and endeavours failed:—call to mind whoſe providence has bleed them nce,—whoſe hand it was that has nce ſet a hedge about thee, and made all that thou haﬅ done to proſper.—Haﬅ thou ever been wounded in thy more tender part, through the loſs of an obliging huſband?—or haﬅ thou been torn away from the embraces of a dear and proming child, by his unexpeed death?—


  O conder, whether the God of truth did not approve himſelf a father to thee when fatherleſs,—or a huſband to thee, when a widow,—and has either given thee a name better than of ſons and daughters, or even beyond thy hope, made thy remaining tender branches to grow up tall and beautiful, like the cedars of Libanus.


  Strengthened by theſe conderations, ſuggeﬅing the ſame or like paﬅ deliverances, either to thyſelf,—thy friends or acquaintance,—thou wilt learn this great leon in the text, in all thy exigencies and diﬅrees,—to truﬅ God; and whatever befals thee in the many changes and chances of this mortal life, to ſpeak comfort to thy ſoul, and to ſay in the words of Habakkuk the prophet, with which I conclude.—


  Although the ﬁg-tree all not bloom, neither all fruit be in the vines;—although the labour of the olive all fail, and the ﬁelds all yield no meat;—although the ﬂock all be cut oﬀ from the fold, and there all be no herd in the ﬅalls; yet we will rejoice in the Lord, and joy in the God of our ſalvation.


  To whom be all honor and glory, now and for ever. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON VIII.


  SERMON VIII.


  
    Exodus xxi. 14.


    But if a man come preſumptuouy upon his neighbour, to ay him with guile; thou all take him from my altar, that he may die.

  


  AS the end and happy reſult of ſociety was our mutual proteion from the depredations which malice and avarice lay us open to,—ſo have the laws of God laid proportionable reﬅraints againﬅ ſuch violations as would defeat us of ſuch a ſecurity.—Of all other attacks which can be made againﬅ us,—that of a man’s life which is his all,—being the greateﬅ,—the oﬀence, in God’s diſpenſation to the Jews, was denounced as the moﬅ heinous,—and repreſented as moﬅ unpardonable.—At the hand of every man’s brother will I require the life of man.—Whoſo eddeth man’s blood, by man all his blood be ed.—Ye all take no ſatisfaion for the life of a murderer;—he all ſurely be put to death.—So ye all not pollute the land wherein ye are,—for blood deﬁleth the land;—and the land cannot be cleanſed of blood that is ed therein, but by the blood of him that ed it.—For this reaſon, by the laws of all civilized nations, in all parts of the globe, it has been punied with death.—


  Some civilized and wiſe communities have ſo far incorporated theſe ſevere diſpenſations into their municipal laws, as to allow of no diﬅinion betwixt murder and homicide,—at leaﬅ in the penalty:—leaving the intentions of the ſeveral parties concerned in it to that Being who knows the heart, and will adjuﬅ the diﬀerences of the caſe hereafter.—This falls, no doubt, heavy upon particulars—but it is urged for the beneﬁt of the whole.—It is not the buneſs of a preacher to enter into an examination of the grounds and reaſons for ſo ſeeming a ſeverity.—Where moﬅ ſevere,—they have proceeded, no doubt, from an exceſs of abhorrence of a crime,—which is, of all others, moﬅ terrible and ocking in its own nature,—and the moﬅ dire attack and ﬅroke at ſociety;—as the ſecurity of a man’s life was the ﬁrﬅ proteion of ſociety,—the ground-work of all the other blengs to be dered from ſuch a compa.—Thefts,—oppreons,—exaions, and violences of that kind, cut oﬀ the branches;—this ſmote the root:—all peried with it—the injury irreparable.—No after-a could make amends for it:—What recompence can he give to a man in exchange for his life?—What ſatisfaion to the widow,—the fatherleſs—to the family,—the friends,—the relations,—cut oﬀ from his proteion,—and rendered perhaps deﬅitute,—perhaps miſerable for ever!—


  No wonder that, by the law of nature,—this crime was always purſued with the moﬅ extreme vengeance;—which made the barbarians to judge, when they ſaw St. Paul upon the point of dying a ſudden and terrifying death,—No doubt this man is a murderer; who, though he has eſcaped the ſea, yet vengeance ſuﬀereth not to live.—


  The cenſure there was ra and uncharitable; but the honeﬅ deteﬅation of the crime was uppermoﬅ.—They ſaw a dreadful puniment,—they thought:—and in ſeeing the one, they ſuſpeed the other.—And the vengeance which had overtaken the holy man, was meant by them, the vengeance and puniment of the Almighty Being, whoſe providence and honor were concerned in purſuing him, from the place he had ﬂed from, to that iand.


  The honor and authority of God is moﬅ evidently ﬅruck at, moﬅ certainly, in every ſuch crime,—and therefore he would purſue it;—it being the reaſon, in the ninth of Genes, upon which the prohibition of murder is grounded for in the image of God created he man;—as if to attempt the life of a man had ſomething in it peculiarly daring and audacious;—not only ocking as to its conſequence above all other crimes, but of perſonal violence and indignity againﬅ God, the author of our life and death.—That it is the higheﬅ a of injuﬅice to man, and which will admit of no compenſation,—I have ſaid.—But the depriving a man of life, does not comprehend the whole of his ſuﬀering; he may be cut oﬀ in an unprovided or diſordered condition, with regard to the great account betwixt himſelf and his Maker.—He may be under the power of irregular paons and deres.—The beﬅ of men are not always upon their guard.—And I am ſure we have all reaſon to join in that aﬀeing part of our Litany,—That, amongﬅ other evils,—God would deliver us from ſudden death;—that we may have ſome foreght of that period to compoſe our ſpirits,—prepare our accounts,—and put ourſelves in the beﬅ poﬅure we can to meet it;—for, after we are moﬅ prepared,—it is a terror to human nature.—


  The people of ſome nations are ſaid to have a peculiar art in poiſoning by ow and gradual advances.—In this caſe, however horrid,—it ſavours of mercy with regard to our ſpiritual ﬅate;—for the ſenble decays of nature which a ſuﬀerer muﬅ feel within him from the ſecret workings of the horrid drug—give warning, and ew that mercy which the bloody hand that comes upon his neighbour ſuddenly, and ays him with guile,—has denied him.—It may ſerve to admoni him of the duty of repentance, and to make his peace with God, whilﬅ he had time and opportunity.—The ſpeedy execution of juﬅice, which, as our laws now ﬅand, and which were intended for that end, muﬅ ﬅrike the greater terror upon that account.—Short as the interval between ſentence and death is,—it is long, compared to the caſe of the murdered.—Thou allowedﬅ the man no time,—ſaid the judge to a late criminal, in a moﬅ aﬀeing manner; thou allowedﬅ him not a moment to prepare for eternity;—and to one who thinks at all,—it is, of all reﬂeions and ſelf-accuſation, the moﬅ heavy and inſurmountable,—That by the hand of violence, a man in a perfe ﬅate of health,—whilﬅ he walks out in perfe ſecurity, as he thinks, with his friends;—perhaps whilﬅ he is eeping ſoundly,—to be hurried out of the world by the aan,—by a ſudden ﬅroke,—to ﬁnd himſelf at the bar of God’s juﬅice, without notice and preparation for his trial,—’tis moﬅ horrible!


  Though he be really a good man, (and it is to be hoped God makes merciful allowances in ſuch caſes,)—yet it is a terrifying conderation at the beﬅ;—and, as the injury is greater,—there are alſo very aggravating circumﬅances relating to the perſon who commits this a.—As when it is the eﬀe, not of a ra and ſudden paon, which ſometimes diſorders and confounds reaſon for a moment,—but of a deliberate and propenſe degn or malice.—When the ſun not only goes down, but riſes upon his wrath;—when he eeps not—till he has ﬅruck the ﬅroke;—when, after he has had time and leiſure to recolle himſelf,—and conder what he is going to do;—when, after all the checks of conſcience,—the ﬅruggles of humanity,—the recoilings of his own blood, at the thoughts of edding another man’s—he all perﬅ ﬅill,—and reſolve to do it.—Merciful God! prote us—from doing or ſuﬀering ſuch evils.—Bleed be thy name and providence, which ſeldom or ever ſuﬀers it to eſcape with impunity.—In vain does the guilty ﬂatter himſelf with hopes of ſecreſy or impunity: the eye of God is always upon him.—Whither can he ﬂy from his preſence!—By the immenty of his nature, he is preſent in all places:—by the inﬁnity of it, to all times;—by his omniſcience, to all thoughts, words, and aions of men.—By an emphatical phraſe in Scripture, the blood of the innocent is ſaid to cry to heaven from the ground for vengeance;—and it was for this reaſon, that he might be brought to juﬅice, that he was debarred the beneﬁt of any aſylum and the cities of refuge.—For the elders of his city all ſend and fetch him thence, and deliver him into the hand of the avenger of blood,—and their eye ould not pity him.


  The text ſays,—Thou alt take him from my altar that he may die.—It had been a very ancient imagination, that for men guilty of this and other horrid crimes,—a place held ſacred, as dedicated to God, was a refuge and proteion to them from the hands of juﬅice.—The law of God cuts the tranſgreor oﬀ from all deluve hopes of this kind;—and I think the Romi church has very little to boaﬅ of in the ſanuaries which e leaves open for this and other crimes and irregularities—Sanctuaries which are often the ﬁrﬅ temptations to wickedneſs, and therefore bring the greater ſcandal and dionour to her that authoriſes their pretenons.—


  Every obﬅruion of the courſe of juﬅice,—is a door opened to betray ſociety, and bereave us of thoſe blengs which it has in view.—To ﬅand up for the privileges of ſuch places, is to invite men to ll with a bribe of impunity.—It is a ﬅrange way of doing honor to God, to ſcreen aions which are a diſgrace to humanity.—


  What Scripture and all civilized nations teach concerning the crime of taking away another man’s life,—is applicable to the wickedneſs of a man’s attempting to bereave himſelf of his own.—He has no more right over it,—than over that of others:—and whatever falſe gloes have been put upon it by men of bad heads or bad hearts,—it is at the bottom a complication of cowardice, and wickedneſs, and weakneſs;—is one of the fataleﬅ miﬅakes deſperation can hurry a man into;—inconﬅent with all the reaſoning and religion of the world, and irreconcileable with that patience under aﬄiions,—that regnation and ſubmion to the will of God in all ﬅraits which is required of us.—But if our calamities are brought upon ourſelves by a man’s own wickedneſs,—ﬅill has he leſs to urge,—leaﬅ reaſon has he to renounce the proteion of God—when he moﬅ ﬅands in need of it, and of his mercy.—


  But as I intend the ſubje of ſelf-murder for my diſcourſe next Sunday,—I all not anticipate what I have to ſay, but proceed to conder ſome other caſes, in which the law relating to the life of our neighbour is tranſgreed in diﬀerent degrees.—All which are generally ſpoken of under the ſubje of murder,—and condered by the beﬅ caſuiﬅs as a ſpecies of the ſame,—and in juﬅice to the ſubje cannot be paed here.—


  St. John ſays, Whoſoever hateth his brother is a murderer;—it is the ﬁrﬅ ﬅep to this n;—and our Saviour in his ſermon upon the mount, has explained in how many ighter and unſuſpeed ways and degrees,—the command in the law,—Thou alt do no murder, may be oppoſed, if not broken.—All real miſchiefs and injuries maliciouy brought upon a man, to the ſorrow and diﬅurbance of his mind,—eating out the comfort of his life, and ortening his days, are this n in diſguiſe;—and the grounds of the Scripture expreng it with ſuch ſeverity is,—that the beginnings of wrath and malice,—in event, often extend to ſuch great and unforeſeen eﬀes, as were we foretold them,—we ould give ſo little credit to, as to ſay,—Is thy ſervant a dog, that he ould do this thing?—And though theſe beginnings do not necearily produce the worﬅ, (God forbid they ould!) yet they cannot be committed without theſe evil ſeeds are ﬁrﬅ ſown:—As Cain’s cauſeleſs anger, (as Dr. Clarke obſerves) againﬅ his brother,—to which the apoﬅle alludes—ended in taking away his life;—and the beﬅ inﬅruors teach us, that, to avoid a n, we muﬅ avoid the ﬅeps and temptations which lead to it.—


  This ould warn us to free our minds from all tinure of avarice, and dere after what is another man’s.—It operates the ſame way,—and has terminated too oft in the ſame crime.—And it is the great excellency of the Chriﬅian religion,—that it has an eye to this in the ﬅreſs laid upon the ﬁrﬅ ſprings of evil in the heart;—rendering us accountable not only for our words,—but the thoughts themſelves,—if not checked in time, but ſuﬀered to proceed further than the ﬁrﬅ motions of concupiſcence.


  Ye have heard, therefore, ſays our Saviour, that it was ſaid by them of old time,—Thou alt not kill;—but I ſay unto you,—whoſoever is angry with his brother without a cauſe, all be in danger of the judgment;—and whoſoever all ſay to his brother, Raca,—all be in danger of the council;—but whoſoever all ſay, “thou fool,”—all be in danger of hell-ﬁre.—The interpretation of which I all give you in the words of a great ſcripturiﬅ, Dr. Clarke,—and is as follows:—That the three gradations of crimes are an alluon to the three diﬀerent degrees of puniment, in the three courts of judicature amongﬅ the Jews.—And our Saviour’s meaning was,—that every degree of n, from its ﬁrﬅ conception to its outrage,—every degree of malice and hatred, all receive from God a puniment proportionable to the oﬀence. Whereas the old law, according to the Jewi interpretation, extended not to theſe things at all,—forbade only murder and outward injuries.—Whoſoever all ſay, “thou fool,” all be in danger of hell-ﬁre.—The ſenſe of which is not that, in the ﬅri and literal acceptation, every ra and paonate expreon all be punied with eternal damnation;—(for who then would be ſaved?)—but that at the exa account at the judgment of the great day, every ſecret thought and intent of the heart all have its juﬅ eﬅimation and weight in the degrees of puniment, which all be agned to every one in his ﬁnal ﬅate.


  There is another ſpecies of this crime which is ſeldom taken notice of in diſcourſes upon the ſubje,—and yet can be reduced to no other claſs:—And that is, where the life of our neighbour is ortened,—and often taken away as direly as by a weapon, by the empirical ſale of noﬅrums and quack medicines,—which ignorance and avarice blend.—The loud tongue of ignorance impudently promiſes much,—and the ear of the ck is open.—And as many of theſe pretenders deal in edge tools; too many, I fear, peri with the miſapplication of them.—


  So great are the diﬃculties of tracing out the hidden cauſes of the evils to which this frame of ours is ſubje,—that the moﬅ candid of the profeon have ever allowed and lamented how unavoidably they are in the dark.—So that the beﬅ medicines, adminiﬅered with the wiſeﬅ heads,—all often do the miſchief they were intended to prevent.—Theſe are misfortunes to which we are ſubje in this ﬅate of darkneſs;—but when men without ſkill,—without education,—without knowledge either of the diﬅemper, or even of what they ſell,—make merchandize of the miſerable,—and, from a dioneﬅ principle,—triﬂe with the pains of the unfortunate,—too often with their lives,—and from the mere motive of a dioneﬅ gain,—every ſuch inﬅance of a perſon bereft of life by the hand of ignorance, can be condered in no other light than a branch of the ſame root.—It is murder in the true ſenſe;—which, though not cognizable by our laws,—by the laws of right, every man’s own mind and conſcience muﬅ appear equally black and deteﬅable.—


  In doing what is wrong,—we ﬅand chargeable with all the bad conſequences which ariſe from the aion, whether foreſeen or not.—And as the principal view of the empyric in thoſe caſes is not what he always pretends,—the good of the public,—but the good of himſelf,—it makes the aion what it is.—


  Under this head, it may not be improper to comprehend all adulterations of medicines, wilfully made worſe through avarice.—If a life is loﬅ by ſuch wilful adulterations,—and it may be aﬃrmed, that, in many critical turns of an acute diﬅemper, there is but a ngle caﬅ left for the patient,—the trial and chance of a ngle drug in his behalf; and if that has wilfully been adulterated and wilfully deſpoiled of its beﬅ virtues,—what will the vender anſwer?—


  May God grant we may all anſwer well for ourſelves, that we may be ﬁnally happy. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON IX.


  Sanity of the Apoﬅles.


  SERMON IX.


  
    Matthew xi. 6.


    Bleed is he, that all not be oﬀended in me.

  


  THE general prejudices of the Jewi nation concerning the royal ﬅate and condition of the Saviour, who was to come into the world, was a ﬅone of ﬅumbling, and a rock of oﬀence, to the greateﬅ part of that unhappy and prepoeed people, when the promiſe was aually fulﬁlled. Whether it was altogether the traditions of their fathers, or that the rapturous expreons of their prophets, which repreſented the Meah’s ſpiritual kingdom in ſuch extent of power and dominion, mied them into it; or that their own carnal expeations turned wilful interpreters upon them, inclining them too look for nothing but the wealth and worldly grandeur which were to be acquired under their deliverer:—whether theſe, or that the ſyﬅem of temporal blengs helped to cheri them in this groſs and covetous expeation, it was one of the great cauſes for their rejeing him. “This fellow, we know not from whence he is,” was the popular cry of one part:—and they who ſeemed to know whence he was, ſcornfully turned it againﬅ him by the repeated quere,—Is not this the carpenter, the ſon of Mary, the brother of James and Joſes, and of Juda and Simon?—and are not his ﬅers here with us? And they were oﬀended at him. So that, though it was prepared by God to be the glory of his people Iſrael, yet the circumﬅances of humility, in which he was manifeﬅed, were thought a ſcandal to them. Strange!—that he who was born their king, ould be born of no other virgin than Mary, the meaneﬅ of their people; (for he hath regarded the low eﬅate of his handmaiden), and of one of the pooreﬅ too: for e had not a lamb to oﬀer, but was puriﬁed, as Moſes direed in ſuch a caſe, by the oblation of a turtle-dove; that the Saviour of their nation, whom they expeed to be uered amidﬅ them with all the engns and apparatus of royalty, ould be brought forth in a ﬅable, and anſwerable to diﬅreſs; ſubjeed all his life to the loweﬅ conditions of humanity:—that whilﬅ he lived, he ould not have a hole to put his head in, nor his corpſe in, when he died; but his grave too muﬅ be the gift of charity. Theſe were thwarting conderations to thoſe who waited for the redemption of Iſrael, and looked for it in no other ape, than the accompliment of thoſe golden dreams of temporal power and ſovereignty, which had ﬁlled their imaginations. The ideas were not to be reconciled; and ſo inſuperable an obﬅacle was the prejudice on one de, to their belief on the other, that it literally fell out, as Simeon prophetically declared of the Meah, that he was ſet forth for the fall, as well as the ring again, of many in Iſrael.


  This, though it was the cauſe of their inﬁdelity, was however no excuſe for it. For whatever their miﬅakes were, the miracles which were wrought in contradiion to them, brought conviion enough to leave them without excuſe; and bedes it was natural for them to have concluded, had their prepoeons given them leave,—that he who fed ﬁve thouſand with ﬁve loaves and two ﬁes, could not want power to be great; and therefore needed not to appear in the condition of poverty and meanneſs, had it not, on other ſcores, been more needful to confront the pride and vanity of the world, and to ew his followers what the temper of Chriﬅianity was, by the temper of its ﬁrﬅ inﬅitutor; who, though they were oﬀered, and he could have commanded them, deſpiſed the glories of the world:—took upon him the form of a ſervant; and though equal with God, yet made himſelf of no reputation, that he might ſettle, and be the example of, ſo holy and humble a religion, and thereby convince his diſciples for ever, that neither his kingdom, nor their happineſs, were to be of this world. Thus the Jews might have ealy argued; but when there was nothing but reaſon to do it with on one de, and ﬅrong prejudices, backed with intereﬅ, to maintain the diſpute, upon the other,—we do not ﬁnd the point is always ſo ealy determined. Although the purity of our Saviour’s dorine, and the mighty works he wrought in its ſupport, were demonﬅratively ﬅronger arguments for his divinity, than, the unreſpeed lowlineſs of his condition could be againﬅ it;—yet the prejudice continued ﬅrong;—they had been accuﬅomed to temporal promiſes;—ſo bribed to do their duty, they could not endure to think of a religion that would not promiſe, as much as Moſes did, to ﬁll their baſket, and ſet them high above all nations:—a religion whoſe appearance was not great and ſplendid,—but looked thin and meagre;—and whoſe principles and promiſes,—like the curſes of their law, called for ſuﬀerings, and promiſed perſecutions.


  If we take this key along with us through the New Teﬅament, it will let us into the ſpirit and meaning of many of our Saviour’s replies in his conferences with his diſciples and others of the Jews;—ſo particularly in this place, Matthew, vi. when John had ſent two of his diſciples to enquire, Whether it was he that ould come, or that they were to look for another? Our Saviour, with a particular eye to this prejudice, and the general ſcandal he knew had riſen againﬅ his religion upon this worldly account, after a recital to the meengers of the many miracles he had wrought; as that—the blind received their ght, the lame walked, the lepers were cleanſed, the dead raiſed;—all which charaers, with their benevolent ends, fully demonﬅrated him to be the Meah that was promiſed them;—he cloſes up his anſwer to them with the words of the text,—and bleed is he that all not be oﬀended in me;—Bleed is the man whoſe upright and honeﬅ heart will not be blinded by worldly conderations, or hearken to his luﬅs and prepoeons in a truth of this moment. The like benediion is recorded in the ſeventh chapter of St. Luke, and in the xth of St. John;—when Peter broke out in that warm confeon of their belief,—Lord, we believe, We are ſure that thou art Chriﬅ, the ſon of the living God. The ſame benediion is uttered, though couched in diﬀerent words,—Bleed art thou, Simon Barjona; for ﬂe and blood has not revealed it, but my Father which is in heaven. Fle and blood, the natural workings of this carnal dere, the luﬅ and love of the world, have had no hand in this conviion of thine; but my Father, and the works which I have wrought in his name, in vindication of this faith, have eﬅablied thee in it, againﬅ which the gates of hell all not prevail.


  This univerſal ruling principle, and almoﬅ invincible attachment to the intereﬅs and glories of the world, which we ſee ﬁrﬅ made ſo powerful a ﬅand againﬅ the belief of Chriﬅianity, has continued to have as ill an eﬀe, at leaﬅ, upon the praice of it ever nce; and therefore there is no one point of wiſdom, that is of a nearer importance to us, than to purify this groſs appetite, and reﬅrain it within bounds, by lowering our high conceit of the things of this life, and our concern for thoſe advantages which mied the Jews. To judge juﬅly of the world, we muﬅ ﬅand at a due diﬅance from it, which will diſcover to us the vanity of its riches and honors in ſuch true dimenons, as will engage us to behave ourſelves towards them with moderation. This is all that is wanting to make us wiſe and good; that we may be left to the full inﬂuence of religion, to which Chriﬅianity ſo far conduces, that it is the great bleng, the peculiar advantage, we enjoy under its inﬅitution, that it aﬀords us not only the moﬅ excellent precepts of this kind, but alſo it ews us thoſe precepts conﬁrmed by moﬅ excellent examples. A heathen philoſopher may talk very elegantly about deſping the world, and, like Seneca, may preſcribe very ingenious rules to teach us an art he never exerciſed himſelf: for all the while he was writing in praiſe of poverty, he was enjoying a great eﬅate, and endeavouring to make it greater. But if ever we hope to reduce thoſe rules to praice, it muﬅ be by the help of religion.—If we would ﬁnd men who, by their lives, bore witneſs to their dorines, we muﬅ look for them amongﬅ the as and monuments of our church, amongﬅ the ﬁrﬅ followers of their cruciﬁed Maﬅer; who ſpoke with authority, becauſe they ſpoke experimentally, and took care to make their words good, by deſping the world, and voluntarily accounting all things in it loſs, that they might win Chriﬅ.—O holy and bleed apoﬅles! bleed were ye indeed,—for ye conferred not with ﬂe and blood,—for ye were not oﬀended in him through any conderations of this world; ye conferred not with ﬂe and blood, neither with its ſnares and temptations.—Neither the pleaſures of life or the pains of death laid hold upon your faith, to make you fall from him.—Ye had your prejudices of worldly grandeur in common with the reﬅ of your nation; ſaw, like them, your expeations blaﬅed; but ye gave them up, as men governed by reaſon and truth.—As ye ſurrendered all your hopes in this world to your faith with fortitude, ſo did ye meet the terrors of the world with the ſame temper.—Neither the frowns and diſcountenance of the civil powers, neither tribulation, or diﬅreſs, or perſecution, or cold, or nakedneſs, or famine, or the ſword, could ſeparate from you the love of Chriﬅ.—Ye took up your croes cheerfully, and followed him; followed the ſame rugged way—trod the wine-preſs after him; voluntarily ſubmitting yourſelves to poverty, to puniment, to the ſcorn and the reproaches of the world, which ye knew were to be the portion of all of you who engaged in preaching a myﬅery ſo ſpoken againﬅ by the world, ſo unpalatable to all its paons and pleaſures, and ſo irreconcilable to the pride of human reaſon.—So that ye were, as one of ye expreed, and all of ye experimentally found, though ye were made as the ﬁlth of the world, and the oﬀ-ſcouring of all things, upon this account; yet ye went on as zealouy as ye ſet out.—Ye were not oﬀended nor aamed of the goſpel of Chriﬅ;—wherefore ould ye?—The impoﬅor and hypocrite might have been aamed;—the guilty would have found cauſe for it;—ye had no cauſe, though ye had temptation.—Ye preached but what ye knew, and your honeﬅ and upright hearts gave evidence,—the ﬅrongeﬅ,—to the truth of it; for ye left all, ye ſuﬀered all, ye gave all, that your ncerity had left you to give. Ye gave your lives, at laﬅ, as pledges and conﬁrmations of your faith and warmeﬅ aﬀeion for your Lord. Holy and bleed men! ye gave all, when, alas! our cold and frozen aﬀeion will part with nothing for his ſake, not even with our vices and follies, which are worſe than nothing; for they are vanity, and miſery, and death.—


  The ﬅate of Chriﬅianity calls not now for ſuch evidences, as the apoﬅles gave of their attachment to it. We have, literally ſpeaking, neither houſes, nor lands, nor poeons, to forſake;—we have neither wives or children, or brethren, or ﬅers, to be torn from;—no rational pleaſure or natural endearments to give up.—We have nothing to part with, but what is not our intereﬅ to keep—our luﬅs and paons.—We have nothing to do for Chriﬅ’s ſake, but what is moﬅ for our own; that is, to be temperate, and chaﬅe, and juﬅ, and peaceable, and charitable, and kind, to one another.—So that, if man could ſuppoſe himſelf in a capacity even of capitulating with God, concerning the terms upon which he would ſubmit to his government, and to chooſe the Jews he would be bound to obſerve in teﬅimony of his faith, it were impoble for him to make any propoſals which, upon all accounts, ould be more advantageous to his intereﬅs, than thoſe very conditions to which we are already obliged; that is, to deny ourſelves ungodlineſs, to live ſoberly and righteouy in this preſent life, and lay ſuch reﬅraints upon our appetites as for the honor of human nature, the improvement of our happineſs, our health, our peace, our reputation, and ſafety. When one conders this repreſentation of the temporal inducements of Chriﬅianity, and compares it with the diﬃculties and diſcouragements which they encountered who ﬁrﬅ made profeon of a perſecuted and hated religion; at the ſame time that it raiſes the idea of the fortitude and ſanity of theſe holy men, of whom the world is not worthy, it ſadly diminies that of Ourſelves, which, though it has all the blengs of this life apparently on its de to ſupport it, yet can ſcarce be kept alive;—and if we may form a judgment from the little ﬅock of religion which is left, ould God ever exa the ſame trials, unleſs we greatly alter for the better, or there ould prove ſome ſecret charm in perſecution, which we know not of.—It is much to be doubted, if the Son of man ould make this proof, of this generation, whether there would be found faith upon the earth.


  As this argument may convince us, ſo let it ame us unto virtue, that the admirable examples of thoſe holy men may not be left us, or commemorated by us, to no end;—but rather that they may anſwer the pious purpoſe of their inﬅitution,—to conform our lives to theirs,—that, with them, we may be partakers of a glorious inheritance, through Jeſus Chriﬅ our Lord. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON X.


  Penances.


  SERMON X.


  
    1 John v. 3.


    And his commandments are not grievous.

  


  NO,—they are not grievous, my dear auditors.—Amongﬅ the many prejudices which, at one time or other, have been conceived againﬅ our holy religion, there is ſcarce any one which has done more dionor to Chriﬅianity, or which has been more oppote to the ſpirit of the goſpel, than this, in expreſs contradiion to the words of the text, “That the commandments of God are grievous,”—that the way which leads to life is not only ﬅraight, for that our Saviour tells us, and that with much tribulation we all ſeek it;—but that Chriﬅians are bound to make the worﬅ of it, and tread it barefoot upon thorns and briers, if ever they expe to arrive happily at their journey’s end.—And, in courſe, during this diſaﬅrous pilgrimage, it is our duty ſo to renounce the world, and abﬅra ourſelves from it, as neither to interfere with its intereﬅs, or taﬅe any of the pleaſures or any of the enjoyments of this life.—


  Nor has this been conﬁned merely to ſpeculation, but has frequently been extended to praice, as is plain, not only from the lives of many legendary ſaints and hermits, whoſe chief commendation ſeems to have been, “That they ﬂed unnaturally from all commerce with their fellow-creatures, and then mortiﬁed, and piouy half-ﬅarved themſelves to death”—but likewiſe from the many auﬅere and fantaﬅic orders which we ſee in the Romi church, which have all owed their origin and eﬅabliment to the ſame idle and extravagant opinion.


  Nor is it to be doubted, but the aﬀeation of ſomething like it in our Methodiﬅs, when they deſcant upon the necety of alienating themſelves from the world, and ſelling all that they have, is not to be aſcribed to the ſame miﬅaken enthuaﬅic principle, which would caﬅ ſo black a ade upon religion, as if the kind Author, of it had created us on purpoſe to go mourning all our lives long, in ſackcloth and aes, and ſent us into the world as ſo many ſaint-errants, in queﬅ of adventures full of ſorrow and aﬄiion.


  Strange force of enthuaſm!—and yet not altogether unaccountable. For what opinion was there ever ſo odd, or aion ſo extravagant, which has not, at one time or other, been produced by ignorance,—conceit,—melancholy?—a mixture of devotion, with an ill concurrence of air and diet, operating together in the ſame perſon. When the minds of men happen to be thus unfortunately prepared, whatever groundleſs dorine riſes up, and ſettles itſelf, ﬅrongly upon their fancies, has generally the ill-luck to be interpreted as an illumination from the ſpirit of God;—and whatever ﬅrange aion they ﬁnd in themſelves a ﬅrong inclination to do, that impulſe is concluded to be a call from heaven; and, conſequently, that they cannot err in executing it.


  If this, or ſome ſuch account, was not to be admitted, how is it poble to be conceived, that Chriﬅianity, which breathed out nothing but peace and comfort to mankind, which profeedly took oﬀ the ſeverities of the Jewi law, and was given us in the ſpirit of meekneſs, to eaſe our oulders of a burden which was too heavy for us:—that this religion, ſo kindly calculated for the eaſe and tranquillity of man, which enjoins nothing but what is ſuitable to his nature, ould be ſo miſunderﬅood; or that it ould ever be ſuppoſed, that he who is inﬁnitely happy, could envy us our enjoyments; or that a Being, inﬁnitely kind, would grudge a mournful paenger a little reﬅ and refrement, to ſupport his ſpirits through a weary pilgrimage; or that he ould call him to an account hereafter, becauſe, in his way, he had haﬅily ſnatched at ſome fugacious and innocent pleaſures, till he was ſuﬀered to take up his ﬁnal repoſe.—This is no improbable account, and the many invitations we ﬁnd in Scripture to a grateful enjoyment of the blengs and advantages of life, make it evident.—The Apoﬅle tells us in the text, That God’s commandments are not grievous.—He has pleaſure in the proſperity of his people, and wills not that they ould turn tyrants and executioners upon their minds or bodies, and inﬂi pains and penalties on them to no end or purpoſe—that he has propoſed peace and plenty, joy and viory, as the encouragement and portion of his ſervants; thereby inﬅruing us, that our virtue is not necearily endangered by the fruition of outward things; but that temporal blengs and advantages, inﬅead of extinguiing, more naturally kindle our love and to God, before whom it is no way inconﬅent both to worip and rejoice.


  If this was not ſo, why, you’ll ſay, does God ſeem to have made ſuch provion for our happineſs?—Why has he given us ſo many powers and faculties for enjoyment, and adapted ſo many objes to gratify and entertain them?—Some of which he has created ſo fair, with ſuch wonderful beauty, and has formed them ſo exquitely for this end, that they have power, for a time, to charm away the ſenſe of pain, to cheer up the dejeed heart under poverty and ckneſs, and make it go and remember its miſeries no more. Can all this, you’ll ſay, be reconciled to God’s wiſdom, which does nothing in vain; or can it be accounted for on any other ſuppotion, but that the Author of our being, who has given us all things richly to enjoy, wills us a comfortable exiﬅence even here, and ſeems moreover ſo evidently to have ordered things with a view to this, that the ways which lead to our future happineſs, when rightly underﬅood, he has made to be ways of pleaſantneſs, and all her paths peace?


  From this repreſentation of things, we are led to this demonﬅrative truth, then, that God never intended to debar man of pleaſures under certain limitations.


  Travellers, on a buneſs of the laﬅ and moﬅ important concern, may be allowed to pleaſe their eyes with the natural and artiﬁcial beauties of the country they are pang through, without reproach of forgetting the main errand they were ſent upon;—and if they are not led out of their road by a variety of proſpes, ediﬁces, and ruins, would it not be a ſenſeleſs piece of ſeverity to ut their eyes againﬅ ſuch gratiﬁcations?—For who has required ſuch ſervice at their hands?


  The humouring of certain appetites, where morality is not concerned, ſeems to be the means by which the Author of nature intended to ſweeten this journey of life, and bear us up under the many ocks and hard joﬅlings which we are ſure to meet with in our way.—And a man might, with as much reaſon, muﬄe up himſelf againﬅ ſunine and fair weather, and at other times expoſe himſelf naked to the inclemencies of cold and rain, as debar himſelf of the innocent delights of his nature, for aﬀeed reſerve and melancholy.


  It is true, on the other hand, our paons are apt to grow upon us by indulgence, and become exorbitant, if they are not kept under exa diſcipline; that, by way of caution and prevention, ’twere better, at certain times, to aﬀe ſome degree of needleſs reſerve, than hazard any ill conſequences from the other extreme.


  But when almoﬅ the whole of religion is made to conﬅ in the pious fooleries of penances and ſuﬀerings, as is praiſed in the church of Rome (did no other evil attend it), yet, nce it is putting religion upon a wrong ſcent, placing it more in theſe than in inward purity and integrity of heart, one cannot guard too much againﬅ this, as well as all other ſuch abuſes of religion, as make it to conﬅ in ſomething which it ought not. How ſuch mockery became a part of religion at ﬁrﬅ, or upon what motives they were imagined to be ſervices acceptable to God, is hard to give a better account of than what was hinted above;—namely, that men of melancholy and moroſe tempers, conceiving the Deity to be like themſelves, a gloomy, diſcontented, and ſorrowful being, believed he delighted, as they did, in ſplenetic and mortifying aions, and therefore made their religious worip to conﬅ of chimeras as wild and barbarous as their own dreams and vapours.


  What ignorance and enthuaſm at ﬁrﬅ introduced—now tyranny and impoﬅure continue to ſupport. So that the political improvement of theſe deluons to the purpoſes of wealth and power, is made one of the ﬅrongeﬅ pillars which upholds the Romi religion; which, with all its pretences to a more ﬅri mortiﬁcation and ſanity, when you examine it minutely, is little elſe than a mere pecuniary contrivance. And the trueﬅ deﬁnition you can give of popery—is,—that it is a ſyﬅem put together and contrived to operate upon men’s weaknees and paons—and thereby to pick their pockets, and leave them in a ﬁt condition for its arbitrary degns.


  And, indeed, that church has not been wanting in gratitude for the good oﬃces of this kind, which the dorine of penances has done them; for, in conderation of its ſervices, they have raiſed it above the level of moral duties, and have at length complimented it into the number of their ſacraments, and made it a neceary point of ſalvation.


  By theſe and other tenets, no leſs politic and inquitional,—popery has found out the art of making men miſerable in ſpite of their ſenſes, and the plenty with which God has bleed them.


  So that in many countries where popery reigns,—but eſpecially in that part of Italy where e has raiſed her throne,—though, by the happineſs of its ſoil and climate, it is capable of producing as great variety and abundance as any country upon earth;—yet ſo ſucceſsful have its ſpiritual direors been in the management and retail of theſe blengs, that they have found means to allay, if not entirely to defeat, them all, by one pretence or other. Some bitterneſs is oﬃciouy ſqueezed into every man’s cup for his ſoul’s health, till, at length, the whole intention of nature and providence is deﬅroyed. It is not ſurpring that where ſuch unnatural ſeverities are praiſed and heightened by other hardips, the moﬅ fruitful land ould be barren, and wear a face of poverty and deſolation; or that many thouſands, as have been obſerved, ould ﬂy from the rigours of ſuch a government, and ſeek elter rather amongﬅ rocks and deſerts, than lie at the mercy of ſo many unreaſonable taſk-makers, under whom they can hope for no other reward of their induﬅry, but rigorous avery, made ﬅill worſe by the tortures of unneceary mortiﬁcations.—I ſay unneceary, becauſe where there is a virtuous and good end propoſed from any ſober inﬅance of ſelf-denial and mortiﬁcation,—God forbid we ould call them unneceary, or that we ould diſpute againﬅ a thing—from the abuſe to which it has been put;—and, therefore, what is ſaid in general upon this head, will be underﬅood to reach no farther than where the praice is become a mixture of fraud and tyranny, but will no ways be interpreted to extend to thoſe ſelf-denials which the diſcipline of our holy church dires at this ſolemn ſeaſon; which have been introduced by reaſon and good ſenſe at ﬁrﬅ, and have nce been applied to ſerve no purpoſes, but thoſe of religion. Theſe by reﬅraining our appetites for a while, and withdrawing our thoughts from groer objes, do, by a mechanical eﬀe, diſpoſe us for cool and ſober reﬂeions, incline us to turn our eyes inwards upon ourſelves, and conder what we are, and what we have been doing;—for what intent we were ſent into the world, and what kind of charaers we were degned to a in it.


  It is neceary that the mind of man, at ſome certain periods, ould be prepared to enter into this account; and without ſome ſuch diſcipline, to check the inſolence of unreﬅrained appetites, and call home the conſcience,—the ſoul of man, capable as it is of brightneſs and perfeion, would nk down to the loweﬅ depths of darkneſs and brutality. However true this is, there ﬅill appears no obligation to renounce the innocent delights of our beings, or to aﬀe a ſullen diﬅaﬅe againﬅ them. Nor, in truth, can even the ſuppotion of it be well admitted:—for pleaſures aring from the free and natural exerciſe of the faculties of the mind and body, to talk them down, is like talking againﬅ the frame and mechaniſm of human nature, and would be no leſs ſenſeleſs than the diſputing againﬅ the burning of ﬁre, or falling downwards of a ﬅone. Bedes this, man is ſo contrived, that he ﬅands in need of frequent repairs;—both mind and body are apt to nk and grow unaive under long and cloſe attention; and, therefore, muﬅ be reﬅored by proper recruits. Some part of our time may doubtleſs innocently and lawfully be employed in aions merely diverting; and whenever ſuch indulgences become criminal, it is ſeldom the nature of the aions themſelves, but the exceſs which makes them ſo.


  But ſome one may here aſk,—By what rule are we to judge of exceſs in theſe caſes? If the enjoyment of the ſame ſort of pleaſures may be either innocent or guilty, according to the uſe and abuſe of them,—how all we be certiﬁed where the boundaries lie?—or be ſpeculative enough to know how far we may go with ſafety?—I anſwer, there are very few who are not caſuiﬅs enough to make a right judgment in this point. For nce one principal reaſon, why God may be ſuppoſed to allow pleaſure in this world, ſeems to be for the refrement and recruit of our ſouls and bodies, which like clocks muﬅ be wound up at certain intervals, every man underﬅands ſo much of the frame and mechaniſm of himſelf, to know how and when to unbend himſelf with ſuch relaxations as are neceary to regain his natural vigour and cheerfulneſs, without which it is impoble he ould either be in a diſpotion or capacity to diſcharge theſe ſeveral duties of his life. Here then the partition becomes vible.


  Whenever we pay this tribute to our appetites, any further than is ſuﬃcient for the purpoſes for which it was ﬁrﬅ granted, the aion proportionably loſes ſome are of its innocence. The ſurpluſage of what is unnecearily ſpent on ſuch occaons, is ſo much of the little portion of our time negligently ſquandered, which, in prudence, we ould apply better; becauſe it was allotted us for more important uſes, and a diﬀerent account will be required of it at our hands hereafter.


  For this reaſon, does it not evidently follow,—that many aions and purſuits, which are irreproachable in their own natures, may be rendered blameable and vicious, from this ngle conderation, “That they have made us waﬅeful of the moments of this ort and uncertain fragment of life, which ould be almoﬅ one of our laﬅ prodigalities, nce of them all the leaﬅ retrieveable.” Yet how often is deveron, inﬅead of amuſement and relaxation, made the art and buneſs of life itſelf? Look round,—what policy and contrivance is every day put in praice, for pre-engaging every day in the week, and parcelling out every hour of the day for one idleneſs or another,—for doing nothing, or ſomething worſe than nothing; and that with ſo much ingenuity, as ſcarce to leave a minute upon their hands to reproach them.—Though we all complain of the ortneſs of life,—yet how many people ſeem quite overﬅocked with the days and hours of it, and are continually ſending out into the highways and ﬅreets of the city for gueﬅs to come and take it oﬀ their hands. If ſome of the more diﬅreſsful objes of this kind were to t down and write a bill of their time, though partial as that of the unjuﬅ ﬅeward, when they found in reality, that the whole ſum of it, for many years, amounted to little more than this,—that they had roſe up to eat,—to drink,—to play,—and had laid down again, merely becauſe they were ﬁt for nothing elſe:—when they looked back and beheld this fair ſpace, capable of ſuch heavenly improvements,—all ſcrawled over and defaced with a ſucceon of ſo many unmeaning cyphers,—good God!—how would they be aamed and confounded at the account.


  With what reﬂeions will they be able to ſupport themſelves in the decline of a life ſo miſerably caﬅ away,—ould it happen, as it ſometimes does,—that they have ﬅood idle even unto the eleventh hour?—We have not always power, and are not always in a temper, to impoſe upon ourſelves.—When the edge of appetite is worn down, and the ſpirits of youthful days are cooled, which hurried us on in a circle of pleaſure and impertinence,—then reaſon and reﬂeion will have the weight which they deſerve;—aﬄiions, or the bed of ckneſs, will ſupply the place of conſcience;—and if they ould fail,—old age will overtake us at laﬅ,—and ew us the paﬅ purſuits of life—and force us to look upon them in their true point of view. If there is any thing more to caﬅ a cloud upon ſo melancholy a proſpe as this ews us,—it is ſurely the diﬃculty and hazard of having all the work of the day to perform in the laﬅ hour;—of making an atonement to God, when we have no ſacriﬁce to oﬀer him, but the dregs and inﬁrmities of thoſe days, when we could have no pleaſure in them.


  How far God may be pleaſed to accept ſuch late and imperfe ſervices, is beyond the intention of this diſcourſe. Whatever ﬅreſs ſome may lay upon it, a death-bed repentance is but a weak and ender plank to truﬅ our all upon. Such as it is;—to that, and God’s inﬁnite mercies, we commit them, who will not employ that time and opportunity he has given to provide a better ſecurity.


  That we may all make a right uſe of the time allotted us,—God grant, through the merits of his Son Jeſus Chriﬅ. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON XI.


  On Enthuaſm.


  SERMON XI.


  
    St. John xv. 5.


    —For without me, ye can do nothing.

  


  OUR Saviour, in the former part of the verſe, having told his diſciples,—That he was the vine, and that they were only branches;—intimating, in what a degree their good fruits, as well as the ſucceſs of all their endeavours, were to depend upon his communications with them;—he cloſes the illuﬅration with the inference from it, in the words of the text,—For without me, ye can do nothing.—In the eleventh chapter to the Romans, where the manner is explained in which a Chriﬅian ﬅands by faith,—there is a like illuﬅration made uſe of, and probably with an eye to this—where St. Paul inﬅrus us,—that a good man ﬅands as the branch of a wild olive does, when it is grafted into a good olive-tree;—and that is,—it ﬂouries not through its own virtue, but in virtue of the root,—and ſuch a root as is naturally not its own.


  It is very remarkable in that paage,—that the Apoﬅle calls a bad man a wild olive tree;—not barely a branch (as in the other caſe), but a tree,—which, having a root of its own, ſupports itſelf, and ﬅands in its own ﬅrength, and brings forth its own fruit.—And ſo does every bad man in reſpe of the wild and ſour fruit of a vicious and corrupt heart.—According to the reſemblance,—if the apoﬅle intended it,—he is a tree,—has a root of his own,—and fruitfulneſs, ſuch as it is, with a power to bring it forth without help. But in reſpe of religion, and the moral improvements of virtue and goodneſs,—the apoﬅle calls us, and reaſon tell us, we are no more than a branch; and all our fruitfulneſs, and all our ſupport,—depend ſo much upon the inﬂuence and communications of God,—that without him we can do nothing,—as our Saviour declares in the text.—There is ſcarce any point in our religion wherein men have run into ſuch violent extremes as in the ſenſes given to this, and ſuch-like declarations in Scripture,—of our ſuﬃciency being of God;—ſome underﬅanding them ſo, as to leave no meaning at all in them;—others,—too much:—the one interpreting the gifts and inﬂuences of the ſpirit, ſo as to deﬅroy the truth of all ſuch promiſes and declarations in the goſpel;—the other carrying their notions of them ſo high, as to deﬅroy the reaſon of the goſpel itſelf,—and render the Chriﬅian religion, which conﬅs of ſober and conﬅent dorines,—the moﬅ intoxicated,—the moﬅ wild and unintelligible inﬅitution that ever was in the world.


  This being premiſed, I know not how I can more ſeaſonably engage your attention this day, than by a ort examination of each of theſe errors;—in doing which, as I all take ſome pains to reduce both the extremes of them to reaſon,—it will necearily lead me, at the ſame time, to mark the ſafe and true dorine of our church, concerning the promiſed inﬂuences and operations of the ſpirit of God upon our hearts;—which, however depreciated through the ﬁrﬅ miﬅake,—or boaﬅed of beyond meaſure through the ſecond,—muﬅ nevertheleſs be ſo limited and underﬅood,—as, on one hand, to make the goſpel of Chriﬅ conﬅent with itſelf,—and, on the other, to make it conﬅent with reaſon and common ſenſe.


  If we conder the many expreſs declarations, wherein our Saviour tells his followers, before his cruciﬁxion,—That God would ſend his ſpirit the comforter amongﬅ them, to ſupply, his place in their hearts;—and, as in the text,—that without him, they could do nothing;—If we conceive them as ſpoken to his diſciples, with an immediate view to the emergencies they were under, from their natural incapacities of ﬁniing the great work lie had left them, and building upon that large foundation he had laid,—without ſome extraordinary help and guidance to carry them through,—no one can diſpute that evidence and conﬁrmation which was after given of its truth;—as our Lord’s diſciples were illiterate men, conſequently unſkilled in the arts and acquired ways of perſuaon.—Unleſs this want had been ſupplied,—the ﬁrﬅ obﬅacle to their labours muﬅ have diſcouraged and put an end to them for ever.—As they had no language but their own, without the gift of tongues they could not have preached the goſpel except in Judaea;—and as they had no authority of their own,—without the ſupernatural one of gns and wonders,—they could not vouch for the truth of it beyond the limits where it was ﬁrﬅ tranſaed.—In this work doubtleſs all their ſuﬃciency and power of aing was immediately from God;—his holy ſpirit, as he had promiſed them, ſo it gave them a mouth and wiſdom which all their adverſaries were not able to gainſay or reﬅ.—So that without him,—without theſe extraordinary gifts, in the moﬅ literal ſenſe of the words, they could do nothing.—But bedes this plain application of the text to thoſe particular perſons and times, when God’s ſpirit was poured down in that gnal manner held ſacred to this day,—there is ſomething in them to be extended further, which Chriﬅians of all ages, and I hope of all denominations, have ﬅill a claim and truﬅ in,—and that is, the ordinary aﬅance and inﬂuences of the ſpirit of God in our hearts, for moral and virtuous improvements;—theſe, both in their natures as well as intentions, being altogether diﬀerent from the others above-mentioned conferred upon the diſciples of our Lord.—The one were miraculous gifts,—in which the endowed perſon contributed nothing, which advanced human nature above itſelf, and raiſed all its projeile ſprings above their fountains; enabling them to ſpeak and a ſuch things, and in ſuch manner, as was impoble for men not inſpired and preternaturally upheld.—In the other caſe? the helps ſpoken of were the inﬂuences of God’s ſpirit, which upheld us from falling below the dignity of our nature:—that divine aﬅance which graciouy kept us from falling, and enabled us to perform the holy profeons of our religion.—Though theſe are equally called ſpiritual gifts,—they are not, as in the ﬁrﬅ caſe, the entire works of the ſpirit,—but the calm co-operations of it with our own endeavours; and are ordinarily what every ncere and well-diſpoſed Chriﬅian has reaſon to pray for, and expe from the ſame fountain of ﬅrength,—who has promiſed to give his holy ſpirit to them that aſk it.


  From this point, which is the true dorine of our church,—the two parties begin to divide both from it and each other,—each of them equally miſapplying theſe paages of Scripture, and wreﬅing them to extremes equally pernicious.—


  To begin with the ﬁrﬅ; of whom ould you enquire the explanation and meaning of this or of other texts,—wherein the aﬅance of God’s grace and holy ſpirit is implied as neceary to ſanify our nature, and enable us to ſerve and pleaſe God?—They will anſwer,—that no doubt all our parts and abilities are the gifts of God,—who is the original author of our nature,—and, of conſequence, of all that belongs thereto. That as by him we live, and move, and have our being,—we muﬅ in courſe depend upon him for all our aions whatſoever,—nce we muﬅ depend upon him even for our life, and for every moment of its continuance.—That from this view of our ﬅate and natural dependance, it is certain, and they will ſay,—We can do nothing without his help.—But then they will add,—that it concerns us no farther as chriﬅians, than as we are men;—the ſanity of our lives, the religious habits and improvements of our hearts, in no other ſenſe depending upon God, than the moﬅ indiﬀerent of our aions, or the natural exerciſe of any of the other powers he has given us.—Agreeably with this,—that the ſpiritual gifts ſpoken of in Scripture, are to be underﬅood by way of accommodation, to gnify the natural or acquired gifts of a man’s mind; ſuch as memory, fancy, wit, and eloquence; which, in a ﬅri and philoſophical ſenſe, may be called ſpiritual;—becauſe they tranſcend the mechanical powers of matter,—and proceed more or leſs from the rational ſoul, which is a ſpiritual ſubﬅance.


  Whether theſe ought, in propriety, to be called ſpiritual gifts, I all not contend, as it ſeems a mere diſpute about words;—but it is enough that the interpretation cuts the knot, inﬅead of untying it; and bedes, explains away all kind of meaning in the above promiſes.—And the error of them ſeems to ariſe, in the ﬁrﬅ place, from not diﬅinguiing that theſe ſpiritual gifts,—if they muﬅ be called ſo,—ſuch as memory, fancy, and wit, and other endowments of the mind, which are known by the name of natural parts, belong merely to us as men;—and whether the diﬀerent degrees, by which we excel each other in them, ariſe from a natural diﬀerence of our ſouls,—or a happier diſpotion of the organical parts of us,—they are ſuch, however, as God originally beﬅows upon us, and with which, in a great meaſure, we are ſent into the world. But the moral gifts of the Holy Ghoﬅ—which are more commonly called the fruits of the ſpirit,—cannot be conﬁned within this deſcription.—We come not into the world equipt with virtues, as we do with talents;—if we did, we ould come into the world with that which robbed virtue of its beﬅ title both to preſent commendation and future reward.—The gift of continency depends not, as theſe aﬃrm, upon a mere coldneſs of the conﬅitution,—or patience and humility from an inſenbility of it; but they are virtues inſenbly wrought in us by the endeavours of our own wills and concurrent inﬂuences of a gracious agent; and the religious improvements aring from thence, are ſo far from being the eﬀes of nature, and a ﬁt diſpotion of the ſeveral parts and organical powers given us,—that the contrary is true;—namely,—that the ﬅream of our aﬀeions and appetites but too naturally carries us the other way.—For this, let any man lay his hand upon his heart, and reﬂe what has paed within him, in the ſeveral conﬂis of meekneſs,—temperance,—chaﬅity, and other ſelf-denials,—and he will need no better argument for his conviion.—


  This hint leads to the true anſwer to the above minterpretation of the text,—That we depend upon God in no other ſenſe for our virtues,—than we necearily do for every thing elſe; and that the fruits of the ſpirit are merely the determinations and eﬀorts of our own reaſon,—and as much our own accompliments, as any other improvements are the eﬀe of our own diligence and induﬅry.


  This account by the way, is oppote to the apoﬅle’s—who tells us,—It is God that worketh in us both to do and will, of his good pleaſure,—It is true,—though we are born ignorant,—we can make ourſelves ſkilful;—we can acquire arts and ſciences by our own application and ﬅudy.—But the caſe is not the ſame in reſpe of goodneſs.—We can acquire arts and ſciences, becauſe we lie under no natural indiſpotion or backwardneſs to that acquirement.—For nature, though it be corrupt, yet ﬅill it is curious, and buſy after knowledge.—But it does not appear, that to goodneſs and ſanity of manners we have the ſame natural propenty.—Luﬅs within, and temptations without; ſet up ſo ﬅrong a confederacy againﬅ it, as we are never able to ſurmount by our own ﬅrength.—However ﬁrmly we may think we ﬅand,—the beﬅ of us are but upheld, and graciouy kept upright; and whenever this divine aﬅance is withdrawn,—or ſuſpended,—all hiﬅory, eſpecially the ſacred, is full of melancholy inﬅances of what man is, when God leaves him to himſelf,—that he is even a thing of nought.


  Whether it was from a conſcious experience of this truth in themſelves,—or ſome traditions handed from the Scripture account of it;—or that it was, in ſome meaſure, deducible from the principles of reaſon,—in the writings of ſome of the wiſeﬅ of the heathen philoſophers, we ﬁnd the ﬅrongeﬅ traces of the perſuaon of God’s aﬅing men to virtue and probity of manners.—One of the greateﬅ maﬅers of reaſoning amongﬅ the ancients acknowledges, that nothing great and exalted can be atchieved, ne divino aﬄatu;—and Seneca, to the ſame purpoſe, nulla mens bona ne deo;—that no ſoul can be good without divine aﬅance.—Now whatever comments may be put upon ſuch paages in their writings,—it is certain thoſe in Scripture can receive no other to be conﬅent with themſelves, than what has been given.—And though, in vindication of human liberty, it is as certain on the other hand,—that education, precepts, examples, pious inclinations, and praical diligence, are great and meritorious advances towards a religious ﬅate;—yet the ﬅate itſelf is got and ﬁnied by God’s grace; and the concurrence of his ſpirit upon tempers thus happily prediſpoſed,—and honeﬅly making uſe of ſuch ﬁt means:—and unleſs thus much is underﬅood from them,—the ſeveral expreons in Scripture, where the oﬃces of the Holy Ghoﬅ conducive to this end, are enumerated;—ſuch as cleanng, guiding, renewing, comforting, ﬅrengthening, and eﬅabliing us,—are a ſet of unintelligible words, which may amuſe, but can convey little light to the underﬅanding.


  This is all I have time left to ſay at preſent upon the ﬁrﬅ error of thoſe, who, by too looſe an interpretation of the gifts and fruits of the ſpirit, explain away the whole ſenſe and meaning of them, and thereby render not only the promiſes, but the comforts of them too, of none eﬀe.—Concerning which error, I have only to add this by way of extenuation of it,—that I belive the great, and un-edifying rout made about ſaniﬁcation and regeneration, in the middle of the laﬅ century,—and the enthuaﬅic extravagances into which the communications of the ſpirit have been carried by ſo many deluded or deluding people in this, are two of the great cauſes which have driven many a ſober man into the oppote extreme, againﬅ which I have argued.—Now if the dread of ſavoring too much of religion in their interpretations has done this ill ſervice,—let us inquire, on the other hand, whether the aﬀeation of too much religion in the other extreme, has not mied others full as far from truth, and further from the reaſon and ſobriety of the goſpel, than the ﬁrﬅ.


  I have already proved by Scripture arguments, that the inﬂuence of the holy ſpirit of God is neceary to render the imperfe ſacriﬁce of our obedience pleang to our Maker.—He hath promiſed to perfe his ﬅrength in our weakneſs.—With this aurance we ought to be ſatisﬁed;—eſpecially nce our Saviour has thought proper to mortify all ſcrupulous inquiries into operations of this kind, by comparing them to the wind, which bloweth where it liﬅeth; and thou heareﬅ the ſound thereof, but canﬅ not tell whence it cometh, or whither it goeth:—ſo is every one that is born of the ſpirit.—Let humble gratitude acknowledge the eﬀe, unprompted by an idle curioty to explain the cauſe.


  We are told, without this aﬅance, we can do nothing;—we are told, from the ſame authority, we can do all through Chriﬅ that ﬅrengthens us.—We are commanded to work out our own ſalvation with fear and trembling. The reaſon immediately follows: for it is God that worketh in you, both to will and to do, of his own good pleaſure.—From theſe, and many other repeated paages, it is evident, that the aﬅances of grace were not intended to deﬅroy, but to cooperate with the endeavours of man,—and are derived from God in the ſame manner as all natural powers.—Indeed, without this interpretation, how could the Almighty addreſs himſelf to man as a rational being?—how could his aions be his own?—how could he be condered as a blameable or rewardable creature?


  From this account of the conﬅent opinions of a ſober-minded Chriﬅian, let us take a view of the miﬅaken enthuaﬅ.—See him oﬅentatiouy clothed with the outward garb of ſanity, to attra the eyes of the vulgar.—See a cheerful demeanor, the natural reſult of an eaſy and ſelf-applauding heart, ﬅudiouy avoided as criminal.—See his countenance overſpread with a melancholy gloom and deſpondence—as if religion, which is evidently calculated to make us happy in this life as well as the next, was the parent of ſullenneſs and diſcontent.—Hear him pouring forth his phariſaical ejaculations on his journey, or in the ﬅreets.—Hear him boaﬅing of extraordinary communications with the God of all knowledge, and at the ſame time oﬀending againﬅ the common rules of his own native language, and the plainer diates of common ſenſe.—Hear him arrogantly thanking his God that he is not as other men are; and, with more than papal uncharitableneſs, very liberally allotting the portion of the damned to every Chriﬅian whom he, partial judge, deems leſs perfe than himſelf—to every Chriﬅian who is walking on in the paths of duty with ſober vigilance, aſpiring to perfeion by progreve attainments, and ſeriouy endeavouring, through a rational faith in his Redeemer, to make his calling and eleion ſure.


  There have been no ſes in the Chriﬅian world, however abſurd, which have not endeavoured to ſupport their opinions by arguments drawn from Scripture, minterpreted or miſapplied.


  We had a melancholy inﬅance of this in our own country, in the laﬅ century, when the church of Chriﬅ, as well as the government, during that period of national confuon, was torn aſunder into various ſes and faions;—when ſome men pretended to have Scripture precepts, parables, or prophecies, to plead in favour of the moﬅ impious abſurdities that falſehood could advance. The ſame ſpirit which prevailed amongﬅ the fanatics, ſeems to have gone forth among theſe modern enthuaﬅs. Faith, the diﬅinguiing charaeriﬅic of a Chriﬅian, is deﬁned by them not as a rational aent of the underﬅanding, to truths which are eﬅablied by indiſputable authority, but as a violent perſuaon of mind, that they are inﬅantaneouy become the children of God; that the whole ſcore of their ns is for ever blotted out, without the payment of one tear of repentance.—Pleang dorine this, to the fears and paons of mankind!—proming fair to gain proſelytes of the vicious and impenitent.


  Pardons and indulgences are the great ſupport of papal power; but theſe modern empirics in religion have improved upon the ſcheme, pretending to have diſcovered an infallible noﬅrum for all incurables, ſuch as will preſerve them for ever.—And notwithﬅanding we have inﬅances of notorious oﬀenders among the warmeﬅ advocates for nleſs perfeion, the charm continues powerful.—Did theſe vionary notions of an heated imagination tend only to amuſe the fancy, they might be treated with contempt;—but when they depreciate all moral attainments,—when the ſuggeﬅions of a frantic brain are blaſphemouy aſcribed to the holy ſpirit of God,—when faith and divine love are placed in oppotion to praical virtues, they then become the objes of averon. In one ſenſe, indeed, many of theſe deluded people demand our tendereﬅ compaon, whoſe diſorder is in the head rather than in the heart; and who call for the aid of a phycian who can cure the diﬅempered ﬅate oﬀ the body, rather than one who may ſooth the anxieties of the mind.


  Indeed, in many caſes, they ſeem ſo much above the ſkill of either, that unleſs God in his mercy rebuke this ſpirit of enthuaſm which is gone out amongﬅ us, no one can pretend to ſay how far it may go, or what miſchiefs it may do in theſe kingdoms. Already it has taught us as much blaſphemous language; and, if it goes on, by the ſamples given us in their journals, will ﬁll us with as many legendary accounts of vions and revelations, as we have formerly had from the church of Rome. And for any ſecurity we have againﬅ it, when time all ſerve, it may as eﬀeually convert the profeors of it, even into popery itſelf, conﬅent with their own principles;—for they have nothing more to do than to ſay, that the ſpirit which inſpired them, has gniﬁed that the Pope is inſpired as well as they, and conſequently is infallible.—After which, I cannot ſee how they can pobly refrain going to maſs, conﬅent with their own principles.


  Thus much for theſe two oppote errors:—the examination of which has taken up ſo much time, that I have little left to add, but to beg of God, by the aﬅance of his Holy Spirit, to preſerve us equally from both extremes, and enable us to form ſuch right and worthy apprehenons of our holy religion, that it may never ſuﬀer, through the coolneſs of our conceptions of it, on one hand, or the immoderate heat of them on the other;—but that we may at all times ſee it as it is, and as it was degned by its bleed Founder, as the moﬅ rational, ſober, and conﬅent inﬅitution that could have been given to the ſons of men.


  Now to God, &c.


  ☜


  SERMON XII.


  Eternal Advantages of Religion.


  SERMON XII.


  
    Ecclesiastes xii. 13.


    Let us hear the concluon of the whole matter,—Fear God, and keep his commandments: for this is the whole duty of man.

  


  THE wiſe man, in the beginning of this book, had propoſed it as a grand query to be diſcued;—To ﬁnd out what was good for the ſons of men, which they ould do under the heavens, all the days of their lives—That is, what was the ﬁtteﬅ employment, and the chief and proper buneſs, which they ould apply themſelves to in this world.—And here, in the text, after a fair diſcuon of the queﬅion, he aerts it to be the buneſs of religion,—the fearing God, and keeping his commandments. This was the concluon of the whole matter, and the natural reſult of all his debates and inquiries.—And I am perſuaded, the more obſervations we make upon the ort life of man, the more we experience, and the longer trials we have of the world, and the ſeveral pretenons it oﬀers to our happineſs, the more we all be engaged to think, like him, that we can never ﬁnd what we look for in any other thing which we do under the heavens, except in that of duty and obedience to God. In the courſe of the wiſe man’s examination of this point, we ﬁnd a great many beautiful reﬂeions upon human aﬀairs, all tending to illuﬅrate the concluon he draws; and as they are ſuch as are apt to oﬀer themſelves to the thoughts of every ſerious and conderate man, I cannot do better than renew the impreons, by retouching the principal arguments of his diſcourſe, before I proceed to the general uſe and application of the whole.


  In the former part of his book, he had taken into his conderation thoſe ſeveral ﬅates of life to which men uſually apply themſelves for happineſs; ﬁrﬅ,—learning, wiſdom; next,—mirth, jollity, and pleaſure; then power and greatneſs, riches and poeons.—All of which are ſo far from anſwering the end for which they were at ﬁrﬅ purſued, that, by a great variety of arguments, he proves them ſeverally to be ſo many ſore travels which God had given to the ſons of men to be exerciſed therewith;—and inﬅead of being any, or all of them, our proper end and employment, or ſuﬃcient to our happineſs, he makes it plain, by a ſeries of obſervations upon the life of man, that they are ever likely to end with others where they had done with him,—that is, in vanity and vexation of ſpirit.


  Then he takes notice of the ſeveral accidents of life, which perpetually rob us of what little ſweets the fruition of theſe objes might ſeem to promiſe us, both with regard to our endeavours and our perſons in this world.


  1ﬅ, With regard to our endeavours, he ews that the moﬅ likely ways and means are not always eﬀeual for the attaining of their end:—that, in general,—the utmoﬅ that human councils and prudence can provide for, is to take care, when they contend in a race, that they be ſwifter than thoſe who run againﬅ them;—or when they are to ﬁght a battle, that they be ﬅronger than thoſe whom they are to encounter.—And yet afterwards, in the ninth chapter, he obſerves, that the race is not to the ſwift, nor the battle to the ﬅrong;—neither yet bread to the wiſe, nor yet riches to men of underﬅanding, nor favor to men of ſkill;—but time and chance happens to them all. That there are ſecret workings in human aﬀairs, which overrule all human contrivance, and counterplot the wiſeﬅ of our councils, in ſo ﬅrange and unexpeed a manner, as to caﬅ a damp upon our beﬅ ſchemes and warmeﬅ endeavours.


  And then, for thoſe accidents to which our perſons are as liable as our labours,—he obſerves theſe three things;—ﬁrﬅ, the natural inﬁrmities of our bodies, which alternately lay us open to the ſad changes of pain and ckneſs; which, in the ﬁfth chapter, he ﬅyles wrath and ſorrow; under which, when a man lies languiing, none of his worldly enjoyments will gnify much. Like one that ngeth ſongs with a heavy heart, neither mirth,—nor power,—nor riches, all aﬀord him eaſe,—nor will all their force be able ſo to ﬅay the ﬅroke of nature,—but that he all be cut oﬀ in the midﬅ of his days, and then all his thoughts peri.—Or elſe,—what is no uncommon ſpeacle, in the midﬅ of all his luxury, he may waﬅe away the greateﬅ part of his life, with much wearineſs and angui; and with the long torture of an unrelenting diſeaſe, he may wi himſelf to go down into the grave, and to be ſet at liberty from all his poeons, and all his miſery, at the ſame time.


  2dly, If it be ſuppoſed,—that, by the ﬅrength of ſpirits, and the natural cheerfulneſs of a man’s temper, he ould eſcape theſe, and live many years, and rejoice in them all,—which is not the lot of many;—yet, “he muﬅ remember the days of darkneſs;”—that is,—they who devote themſelves to a perpetual round of mirth and pleaſure, cannot ſo manage matters as to avoid the thoughts of their future ﬅates, and the anxiety about what all become of them hereafter, when they are to depart out of this world;—that they cannot ſo crowd their heads, and ﬁll up their time with other matters,—but that the remembrance of this will ſometimes be uppermoﬅ,—and thruﬅ itſelf upon their minds whenever they are retired and ſerious. And as this will naturally preſent to them a dark proſpe of their future happineſs,—it muﬅ, at the ſame time, prove no ſmall damp and allay to what they would enjoy at preſent.


  But, in the third place, ſuppoſe a man ould be able to avoid ckneſs.—and to put the trouble of theſe thoughts likewiſe far from him,—yet there is ſomething elſe which he cannot pobly decline;—old age will unavoidably ﬅeal upon him, with all the inﬁrmities of it,—when (as he exprees it) the grinders all be few, and appetite ceaſes; when thoſe who look out at the windows all be darkened, and the keepers of the houſe all tremble.—When a man all become a burden to himſelf, and to his friends;—when, perhaps, thoſe of his neareﬅ relations, whom he hath moﬅ obliged by kindneſs, all think it time for him to depart, to creep oﬀ the ﬅage, and make room for the ſucceeding generations.


  And then, after a little funeral pomp of mourners going about the ﬅreets,—a man all be buried out of the way, and in a year or two be as much forgotten, as if he had never exiﬅed.—For there is no remembrance (ſays he) of the wiſe more than the fool;—ſeeing that which now is, in the days to come, all be forgotten; every day producing ſomething which ſeems new and ﬅrange, to take up men’s talk and wonder, and to drown the memory of former perſons and aions.—


  And I appeal to any rational man, whether theſe are not ſome of the moﬅ material reﬂeions about human aﬀairs,—which occur to every one who gives himſelf the leaﬅ leiſure to think about them; Now, from all theſe premiſes put together, Solomon, infers this ort concluon in the text,—That to fear God and keep his commandments, is the whole duty of man:—that, to be ſerious in the matter of religion, and careful about our future ﬅate, is that which, after all our other experiments, will be found to be our chief happineſs,—our greateﬅ intereﬅ,—our greateﬅ wiſdom,—and that which moﬅ of all deſerves our care and application.—This muﬅ ever be the laﬅ reſult, and the upot of every wiſe man’s obſervations upon all theſe trantory things, and upon the vanity of their ſeveral pretences to our well-being;—and we may depend upon it as an everlaﬅing truth, that we can never ﬁnd what we ſeek for in any other courſe, or any other obje,—but this one; and the more we know and think, and the more experience we have of the world, and of ourſelves, the more we are convinced of this truth, and led back by it to reﬅ our ſouls upon that God from whence we came. Every conderation upon the life of man tends to engage us to this point,—to be in earneﬅ in the concernment of religion; to love and fear God;—to provide for our true intereﬅ,—and do ourſelves the moﬅ eﬀeual ſervice,—by devoting ourſelves to him,—and always thinking of him, as he is the true and ﬁnal happineſs of a reaſonable and immortal ſpirit.


  And indeed one would think it next to impoble,—did not the commonneſs of the thing take oﬀ from the wonder,—that a man who thinks at all,—ould let his whole life be a contradiion to ſuch obvious reﬂeions.—


  The vanity and emptineſs of worldly goods and enjoyments,—the ortneſs and uncertainty of life,—the unalterable event hanging over our heads,—that in a few days, we muﬅ all of us go to that place from whence we all not return;—the certainty of this, the uncertainty of the time when, the immortality of the ſoul, the doubtful and momentous iues of eternity, the terrors of damnation, and the glorious things which are ſpoken of the city of God,—are meditations ſo obvious, and ſo naturally check and block up a man’s way,—are ſo very intereﬅing, and, above all, ſo unavoidable,—that it is aﬅoniing how it was poble, at any time, for mortal man to have his head full of any thing elſe!—And yet, was the ſame perſon to take a view of the ﬅate of the world, how ight an obſervation would convince him, that the wonder lay, in fa, on the other de;—and that as wiſely as we all diſcourſe and philoſophiſe de contemptu mundi & fugâ sæculi—yet for one who really as in the world—conﬅent with his own reﬂeions upon it,—that there are multitudes who ſeem to take aim at nothing higher;—and, as empty a thing as it is,—are ſo dazzled with, as to think it meet to build tabernacles of reﬅ upon it,—and ſay, It is good to be here.—Whether as an able inquirer into this paradox guees,—whether it is, that men do not heartily believe ſuch a thing as a future ﬅate of happineſs, and miſery,—or if they do,—that they do not aually and ſeriouy conder it,—but ſuﬀer it to lie dormant and unaive within them, and ſo are as little aﬀeed with it, as if in truth they believed it not;—or whether they look upon it through that end of the perſpeive which repreſents as afar oﬀ—and ſo are more forcibly drawn by the nearer though the leer load-ﬅone;—whether theſe, or whatever other cauſe may be agned for it—the obſervation is inconteﬅible, that the bulk of mankind, in pang through this vale of miſery,—uſe it not as a well to refre and allay,—but fully to quench and ſatisfy their thirﬅ;—minding or (as the Apoﬅle ſays) reliing earthly things,—making them the end and ſum-total of their deres and wies,—and, in one word—loving this world—juﬅ as they are commanded to love God;—that is,—with all their heart, with all their ſoul,—with all their mind and ﬅrength.—But this is not the ﬅrangeﬅ part of this paradox. A man all not only lean and reﬅ upon the world with his whole ﬅreſs,—but, in many inﬅances, all live notoriouy bad and vicious;—when he is reproved, he all ſeem convinced;—when he is obſerved, he all be aamed;—when he purſues his n, he will do it in the dark;—and when he has done it, all even be diatisﬁed with himſelf:—yet ﬅill, this all produce no alteration in his condu.—Tell him he all one day die;—or bring the event ﬅill nearer, and ew, that, according to the courſe of nature, he cannot pobly live many years,—he will gh, perhaps, and tell you he is convinced of that as much as reaſon and experience can make him:—proceed and urge to him, that after death comes judgment, and that he will certainly there be dealt with by a juﬅ God according to his aions;—he will thank God he is no deiﬅ, and tell you, with the ſame grave face, he is thoroughly convinced of that too;—and as he believes, no doubt he trembles too:—and yet after all, with all this conviion upon his mind, you will ſee him ﬅill perſevere in the ſame courſe,—and commit his n with as certain an event and reſolution, as if he knew no argument againﬅ it.—Theſe notices of things, however terrible and true, paſs through his underﬅanding as an eagle through the air, that leaves no path behind.


  So that, upon the whole, inﬅead of abounding with occaons to ſet us ſeriouy on thinking, the world may diſpenſe with many more calls of this kind;—and were they ſeven times as many as they are,—condering what inſuﬃcient uſe we make of thoſe we have, all I fear would be little enough to bring theſe things to our remembrance as often, and engage us to lay them to our hearts with that aﬀeionate concern, which the weight and intereﬅ of them requires at our hands.—Sooner or later, the moﬅ inconderate of us all all ﬁnd; with Solomon,—that to do this eﬀeually, is the whole of man.


  And I cannot conclude this diſcourſe upon his words better than with a ort and earneﬅ exhortation, that the ſolemnity of this ſeaſon, and the meditations to which it is devoted, may lead you up to the true knowledge and praice of the ſame point of fearing God and keeping his commandments,—and convince you, as it did him, of the indiſpenſable necety of making that the buneſs of a man’s life which is the chief end of his being,—the eternal happineſs and ſalvation of his ſoul.


  Which may God grant, for the ſake of Jeſus Chriﬅ. Amen.


  END of VOL. VI.
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  SERMON XIII.


  Aſa—a Thankſgiving Sermon.


  SERMON XIII.


  
    2 Chronicles xv. 14.


    And they aware unto the Lord with a loud voice, and with outing, and with trumpets, and with cornets.—And all the men of Judah rejoiced at the oath.

  


  IT will be neceary to give a particular account of what was the occaon, as well as the nature of the oath which the men of Judah ſware unto the Lord;—which will explain not only the reaſons why it became a matter of ſo much joy to them, but likewiſe admit of an application ſuitable to the purpoſes of this ſolemn aembly.


  Abijah, and Aſa his ſon, were ſucceve kings of Judah.—The ﬁrﬅ came to the crown at the cloſe of a long, and, in the end, a very unſucceſsful war, which had gradually waﬅed the ﬅrength and riches of his kingdom.


  He was a prince endowed with the talents which the emergencies of his country required, and ſeemed born to make Judah a viorious, as well as a happy people. The condu and great ſucceſs of his arms againﬅ Jeroboam, had well eﬅablied the ﬁrﬅ;—but his kingdom, which had been ſo many years the ſeat of a war, had been ſo waﬅed and bewildered, that his reign, good as it was, was too ort to accompli the latter. He died, and left the work unﬁnied for his ſon. Aſa ſucceeded, in the room of Abijah his father, with the trueﬅ notions of religion and government that could be fetched either from reaſon or experience.—His reaſon told him, that God ould be woripped in mplicity and ngleneſs of heart;—therefore he took away the altars of the ﬅrange gods, and broke down their images. His experience told him, that the moﬅ ſucceſsful wars, inﬅead of invigorating, more generally drained away the vitals of government,—and, at the beﬅ, ended but in a brighter and more oﬅentatious kind of poverty and deſolation:—therefore he laid ade his ſword, and ﬅudied the arts of ruling Judah with peace. Conſcience would not ſuﬀer Aa to ſacriﬁce his ſubjes to private views of ambition, and wiſdom forbad he ould ſuﬀer them to oﬀer up themſelves to the pretence of public ones;—nce enlargement of empire, by the deﬅruion of its people (the natural and only valuable ſource of ﬅrength and riches), was a dioneﬅ and miſerable exchange. And however well the glory of a conqueﬅ might appear in the eyes of a common beholder, yet, when bought at that coﬅly rate, a father to his country would behold the triumphs which attended it, and weep, as it paed by him. Amidﬅ all the glare and jollity of the day, the parent’s eyes would ﬁx attentively upon his child; he would diſcern him drooping under the weight of his attire, without ﬅrength or vigour, his former beauty and comelineſs gone oﬀ:—he would behold the coat of many colours ﬅained with blood, and cry,—Alas! they have decked thee with a parent’s pride, but not with a parent’s care and foreght.


  With ſuch aﬀeionate ſentiments of government, and juﬅ principles of religion, Aſa began his reign.—A reign marked out with new aeras, and a ſucceon of happier occurrences than what had diﬅinguied former days.


  The juﬅ and gentle ſpirit of the prince inſenbly ﬅole into the breaﬅs of the people. The men of Judah turned their ſwords into ploughares, and their ſpears into pruning-hooks.—By induﬅry and virtuous labour they acquired what by ſpoil and rapine they might have ſought after long in vain.—The traces of their late troubles ſoon began to wear out.—The cities, which had become ruinous and deſolate (the prey of famine and the ſword), were now rebuilt, fortiﬁed, and made populous.—Peace, ſecurity, wealth, and proſperity, ſeemed to compoſe the whole hiﬅory of Aſa’s reign.—O Judah! what could then have been done more than what was done to make thy people happy?—


  What one bleng was withheld, that thou ouldﬅ ever withhold thy thankfulneſs?—


  That thou didﬅ not continually turn thy eyes towards Heaven with an habitual ſenſe of God’s mercies, and devoutly praiſe him for ſetting Aſa over you!—


  Were not the public blengs, and the private enjoyments, which every man of Judah derived from them, ſuch as to make the continuance of them derable?—And what other way was there to eﬀe it, than to ſwear unto the Lord, with all your hearts and ſouls, to perform the covenant made with your fathers?—to ſecure that favor and intereﬅ with the almighty Being, without which, the wiſdom of this world is foolineſs, and the beﬅ conneed ſyﬅems of human policy are ſpeculative and airy projes, without foundation or ſubﬅance.—The hiﬅory of their own exploits and eﬅabliment, nce they had become a nation, was a ﬅrong conﬁrmation of this dorine.


  But too free and uninterrupted a poeon of God Almighty’s blengs ſometimes (though it ſeems ﬅrange to ſuppoſe it) even tempts men to forget him, either from a certain depravity and ingratitude of nature, not to be wrought upon by goodneſs, or that they are made by it too paonately fond of the preſent hour, and too thoughtleſs of its great Author, whoſe kind providence brought it about. This ſeemed to have been the caſe with the men of Judah: for, notwithﬅanding all that God had done for them, in placing Abijah and Aſa his ſon over them, and inſpiring them with hearts and talents proper to retrieve the errors of the foregoing reign, and bring back peace and plenty to the dwellings of Judah;—yet there appears no record of any ſolemn and religious acknowledgment to God for ſuch gnal favors. The people ſat down in a thankleſs ſecurity, each man under his vine, to eat and drink, and roſe up to play;—more ſolicitous to enjoy their blengs, than to deſerve them.


  But this ſcene of tranquillity was not to ſubﬅ without ſome change; and it ſeemed as if Providence at length had ſuﬀered the ﬅream to be interrupted, to make them conder whence it ﬂowed, and how neceary it had been all along to their ſupport. The Ethiopians, ever nce the beginning of Abijah’s reign, until the tenth year of Aſa’s, had been at peace, or, at leaﬅ, whatever ſecret enmity they bore, had made no open attacks upon the kingdom of Judah. And indeed the bad meaſures which Rehoboam had taken, in the latter part of the reign which immediately preceded theirs, ſeemed to have ſaved the Ethiopians the trouble. For Rehoboam, though in the former part of his reign he dealt wiſely: yet when he had eﬅablied his kingdom, and ﬅrengthened himſelf, he forſook the laws of the Lord; he forſook the counſel which the old men gave him, and took counſel with the young men, which were brought up with him, and ﬅood before him. Such ill-adviſed meaſures, in all probability, had given the enemies of Judah ſuch decive advantages over her, that they had ſat down contented, and for many years enjoyed the fruits of their acquitions. But the friendip of princes is ſeldom made up of better materials than thoſe which are every day to be ſeen in private life,—in which ncerity and aﬀeion are not at all condered as ingredients. Change of time and circumﬅances produces a change of councils and behaviour. Judah, in length of time, had become a fre temptation, and was worth ﬁghting for.—Her riches and plenty might ﬁrﬅ make her enemies covet, and then the remembrance of how cheap and eaſy a prey e had formerly been, might make them not doubt of obtaining.


  By theſe apparent motives (or whether God, who ſometimes overrules the heart of man, was pleaſed to turn them by ſecret ones, to the purpoſes of his wiſdom), the ambition of the Ethiopians revived;—with an hoﬅ of men, numerous as the ſand upon the ſea-ore in multitude, they had left their country, and were coming forwards to invade them. What can Judah propoſe to do in ſo terrifying a cris?—where can e betake herſelf for refuge?—on one hand, her religion and laws are too precious to be given up, or truﬅed to the hands of a ﬅranger; and, on the other hand, how can ſo ſmall a kingdom, juﬅ recovering ﬅrength, ſurrounded by an army of a thouſand thouſand men, bedes chariots and horſes, be able to withﬅand ſo powerful a ock?—But here it appeared that thoſe who, in their proſperity, can forget God, do yet remember him in the day of danger and diﬅreſs; and can begin with comfort to depend upon his providence, when with comfort they can depend upon nothing elſe.—For when Zerah, the Ethiopian, was come unto the valley of Zephatha at Maretha, Aſa, and all the men of Judah and Benjamin, went out againﬅ him; and as they went, they cried mightily unto God. And Aſa prayed for his people, and he ſaid,—“O Lord! it is nothing with thee to help, whether with many, or with them that have no power:—help us, O Lord our God! for we reﬅ in thee, and in thy name we go againﬅ this multitude.—O Lord, thou art our God, let not man prevail againﬅ thee.” Succeſs almoﬅ ſeemed a debt due to the piety of the prince, and the contrition of his people. So God ſmote the Ethopians, and they could not recover themſelves:—for they were ſcattered and utterly deﬅroyed, before the Lord and before his hoﬅ. And as they returned to Jeruſalem from purſuing,—behold the ſpirit of God came upon Aſariah, the ſon of Oded.—And he went out to meet Aſa, and he ſaid unto him,—Hear ye me, Aſa, and all Judah and Benjamin;—the Lord is with you, whilﬅ you are with him;—and if you ſeek him, he will be found of you, but if ye forſake him, he will forſake you. Nothing could more powerfully call home the conſcience than ſo timely an expoﬅulation. The men of Judah and Benjamin, ﬅruck with a ſenſe of their late deliverance, and the many other felicities they had enjoyed nce Aſa was king over them, they gathered themſelves together at Jeruſalem, in the third month in the ﬁfteenth year of Aſa’s reign; and they entered into a covenant to ſeek the Lord God of their fathers, with all their heart, and with all their ſoul:—and they ſware unto the Lord with a loud voice, and with outing, and with trumpets, and with cornets, and all Judah rejoiced at the oath.


  One may obſerve a kind of luxuriety in the deſcription, which the holy hiﬅorian gives of the tranſport of the men of Judah upon this occaon. And ſure, if ever, matter of joy was ſo reaſonably founded, as to excuſe any excees in the expreons of it,—this was one:—for without it,—the condition of Judah, though otherwiſe the happieﬅ, would have been, of all nations under heaven, the moﬅ miſerable.


  Let us ſuppoſe a moment, inﬅead of being repulſed, that the enterpriſe of the Ethiopians had proſpered againﬅ them,—like other grievous diﬅempers, where the vitals are ﬁrﬅ attacked,—Aſa, their king, would have been ſought after and have been made the ﬁrﬅ ſacriﬁce. He muﬅ either have fallen by the ſword of battle, or execution;—or, what is worſe, he muﬅ have ſurvived the ruin of his country by ﬂight,—and worn out the remainder of his days in ſorrow, for the aﬄiions which were come upon him. In ſome remote corner of the world, the good king would have heard the particulars of Judah’s deﬅruion. He would have been told how the country, which had become dear to him by his paternal care, was now utterly laid waﬅe, and all his labour loﬅ;—how the fences which proteed it were torn up, and the tender plant within, which he had ſo long eltered, was cruelly trodden under foot and devoured. He would hear how Zerah, the Ethiopean, when he had overthrown the kingdom, thought himſelf bound in conſcience to overthrow the religion of it too, and eﬅabli his own idolatrous one in its ﬅead. That in purſuance of this, the holy religion, which Aſa had reformed, had begun every where to be evil ſpoken of, and evil entreated:


  That it was ﬁrﬅ banied from the courts of the king’s houſe, and the midﬅ of Jeruſalem, and then ﬂed for ſafety out of the way into the wilderneſs, and found no city to dwell in:—That Zerah had rebuilt the altars of the ﬅrange gods,—which Aſa’s piety had broken down, and ſet up their images:


  That his commandment was urgent that all ould fall down and worip the idol he had made;—That, to complete the tale of their miſeries, there was no proſpe of deliverance for any but the worﬅ of his ſubjes;—thoſe who, in his reign, had either leaned in their hearts towards theſe idolatries,—or whoſe principles and morals were ſuch, that all religions ſuited them alike. But that the honeﬅ and conſcientious men of Judah, unable to behold ſuch abominations, hung down every man his head like a bulru, and put ſack-cloth and aes under him.


  This piure of Judah’s deſolation might be ſome reſemblance of what every of Aſa’s ſubjes would probably form to himſelf, the day he ſolemnized an exemption from it.—And the tranſport was natural,—To ſwear unto the Lord with a loud voice, and with outing, and with trumpets, and with cornets:—to rejoice at the oath which ſecured their future peace, and celebrate it with all external marks of gladneſs.


  I have at length gone through the ﬅory, which gave the occaon to this religious a which is recorded of the men of Judah in the text.


  I believe there is not one in ſacred Scripture that bids fairer for a parallel to our own times, or that would admit of an application more ſuitable to the ſolemnity of this day.


  But men are apt to be ﬅruck with likenees in ſo diﬀerent a manner, from the diﬀerent points of view in which they ﬅand, as well as their diverty of judgments, that it is generally a very unacceptable piece of oﬃciouſneſs to ﬁx any certain degrees of approach.


  In this caſe, it ſeems ſuﬃcient,—that thoſe who will diſcern the leaﬅ reſemblance, will diſcern enough to make them ſeriouy comply with the devotion of the day;—and that thoſe who are aﬀeed with it in a ﬅronger manner, and ſee the bleng of a proteﬅant king in its faireﬅ light, with all the mercies which made way for it, will have ﬅill more abundant reaſon to adore that good Being, which has all along proteed it from the enemies which have riſen up to do it violence;—but more eſpecially, in a late inﬅance, by turning down the councils of the froward headlong,—and confounding the devices of the crafty,—ſo that their hands could not perform their enterprize.—Though this event, for many reaſons, will ever be told amongﬅ the felicities of theſe days;—yet for none more ſo,—than that it has given us a fre mark of the continuation of God Almighty’s favor to us:—a part of that great complicated bleng for which we are gathered together to return him thanks.


  Let us, therefore, I beſeech you, endeavour to do it in the way which becomes wiſe men, and which is—likely to be moﬅ acceptable;—and that is,—to purſue the intentions of his providence, in giving us the occaon—to become better men, and, by an holy and an honeﬅ converſation, make ourſelves capable of enjoying what God has done for us.—In vain all we celebrate the day with a loud voice, and with outing, and with trumpets, if we do not do it likewiſe with the internal and more certain marks of ncerity, a reformation and purity in our manners.—It is impoble a nful people can either be grateful to God, or properly loyal to their prince.—They cannot be grateful to the one, becauſe they live not under a ſenſe of his mercies;—nor can they be loyal to the other, becauſe they daily oﬀend in two of the tendereﬅ points which concern his welfare. By ﬁrﬅ diſengaging the providence of God from taking to our part, and then giving a heart to our adverſaries to lift their hands againﬅ us, who muﬅ know, that, if we forſake God, God will forſake us.—Their hopes, their degns, their wickedneſs againﬅ us, can only be built upon ours towards God.


  For if they did not think we did evil, they durﬅ not hope we could peri.


  Ceaſe, therefore, to do evil;—for by following righteouſneſs, you will make the hearts of your enemies faint, they will turn their backs againﬅ your indignation, and their weapons will fall from their hands.


  Which may God grant, through the merits and mediation of his Son Jeſus Chriﬅ, to whom be all honor, &c. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON XIV.


  Follow Peace.


  SERMON XIV.


  
    Hebrews xii. 14.


    Follow peace with all men, and holineſs, without which no man all ſee the Lord.

  


  THE great end and degn of our holy religion, next to the main view of reconciling us to God, was to reconcile us to each other;—by teaching us to ſubdue all thoſe unfriendly diſpotions in our nature, which unﬁt us for happineſs, and the ſocial enjoyment of the many blengs which God has enabled us to partake of in this world, miſerable as it is in many reſpes.—Could chriﬅianity perſuade the profeors of it into this temper, and engage us, as its dorine requires, to go on and exalt our natures, and, after the ſubduion of the moﬅ unfriendly of our paons, to plant, in the room of them, all thoſe (more natural to the ſoil) humane and benevolent inclinations, which, in imitation of the perfeions of God, ould diſpoſe us to extend our love and goodneſs to our fellow-creatures, according to the extent of our abilities;—in like manner, as the goodneſs of God extends itſelf over all the works of the creation:—could this be accomplied,—the world would be worth living in:—and might be condered by us as a foretaﬅe of what we ould enter upon hereafter.


  But ſuch a ſyﬅem, you’ll ſay, is merely vionary:—and, condering man as a creature ſo beſet with ſelﬁneſs, and other fretful paons that propenty prompts him to, though it is to be wied, it is not to be expeed.—But our religion enjoins us to approach as near this fair pattern as we can; and, if it be poble, as much as lieth in us, to live peaceably with all men;—where the term,—if poble, I own, implies it may not only be diﬃcult, but ſometimes impoble.—Thus the words of the text,—Follow peace,—may by ſome be thought to imply,—that this derable bleng may ſometimes ﬂy from us:—but ﬅill we are required to follow it, and not ceaſe the purſuit, till we have uſed all warrantable methods to regain and ſettle it:—becauſe, adds the apoﬅle, without this frame of mind, no man all ſee the Lord. For heaven is the region, as well as the recompence, of peace and benevolence; and ſuch as do not dere and promote it here, are not qualiﬁed to enjoy it hereafter.


  For this cauſe in Scripture language,—peace is always ſpoke of as the great and comprehenve bleng, which included in it all manner of happineſs;—and to wi peace to any houſe or perſon, was, in one word, to wi them all that was good and derable.—Becauſe happineſs conﬅs in the inward complacency and ſatisfaion of the mind; and he who has ſuch a diſpotion of ſoul, as to acquieſce and reﬅ contented with all the events of providence, can want nothing this world can give him.—Agreeable to this, that ort but moﬅ comprehenve hymn, ſung by angels at our Saviour’s birth, declaratory of the joy and happy ends of his incarnation,—after glory, in the ﬁrﬅ, to God,—the next note which ſounded was, Peace upon earth, and good-will to men. It was a public wi of happineſs to mankind, and implied a ſolemn charge to purſue the means that would ever lead to it.—And, in truth, the good tidings of the goſpel are nothing elſe but a grand meage and embay of peace, to let us know, that our peace is made in heaven.


  The Prophet Iſaiah ﬅyles our Saviour the Prince of Peace, long before he came into the world;—and to anſwer the title, he made choice to enter into it at a time when all nations were at peace with each other; which was in the days of Auguﬅus,—when the temple of Janus was ut, and all the alarms of war were hued and lenced throughout the world.—At his birth, the hoﬅ of heaven deſcended, and proclaimed peace on earth, as the beﬅ ﬅate and temper the world could be in to receive and welcome the Author of it.—His future converſation and dorine, here upon earth, was every way agreeable with his peaceable entrance upon it; the whole courſe of his life being but one great example of meekneſs, peace, and patience.—At his death, it was the only legacy he bequeathed to his followers. My peace I give unto you.—How far this has taken place, or been aually enjoyed,—is not my intention to enlarge upon, any further than juﬅ to obſerve how precious a bequeﬅ it was from the many miſeries and calamities which have, and ever will, enſue from the want of it.—If we look into the larger circle of the world,—what deſolations, diolutions of government, and invaons of property!—what rapine, plunder, and profanation of the moﬅ ſacred rights of mankind, are the certain unhappy eﬀes of it!—ﬁelds dyed in blood,—the cries of orphans and widows, bereft of their beﬅ help, too fully inﬅru us.—Look into private life,—behold how good and pleaſant a thing it is to live together in unity;—it is like the precious ointment poured upon the head of Aaron, that run down to his ſkirts;—importing, that this balm of life is felt and enjoyed, not only by governors of kingdoms, but is derived down to the loweﬅ rank of life, and taﬅed in the moﬅ private recees;—all, from the king to the peaſant, are refreed with its blengs, without which we can ﬁnd no comfort in any thing this world can give.—It is this bleng gives every one to t quietly under his vine, and reap the fruits of his labour and induﬅry;—in one word,—which beſpeaks who is the beﬅower of it—it is that only which keeps up the harmony and order of the world, and preſerves every thing in it from ruin and confuon.


  There is one ſaying of our Saviour’s recorded by St. Matthew, which, at ﬁrﬅ ght, ſeems to carry ſome oppotion to this dorine;—I came not to ſend peace on earth, but a ſword.—But this reaches no farther than the bare words, not entering ſo deep as to aﬀe the ſenſe, or imply any contradiion;—intimating only,—that the preaching of the goſpel will prove the event, through ſundry unhappy cauſes, ſuch as prejudices, the corruption of men’s hearts, a paon for idolatry and ſuperﬅition, the occaon of much variance and divion even amongﬅ neareﬅ relations;—yea, and ofttimes of bodily death, and many calamities and perſecutions, which aually enſued upon the ﬁrﬅ preachers and followers of it.—Or the words may be underﬅood,—as a beautiful deſcription of the inward conteﬅs and oppotion which Chriﬅianity would occaon in the heart of man, from its oppotions to the violent paons of our nature, which would engage us in a perpetual warfare. This was not only a ſword,—a divion betwixt neareﬅ kindred;—but it was dividing a man againﬅ himſelf;—ſetting up an oppotion to an intereﬅ long eﬅablied,—ﬅrong by nature,—more ſo by uncontrolled cuﬅom.—This is veriﬁed every hour in the ﬅruggles for maﬅery betwixt the principles of the world, the ﬂe, and the devil;—which ſet up ſo ﬅrong a confederacy, that there is need of all the helps which reaſon and Chriﬅianity can oﬀer to bring them down.


  But this contention is not that againﬅ which ſuch exhortations in the goſpel are levelled;—for the Scripture muﬅ be interpreted by Scripture, and be made conﬅent with itſelf.—And we ﬁnd the diﬅinguiing marks and dorines, by which all men were to know who were Chriﬅ’s diſciples,—was that benevolent frame of mind towards all our fellow-creatures, which, by itſelf, is a ſuﬃcient ſecurity for the particular ſocial duty here recommended;—ſo far from meditations of war;—for love thinketh no evil to his neighbour;—ſo far from doing any, it harbours not the leaﬅ thought of it;—but, on the contrary, rejoices with them that rejoice, and weeps with them that weep.


  This debt Chriﬅianity has highly exalted; though it is a debt that we were ſenble of before, and acknowledged to be owed to human nature,—which, as we all partake of,—ſo ought we to pay it in a ſuitable reſpe.—For, as men, we are allied together in the natural bond of brotherhood, and are members one of another.—We have the ſame Father in heaven, who made us and takes care of us all.—Our earthly extraion too is nearer alike, than the pride of the world cares to be reminded of:—for Adam was the father of us all, and Eve the mother of all living.—The prince and the beggar ſprung from the ſame ﬅock, as wide aſunder as the branches are.—So that, in this view, the moﬅ upﬅart family may vie antiquity, and compare families with the greateﬅ monarchs.—We are all formed too of the ſame mould, and muﬅ equally return to the ſame duﬅ.—So that, to love our neighbour, and live quietly with him, is to live at peace with ourſelves.—He is but ſelf-multiplied, and enlarged into another form; and to be unkind or cruel to him, is but, as Solomon obſerves of the unmerciful, to be cruel to our own ﬂe.—As a farther motive and engagement to this peaceable commerce with each other,—God has placed us all in one another’s power by turns,—in a condition of mutual need and dependance. There is no man ſo liberally ﬅocked with earthly blengs, as to be able to live without another man’s aid.—God, in his wiſdom, has ſo diſpenſed his gifts, in various kinds and meaſures, as to render us helpful, and make a ſocial intercourſe indiſpenſable.—The prince depends on the labour and induﬅry of the peaſant;—and the wealth and honor of the greateﬅ perſons are fed and ſupported from the ſame ſource.


  This the Apoﬅle hath elegantly ſet forth to us by the familiar reſemblance of the natural body;—wherein there are many members, and all have not the ſame oﬃce; but the diﬀerent faculties and operations of each, are for the uſe and beneﬁt of the whole.—The eye ſees not for itſelf, but for the other members;—and is ſet up as a light to dire them:—The feet ſerve to ſupport and carry about the other parts; and the hands a and labour for them all. It is the ſame in ﬅates, and kingdoms, wherein there are many members, yet each in their ſeveral funions and employments;—which, if peaceably diſcharged, are for the harmony of the whole ﬅate.—Some are eyes and guides to the blind;—others feet to the lame and impotent;—ſome to ſupply the place of the head, to aﬅ with council and direion;—others the hand, to be uſeful by their labour and induﬅry.—To make this link of dependance ﬅill ﬅronger,—there is a great portion of mutability in all human aﬀairs, to make benignity of temper not only our duty, but our intereﬅ and wiſdom.—There is no condition in life ſo ﬁxed and permanent as to be out of danger, or the reach of change:—and we all may depend upon it, that we all take our turns of wanting and dering.—By how many unforeſeen cauſes may riches take wing!—The crowns of princes may be aken, and the greateﬅ that ever awed the world have experienced what the turn of the wheel can do. That which hath happened to one man, may befall another; and, therefore, that excellent rule of our Saviour’s ought to govern us in all our aions,—Whatſoever ye would that men ould do to you, do you alſo to them likewiſe.—Time and chance happen to all;—and the moﬅ aﬄuent may be ﬅript of all, and ﬁnd his worldly comforts like ſo many withered leaves dropping from him.—Sure nothing can better become us, than hearts ſo full of our dependance as to overﬂow with mercy, and pity, and good-will towards mankind. To exhort us to this is, in other words, to exhort us to follow peace with all men:—the ﬁrﬅ is the root,—this the fair fruit and happy produ of it.


  Therefore, my beloved brethren, in the bowels of mercy, let us put away anger, and malice, and evil ſpeaking let us ﬂy all clamour and ﬅrife;—let us be kindly aﬀeed one to another,—following peace with all men, and holineſs, that we may ſee the Lord.


  Which God of his inﬁnite mercy grant, through the merits of his Son, our Lord and Saviour. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON XV.


  Search the Scriptures.


  SERMON XV.


  
    St. John v. 39.


    Search the Scriptures.

  


  THAT things of the moﬅ ineﬅimable uſe and value, for want of due application and ﬅudy laid out upon them, may be paed by unregarded, nay, even looked upon with coldneſs and averon, is a truth too evident to need enlarging on.—Nor is it leſs certain that prejudices, contraed by an unhappy education, will ſometimes ſo ﬅop up all the paages to our hearts, that the moﬅ amiable objes can never ﬁnd acceſs, or bribe us by all their charms into juﬅice and impartiality.—It would be pang the tendereﬅ reﬂeion upon the age we live in, to ſay it is owing to one of theſe, that thoſe ineﬅimable books, the Sacred Writings, meet ſo often with a diſreli (what makes the accuſation almoﬅ incredible) amongﬅ perſons who ſet up for men of taﬅe and delicacy; who pretend to be charmed with what they call beauties and nature in clacal authors, and in other things would blu not to be reckoned amongﬅ ſound and impartial critics.—But ſo far has negligence and prepoeon ﬅopped their ears againﬅ the voice of the charmer, that they turn over thoſe awful ſacred pages with inattention and an unbecoming indiﬀerence, unaﬀeed amidﬅ ten thouſand ſublime and noble paages, which, by the rules of ſound criticiſm and reaſon, may be demonﬅrated to be truly eloquent and beautiful.


  Indeed the opinion of falſe Greek and barbarous language in the Old and New Teﬅament, had, for ſome ages, been a ﬅumbling-block to another ſet of men, who were profeedly great readers and admirers of the ancients.—The Sacred Writings were, by theſe perſons, rudely attacked on all des: expreons which came not within the compaſs of their learning, were branded with barbariſm and ſoleciſm; words which ſcarce gniﬁed any thing but the ignorance of thoſe who laid ſuch groundleſs charges on them.—Preſumptuous man!—Shall he, who is but duﬅ and aes, dare to ﬁnd fault with the words of that Being, who ﬁrﬅ inſpired man with language, and taught his mouth to utter;—who opened the lips of the dumb, and made the infant eloquent—Theſe perſons, as they attacked the inſpired writings on the foot of critics and men of learning, accordingly have been treated as ſuch:—and though a orter way might have been gone to work, which was,—that as their accuſations reached no farther than the bare words and phraſeology of the Bible, they, in no wiſe, aﬀeed the ſentiments and ſoundneſs of the dorines, which were conveyed with as much clearneſs and perſpicuity to mankind, as they could have been, had the language been written with the utmoﬅ elegance and grammatical nicety. And even though the charge of barbarous idioms could be made out;—yet the cauſe of Chriﬅianity was thereby no ways aﬀeed, but remained juﬅ in the ﬅate they found it.—Yet, unhappily for them, they even miſcarried in their favorite point;—there being few, if any at all, of the Scripture expreons, which may not be juﬅiﬁed by numbers of parallel modes of ſpeaking, made uſe of amongﬅ the pureﬅ and moﬅ authentic Greek authors.—This, an able hand amongﬅ us, not many years ago, has ſuﬃciently made out, and thereby baﬄed and expoſed all their preſumptions and ridiculous aertions.—Theſe perſons, bad and deceitful as they were, are yet far outgone by a third ſet of men.—I wi we had not too manv inﬅances of them, who, like foul ﬅomachs, that turn the ſweeteﬅ food to bitterneſs, upon all occaons endeavour to make merry with ſacred Scripture, and turn every thing they meet with therein into banter and burleſque.—But as men of this ﬅamp, by their exceſs of wickedneſs and weakneſs together, have entirely diſarmed us from arguing with them as reaſonable creatures, it is not only making them too conderable, but likewiſe to no purpoſe to ſpend much time about them, they being, in the language of the Apoﬅle, creatures of no underﬅanding, ſpeaking evil of things they know not, and all utterly peri in their own corruption.—Of theſe two laﬅ, the one is diſqualiﬁed for being argued with, and the other has no occaon for it; they being already lenced.—Yet thoſe that were ﬁrﬅ mentioned, may not altogether be thought unworthy of our endeavours;—being perſons, as was hinted above, who, though their taﬅes are ſo far vitiated that they cannot reli the Sacred Scriptures, yet have imaginations capable of being raiſed by the fancied excellencies of clacal writers.—And indeed theſe perſons claim from us ſome degree of pity, when, through the unſkilfulneſs of preceptors in their youth, or ſome other unhappy circumﬅance in their education, they have been taught to form falſe and wretched notions of good writing.—When this is the caſe, it is no wonder they ould be more touched and aﬀeed with the dreed-up triﬂes and empty conceits of poets and rhetoricians, than they are with that true ſublimity and grandeur of ſentiment which glow throughout every page of the inſpired writings. By way of information, ſuch ould be inﬅrued:—


  There are two ſorts of eloquence, the one indeed ſcarce deſerves the name of it, which conﬅs chieﬂy in laboured and polied periods, an over-curious and artiﬁcial arrangement of ﬁgures, tinſel’d over with a gaudy embelliment of words, which glitter, but convey little or no light to the underﬅanding.—This kind of writing is for the moﬅ part much aﬀeed and admired by the people of weak judgment and vicious taﬅe; but is a piece of aﬀeation and formality the ſacred writers are utter ﬅrangers to. It is a vain and boyi eloquence; and as it has always been eﬅeemed below the great geniuſes of all ages, ſo much more ſo, with reſpe to thoſe writers who were auated by the ſpirit of inﬁnite wiſdom, and therefore wrote with that force and majeﬅy with which never man writ. The other ſort of eloquence is quite the reverſe to this, and which may be ſaid to be the true charaeriﬅic of the holy Scriptures; where the excellence does not ariſe from a laboured and far-fetched elocution, but from a ſurpring mixture of mplicity and majeﬅy, which is a double charaer, ſo diﬃcult to be united, that it is ſeldom to be met with in compotions merely human. We ſee nothing in holy writ of aﬀeation and ſuperﬂuous ornament. As the inﬁnite wiſe Being has condeſcended to ﬅoop to our language, thereby to convey to us the light of revelation, ſo has he been pleaſed graciouy to accommodate it to us with the moﬅ natural and graceful plainneſs it would admit of. Now, it is obſervable that the moﬅ excellent prophane authors, whether Greek or Latin, loſe moﬅ of their graces whenever we ﬁnd them literally tranated. Homer’s famed repreſentation of Jupiter, in his ﬁrﬅ book;—his cried-up deſcription of a tempeﬅ—his relation of Neptune’s aking the earth, and opening it to its centre;—his deſcription of Pallas’s horſes; with numbers of other long-nce admired paages,—ﬂag, and almoﬅ vani away, in the vulgar Latin tranation.


  Let any one but take the pains to read the common Latin interpretation of Virgil, Theocritus, or even of Pindar, and one may venture to aﬃrm he will be able to trace out but few remains of the graces which charmed him ſo much in the original. The natural concluon from hence is, that in the clacal authors, the expreon, the ſweetneſs of the numbers, occaoned by a mucal placing of words, conﬅitute a great part of their beauties;—whereas, in the Sacred Writings, they conﬅ more in the greatneſs of the things themſelves, than in the words and expreons. The ideas and conceptions are ſo great and lofty in their own nature, that they necearily appear magniﬁcent in the moﬅ artleſs dreſs. Look but into the Bible, and we ſee them ine through the moﬅ mple and literal tranations. That glorious deſcription which Moſes gives of the creation of the heavens and the earth, which Longinus, the beﬅ critic the eaﬅern world ever produced, was ſo juﬅly taken with, has not loﬅ the leaﬅ whit of its intrinc worth; and though it has undergone ſo many tranations, yet triumphs over all, and breaks forth with as much force and vehemence as in the original. Of this ﬅamp are numbers of paages throughout the Scriptures;—inﬅance, that celebrated deſcription of a tempeﬅ in the hundred and ſeventh pſalm; thoſe beautiful reﬂeions of holy Job, upon the ortneſs of life, and inﬅability of human aﬀairs, ſo judiciouy appointed by our church in her oﬃce for the burial of the dead;—that lively deſcription of a horſe of war, in the thirty-ninth chapter of Job, in which, from the nineteenth to the twenty-xth verſe, there is ſcarce a word which does not merit a particular explication to diſplay the beauties of. I might add to theſe, thoſe tender and pathetic expoﬅulations with the children of Iſrael, which run throughout all the prophets, which the moﬅ uncritical reader can ſcarce help being aﬀeed with.


  And now, O inhabitants of Jeruſalem, and men of Judah, judge I pray you, betwixt me and my vineyard:—What could have been done more to my vineyard that I have not done?—wherefore, when I expeed that it ould bring forth grapes, brought it forth wild grapes:—and yet, ye ſay, the way of the Lord is unequal. Here now, O houſe of Iſrael,—is not my way equal?—are not your ways unequal?—have I any pleaſure at all that the wicked ould die, and not that he ould return from his ways and live?—I have nouried and brought up children, and they have rebelled againﬅ me. The ox knows his owner, and the aſs his maﬅer’s crib;—but Iſrael doth not know,—my people doth not conder.—There is nothing in all the eloquence of the heathen world comparable to the vivacity and tenderneſs of theſe reproaches;—there is ſomething in them ſo thoroughly aﬀeing, and ſo noble and ſublime withal, that one might challenge the writings of the moﬅ celebrated orators of antiquity to produce any thing like them. Theſe obſervations upon the ſuperiority of the inſpired penmen to heathen ones, in that which regards the compotion more conſpicuouy, hold good when they are condered upon the foot of hiﬅorians. Not to mention that prophane hiﬅories give an account only of human achievements and temporal events, which, for the moﬅ part, are ſo full of uncertainty and contradiions, that we are at a loſs where to ſeek for truth;—but that the ſacred hiﬅory is the hiﬅory of God himſelf,—the hiﬅory of his omnipotence and inﬁnite wiſdom, his univerſal providence, his juﬅice and mercy, and all his other attributes, diſplayed under a thouſand diﬀerent forms, by a ſeries of the moﬅ various and wonderful events that ever happened to any nation, or language:—not to inﬅ upon this vible ſuperiority in ſacred hiﬅory,—there is yet another undoubted excellence the prophane hiﬅorians ſeldom arrive at, which is almoﬅ the diﬅinguiing charaer of the ſacred ones; namely, that unaﬀeed, artleſs manner of relating hiﬅorical fas,—which is ſo entirely of a piece with every other part of the holy writings. What I mean will be beﬅ made out by a few inﬅances. In the hiﬅory of Joſeph (which certainly is told with the greateﬅ variety of beautiful and aﬀeing circumﬅances), when Joſeph makes himſelf known, and weeps aloud upon the neck of his dear brother Benjamin, that all the houſe of Pharaoh heard him; at that inﬅant, none of his brethren are introduced as uttering aught, either to expreſs their preſent joy, or palliate their former injuries to him. On all des, there immediately enſues a deep and ſolemn lence; a lence inﬁnitely more eloquent and expreve than any thing elſe could have been ſubﬅituted in its place. Had Thucydides, Herodotus, Levy, or any of the celebrated clacal hiﬅorians, been employed in writing this hiﬅory, when they came to this point, they would, doubtleſs, have exhauﬅed all their fund of eloquence in furniing Joſeph’s brethren with laboured and ﬅudied harangues; which, however ﬁne they might have been in themſelves, would nevertheleſs have been unnatural, and altogether improper on the occaon. For when ſuch a variety of contrary paons broke in upon them,—what tongue was able to utter their hurried and diﬅraed thoughts?—When remorſe, ſurpriſe, ame, joy, and gratitude ﬅruggle together in their boſoms, how uneloquently would their lips have performed their duty?—how unfaithfully their tongues have ſpoken the language of their hearts? In this caſe, lence was truly eloquent and natural, and tears expreed what oratory was incapable of.


  If ever theſe perſons I have been addreng myſelf to, can be perſuaded to follow the advice in the text, of ſearching the Scriptures,—the work of their ſalvation will be begun upon its true foundation. For, ﬁrﬅ, they will inſenbly be led to admire the beautiful propriety of their language when a favorable opinion is conceived of this, next, they will more cloſely attend to the goodneſs of the moral, and the purity and ſoundneſs of the dorines. The pleaſure of reading will ﬅill be increaſed, by that near concern which they will ﬁnd themſelves to have in thoſe many important truths, which they will ſee ſo clearly demonﬅrated in the Bible, that grand charter of our eternal happineſs. It is the fate of mankind, too often to ſeem inſenble of what they may enjoy at the eaeﬅ rate. What might not our neighbouring Romi countries, who groan under the yoke of popi impotions and prieﬅcraft, what might not thoſe poor miſguided creatures give, for the happineſs which we know not how to value,—of being born in a country where a church is eﬅablied by our laws, and encouraged by our princes;—which not only allows the free ﬅudy of the Scriptures, but even exhorts and invites us to it;—a church that is a ﬅranger to the tricks and artiﬁce of having the Bible in an unknown tongue, to give the greater latitude to the degns of the clergy, in impong their own trumpery, and foiﬅing in whatever may beﬅ ſerve to aggrandize themſelves, or enave the wretches committed to their truﬅ? In ort, our religion was not given us to raiſe our imaginations with ornaments of words, or ﬅrokes of eloquence; but to purify our hearts, and lead us into the paths of righteouſneſs. However, not to defend ourſelves,—when the attack is principally levelled at this point,—might give occaon to our adverſaries to triumph, and charge us either with negligence or inability. It is well known how willing the enemies of our religion are to ſeek occaons againﬅ us;—how ready to magnify every mote in our eyes to the bigneſs of a beam; how eager, upon the leaﬅ default, to inſult and cry out,—There, there! ſo would we have it:—not, perhaps, that we are ſo much the ſubje of malice and averon, but that the licentious age ſeems bent upon bringing Chriﬅianity into diſcredit at any rate; and rather than miſs the aim, would ﬅrike through the des of thoſe that are ſent to teach it. Thank God, the truth of our holy religion is eﬅablied with ſuch ﬅrong evidence, that it reﬅs upon a foundation never to be overthrown, either by the open aaults or cunning devices of wicked and degning men. The part we have to a, is to be ﬅeady, ſober, and vigilant; to be ready to every good work; to reprove, rebuke, and exhort with all long-ſuﬀering; to give occaon of oﬀence to no man; that, with well-doing, we may put to lence the ignorance of fooli men.


  I all cloſe all with that excellent colle of our church:—


  Bleed Lord, who haﬅ cauſed all holy Scriptures to be written for our learning,—grant that we may in ſuchwiſe hear them, read, mark, learn, and inwardly digeﬅ them, that, by patience and comfort of thy holy word, we may embrace, and ever hold faﬅ the bleed hope of everlaﬅing life, which thou haﬅ given us in thy Son, our Saviour, Jeſus Chriﬅ.


  Now to God the Father, &c.


  ☜


  SERMON XVI.


  SERMON XVI.


  
    Psalm xcv. 6, 7.


    O come let us worip and fall down before him:—for he is the Lord our God.—

  


  IN this pſalm we ﬁnd holy David taken up with the pious contemplation of God’s inﬁnite power, majeﬅy, and greatneſs:—he conders him as the ſovereign Lord of the whole earth, the maker and ſupporter of all things;—that by him the heavens were created, and all the hoﬅ of them; that the earth was wiſely faioned by his hands;—he has founded it upon the ſeas, and eﬅablied it upon the ﬂoods:—that we likewiſe, the people of his paﬅure, were raiſed up by the ſame creating hand, from nothing, to the dignity of rational creatures, made with reſpe to our reaſon and underﬅanding, after his own moﬅ perfe image.


  It was natural to imagine that ſuch a contemplation would light up a ﬂame of devotion in any grateful man’s breaﬅ; and accordingly we ﬁnd it break forth in the words of the text, in a kind of religious rapture:


  O come let us worip and fall down before him:—for he is the Lord our God.


  Sure never exhortation to prayer and worip can be better enforced than upon this principle,—that God is the cauſe and creator of all things that each individual being is upheld in the ﬅation it was ﬁrﬅ placed, by the ſame hand which ﬁrﬅ formed it;—that all the blengs and advantages, which are neceary to the happineſs and welfare of beings on earth, are only to be derived from the ſame fountain:—and that the only way to do it, is to ſecure an intereﬅ in his favor, by a grateful expreon of our ſenſe for the beneﬁts we have received, and a humble dependance upon him for thoſe we expe and ﬅand in want of.—Whom have we in heaven, ſays the Pſalmiﬅ, but thee, O God, to look unto or depend on?—to whom all we pour out our complaints, and ſpeak of all our wants and neceties, but to thy goodneſs which is ever willing to confer upon us whatever becomes us to aſk, and thee to grant;—becauſe thou haﬅ promiſed to be nigh unto all that call upon thee,—yea, unto all ſuch as call upon thee faithfully;—that thou wilt fulﬁl the dere of them that fear thee, that thou wilt alſo hear their cry, and help them.


  Of all duties, prayer certainly is the ſweeteﬅ and moﬅ eaſy.—There are ſome duties which may ſeem to occaon a troubleſome oppotion to the natural workings of ﬂe and blood;—ſuch as the forgiveneſs of injuries, and the love of our enemies;—others which will force us unavoidably into a perpetual ﬅruggle with our paons,—which war againﬅ the ſoul;—ſuch as chaﬅity,—temperance,—humility. There are other virtues, which ſeem to bid us forget our preſent intereﬅ for a while,—ſuch as charity and generoty;—others that teach us to forget it at all times, and wholly to ﬁx our aﬀeions on things above, and in no circumﬅance to a like men that look for a continuing city here, but upon one to come, whoſe builder and maker is God; But this duty of prayer and thankſgiving to God—has no ſuch oppotions to encounter;—it takes no bullock out of thy ﬁeld,—no horſe out of thy ﬅable,—nor he-goat out of thy fold;—it coﬅeth no wearineſs of bones, no untimely watchings;—it requireth no ﬅrength of parts, or painful ﬅudy, but juﬅ to know and have a true ſenſe of our dependance, and of the mercies by which we are upheld:—and with this, in every place and poﬅure of body, a good man may lift up his ſoul unto the Lord his God.


  Indeed as to the frequency of putting this duty formally in praice, as the precept muﬅ necearily have varied according to the diﬀerent ﬅations in which God has placed us;—ſo he has been pleaſed to determine nothing preciſely concerning it:—for, perhaps, it would be unreaſonable to expe that the day-labourer, or he that ſupports a numerous family by the ſweat of his brow, ould ſpend as much of his time in devotion, as the man of leiſure and unbounded wealth. This, however, in the general may hold good, that we are bound to pay this tribute to God, as often as his providence has put an opportunity into our hands of ſo doing;—provided that no plea, drawn from the neceary attentions to the aﬀairs of the world, which many men’s tuations oblige them to, may be ſuppoſed to extend to an exemption from paying their morning and evening ſacriﬁce to God. For it ſeems to be the leaﬅ that can be done to anſwer the demand of our duty in this point, ſuccevely to open and ut up the day in prayer and thankſgiving;—nce there is not a morning thou riſeﬅ, or a night thou lieﬅ down, hut thou art indebted for it to the watchful providence of Almighty God.—David and Daniel, whoſe names are recorded in Scripture for future example:—the ﬁrﬅ, though a mighty king, embarraed with wars abroad, and unnatural diﬅurbances at home; a tuation, one would think, would allow little time for any thing but his own and his kingdom’s ſafety—yet found he leiſure to pray ſeven times a day:—the latter, the counſellor and ﬁrﬅ miniﬅer of ﬅate to the great Nebuchadnezzar; and, though perpetually fatigued with the aﬀairs of a mighty kingdom, and the government of the whole province of Babylon, which, was committed to his adminiﬅration;—though near the perſon of an idolatrous king, and amidﬅ the temptations of a luxurious court,—yet never negleed he his God; but, as we read,—he kneeled upon his knees three times a day, and prayed and gave thanks before him.


  A frequent correſpondence with heaven, by prayer and devotion, is the greateﬅ nouriment and ſupport of ſpiritual life:—it keeps the ſenſe of a God warm and lively within us,—which ſecures our diſpotion, and ſets ſuch guards over us, that hardly will a temptation prevail againﬅ us.—Who can entertain a baſe or an impure thought, or think of executing it, who is inceantly converng with his God?—or not deſpiſe every temptation this lower world can oﬀer him, when by his conﬅant addrees before the throne of God’s majeﬅy, he brings the glorious proſpe of heaven perpetually before his eyes?


  I cannot help here taking notice of the dorine of thoſe who would reſolve all devotion into the inner man, and think that there is nothing more requite to expreſs our reverence to God, but purity and integrity of heart,—unaccompanied either with words or aions.—To this opinion it may be juﬅly anſwered, that, in the preſent ﬅate we are in, we ﬁnd ſuch a ﬅrong ſympathy and union between our ſouls and bodies, that the one cannot be touched or ſenbly aﬀeed, without producing ſome correſponding emotion in the other.—Nature has agned a diﬀerent look, tone of voice, and geﬅure peculiar to every paon and aﬀeion we are ſubje to; and, therefore, to argue againﬅ this ﬅri correſpondence which is held between our ſouls and bodies,—is diſputing againﬅ the frame and mechaniſm of human nature.—We are not angels, but men clothed with their bodies, and, in ſome meaſure, governed by our imaginations, that we have need of all theſe external helps which nature has made the interpreters of our thoughts.—And, no doubt, though a virtuous and a good life are more acceptable in the ght of God, than either prayer or thankſgiving;—for, behold, to obey is better than ſacriﬁce, and to hearken, than the fat of rams;—nevertheleſs, as the one ought to be done, ſo the other ought not, by any means, to be left undone.—As God is to be obeyed,—ſo he is to be woripped alſo.—For, although inward holineſs and integrity of heart is the ultimate end of the divine diſpenſations;—yet external religion is a certain means of promoting it.—Each of them has its juﬅ bounds;—and therefore as we would not be ſo carnal as merely to reﬅ contented with the one,—ſo neither can we pretend to be ſo ſpiritual as to negle the other.


  And though God is all-wiſe, and therefore underﬅands our thoughts afar oﬀ,—and knows the exa decrees of our love and reverence to him, though we ould withhold thoſe outward marks of it;—yet God himſelf has been graciouy pleaſed to command us to pray to him;—that we might beg the aﬅance of his grace to work with us againﬅ our own inﬁrmities;—that we might acknowledge him to be, what he is, the ſupreme Lord of the—whole world;—that we might teﬅify the ſenſe we have of all his mercies and loving kindneſs to us,—and confeſs that he has the propriety of every thing we enjoy,—that the earth is the Lord’s, and the fulneſs thereof.


  Thus much of this duty of prayer in general.—From every individual it may be reaſonably expeed, from a bare reﬂeion upon his own ﬅation, his perſonal wants, and the daily blengs which he has received in particular;—but, for thoſe blengs beﬅowed upon the whole ſpecies in common,—reaſon ſeems further to require, that a joint return ould be made by as many of the ſpecies as can conveniently aemble together for this religious purpoſe.—From hence ariſes, likewiſe, the reaſonableneſs of public worip, and ſacred places ſet apart for that purpoſe; without which, it would be very diﬃcult to preſerve that ſenſe of God and religion upon the minds of men, which is ſo neceary to their well-being, condered only as a civil ſociety, and with regard to the purpoſes of this life, and the inﬂuence which a juﬅ ſenſe of it muﬅ have upon their aions.—Bedes, men who are united in ſocieties, can have no other cement to unite them likewiſe in religious ties, as well as in manners of worip and points of faith, but the inﬅitution of ſolemn times and public places deﬅined for that uſe.


  And it is not to be queﬅioned, that if the time, as well as place for ſerving God, were once condered as indiﬀerent, and left ſo far to every man’s choice as to have no calls to public prayer, however a ſenſe of religion might be preſerved awhile by a few ſpeculative men, yet that the bulk of mankind would loſe all knowledge of it, and in time live without God in the world.—Not that private prayer is the leſs our duty, the contrary of which is proved above; and our Saviour ſays, that when we pray to God in ſecret, we all be rewarded openly;—but that prayers which are publicly oﬀered up in God’s houſe, tend more to the glory of God, and the beneﬁt of ourſelves:—for this reaſon, that they are preſumed to be performed with greater attention and ſeriouſneſs, and therefore moﬅ likely to be heard with a more favorable acceptance.—And for this one might appeal to every man’s breaﬅ, whether he has not been aﬀeed with the moﬅ elevated pitch of devotion, when he gave thanks in the great congregation of the ſaints, and praiſed God amongﬅ much people?—Of this united worip there is a glorious deſcription which St. John gives us, in the Revelations, where he ſuppoſes the whole univerſe joining together, in their ſeveral capacities, to give glory in this manner to their common Lord.—Every creature which was in heaven, and on earth, and under the earth, and ſuch as were in the ſeas, and all that were in them, heard I, crying,—Bleng, and honor, and glory, and power, be unto him that tteth upon the throne.


  But here it may be aſked, that if public worip tends ſo much to promote the glory of God,—and is what is ſo indiſpenſably the duty and beneﬁt of every Chriﬅian ﬅate,—how came it to paſs, that our bleed Saviour left no command to his followers, throughout the goſpel, to ſet up public places of worip, and keep them ſacred for that purpoſe?—It may be anſwered,—that the necety of ſetting apart places for divine worip, and the holineſs of them when thus ſet apart, ſeemed already to have been ſo well eﬅablied by former revelation, as not to need any expreſs precept upon that ſubje:—for though the particular appointment of the temple, and the conﬁnement of worip to that place alone, were only temporal parts of the Jewi covenant; yet the necety and duty of having places ſomewhere ſolemnly dedicated to God carried a moral reaſon with it, and therefore was not abolied with the ceremonial part of the Jaw.—Our Saviour came not to deﬅroy, but to fulﬁl the law;—and therefore the moral precepts of it, which promoted a due regard to the divine Majeﬅy, remained in as full force as ever,—And accordingly we ﬁnd it atteﬅed, both by Chriﬅian and heathen writers, that ſo ſoon as the ſecond century, when the number of believers was much increaſed, and the circumﬅances of rich converts enabled them to do it,—that they began to ere ediﬁces for divine worip;—and though, under the frowns and oppreon of the civil power, they every Sabbath aembled themſelves therein, that with one hand and one lip they might declare whoſe they were, and whom they ſerved, and as the ſervants of one Lord, might oﬀer up their joint prayers and petitions.


  I wi there was no reaſon to lament an abatement of this religious zeal amongﬅ Chriﬅians of later days.—Though the piety of our forefathers ſeems, in a great meaſure, to have deprived us of the merit of building churches for the ſervice of God, there can be no ſuch plea for not frequenting them in a regular and ſolemn manner.—How often do people abſent themſelves (when in the utmoﬅ diﬅreſs how to diſpoſe of themſelves) from church, even upon thoſe days which are ſet apart for nothing elſe but the worip of God;—when, to triﬂe that day away, or apply any portion of it to ſecular concerns, is a ſacrilege almoﬅ in the literal ſenſe of the word.


  From this duty of public prayer ariſes another, which I cannot help ſpeaking of, it being ſo dependant upon it;—I mean a ſerious, devout, and reſpeful behaviour, when we are performing this ſolemn duty in the houſe of God.—This is ſurely the leaﬅ that can be neceary in the immediate preſence of the Sovereign of the world, upon whoſe acceptance of our addrees all our preſent and future happineſs depends.


  External behaviour is the reſult of inward reverence, and is therefore part of our duty to God, whom we are to worip in body as well as ſpirit.


  And as no one ould be wanting in outward reſpe and decorum before an earthly prince or ſuperior, much leſs ould we be ſo before him, whom the heaven of heavens cannot contain.


  Notwithﬅanding the obviouſneſs of this branch of duty,—it ſeems often to be little underﬅood;—and whoever will take a general ſurvey of church behaviour, will often meet with ſcenes of ſad variety.—What a vein of indolence and indevotion ſometimes ſeems to run throughout whole congregations!—what ill-timed pains do ſome take in putting on an air of gaiety and indiﬀerence in the moﬅ intereﬅing parts of this duty,—even when they are making confeon of their ns, as if they were aamed to be thought ſerious with their God!—Surely, to addreſs ourſelves to his inﬁnite Majeﬅy after a negligent and diſpaonate manner, bedes the immediate indignity oﬀered, it is a ſad gn we little conder the blengs we aſk for, and far leſs deſerve them.—Bedes, what is a prayer, unleſs our heart and aﬀeions go along with it?—It is not ſo much as the adow of devotion: and little better than the papiﬅs telling their beads,—or honoring God with their lips, when their hearts are far from him.—The conderation that a perſon is come to proﬅrate himſelf before the throne of high heaven, and in that place which is particularly diﬅinguied by his preſence, is ſuﬃcient inducement for any one to watch over his imagination, and guard againﬅ the leaﬅ appearance of levity and diſreſpe.


  An inward ncerity will of courſe inﬂuence the outward deportment; but where the one is wanting, there is great reaſon to ſuſpe the abſence of the other.—I own it is poble, and often happens, that this eternal garb of religion may be worn, when there is little within of a piece with it;—but I believe the converſe of the propotion can never happen to be true, that a truly religious frame of mind ould exiﬅ without ſome outward mark of it.—The mind will ine through the veil of ﬂe which covers it, and naturally expreſs its religious diſpotions;—and, if it poees the power of godlineſs,—will have the external form of it too.


  May God grant us to be defeive in neither,—but that we may ſo praiſe and magnify God on earth,—that when he cometh at the laﬅ day, with ten thouſand of his ſaints in heaven, to judge the world, we may be partakers of their eternal inheritance. Amen.


  ☜


  SERMON XVII.


  The Ways of Providence juﬅiﬁed to Man.


  SERMON XVII.


  
    Psalm lxxiii. 12, 13.


    Behold, theſe are the ungodly who proſper in the world, they increaſe in riches.


    Verily I have cleanſed my heart in vain, and waed my hands in innocency.

  


  THIS complaint of the Pſalmiﬅ’s concerning the promiſcuous diﬅribution of God’s blengs to the juﬅ and unjuﬅ,—that the ſun ould ine without diﬅinion upon the good and the bad,—and rains deſcend upon the righteous and unrighteous man, is a ſubje that has aﬀorded much matter for inquiry, and at one time or other has raiſed doubts to diearten and perplex the minds of men. If the ſovereign Lord of all the earth does look on, whence ſo much diſorder in the face of things?—why is it permitted, that wiſe and good men ould be left often a prey to ſo many miſeries and diﬅrees of life,—whilﬅ the guilty and fooli triumph in their oﬀences, and even the tabernacles of robbers proſper?


  To this it is anſwered,—that therefore there is a future ﬅate of rewards and puniments to take place after this life, wherein all theſe inequalities all be made even, where the circumﬅances of every man’s caſe all be condered, and where God all be juﬅiﬁed in all his ways, and every mouth all be ﬅopt.


  If this was not ſo,—if the ungodly were to proſper in the world, and have riches in poeon,—and no diﬅinion to be made hereafter,—to what purpoſe would it have been to have maintained our integrity?—Lo! then, indeed, ould I have cleanſed my heart in vain, and waed my hands in innocency.


  It is farther ſaid, and what is a more dire anſwer to the point,—that when God created man, that he might make him capable of receiving happineſs at his hands hereafter,—he endowed him with liberty and freedom of choice, without which he could not have been a creature accountable for his aions;—that it is merely from the bad uſe he makes of theſe gifts,—that all thoſe inﬅances of irregularity do reſult, upon which the complaint is here grounded,—which could no ways be prevented, but by the total ſubveron of human liberty;—that ould God make bare his arm, and interpoſe in every injuﬅice that is committed,—mankind might be ſaid to do what was right,—but, at the ſame time, to loſe the merit of it, nce they would a under force and necety, and not from the determinations of their own mind;—that upon this ſuppotion,—a man could with no more reaſon expe to go to heaven for as of temperance, juﬅice, and humanity, than for the ordinary impulſes of hunger and thirﬅ, which nature direed that God has dealt with man upon better terms;—he has ﬁrﬅ endowed him with liberty and free-will;—he has ſet life and death, good and evil before him;—that he has given him faculties to ﬁnd out what will be the conſequences of either way of aing, and then left him to take which courſe his reaſon and direion all point out.


  I all deﬅ from enlarging any further upon either of the foregoing arguments in vindication of God’s providence, which are urged ſo often with ſo much force and conviion, as to leave no room for a reaſonable reply;—nce the miſeries which befal the good, and the ſeeming happineſs of the wicked, could not be otherwiſe in ſuch a free ﬅate and condition as this in which we are placed.


  In all charges of this kind we generally take two things for granted;—1ﬅ, That in the inﬅances we give, we know certainly the good from the bad;—and, 2dly, The reſpeive ﬅate of their enjoyments or ſuﬀerings.


  I all therefore, in the remaining part of my diſcourſe, take up your time with a ort inquiry into the diﬃculties of coming not only at the true charaers of men,—but likewiſe of knowing either the degrees of their real happineſs or miſery in this life.


  The ﬁrﬅ of theſe will teach us candour in our judgment of others:—the ſecond, to which I all conﬁne myſelf, will teach us humility in our reaſonings upon the ways of God.


  For though the miſeries of the good, and the proſperity of the wicked, are not in general to be denied;—yet I all endeavour to ew, that the particular inﬅances we are apt to produce, when we cry out in the words of the Pſalmiﬅ, Lo! theſe are the ungodly,—theſe proſper, and are happy in the world:—I ſay, I all endeavour to ew, that we are ſo ignorant of the articles of the charge,—and the evidence we go upon to make them good is ſo lame and defeive,—as to be ſuﬃcient by itſelf to check all propenty to expoﬅulate with God’s providence, allowing there was no other way of clearing up the matter reconcileably to his attributes.


  And, ﬁrﬅ,—what certain and infallible marks have we of the goodneſs or badneſs of the bulk of mankind?


  If we truﬅ to fame and reports,—if they are good, how do we know but they may proceed from partial friendip or ﬂattery?—when bad, from envy or malice, from ill-natured ſurmiſes and conﬅruion of things?—and, on both des, from ſmall matters aggrandized through miﬅake,—and ſometimes through, the unſkilful relation of even truth itſelf?—From ſome, or all of which cauſes, it happens, that the charaers of men, like the hiﬅories of the Egyptians, are to be received and read with caution;—they are generally dreed out and disﬁgured with ſo many dreams and fables, that every ordinary reader all not be able to diﬅingui truth from falſehood.—But allowing theſe reﬂeions to be too ſevere in this matter,—that no ſuch thing as envy ever leened a man’s charaer, or malice blackened it;—yet the charaers of men are not ealy penetrated, as they depend often upon the retired, unſeen parts of a man’s life.—The beﬅ and trueﬅ piety is moﬅ ſecret, and the worﬅ of aions, for diﬀerent reaſons, will be ſo too.—Some men are modeﬅ, and ſeem to take pains to hide their virtues; and from a natural diﬅance and reſerve in their tempers, ſcarce ſuﬀer their good qualities to be known:—others, on the contrary, put in praice a thouſand little arts to counterfeit virtues which they have not, the better to conceal thoſe vices which they really have;—and this under fair ows of ſanity, good nature, generoty, or ſome virtue or other,—too ſpecious to be ſeen through,—too amiable and dintereﬅed to be ſuſpeed. Theſe hints may be ſuﬃcient to ew how hard it is to come at the matter of fa:—but one may go a ﬅep further,—and ſay, that even that, in many caſes, could we come to the knowledge of it, it is not ſuﬃcient by itſelf to pronounce a man either good or bad. There are numbers of circumﬅances, which attend every aion of a man’s life, which can never come to the knowledge of the world,—yet ought to be known, and well weighed, before ſentence with any juﬅice can be paed upon him. A man may have diﬀerent views, and a diﬀerent ſenſe of things from what his judges have; and what he underﬅands and feels, and what paes within him, may be a ſecret treaſured up deeply there for ever. A man, through bodily inﬁrmity, or ſome complexional defe, which perhaps is not in his power to corre,—may be ſubje to inadvertencies,—to ﬅarts and unhappy turns of temper; he may lay open to ſnares he is not always aware of, or, through ignorance and want of information and proper helps, he may labour in the dark;—in all which caſes he may do many things which are wrong in themſelves, and yet be innocent;—at leaﬅ an obje rather to be pitied than cenſured with ſeverity and ill-will.—Theſe are diﬃculties which ﬅand in every one’s way in the forming a judgment of the charaers of others.—But, for once, let us ſuppoſe them all to be got over, ſo that we could ſee the bottom of every man’s heart;—let us allow that the word rogue or honeﬅ man was wrote ſo legibly in every man’s face, that no one could pobly miﬅake it;—yet ﬅill the happineſs of both the one and the other, which is the only fa that can bring the charge home, is what we have ſo little certain knowledge of,—that, bating ſome ﬂagrant inﬅances, whenever we venture to pronounce upon it, our decions are little more than random guees.—For who can ſearch the heart of man?—it is treacherous even to our ſelves, and much more likely to impoſe upon others.—Even in laughter, (if you will believe Solomon) the heart is ſorrowful;—the mind ts drooping, whilﬅ the countenance is gay:—and even he, who is the obje of envy to thoſe who look no further than the ſurface of his eﬅate,—may appear at the ſame time worthy of compaon to thoſe who know his private recees. Bedes this, a man’s unhappineſs is not to be aſcertained ſo much from what is known to have befallen him,—as from his particular turn and caﬅ of mind, and capacity of bearing it.—Poverty, exile, loſs of fame or friends, the death of children, the deareﬅ of all pledges of a man’s happineſs, make not equal impreons upon every temper.—You will ſee one man undergo, with ſcarce the expence of a gh,—what another, in the bitterneſs of his ſoul, would go mourning for all his life long:—nay, a haﬅy word, or an unkind look, to a ſoft and tender nature, will ﬅrike deeper than a ſword to the hardened and ſenſeleſs. If theſe reﬂeions hold true with regard to misfortunes,—they are the ſame with regard to enjoyments:—we are formed diﬀerently,—have diﬀerent taﬅes and perceptions of things;—by the force of habit, education, or a particular caﬅ of mind,—it happens that neither the uſe or poeon of the ſame enjoyments and advantages produce the ſame happineſs and contentment;—but that it diﬀers in every man almoﬅ according to his temper and complexion:—ſo that the ſelf-ſame happy accidents in life, which all give raptures to the choleric or ſanguine man, all be received with indiﬀerence by the cold and phlegmatic;—and ſo oddly perplexed are the accounts of both human happineſs and miſery in this world,—that triﬂes, light as air, all be able to make the hearts of ſome men ng for joy;—at the ſame time that others; with real blengs and advantages, without the power of ung them, have their hearts heavy and diſcontented.


  Alas! if the principles of contentment are not within us, the height of ﬅation and worldly grandeur will as ſoon add a cubit to a man’s ﬅature as to his happineſs.


  This will ſuggeﬅ to us how little a way we have gone towards the proof of any man’s happineſs,——in barely ſaying,—Lo! this man proſpers in the world,—and this man has riches in poeon.


  When a man has got much above us, we take it for granted,—that he ſees ſome glorious proſpes, and feels ſome mighty pleaſures from his height;—whereas could we get up to him, it is great odds whether we ould ﬁnd any thing to make us tolerable amends for the pains and trouble of climbing up ſo high.—Nothing, perhaps, but more dangers and more troubles ﬅill:—and ſuch a giddineſs of head bedes, as to make a wiſe man wi he was well down again upon the level.—To calculate, therefore, the happineſs of mankind by their ﬅations and honors, is the moﬅ deceitful of all rules;—great, no doubt, is the happineſs which a moderate fortune and moderate deres, with a conſciouſneſs of virtue, will ſecure a man.—Many are the lent pleaſures of the honeﬅ peaſant, who riſes cheerfully to his labour:—look into his dwelling,—where the ſcene of every man’s happineſs chieﬂy lies;—he has the ſame domeﬅic endearments,—as much, joy and comfort in his children,—and as ﬂattering hopes of their doing well,—to enliven his hours and glad his heart, as you could conceive in the moﬅ aﬄuent ﬅation.—And I make no doubt, in general, but if the true account of his joys and ſuﬀerings were to be balanced with thoſe of his betters,—that the upot would prove to be little more than this,—that the rich man had the more meat,—but the poor man the better ﬅomach;—the one had more luxury,—more able phycians to attend and ſet him to rights;—the other, more health and ſoundneſs in his bones, and leſs occaon for their help; that, after theſe two articles betwixt them were balanced,—in all other things they ﬅood upon a level:—that the ſun ines as warm,—the air blows as fre, and the earth breathes as fragrant, upon the one as the other;—and that they have an equal are in all the beauties and real beneﬁts of nature.—Theſe hints may be ſuﬃcient to ew what I propoſed from them,—the diﬃculties which attend us in judging truly either of the happineſs or the miſery of the bulk of mankind,—the evidence being ﬅill more defeive in this caſe (as the matter of fa is hard to come at)—than even in that of judging of their true charaers; of both which, in general, we have ſuch imperfe knowledge, as will teach us candour in our determinations upon each other.


  But the main purport of this diſcourſe, is, to teach us humility in our reaſonings upon the ways of the Almighty.


  That things are dealt unequally in this world, is one of the ﬅrongeﬅ natural arguments for a future ﬅate,—and therefore is not to be overthrown: nevertheleſs,—I am perſuaded the charge is far from being as great as at ﬁrﬅ ght it may appear;—or if it is,—that our views of thing are ſo narrow and conﬁned, that it is not in our power to make it good.


  But ſuppoſe it otherwiſe,—that the happineſs and proſperity of bad men were as great as our general complaints make them,—and, what is not the caſe,—that we were not able to clear up the matter, or anſwer it reconcileably with God’s juﬅice and providence,—what all we infer?—Why, the moﬅ becoming concluon is,—that it is one inﬅance more, out of many others, of our ignorance:—why ould this, or any other religious diﬃculty he cannot comprehend,—why ould it alarm him more than ten thouſand other diﬃculties which every day elude his moﬅ exa and attentive ſearch?—Does not the meaneﬅ ﬂower in the ﬁeld, or the ſmalleﬅ blade of graſs, baﬄe the underﬅanding of the moﬅ penetrating mind?—Can the deepeﬅ inquiries after nature tell us, upon what particular ze and motion of parts the various colours and taﬅes of vegetables depend;—why one rub is laxative,—another aﬅringent;—why arſenic or hellebore ould lay waﬅe this noble frame of ours,—or opium lock up all the inroads to our ſenſes, and plunder us, in ſo mercileſs a manner, of reaſon and underﬅanding?—Nay, have not the moﬅ obvious things that come in our way, dark des, which the quickeﬅ ght cannot penetrate into; and do not the cleareﬅ and moﬅ exalted underﬅandings ﬁnd themſelves puzzled, and at a loſs in every particle of matter?


  Go then,—proud man!—and when thy head turns giddy with opinions of thy own wiſdom, that thou wouldﬅ corre the meaſures of the Almighty,—go then,—take a full view of thyſelf in this glaſs:—conder thy own faculties, how narrow and imperfe;—how much they are chequered with truth and falſehood;—how little arrives at thy knowledge, and how darkly and confuſedly thou diſcerneﬅ even that little as in a glaſs:—conder the beginnings and endings of things, the greateﬅ and the ſmalleﬅ, how they all conſpire to baﬄe thee—and which way ever thou proſecuteﬅ thy inquiries,—what fre ſubjes of amazement,—and what fre reaſons to believe there are more yet behind which thou canﬅ never comprehend.—Conder,—theſe are but part of his ways:—how little a portion is heard of him!—Canﬅ thou, by ſearching, ﬁnd out God?—wouldﬅ thou know the Almighty to perfeion?—’Tis as high as heaven, what canﬅ thou do?—’tis deeper than hell, how canﬅ thou know it?


  Could we but ſee the myﬅerious workings of Providence, and were we able to comprehend the whole plan of his inﬁnite wiſdom and goodneſs, which pobly may be the caſe in the ﬁnal conſummation of all things:—thoſe events, which we are now ſo perplexed to account for, would probably exalt and magnify his wiſdom, and make us cry out with the Apoﬅle, in that rapturous exclamation,—O! the depth of the riches both of the goodneſs and wiſdom of God!—how unſearchable are his ways, and his paths paﬅ ﬁnding out!


  Now to God, &c.


  ☜


  SERMON XVIII.


  The Ingratitude of Iſrael.


  SERMON XVIII.


  
    2 Kings xvii. 7.


    For ſo it was,—that the childen of Iſrael had nned againﬅ the Lord their God, who had brought them up out of the land of Egypt.—

  


  THE words of the text account for the cauſe of a ſad calamity, which is related, in the foregoing verſes, to have befallen a great number of Iſraelites, who were ſurpriſed in the capital city of Samaria, by Hoſea, king of Ayria, and cruelly carried away by him out of their own country, and placed on the deſolate frontiers of Halah, and in Haber, by the river Gozan, and in the city of the Medes, and there conﬁned to end their days in ſorrow and captivity.—Upon which the ſacred hiﬅorian, inﬅead of accounting for ſo ſad an event merely from political ſprings and cauſes; ſuch for inﬅance, as the ſuperior ﬅrength and policy of the enemy,—or an unſeaſonable provocation given,—or that proper meaſures of defence were negleed; he traces it up, in one word, to its true cauſe:—For ſo it was, ſays he, that the children of Iſrael had nned againﬅ the Lord their God, who had brought them up out of the land of Egypt.—It was ſurely a ſuﬃcient foundation to dread ſome evil,—that they had nned againﬅ that Being who had an unqueﬅionable right to their obedience.—But what an aggravation was it—that they had not only nned mply againﬅ the truth, but againﬅ the God of mercies, who had brought them forth out of the land of Egypt;—who not only created, upheld, and favored them with ſo many advantages in common with the reﬅ of their fellow-creatures, but who had been particularly kind to them in their misfortunes;—who, when they were in the houſe of bondage, in the moﬅ hopeleſs condition, without a proſpe of any natural means of redreſs, had compaonately heard their cry, and took pity upon the aﬄiions of a diﬅreed people,—and by a chain of miracles, delivered them from ſervitude and oppreon:—miracles of ſo ﬅupendous a nature, that I take delight to oﬀer them, as often as I have an opportunity, to your devouteﬅ contemplations.—This, you would think as high and as complicated an aggravation of their ns as could be urged.—This was not all;—for bedes God’s goodneſs in ﬁrﬅ favoring their miraculous eſcape, a ſeries of ſuccees, not to be accounted for from ſecond cauſes and the natural courſe of events, had crowned their heads in ſo remarkable a manner, as to aﬀord an evident proof, not only of his general concern for their welfare, but of his particular providence and attachment to them above all people upon earth. In the wilderneſs he led them like eep, and kept them as the apple of his eye:—he ſuﬀered no man to do them wrong, but reproved even kings for their ſake.—When they entered into the promiſed land,—no force was able to ﬅand before them;—when in poeon of it,—no army was able to drive them out;—and, in a word, nature, for a time, was driven backwards to ſerve them, and even the Sun itſelf had ﬅood ﬅill in the midﬅ of heaven to ſecure their viories.


  A people with ſo many teﬅimonies of God’s favor, who had not proﬁted thereby, ſo as to become a virtuous people, muﬅ have been utterly corrupt;—and ſo they were.—And it is likely from the many ſpecimens they had given, in Moſes’s time, of a diſpotion to forget God’s beneﬁts, and upon every trial to rebel againﬅ him,—he foreſaw they would certainly prove a thankleſs and unthinking people, extremely inclined to go aﬅray and do evil;—and therefore, if any thing was likely to bring them back to themſelves, and to conder the evils of their miſdoings,—it muﬅ be the dread of ſome temporal calamity, which he prophetically threatened, would one day or other befal them:—hoping, no doubt,—that if no principle of gratitude could make them an obedient people,—at leaﬅ they might be wrought upon by the terror of being reduced back again by the ſame all-powerful hand to their ﬁrﬅ diﬅreed condition:—which, in the end, did aually overtake them.—For at length, when neither the alternatives of promiſes or threatenings,:—when neither rewards, or correions,—comforts or aﬄiions, could ſoften them:—when continual inﬅruions,—warnings,—invitations;—reproofs,—miracles,—prophets and holy guides, had no eﬀe, but, inﬅead of making them grow better, apparently made them grow worſe,—God’s patience at length withdrew,—and he ſuﬀered them to reap the wages of their folly, by letting them fall into the ﬅate of bondage from whence he had ﬁrﬅ raiſed them;—and that not only in that partial inﬅance of thoſe in Samaria, who were taken by Hoſea,—but, I mean, in that more general inﬅance of their overthrow by the army of the Chaldeans;—wherein he ſuﬀered the whole nation to be led away, and carried captive into Nineveh and Babylon.—We may be aured that the hiﬅory of God Almighty’s juﬅ dealings with this froward and thoughtleſs people—was not wrote for nothing;—but that it was given as a loud call and warning of obedience and gratitude, for all races of men to whom the light of revelation ould hereafter reach;—and therefore I have made choice of this ſubje, as it ſeems likely to furni ſome reﬂeions ſeaſonable for the beginning of this week,—which ould be devoted to ſuch meditations as may prepare and ﬁt us for the ſolemn faﬅ which we are ortly to obſerve, and whoſe pious intention will not be anſwered by a bare aembling ourſelves together, without making ſome religious and national remarks ſuitable to the occaon.—Doubtleſs, there is no nation which ever had ſo many extraordinary reaſons and ſupernatural motives to become thankful and virtuous as the Jews had:—which, bedes the daily blengs of God’s providence to them, has not received ſuﬃcient blengs and mercies at the hand of God, ſo as to engage their beﬅ ſervices, and the warmeﬅ returns of gratitude they can pay.


  There has been a time, may be, when they have been delivered from ſome grievous calamity,—from the rage of peﬅilence or famine,—from the edge and fury of the ſword,—from the fate and fall of kingdoms round them:—they may have been preſerved by providential diſcoveries of plots and degns againﬅ the well-being of their ﬅates, or by critical turns and revolutions in their favor, when beginning to nk.—By ſome gnal interpotion of God’s providence, they may have reſcued their liberties, ﬁnd all that was dear to them, from the jaws of ſome tyrant;—or may have preſerved their religion pure and uncorrupted, when all other comforts failed them.—If other countries have reaſon to be thankful to God for any one of theſe mercies,—much more has this of ours,—which, at one time or other, has received them all;—inſomuch that our hiﬅory, for this laﬅ hundred years, has ſcarce been any thing but the hiﬅory of our deliverances and God’s blengs;—and theſe in ſo complicated a chain, ſuch as were ſcarce ever vouchſafed to any people bedes, except the Jews;—and with regard to them, though inferior in the ﬅupendous manner, of their working,—yet no way ſo—in the extenve goodneſs of their eﬀes, and the inﬁnite benevolence and power which muﬅ have wrought them for us.


  Here then let us ﬅop to look back a moment, and inquire what great eﬀes all this has had upon our ns, and how far worthy we have lived of what we have received.


  A ﬅranger, when he heard that this iand had been ſo favored by heaven,—ſo happy in our laws and religion,—ſo ﬂouriing in our trade,—and ſo bleed in our tuation,—and ſo vibly proteed in all of them by providence,—would conclude, that our morals had kept pace with theſe blengs, and would expe that, as we were the moﬅ favored by God Almighty, we muﬅ be the moﬅ virtuous and religious people upon earth.


  Would to God, there was any other reaſon to incline one to ſuch a belief!—would to God, that the appearance of religion was more frequent! for that would necearily imply the reality of it ſomewhere, and moﬅ probably in the greateﬅ and moﬅ reſpeable charaers of the nation. Such was the tuation of this country, till a licentious king introduced a licentious age. The court of Charles the Second ﬁrﬅ brake in upon, and I fear has almoﬅ demolied, the out-works of religion, of modeﬅy, and of ſober manners,—ſo that, inﬅead of any real marks of religion amongﬅ us, you ſee thouſands who are tired with carrying the maſk of it,—and have thrown it ade as a uſeleſs incumbrance.


  But this licentiouſneſs, he’ll ſay, may be chieﬂy owing to a long courſe of proſperity, which is apt to corrupt men’s mind. God has nce tried you with aﬄiions;—you have had lately a bloody and expenve war;—God has ſent, moreover, a peﬅilence amongﬅ your cattle, which has cut oﬀ the ﬂock from the fold, and left no herd in the ﬅalls;—bedes,—you have juﬅ felt two dreadful ocks in your metropolis of a moﬅ terrifying nature—which, if God’s providence had not checked and reﬅrained within ſome bounds, might have overthrown your capital, and your kingdom with it.


  Surely, he’ll ſay,—all theſe warnings muﬅ have awakened the conſciences of the moﬅ unthinking part of you, and forced the inhabitants of your land, from ſuch admonitions, to have learned righteouſneſs. I own, this is the natural eﬀe, and, one ould hope, ould always be the improvement from ſuch calamities;—for we often ﬁnd, that numbers of people, who in their proſperity, ſeemed to forget God—do yet remember him in the days of trouble and diﬅreſs;—yet, conder this nationally, we ſee no ſuch eﬀe from it, as in fa one would expe from ſpeculation.


  For inﬅance, with all the devaﬅation and blooded which the war has occaoned,—how many converts has it made either to virtue or frugality?—The peﬅilence amongﬅ our cattle, though it has diﬅreed, and utterly undone, ſo many thouſands; yet what one vible alteration has it made in the courſe of our lives?


  And though one would imagine that the neceary drains of taxes for the one, and the loſs of rent and property for the other,—ould, in ſome meaſure, have withdrawn the means of gratifying our paons as we have done;—yet what appearance is there amongﬅ us that it is ſo;—what one faionable folly or extravagance has been checked?—Are not the ſame expences of equipage, and furniture, and dreſs,—the ſame order of diverons, perpetually returning, and as great luxury and epicuriſm of entertainments, as in the moﬅ proſperous condition? So that, though the head is ck, and the whole heart is faint, we all aﬀe to look well in the face, either as if nothing had happened, or we were aamed to acknowledge the force and natural eﬀes of the chaﬅiſements of God. And if, from the eﬀes which war and peﬅilence have had, we may form a judgmant of the moral eﬀes which this laﬅ terror is likely to produce, it is to be feared, however we might be ﬅartled at ﬁrﬅ,—that the impreons will ſcarce laﬅ longer than the inﬅantaneous ock which occaoned them:—And I make no doubt, ould a man have courage to declare his opinion,—“That he believed it was an indication of God’s anger upon a corrupt generation,”—that it would be great odds but he would be pitied for his weakneſs, or openly laughed at for his ſuperﬅition. Or if, after ſuch a declaration,—he was thought worth ſetting right in his miﬅakes,—he would be informed,—that religion had nothing to do in explications of this kind:—that all ſuch violent vibrations of the earth were owing to ſubterraneous caverns falling down of themſelves, or being blown up by nitrous, and ſulphureous vapours rariﬁed by heat;—and that it was idle to bring in the Deity to untie the knot, when it can be reſolved ealy into natural cauſes. Vain unthink mortals!—As if natural cauſes were any thing elſe in the hands of God,—but inﬅruments which he can turn to work the purpoſes of his will, either to reward or puni, as ſeems ﬁtting to his inﬁnite wiſdom.


  Thus no man repenteth him of his wickedneſs, ſaying,—What have I done?—but every one turneth to his courſe, as a horſe rueth into the battle.—To conclude, however we may underrate it now, it is a maxim of eternal truth,—which both reaſonings and all accounts from hiﬅory conﬁrm,—that the wickedneſs and corruption of a people will ſooner or later always bring on temporal miſchiefs and calamities. And can it be otherwiſe?—for a vicious nation not only carries the ſeeds of deﬅruion within, from the natural workings and courſe of things,—but it lays itſelf open to the whole force and injury of accidents from without;—and I do venture to ſay,—there never was a nation or people fallen into troubles or decay,—but one might juﬅly leave the ſame remark upon them which the ſacred hiﬅorian makes in the text upon the misfortunes of the Iſraelites,—for ſo it was,—that they had nned againﬅ the Lord their God.


  Let us therefore conﬅantly bear in mind that concluon of the ſacred writer, which I all give you in his own beautiful and awful language:


  “But the Lord, who brought you up out of the land of Egypt, with great power and a ﬅretch’d-out arm, him all ye fear, and him all ye worip.—and to him all ye do ſacriﬁce:—


  And the ﬅatutes, and the ordinances, and the commandments he wrote for you, ye all obſerve to do for evermore.—The Lord your God ye all fear, and he all deliver you out of the hands of all your enemies.”


  Now to God the Father, &c.


  FINIS.
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  Advertiſement.


  THIS little piece was written by Mr. Sterne in the year 1759, but for private reaſons was then ſuppreed. The recovery of this ſatirical performance from oblivion, as worthy of ſo maﬅerly a pen, will, it is hoped, be a ſuﬃcient excuſe, with all lovers of literary merit, for thus bringing it to public view.—The following account of it is taken from ſome anecdotes of his life lately publied.


  “For ſome time Mr. Sterne lived in a retired manner, upon a ſmall curacy in Yorkire, and probably would have remained in the ſame obſcurity, if his lively genius had not diſplayed itſelf upon an occaon which ſecured him a friend, and paved the way for his promotion. A perſon who ﬁlled a lucrative beneﬁce, was not ſatisﬁed with enjoying it during his own lifetime, but exerted all his intereﬅ to have it entailed upon his wife and ſon after his deceaſe; the gentleman that expeed the reveron of this poﬅ was Mr. Sterne’s friend, who had not, however, ſuﬃcient inﬂuence to prevent the ſucceſs of his adverſary. At this Sterne’s ſatyrical pen operated ſo ﬅrongly, that the intended monopolizer informed him, if he would ſuppreſs the publication of his ſarcaſm, he would regn his pretenons to the next candidate.


  The title of this piece, it appears, was to have been “The hiﬅory of a good warm watch-coat, with which the preſent poeor is not content to cover his own oulders, unleſs he can cut out of it a petticoat for his wife, and a pair of breeches for his ſon.” The pamphlet was ſuppreﬅ, and the reveron took place.”


  ☜
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  to the

  right honourable

  LORD APSLEY,

  lord high chancellor

  of england.


  my lord,


  THE Editor of the following Letters is ſo far from having taﬅed your Lordip’s bounty, that he is, and perhaps ever muﬅ remain, a ﬅranger to your perſon, conſequently no adulation is to be apprehended from him—


  He leaves it to the weak and oppreed, the widow and orphan, to proclaim your Lordip’s virtues in your public capacity; that which he would celebrate is of a private nature, namely, your ﬁlial aﬀeion, which is ſo conſpicuous, that he ﬂatters himſelf a Volume of Letters written by ſuch a perſon as Mr. Sterne, in which your noble father is placed in a light ſo truly amiable, cannot fail of engaging your Lordip’s gracious acceptance and proteion—in this hope, and upon this foundation, he preſumes to dedicate theſe papers to your Lordip, and to have the honour of ſubſcribing himſelf,


  
    My Lord,


    your Lordip’s


    moﬅ obedient,


    and moﬅ humble Servant,

  


  THE EDITOR.


  ☜


  PREFACE.


  THE foul and infamous traﬃc, between dioneﬅ bookſellers, and proﬂigate ſcribblers, which has ſubﬅed for more than a century, has juﬅly brought poﬅhumous publications under ſuſpicion, in England, France, and more eſpecially in Holland: miniﬅers of ﬅate in every European court, great generals, royal miﬅrees, authors of eﬅablied reputation, in a word, all ſuch as have had the misfortune to advance themſelves to eminence, have been obliged to leave behind them parcels of letters, and other memoirs, of the moﬅ ſecret and important tranſaions of their times, in which, every fa beyond the information of a news-paper, or coﬀee-houſe chat, is ſo faithfully miſrepreſented, every charaer delineated with ſuch punual deviation from the truth, and cauſes and eﬀes which have no poble relation, are with ſuch amazing eﬀrontery obtruded upon the public, that it is no wonder if men of ſenſe, who read for inﬅruion as well as entertainment, generally condemn them in the lump, never, or very rarely, aﬀording them the honour of a peruſal,—the publier of theſe letters, however, has not the ſmalleﬅ apprehenon that any part of this well grounded cenſure can fall to his are; he deals not in ſurpring events to aﬅoni the reader, nor in charaers (one excepted) which have ﬁgured on the great theatre of the world; he purpoſely waves all proofs which might be drawn concerning their authenticity, from the charaer of the gentleman who had the peruſal of the originals, and, with Eliza’s permion, faithfully copied them at Bombay in the Eaﬅ Indies; from the teﬅimony of many reputable families in this city, who knew and loved Eliza, careed and admired Mr. Sterne, and were well acquainted with the tender friendip between them; from many curious anecdotes in the letters themſelves, any one of which were fully ſuﬃcient to authenticate them, and ſubmits his reputation to the taﬅe and diſcernment of the commoneﬅ reader, who muﬅ, in one view, perceive that theſe letters are genuine, beyond any pobility of doubt,—as the public is unqueﬅionably entitled to every kind of information concerning the charaers contained in theſe letters, which conﬅs with the duties of humanity and a good citizen, that is, a minute acquaintance with thoſe of whom honourable mention is made, or the publier is furnied with authorities to vindicate from Mr. Sterne’s cenſures, which as a man of warm temper and lively imagination, he was perhaps ſometimes hurried into without due reﬂeion, he perſuades himſelf that no party concerned, will or can be oﬀended with this publication, eſpecially if it is condered that without ſuch information it would be cold and unentertaining; that by publiing their merits he cannot be underﬅood to intend them any injury, and without it, he would in himſelf fail in his duty to the public.——Eliza, the lady to whom theſe letters are addreed, is Mrs. Elizabeth Draper, wife of Daniel Draper, Eſq. counſellor at Bombay, and at preſent chief of the Engli faory at Surat, a gentleman very much reſpeed in that quarter of the globe—e is by birth an Eaﬅ-Indian; but the circumﬅance of being born in the country not proving ſuﬃcient to defend her delicate frame againﬅ the heats of that burning climate, e came to England for the recovery of her health, when by accident e became acquainted with Mr. Sterne. He immediately diſcovered in her a mind ſo congenial with his own, ſo enlightened, ſo reﬁned, and ſo tender, that their mutual attraion preſently joined them in the cloſeﬅ union that purity could pobly admit of; he loved her as his friend, and prided in her as his pupil; all her concerns became preſently his; her health, her circumﬅances, her reputation, her children, were his; his fortune, his time, his country, were at her diſpoſal, ſo far as the ſacriﬁce of all or any of theſe might, in his opinion, contribute to her real happineſs. If it is aſked whether the glowing heat of Mr. Sterne’s aﬀeion never tranſported him to a ﬂight beyond the limits of pure Platoniſm, the publier will not take upon him abſolutely to deny it; but this he thinks, ſo far from leaving any ﬅain upon that gentleman’s memory, that it perhaps includes his faireﬅ encomium; nce to cheri the ſeeds of piety and chaﬅity in a heart which the paons are intereﬅed to corrupt, muﬅ be allowed to be the nobleﬅ eﬀort of a ſoul fraught and fortiﬁed with the juﬅeﬅ ſentiments of religion and virtue.—Mr. and Mrs. James, ſo frequently and honourably mentioned in theſe letters, are the worthy heads of an opulent family in this city: their charaer is too well eﬅablied to need the aid of the publier in ſecuring the eﬅimation they ſo well deſerve, and univerſally poeſs, yet he cannot reﬅrain one obſervation; that to have been reſpeed and beloved by Mr. Sterne and Mrs. Draper, is no inconderable teﬅimony of their merit, and ſuch as it cannot be diſpleang to them to ſee publied to the world.——Miſs Light, now Mrs. Stratton, is on all accounts a very amiable young lady—e was accidentally a paenger in the ſame ip with Eliza, and inﬅantly engaged her friendip and eﬅeem; but being mentioned in one of Mrs. Draper’s letters to Mr. Sterne, in ſomewhat of a comparative manner with herſelf, his partiality for her, as e modeﬅly expreed it, took the alarm, and betrayed him into ſome expreons, the coarſeneſs of which cannot be excuſed. Mrs. Draper declares that this lady was entirely unknown to him, and inﬁnitely ſuperior to his idea of her: e has been lately married to George Stratton, Eſq. counſellor at Madraſs.—The manner in which Mr. Sterne’s acquaintance with the celebrated Lord Bathurﬅ, the friend and companion of Addiſon, Swift, Pope, Steele, and all the ﬁneﬅ wits of the laﬅ age, commenced, cannot fail to attra the attention of the curious reader: here, that great man is ſocial and unreſerved, unackled with that ſedulity in ſupporting a feigned charaer which expoſes moﬅ of his rank to the contempt of wiſe men, and the ridicule of their valets de chambre; here he appears the ſame as in his hours of feﬅivity and happineſs with Swift and Addiſon, ſuperior to forms and ceremonies, and, in his eighty-ﬁfth year, abounding in wit, vivacity, and humanity: methinks, the pleaſure of ſuch a gentleman’s acquaintance reſembles that of converng with ſuperior beings; but it is not ﬁt to dwell longer on this pleang topic, leﬅ it ould anticipate the reader’s pleaſure in perung the letter itſelf. One remark however it ſuggeﬅs, which may be uſeful to old men in general, namely, that it appears by his Lordip’s example, the ſour contraed ſpirit obſervable in old age, is not ſpeciﬁcally an eﬀe of years, altho’ they are commonly pleaded in its excuſe. Old men would therefore do well to corre this odious quality in themſelves; or, if that muﬅ not be, to invent a better apology for it. It is very much to be lamented, that Eliza’s modeﬅy was invincible to all the publier’s endeavours to obtain her anſwers to theſe letters: her wit, penetration, and judgment, her happineſs in the epiﬅolary ﬅyle, ſo rapturouy recommended by Mr. Sterne, could not fail to furni a rich entertainment for the public. The publier could not help telling her, that he wied to God e was really poeed of that vanity with which e was charged; to which e replied, that e was ſo far from acquitting herſelf of vanity, that e ſuſpeed that to be the cauſe why e could not prevail on herſelf to ſubmit her letters to the public eye; for altho’ Mr. Sterne was partial to every thing of her’s, e could not hope that the world would be ſo too. With this anſwer he was obliged to be contented; yet cannot reﬂe without deep concern, that this elegant accompliment, ſo peculiarly adapted to the reﬁned and delicate underﬅandings of ladies ould be yet ſo rare, that we can boaﬅ of only one Lady Wortley Montagu among us; and that Eliza, in particular, could not be prevailed on to follow the example of that admired lady.—The reader will remark that theſe letters have various gnatures; ſometimes he gns Sterne, ſometimes Yorick, and to one or two he gns Her Bramin. Altho’ it is pretty generally known who the Bramins are, yet leﬅ any body ould be at a loſs, it may not be amiſs to obſerve, that the principal caﬅ or tribe among the idolatrous Indians are the Bramins, and out of the chief claſs of this caﬅ comes the prieﬅs ſo famous for their auﬅerities, and the ocking torments, and frequently death, they voluntarily expoſe themſelves to, on a religious account. Now, as Mr. Sterne was a clergyman, and Eliza an Indian by birth, it was cuﬅomary with her to call him her Bramin, which he accordingly, in his pleaſant moods, uſes as a gnature.——


  It remains only to take ſome notice of the family, marked with aﬅeriſks, on whom Mr. Sterne has thought proper to ed the bittereﬅ gall of his pen. It is however evident, even from ſome paages in the letters themſelves, that Mrs. Draper could not be ealy prevailed on to ſee this family in the ſame odious light in which they appeared to her perhaps over-zealous friend. He, in the heat, or I may ſay, hurry of his aﬀeion, might have accepted ſuſpicious circumﬅances as real evidences of guilt, or liﬅened too unguardedly to the innuations of their enemies.


  Be that as it may, as the publier is not furnied with ſuﬃcient authorities to exculpate them, he chuſes to drop the ungrateful ſubje, heartily wiing, that this family may not only be innocent of the ocking treachery with which they are charged, but may be able to make their innocence appear clearly to the world; otherwiſe, that no perſon may be induﬅrious enough to make known their name.


  

  

  


  

  

  


  ☜


  LETTER I.


  ELIZA will receive my books with this. The ſermons came all hot from the heart: I wi that I could give them any title to be oﬀered to yours.—The others came from the head—I am more indiﬀerent about their reception.


  I know not how it comes about, but I am half in love with you—I ought to be wholly ſo; for I never valued (or ſaw more good qualities to value) or thought more of one of your ſex than of you; ſo adieu.


  
    Yours faithfully,


    if not aﬀeionately,

  


  L. STERNE.


  ☜


  LETTER II.


  ICannot reﬅ, Eliza, though I all call on you at half paﬅ twelve, till I know how you do—May thy dear face ſmile, as thou riſeﬅ, like the ſun of this morning. I was much grieved to hear of your alarming indiſpotion yeﬅerday; and diſappointed too, at not being let in.—Remember, my dear, that a friend has the ſame right as a phycian. The etiquettes of this town (you’ll ſay) ſay otherwiſe.—No matter! Delicacy and propriety do not always conﬅ in obſerving their frigid dorines.


  I am going out to breakfaﬅ, but all be at my lodgings by eleven; when I hope to read a ngle line under thy own hand, that thou art better, and wilt be glad to ſee thy Bramin.


  9 o’clock.


  ☜


  LETTER III.


  IGot thy letter laﬅ night, Eliza, on my return from Lord Bathurﬅ’s, where I dined, and where I was heard (as I talked of thee an hour without intermion) with ſo much pleaſure and attention, that the good old Lord toaﬅed your health three diﬀerent times; and now he is in his eighty-ﬁfth year, ſays he hopes to live long enough to be introduced as a friend to my fair Indian diſciple, and to ſee her eclipſe all other nabobees as much in wealth, as e does already in exterior and (what is far better) in interior merit. I hope ſo too. This nobleman is an old friend of mine.—You know he was always the proteor of men of wit and genius; and has had thoſe of the laﬅ century, Addiſon, Steele, Pope, Swift, Prior, &c. &c. always at his table.—The manner in which his notice began of me, was as ngular as it was polite.—He came up to me, one day, as I was at the Princeſs of Wales’s court. “I want to know you, Mr. Sterne; but it is ﬁt you ould know, alſo, who it is that wies this pleaſure. You have heard, continued he, of an old Lord Bathurﬅ, of whom your Popes and Swifts have ſung and ſpoken ſo much: I have lived my life with geniuſes of that caﬅ; but have ſurvived them; and, deſpairing ever to ﬁnd their equals, it is ſome years nce I have cloſed my accounts, and ut up my books, with thoughts of never opening them again; but you have kindled a dere in me of opening them once more before I die; which I now do; ſo go home and dine with me.”—This nobleman, I ſay, is a prodigy; for at eighty-ﬁve he has all the wit and promptneſs of a man of thirty. A diſpotion to be pleaſed, and a power to pleaſe others beyond whatever I knew: added to which, a man of learning, courteſy, and feeling.


  He heard me talk of thee, Eliza, with uncommon ſatisfaion; for there was only a third perſon, and of ſenbility, with us.—And a moﬅ ſentimental afternoon, ’till nine o’clock, have we paed! But thou, Eliza, wert the ﬅar that condued and enliven’d the diſcourſe.—And when I talked not of thee, ﬅill didﬅ thou ﬁll my mind, and warmed every thought I uttered; for I am not aamed to acknowledge I greatly miſs thee.—Beﬅ of all good girls! the ſuﬀerings I have ſuﬅained the whole night on account of thine, Eliza, are beyond my power of words.—Auredly does Heaven give ﬅrength proportioned to the weight he lays upon us! Thou haﬅ been bowed down, my child, with every burden that ſorrow of heart, and pain of body, could inﬂi upon a poor being; and ﬅill thou telleﬅ me, thou art beginning to get eaſe;—thy fever gone, thy ckneſs, the pain in thy de vaniing alſo.—May every evil ſo vani that thwarts Eliza’s happineſs, or but awakens thy fears for a moment!—Fear nothing, my dear!—Hope every thing; and the balm of this paon will ed its inﬂuence on thy health, and make thee enjoy a ſpring of youth and chearfulneſs, more than thou haﬅ hardly yet taﬅed.


  And ſo thou haﬅ ﬁxed thy Bramin’s portrait over thy writing-deſk; and wilt conſult it in all doubts and diﬃculties.——Grateful and good girl! Yorick ſmiles contentedly over all thou doﬅ; his piure does not do juﬅice to his own complacency!


  Thy ſweet little plan and diﬅribution of thy time—how worthy of thee! Indeed, Eliza, thou leaveﬅ me nothing to dire thee in; thou leaveﬅ me nothing to require, nothing to aſk—but a continuation of that condu which won my eﬅeem, and has made me thy friend for ever.


  May the roſes come quick back to thy cheeks, and the rubies to thy lips! But truﬅ my declaration, Eliza, that thy huſband (if he is the good, feeling man I wi him) will preſs thee to him with more honeﬅ warmth and aﬀeion, and kiſs thy pale, poor, dejeed face, with more tranſport, than he would be able to do, in the beﬅ bloom of all thy beauty;—and ſo he ought, or I pity him. He muﬅ have ﬅrange feelings, if he knows not the value of ſuch a creature as thou art!


  I am glad Miſs Light goes with you. She may relieve you from many anxious moments.—I am glad your ip-mates are friendly beings. You could leaﬅ diſpenſe with what is contrary to your own nature, which is ſoft and gentle, Eliza.—It would civilize ſavages.—Though pity were it thou ouldﬅ be tainted with the oﬃce! How canﬅ thou make apologies for thy laﬅ letter? ’tis moﬅ delicious to me, for the very reaſon you excuſe it. Write to me, my child, only ſuch. Let them ſpeak the eaſy careleneſs of a heart that opens itſelf, any how, and every how, to a man you ought to eﬅeem and truﬅ. Such, Eliza, I write to thee,—and ſo I ould ever live with thee, moﬅ artleſy, moﬅ aﬀeionately, if Providence permitted thy redence in the ſame ſeion of the globe; for I am, all that honour and aﬀeion can make me,


  Thy Bramin.


  ☜


  LETTER IV.


  IWrite this, Eliza, at Mr. James’s, whilﬅ he is dreng, and the dear girl, his wife, is writing, bede me, to thee.—I got your melancholy billet before we ſat down to dinner. ’Tis melancholy indeed, my dear, to hear ſo piteous an account of thy ckneſs! Thou art encountered with evils enow, without that additional weight! I fear it will nk thy poor ſoul, and body with it, paﬅ recovery—Heaven ſupply thee with fortitude! We have talked of nothing but thee, Eliza, and of thy ſweet virtues, and endearing condu, all the afternoon. Mrs. James, and thy Bramin, have mixed their tears a hundred times, in ſpeaking of thy hardips, thy goodneſs, thy graces.—The ****’s, by heavens, are worthleſs! I have heard enough to tremble at the articulation of the name.—How could you, Eliza, leave them (or ſuﬀer them to leave you rather) with impreons the leaﬅ favourable? I have told thee enough to plant diſguﬅ againﬅ their treachery to thee, to the laﬅ hour of thy life! Yet ﬅill, thou toldeﬅ Mrs. James at laﬅ, that thou belie veﬅ they aﬀeionately love thee.—Her delicacy to my Eliza, and true regard to her eaſe of mind, have ſaved thee from hearing more glaring proofs of their baſeneſs—For God’s ſake write not to them; nor foul thy fair charaer with ſuch polluted hearts.—They love thee! What proof? Is it their aions that ſay ſo? or their zeal for thoſe attachments, which do thee honour, and make thee happy? or their tenderneſs for thy fame? No—But they weep, and ſay tender things.—Adieu to all ſuch for ever. Mrs. James’s honeﬅ heart revolts againﬅ the idea of ever returning them one vit.—I honour her, and I honour thee, for almoﬅ every a of thy life, but this blind partiality for an unworthy being.


  Forgive my zeal, dear girl, and allow me a right which ariſes only out of that fund of aﬀeion I have, and all preſerve for thee to the hour of my death! Reﬂe, Eliza, what are my motives for perpetually adving thee? think whether I can have any, but what proceed from the cauſe I have mentioned! I think you are a very deſerving woman; and that you want nothing but ﬁrmneſs, and a better opinion of yourſelf, to be the beﬅ female charaer I know. I wi I could inſpire you with a are of that vanity your enemies lay to your charge (though to me it has never been vible); becauſe I think, in a well-turned mind, it will produce good eﬀes.


  I probably all never ſee you more; yet I ﬂatter myſelf you’ll ſometimes think of me with pleaſure; becauſe you muﬅ be convinced I love you, and ſo intereﬅ myſelf in your reitude, that I had rather hear of any evil befalling you, than your want of reverence for yourſelf. I had not power to keep this remonﬅrance in my breaﬅ.—It’s now out; ſo adieu. Heaven watch over my Eliza!


  Thine,


  Yorick.


  ☜


  LETTER V.


  TO whom ould Eliza apply in her diﬅreſs, but to her friend who loves her? why then, my dear, do you apologize for employing me? Yorick would be oﬀended, and with reaſon, if you ever ſent commions to another, which he could execute. I have been with Zumps; and your piano forte muﬅ be tuned from the braſs middle ﬅring of your guittar, which is C.—I have got you a hammer too, and a pair of plyers to twiﬅ your wire with; and may every one of them, my dear, vibrate ſweet comfort to my hopes! I have bought you ten handſome braſs ſcrews, to hang your necearies upon: I purchaſed twelve; but ﬅole a couple from you to put up in my own cabin, at Coxwould—I all never hang, or take my hat oﬀ one of them, but I all think of you. I have bought thee, moreover, a couple of iron ſcrews, which are more to be depended on than braſs, for the globes.


  I have written, alſo, to Mr. Abraham Walker, pilot at Deal, that I had diſpatched theſe in a packet, direed to his care; which I dered he would ſeek after, the moment the Deal machine arrived. I have, moreover, given him direions, what ſort of an arm-chair you would want, and have direed him to purchaſe the beﬅ that Deal could aﬀord, and take it, with the parcel, in the ﬁrﬅ boat that went oﬀ. Would I could, Eliza, ſo ſupply all thy wants, and all thy wies! It would be a ﬅate of happineſs to me.—The journal is as it ould be—all but its contents. Poor, dear, patient being! I do more than pity you; for I think I loſe both ﬁrmneſs and philoſophy, as I ﬁgure to myſelf your diﬅrees. Do not think I ſpoke laﬅ night with too much aſperity of ****; there was cauſe; and bedes, a good heart ought not to love a bad one; and, indeed, cannot. But, adieu to the ungrateful ſubje.


  I have been this morning to ſee Mrs. James—She loves thee tenderly, and unfeignedly.—She is alarmed for thee—She ſays thou looked’ﬅ moﬅ ill and melancholy on going away. She pities thee. I all vit her every Sunday, while I am in town. As this may be my laﬅ letter, I earneﬅly bid thee farewell.—May the God of Kindneſs be kind to thee, and approve himſelf thy proteor, now thou art defenceleſs! And, for thy daily comfort, bear in thy mind this truth, that whatever meaſure of ſorrow and diﬅreſs is thy portion, it will be repaid to thee in a full meaſure of happineſs, by the Being thou haﬅ wiſely choſen for thy eternal friend.


  Farewell, farewell, Eliza; whilﬅ I live, count upon me as the moﬅ warm and dintereﬅed of earthly friends.


  Yorick.


  ☜


  LETTER VI.


  my dearest eliza!


  IBegan a new journal this morning; you all ſee it; for if I live not till your return to England, I will leave it you as a legacy. ’Tis a ſorrowful page; but I will write chearful ones; and could I write letters to thee, they ould be chearful ones too: but few, I fear, will reach thee! However, depend upon receiving ſomething of the kind by every poﬅ; till then, thou waveﬅ thy hand, and bid’ﬅ me write no more.


  Tell me how you are; and what ſort of fortitude Heaven inſpires you with. How are you accommodated, my dear? Is all right? Scribble away, any thing, and every thing to me. Depend upon ſeeing me at Deal, with the James’s, ould you be detained there by contrary winds.—Indeed, Eliza, I ould with pleaſure ﬂy to you, could I be the means of rendering you any ſervice, or doing you kindneſs. Gracious and merciful God! conder the angui of a poor girl.—Strengthen and preſerve her in all the ocks her frame muﬅ be expoſed to. She is now without a proteor, but thee! Save her from all accidents of a dangerous element, and give her comfort at the laﬅ.


  My prayer, Eliza, I hope, is heard; for the ſky ſeems to ſmile upon me, as I look up to it. I am juﬅ returned from our dear Mrs. James’s, where I have been talking of thee for three hours.—She has got your piure, and likes it: but Marriot, and ſome other judges, agree that mine is the better, and expreve of a ſweeter charaer. But what is that to the original? yet I acknowledge that hers is a piure for the world, and mine is calculated only to pleaſe a very ncere friend, or ſentimental philoſopher.—In the one, you are dreed in ſmiles, with all the advantages of lks, pearls, and ermine;—in the other, mple as a veﬅal—appearing the good girl nature made you;—which, to me, conveys an idea of more unaﬀeed ſweetneſs, than Mrs. Draper, habited for conqueﬅ, in a birthday ſuit, with her countenance animated, and her dimples vible.—If I remember right, Eliza, you endeavoured to colle every charm of your perſon into your face, with more than common care, the day you ſat for Mrs. James—Your colour, too, brightened; and your eyes one with more than uſual brilliancy. I then requeﬅed you to come mple and unadorned when you ſat for me—knowing (as I ſee with unprejudiced eyes) that you could receive no addition from the lk-worm’s aid, or jeweller’s poli. Let me now tell you a truth, which, I believe, I have uttered before.—When I ﬁrﬅ ſaw you, I beheld you as an obje of compaon, and as a very plain woman. The mode of your dreſs (tho’ faionable) disﬁgured you.—But nothing now could render you ſuch, but the being ſolicitous to make yourſelf admired as a handſome one.—You are not handſome, Eliza, nor is yours a face that will pleaſe the tenth part of your beholders,—but are ſomething more; for I ſcruple not to tell you, I never ſaw ſo intelligent, ſo animated, ſo good a countenance; nor was there (nor ever will be), that man of ſenſe, tenderneſs, and feeling, in your company three hours, that was not (or will not be) your admirer, or friend, in conſequence of it; that is, if you aume, or aumed, no charaer foreign to your own, but appeared the artleſs being nature degned you for. A ſomething in your eyes, and voice, you poeſs in a degree more perſuave than any woman I ever ſaw, read, or heard of. But it is that bewitching ſort of nameleſs excellence, that men of nice ſenbility alone can be touched with.


  Were your huſband in England, I would freely give him ﬁve hundred pounds (if money could purchaſe the acquition), to let you only t by me two hours in a day, while I wrote my Sentimental Journey. I am ſure the work would ſell ſo much the better for it, that I ould be reimburſed the ſum more than ſeven times told.—I would not give nine pence for the piure of you, the Newnhams have got executed—It is the reſemblance of a conceited, made-up coquette. Your eyes, and the ape of your face (the latter the moﬅ perfe oval I ever ſaw), which are perfeions that muﬅ ﬅrike the moﬅ indiﬀerent judge, becauſe they are equal to any of God’s works in a milar way, and ﬁner than any I beheld in all my travels, are manifeﬅly injured by the aﬀeed leer of the one, and ﬅrange appearance of the other; owing to the attitude of the head, which is a proof of the artiﬅ’s, or your friend’s falſe taﬅe. The ****’s, who verify the charaer I once gave of teazing, or ﬅicking like pitch, or birdlime, ſent a card that they would wait on Mrs. **** on Friday.—She ſent back, e was engaged.—Then to meet at Ranelagh, to-night.—She anſwered, e did not go.—She ſays, if e allows the leaﬅ footing, e never all get rid of the acquaintance; which e is reſolved to drop at once. She knows them. She knows they are not her friends, nor yours; and the ﬁrﬅ uſe they would make of being with her, would be to ſacriﬁce you to her (if they could) a ſecond time. Let her not then; let her not, my dear, be a greater friend to thee, than thou art to thyſelf. She begs I will reiterate my requeﬅ to you, that you will not write to them. It will give her, and thy Bramin, inexpreble pain. Be aured, all this is not without reaſon on her de.


  I have my reaſons too; the ﬁrﬅ of which is, that I ould grieve to exceſs, if Eliza wanted that fortitude her Yorick has built ſo high upon. I ſaid I never more would mention the name to thee; and had I not received it, as a kind of charge, from a dear woman that loves you, I ould not have broke my word. I will write again to-morrow to thee, thou beﬅ and moﬅ endearing of girls! A peaceful night to thee. My ſpirit will be with thee through every watch of it.


  Adieu.


  ☜


  LETTER VII.


  IThink you could a no otherwiſe than you did with the young ſoldier. There was no utting the door againﬅ him, either in politeneſs or humanity. Thou telleﬅ me he ſeems ſuſceptible of tender impreons: and that before Miſs Light has ſailed a fortnight, he will be in love with her.—Now I think it a thouſand times more likely that he attaches himſelf to thee, Eliza; becauſe thou art a thouſand times more amiable. Five months with Eliza; and in the ſame room; and an amorous ſon of Mars bedes!—“It can no be, maer.” The ſun, if he could avoid it, would not ine upon a dunghill; but his rays are ſo pure, Eliza, and celeﬅial,—I never heard that they were polluted by it.—Juﬅ ſuch will thine be, deareﬅ child, in this, and every ſuch tuation you will be expoſed to, till thou art ﬁxed for life.—But thy diſcretion, thy wiſdom, thy honour, the ſpirit of thy Yorick, and thy own ſpirit, which is equal to it, will be thy ableﬅ counſellors.


  Surely, by this time, ſomething is doing for thy accommodation.—But why may not clean waing and rubbing do, inﬅead of painting your cabin, as it is to be hung? Paint is ſo pernicious, both to your nerves and lungs, and will keep you ſo much longer too, out of your apartment; where, I hope, you will paſs ſome of your happieﬅ hours.—


  I fear the beﬅ of your ip-mates are only genteel by compariſon with the contraﬅed crew, with which thou muﬅ behold them. So was—you know who!—from the ſame fallacy that was put upon the judgment, when—but I will not mortify you. If they are decent, and diﬅant, it is enough; and as much as is to be expeed. If any of them are more, I rejoice;—thou wilt want every aid; and ’tis thy due to have them. Be cautious only, my dear, of intimacies. Good hearts are open, and fall naturally into them. Heaven inſpire thine with fortitude, in this, and every deadly trial! Beﬅ of God’s works, farewell! Love me, I beſeech thee; and remember me for ever!


  I am, my Eliza, and will ever be, in the moﬅ comprehenve ſenſe,


  Thy friend,


  Yorick.


  P. S. Probably you will have an opportunity of writing to me by ſome Dutch or French ip, or from the Cape de Verd Iands—it will reach me ſome how.—


  ☜


  LETTER VIII.


  my dear eliza!


  OH! I grieve for your cabin.—And the fre painting will be enough to deﬅroy every nerve about thee. Nothing ſo pernicious as white lead. Take care of yourſelf, dear girl; and eep not in it too ſoon. It will be enough to give you a ﬅroke of an epilepſy.


  I hope you will have left the ip; and that my Letters may meet, and greet you, as you get out of your poﬅ-chaiſe, at Deal.—When you have got them all, put them, my dear, into ſome order.—The ﬁrﬅ eight or nine, are numbered: but I wrote the reﬅ without that direion to thee; but thou wilt ﬁnd them out, by the day or hour, which, I hope, I have generally preﬁxed to them. When they are got together, in chronological order, ſew them together under a cover. I truﬅ they will be a perpetual refuge to thee, from time to time; and that thou wilt (when weary of fools, and unintereﬅing diſcourſe) retire, and converſe an hour with them, and me.


  I have not had power, or the heart, to aim at enlivening any one of them, with a ngle ﬅroke of wit or humour; but they contain ſomething better; and what you will feel more ſuited to your tuation—a long detail of much advice, truth, and knowledge. I hope, too, you will perceive looſe touches of an honeﬅ heart, in every one of them; which ſpeak more than the moﬅ ﬅudied periods; and will give thee more ground of truﬅ and reliance upon Yorick, than all that laboured eloquence could ſupply. Lean then thy whole weight, Eliza, upon them and upon me. “May poverty, diﬅreſs, angui, and ame, be my portion, if ever I give thee reaſon to repent the knowledge of me.”——With this aeveration, made in the preſence of a juﬅ God, I pray to him, that ſo it may ſpeed with me, as I deal candidly, and honourably with thee! I would not miead thee, Eliza; I would not injure thee, in the opinion of a ngle individual, for the richeﬅ crown the proudeﬅ monarch wears.


  Remember, that while I have life and power, whatever is mine, you may ﬅyle, and think, yours.—Though ſorry ould I be, if ever my friendip was put to the teﬅ thus, for your own delicacy’s ſake.—Money and counters are of equal uſe, in my opinion; they both ſerve to ſet up with.


  I hope you will anſwer me this letter; but if thou art debarred by the elements, which hurry thee away, I will write one for thee; and knowing it is ſuch a one as thou would’ﬅ have written, I will regard it as my Eliza’s.


  Honour, and happineſs, and health, and comforts of every kind, ſail along with thee, thou moﬅ worthy of girls! I will live for thee, and my Lydia—be rich for the dear children of my heart—gain wiſdom, gain fame, and happineſs, to are with them—with thee—and her, in my old age.—Once for all, adieu. Preſerve thy life; ﬅeadily purſue the ends we propoſed; and let nothing rob thee of thoſe powers Heaven has given thee for thy well-being.


  What can I add more, in the agitation of mind I am in, and within ﬁve minutes of the laﬅ poﬅman’s bell, but recommend thee to Heaven, and recommend myſelf to Heaven with thee, in the ſame fervent ejaculation, “that we may be happy, and meet again; if not in this world, in the next.”—Adieu,—I am thine, Eliza, aﬀeionately, and everlaﬅingly,


  Yorick.


  ☜


  LETTER IX.


  IWi to God, Eliza, it was poble to poﬅpone the voyage to India, for another year.—For I am ﬁrmly perſuaded within my own heart, that thy huſband could never limit thee with regard to time.


  I fear that Mr. B—— has exaggerated matters.—I like not his countenance. It is abſolutely killing.—Should evil befall thee, what will he not have to anſwer for? I know not the being that will be deſerving of ſo much pity, or that I all hate more. He will be an outcaﬅ, alien—In which caſe I will be a father to thy children, my good girl!—therefore take no thought about them.—


  But, Eliza, if thou art ſo very ill, ﬅill put oﬀ all thoughts of returning to India this year.—Write to your huſband—tell him the truth of your caſe.—If he is the generous, humane man you deſcribe him to be, he cannot but applaud your condu.—I am credibly informed, that his repugnance to your living in England ariſes only from the dread, which has entered his brain, that thou mayeﬅ run him in debt, beyond thy appointments, and that he muﬅ diſcharge them—that ſuch a creature ould be ſacriﬁced for the paltry conderation of a few hundreds, is too, too hard! Oh! my child! that I could, with propriety indemnify him for every charge, even to the laﬅ mite, that thou haﬅ been of to him! With joy would I give him my whole ſubﬅence—nay, ſequeﬅer my livings, and i truﬅ the treaſures Heaven has furnied my head with,’ for a future ſubﬅence.—


  You owe much, I allow, to your huſband,—you owe ſomething to appearances, and the opinion of the world; but, truﬅ me, my dear, you owe much likewiſe to yourſelf.—Return therefore, from Deal, if you continue ill.—I will preſcribe for you, gratis.—You are not the ﬁrﬅ woman, by many, I have done ſo for, with ſucceſs. I will ſend for my wife and daughter, and they all carry you, in purſuit of health, to Montpelier, the wells of Bancois, the Spa, or whither thou wilt. Thou alt dire them, and make parties of pleaſure in what corner of the world fancy points out to thee. We all ﬁ upon the banks of Arno, and loſe ourſelves in the ſweet labyrinths of its vallies.—And then thou ould’ﬅ warble to us, as I have once or twice heard thee.—“I’m loﬅ, I’m loﬅ”—but we ould ﬁnd thee again, my Eliza.—Of a milar nature to this, was your phycian’s preſcription: “Uſe gentle exerciſe, the pure ſouthern air of France, or milder Naples—with the ſociety of friendly, gentle beings.” Senble man! He certainly entered into your feelings. He knew the fallacy of medicine to a creature, whoſe illness has arisen from the affliction of her mind. Time only, my dear, I fear you muﬅ truﬅ to, and have your reliance on; may it give you the health ſo enthuaﬅic a votary to the charming goddeſs deſerves.


  I honour you, Eliza, for keeping ſecret ſome things, which if explained, had been a panegyric on yourſelf. There is a dignity in venerable aﬄiion which will not allow it to appeal to the world for pity or redreſs. Well have you ſupported that charaer, my amiable, philoſophic friend! And, indeed, I begin to think you have as many virtues as my uncle Toby’s widow.—I don’t mean to innuate, huey, that my opinion is no better founded than his was of Mrs. Wadman; nor do I conceive it poble for any Trim to convince me it is equally fallacious.—I am ſure, while I have my reaſon, it is not.—Talking of widows—pray, Eliza, if ever you are ſuch, do not think of giving yourſelf to ſome wealthy nabob—becauſe I degn to marry you myſelf.—My wife cannot live long—e has ſold all the provinces in France already—and I know not the woman I ould like ſo well for her ſubﬅitute as yourſelf.—’Tis true, I am ninety-ﬁve in conﬅitution, and you but twenty-ﬁve—rather too great a diſparity this!—but what I want in youth, I will make up in wit and good humour.—Not Swift ſo loved his Stella, Scarron his Maintenon, or Waller his Sacharia, as I will love, and ng thee, my wife ele! All thoſe names, eminent as they were, all give place to thine, Eliza. Tell me, in anſwer to this, that you approve and honour the propoſal, and that you would (like the Speator’s miﬅreſs) have more joy in putting on an old man’s ipper, than aociating with the gay, the voluptuous, and the young.—Adieu, my Simplicia!


  Yours,


  Tristram.


  ☜


  LETTER X.


  my dear eliza!


  IHave been within the verge of the gates of death.—I was ill the laﬅ time I wrote to you, and apprehenve of what would be the conſequence.—My fears were but too well founded; for, in ten minutes after I diſpatched my letter, this poor, ﬁne-ſpun frame of Yorick’s gave way, and I broke a veel in my breaﬅ, and could not ﬅop the loſs of blood till four this morning. I have ﬁlled all thy India handkerchiefs with it.—It came, I think, from my heart! I fell aeep through weakneſs. At x I awoke, with the boſom of my irt ﬅeeped in tears. I dreamt I was tting under the canopy of Indolence, and that thou cameﬅ into the room, with a aul in thy hand, and told me, my ſpirit had ﬂown to thee in the Downs, with tidings of my fate; and that you were come to adminiﬅer what conſolation ﬁlial aﬀeion could beﬅow, and to receive my parting breath and bleng.—With that you folded the aul about my waiﬅ, and, kneeling, ſupplicated my attention. I awoke; but in what a frame! Oh! my God! “But thou wilt number my tears, and put them all into thy bottle.”—Dear girl! I ſee thee,—thou art for ever preſent to my fancy,—embracing my feeble knees, and raing thy ﬁne eyes to bid me be of comfort: and when I talk to Lydia, the words of Eſau, as uttered by thee, perpetually ring in my ears—“Bleſs me even alſo, my father!”—Bleng attend thee, thou child of my heart!


  My bleeding is quite ﬅopped, and I feel the principle of life ﬅrong within me; ſo be not alarmed, Eliza—I know I all do well. I have eat my breakfaﬅ with hunger; and I write to thee with a pleaſure aring from that prophetic impreon in my imagination, that “all will terminate to our heart’s content.” Comfort thyſelf eternally with this perſuaon, “that the beﬅ of beings (as thou haﬅ ſweetly expreed it) could not, by a combination of accidents, produce ſuch a chain of events, merely to be the ſource of miſery to the leading perſon engaged in them.” The obſervation was very applicable, very good, and very elegantly expreed. I wi my memory did juﬅice to the wording of it.—Who taught you the art of writing ſo ſweetly, Eliza?—You have abſolutely exalted it to a ſcience! When I am in want of ready ca, and ill health will permit my genius to exert itſelf, I all print your letters, as ﬁnied eays, “by an unfortunate Indian lady.” The ﬅyle is new; and would almoﬅ be a ſuﬃcient recommendation for their ſelling well, without merit—but their ſenſe, natural eaſe, and ſpirit, is not to be equalled, I believe, in this ſeion of the globe; nor, I will anſwer for it, by any of your countrywomen in yours.—I have ewed your letter to Mrs. B—, and to half the literati in town.—You all not be angry with me for it, becauſe I meant to do you honour by it.—You cannot imagine how many admirers your epiﬅolary produions have gained you, that never viewed your external merits. I only wonder where thou could’ﬅ acquire thy graces, thy goodneſs, thy accompliments—ſo conneed! ſo educated! Nature has ſurely ﬅudied to make thee her peculiar care—for thou art (and not in my eyes alone) the beﬅ and faireﬅ of all her works.—


  And ſo this is the laﬅ letter thou art to receive from me; becauſe the Earl of Chatham (I read in the papers) is got to the Downs; and the wind, I ﬁnd, is fair. If ſo—bleed woman! take my laﬅ, laﬅ farewell!—Cheri the remembrance of me; think how I eﬅeem, nay how aﬀeionately I love thee, and what a price I ſet upon thee! Adieu, adieu! and with my adieu—let me give thee one ﬅreight rule of condu, that thou haﬅ heard from my lips in a thouſand forms—but I concenter it in one word,


  Reverence Thyself.


  Adieu, once more, Eliza! May no angui of heart plant a wrinkle upon thy face, till I behold it again! May no doubt or miſgivings diﬅurb the ſerenity of thy mind, or awaken a painful thought about thy children—for they are Yorick’s—and Yorick is thy friend for ever!—Adieu, adieu, adieu!


  P. S. Remember, that Hope ortens all journies, by ſweetening them—ſo ng my little ﬅanza on the ſubje, with the devotion of an hymn, every morning when thou ariſeﬅ, and thou wilt eat thy breakfaﬅ with more comfort for it.


  Blengs, reﬅ, and Hygeia go with thee! May’ﬅ thou ſoon return, in peace and aﬄuence, to illumine my night! I am, and all be, the laﬅ to deplore thy loſs, and will be the ﬁrﬅ to congratulate and hail thy return.—


  Fare thee well!


  FINIS.


  ☜
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  INTRODUCTION.


  THE enſuing letters have been ſome years in the poeon of the Editor; their publication was deferred, as he was in daily expeation that time and opportunity would happily have been produive of a larger acquition; but deſpairing of any further ſucceſs, he has ventured to preſent them to the public, with whom he muﬅ ncerely regret the loſs we ſuﬅain by not retrieving a larger correſpondence.


  The odious light in which many poﬅhumous publications are deſervedly viewed, by the diſcerning few, would have ſunk theſe letters in oblivion, if they had reﬂeed the leaﬅ diſcredit on the morals or literary merit of an author who ſo juﬅly deſerves the very diﬅinguied attention he has received; but, on the contrary, as they reﬂe honour on the author in every capacity, and place him in the moﬅ pleang point of view, and as they carry with them evident and convincing marks of originality, he thinks the moﬅ incredulous muﬅ applaud his undertaking, and be fully ſatisﬁed of their authenticity, as he would be always happy to add to, rather than dimini the luﬅre of literary ſame; thinking it almoﬅ as criminal to commit a literary as a corporal murder.


  Some apology may be thought neceary for ſubjoining the laﬅ letter, as it has already appeared in a ſmall pamphlet about ſeven years ago; but as it was never attended to for want of being ſuﬃciently known, known, the editor hopes the public will unite with him in wiing not a da of his author’s pen might be loﬅ; for which reaſon he could not reﬅ the temptation of preſerving it, though it might be of a temporary nature—The following account of it is taken from ſome anecdotes of Mr. Sterne’s life, lately publied, and preﬁxed to the before-mentioned pamphlet, as an advertiſement.


  —“For ſome time Mr. Sterne lived, in a retired manner, upon a ſmall curacy in Yorkire, and, probably, would have remained in the ſame obſcurity, if his lively genius had not diſplayed itſelf upon an occaon which ſecured him a friend, and paved the way for his promotion—A perſon who ﬁlled a lucrative beneﬁce, was not ſatisﬁed with enjoying it during his own own life-time, but exerted all his intereﬅ to have it intailed on his wife and ſon after his deceaſe: the gentleman that expeed the reveron of this poﬅ was Mr. Sterne’s friend, who had not, however, ſuﬃcient inﬂuence to prevent the ſucceſs of his adverſary.—At this time Sterne’s ſatirical pen operated ſo ﬅrongly, that the intended monopolizer informed him, if he would ſuppreſs the publication of his ſarcaſm, he would regn his pretenons to the next candidate.”


  “The title of this piece, it appears, was to have been, “The Hiﬅory of a good warm Watch Coat, with which the preſent Poeor is not content to cover his own oulders, unleſs he can cut out of it, a Petticoat for his Wife, and a pair of Breeches for his Son.”


  Whenever genius is diﬅinguied, it will, naturally, excite our attention—No man ever claimed a greater right to that attention than the author of Triﬅram:—a natural vivacity, united with a ſentimental delicacy, and a tenderneſs felt by every ſuſceptible ſoul, deſerves commendation: we muﬅ rank Sterne as one of the moﬅ celebrated originals. “He plays with the fancy, and ſometimes, perhaps, too wantonly; but, while he thus degnedly maſks his main attack, he comes at once upon the heart, reﬁnes it, amends it, ſoftens it, beats down each ſelﬁ barrier from about it, and opens every ſource of pity and benevolence.” This is the true charaeriﬅic of our Author, whoſe poignant wit, and ſentimental tenderneſs, will ever immortalize his memory, while taﬅe exiﬅs j and, though I muﬅ, unwillingly, ſubſcribe to the opinion of my Author, that “It is not in the power of every one to taﬅe humour, however he may wi it—It is the gift of God,”—yet, I truﬅ, the majority of my readers are poeed of that gift, and will heartily rejoice, with me, in the opportunity of preſerving theſe marks of genius, and handing them to poﬅerity.


  ☜


  

  

  


  STERNE’s LETTERS

  TO HIS FRIENDS.

  


  * LETTER I.


  Thurſday, 11 ’Clock at Night.


  dear sir,


  —’TWAS for all the world like a cut acroſs my ﬁnger with a arp knife—I ſaw the blood—gave it a ſuck—wrapt it up—and thought no more about it.—But there is more goes to the healing of a wound than this comes to:—a wound (unleſs it is a wound not worth talking of, but by-the-bye mine is) muﬅ give you ſome pain after—nature will take her own way with it—it muﬅ ferment—it muﬅ digeﬅ—


  —The ﬅory you told me of Triﬅram’s pretended tutor this morning—My letter, by rights, ould have ſet out with this ſentence—and then the mile would not have kept you a moment in ſuſpence—this vile ﬅory, I ſay, though I then ſaw both how and where it wounded—I felt little from it at ﬁrﬅ—or, to ſpeak more honeﬅly (though it ruins my mile), I felt a great deal of pain from it, but aﬀeed an air uſual on ſuch accidents, of leſs feeling than I had—


  I have now got home to my lodgings, and have been unwrapping this ſelf-ſame wound of mine, and aking my head over it this half hour.—What the devil!—is there no one learned blockhead throughout the many ſchools of miſapplied ſcience in the chriﬅian world to make a tabour of for my Triﬅram?—Ex quovis ligno non ﬁt.—Are we ſo run out of ﬅock, that there is no one lumber-headed, muddle-headed, mortar-headed, pudding-headed chap amongﬅ our doors?—Is there no one ngle wight, of much reading and no learning, amongﬅ the many children in my mother’s nurſery, who bids high for this charge, but I muﬅ diſable my judgment by choong a W——?—Vengeance! have I ſo little concern for the honour of my hero! Am I a wretch ſo void of ſenſe, ſo bereft of feeling for the ﬁgure he is to make in ﬅory, that I ould chooſe a preceptor to rob him of all the immortality I intended him? O my dear friend!


  Malice is ingenious—unleſs where the exceſs of it out-wits itſelf—I have two comforts in this ﬅroke of it?—the ﬁrﬅ is, that this one is partly of this kind; and ſecondly, that it is one of the number of thoſe which ſo unfairly brought poor Yorick to his grave.—The report might draw blood of the author of Triﬅram Shandy—but could not harm ſuch a man as the author of the Divine Legation—God bleſs him! (though by-the-bye, and according to the natural courſe of deſcents, the bleng ould come from him to me.)


  Pray have you no intereﬅ lateral or collateral to get me introduced to his lordip?


  Why do you aſk?


  My dear Sir, I have no claim to ſuch an honour, but what ariſes from the honour and reſpe, which, in the progreſs of my work, will be ewn the world I owe to ſo great a man. Whilﬅ I am talking of owing—I wi, dear Sir, that any body would tell you—how much I am indebted to you—I am determined never to do it myſelf, or ſay more upon the ſubje than this, that I am yours,


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER II.


  From Dr. Eustace in America, to the Rev. Mr. Sterne with a Walking Stick.


  Sir,


  WHEN I aure you that I am a great admirer of Triﬅram Shandy, and have, ever nce his introduion into the world, been one of his moﬅ zealous defenders againﬅ the repeated aaults of prejudice and miſapprehenon, I hope you will not treat this unexpeed appearance in his company as an intruon.


  You know it is an obſervation, as remarkable for its truth as for its antiquity, that a militude of ſentiments is the general parent of friendip.—It cannot be wondered at, that I ould conceive an eﬅeem for a perſon whom nature had moﬅ indulgently enabled to friſk and curvet with eaſe through all thoſe intricacies of ſentiment, which from irreﬅible propenty, e had impelled me to trudge thro’ without merit or diﬅinion.


  The only reaſon that gave riſe to this addreſs to you, is my accidentally having met with a piece of true Shandean ﬅatuary, I mean according to vulgar opinion; for to ſuch judges both appear equally deﬅitute of regularity or degn.—It was made by an ingenious gentleman of this province, and preſented to the late Governor Dobbs; after his death Mrs. D. gave it me; its ngularity made many derous of procuring it, but I had reſolved, at ﬁrﬅ, not to part with it, till, upon reﬂeion, I thought it would be a proper, and probably not an unacceptable compliment to my favorite author, and in his hands might prove as ample a ﬁeld for meditation as a button-hole, or a broom-ﬅick.


  I have the honor to be, &c. &c.


  ☜


  LETTER III.


  Mr. Sterne’s Anſwer.


  London, Feb. 9, 1768.


  SIR,


  ITHIS moment received your obliging letter and Shandean piece of ſculpture along with it, of both which teﬅimonies of your regard I have the juﬅeﬅ ſenſe, and return you, dear r, my beﬅ thanks and acknowlegement. Your walking ﬅick is in no ſenſe more Shandaic than in that of its having more handles than one; the parallel breaks only in this, that in ung the ﬅick, every one will take the handle which ſuits his convenience. In Triﬅram Shandy the handle is taken which ſuits the paons, their ignorance, or their ſenbility. There is ſo little true feeling in the herd of the world, that I wi I could have got an a of parliament, when the books ﬁrﬅ appeared, that none but wiſe men ould look into them. It is too much to write books, and ﬁnd heads to underﬅand them; the world however, ſeems to come into a better temper about them, the people of genius here being to a man on its de; and the reception it has met with in France, Italy, and Germany, has engaged one part of the world to give it a ſecond reading. The other, in order to be on the ﬅrongeﬅ de, has at length agreed to ſpeak well of it too. A few hypocrites and tartues, whoſe approbation could do it nothing but dionor, remain unconverted.


  I am very proud, r, to have had a man like you on my de from the beginning; but it is not in the power of every one to taﬅe humor, however he may wi it; it is the gift of God: And, bedes, a true feeler always brings half the entertainment along with him; his own ideas are only called forth by what he reads, and the vibrations within him, entirely correſpond with thoſe excited.—’Tis like readings himſelf—and not the book.


  In a week’s time I all be delivered of two volumes of the Sentimental Travels of Mr. Yorick through France and Italy; but, alas! the ip ſails three days too ſoon, and I have but to lament it deprives me of the pleaſure of preſenting them to you.


  Believe me, dear r, with great thanks for the honor you have done me, with true eﬅeem,


  
    Your obliged humble ſervant,

  


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER IV.


  To ********


  IT is even as you told me, my good friend,—a beckon from an old female acquaintance has led me a dance to ******. It was too great a temptation to be thrown in the way of ſuch a nner;—ſo I have bid adieu to Shandy Hall till the beginning of Oober—which, by the bye, is one of the ﬁneﬅ months in the year in this part of the kingdom—this is added, by the way, to induce you to return to me at that time: If you cannot, let me know where you are to be the beginning of the following months and the wheels of my chariot all roll rapidly towards you.


  I have not been quite idle nce you left me, but, amidﬅ a thouſand impediments, have ſnatched one volume more for a gouty and a ſplenetic world. I ſuppoſe this will overtake you at the Hot-wells, as you are walking a ſentimental footpace bede the phthical nymph of the fountain—if ſo—prote and cheri her whoſoever e be; and tell her, that e has Triﬅram Shandy’s wies for her recovery and happineſs.—Had I lived in days of yore, when virtue and ſentiment bore a price, I ould have been the moﬅ peerleſs knight of them all!—Some tender-hearted damſel in diﬅreſs would ever have been my obje—to wipe away the tears from oﬀ the cheek of ſuch a friendleſs fair one. I would go to Mecca—and for a friend—to the end of the world—


  In this laﬅ ſentiments my beﬅ friend was uppermoﬅ in my thoughts!


  But wherefore do I think, of arms and Dulcineas—when, alas, my ſpear is grown ruﬅy, and is ﬁt only to be hung in the old family-hall, among piﬅols without cocks, and helmets that have loﬅ their vizards.


  As for my health, which you ſo kindly inquire after—I cannot brag of it—it is not ſo well with me this year as it was the laﬅ—and I fear I have little on my de but laughter and good ſpirits! Theſe have ﬅood me in great ﬅead for twenty years paﬅ, how long they may be able to keep the ﬁeld, and prolong the combat—for at beﬅ it is but prolonging a conteﬅ which muﬅ at laﬅ end in their defeat—I know not!—Nevertheleſs, for the days that are paﬅ, as well as thoſe which are to come, I will eat my bread in peace: And be it but bread and water, and I have ſuch a friend as you, I will ﬁnd a way, ſome how or other, to make merry over it.


  
    Adieu,

  


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER V.


  To **********


  —THE ﬁrﬅ time I have dipped my pen into the inkhorn is to write to you and to thank you moﬅ ncerely for your kind epiﬅle!—will this be a ſuﬃcient apology for my letting it lye ten days upon the table without anſwering it?—I truﬅ it will;—I am ſure my own feelings tell me ſo—becauſe I feel it to be impoble for me to do any thing that is ungracious towards you. It is not every hour, or day, or week, in a man’s life, that is a ﬁt ſeaſon for the duties of friendip:—ſentiment is not always at hand—folly and pride, and what is called buneſs, oftentimes keep it at a diﬅance: and without ſentiment, what is friendip?—a name!—a adow!—But, to prevent a miſapplication of all this (though why ould I fear it from ſo kind and gentle a ſpirit as yours?) you muﬅ know, that by the careleneſs of my curate, or his wife, or his maid, or ſome one within his gates, the parſonage-houſe at —— was, about a fortnight ago burnt to the ground, with the furniture which belonged to me, and a pretty good colleion of books—the loſs about three hundred and ﬁfty pounds.—The poor man, with his wife, took the wings of the next morning and ﬂed away.—This has given me real vexation—for ſo much was my pity and eﬅeem for him, that as ſoon as I heard of the diſaﬅer, I ſent to dere he would come and take his abode with me, ’till another habitation was ready to receive him—but he was gone; and, as I am told, for fear of my perſecution—Heavens! how little did he know me, to ſuppoſe that I was among the number of thoſe wretches, who heap misfortune on misfortune—and when the load is almoﬅ inſupportable ﬅill add to the weight.—God, who reads my heart, knows it to be true, that I wi rather to are than to increaſe the burden of the miſerable—to dry up inﬅead of adding a ngle drop to the ﬅream of ſorrow.—As to the dirty tra of this world, I regard it not; the loſs of it does not coﬅ me a gh—for, after all, I may ſay with the Spani Captain, that I am as good a gentleman as the King, only not quite ſo rich.—But to the point—


  Shall I expe you here this ſummer? I much wi that you may make it convenient to gratify me in a vit for a few weeks. I will give you a roaﬅ fowl for your dinner, and a clean table-cloth every day; and tell you a ﬅory by way of deſert.—In the heat of the day we will t in the ade; and in the evening the faireﬅ of all the milk-maids, who paſs by my gate, all weave a garland for you.


  If I ould be ſo unfortunate as not to ſee you here, do, contrive to meet me the beginning of Oober—I all ﬅay here about a fortnight, and then ſeek a kindlier climate.—This plaguy cough of mine ſeems to gain ground, and will bring me at laﬅ to my grave, in ſpite of all I can do; but while I have ﬅrength to run away from it I will!—I have been wreﬅling with it for theſe twenty years paﬅ; and what with laughter and good ſpirits have prevented its giving me a fall; but my antagoniﬅ prees me cloſer than ever, and I have nothing left on my de but another journey abroad!—apropos,—are you for a ſcheme of that ſort?—If not—perhaps you will accompany me as far as Dover, that we may laugh together upon the beach, to put Neptune in good humour, before I embark.—God bleſs you—


  
    Adieu,

  


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER VI.


  To *********


  —IHave been much concerned at your over-throw; but our roads are ill contrived for the airy vehicles now in faion. May it be the laﬅ fall you ever meet with in this world!—but this reﬂeion coﬅs me a deep gh—and I fear, my friend, you will get over it no cheaper—Many, many are the ups and downs of life, and fortune muﬅ be uncommonly gracious to that mortal who does not experience a great variety of them—tho’ perhaps to theſe may be owing as much of our pleaſures as our pains: There are ſcenes of delight in the vale as well as in the mountain; and the inequalities of nature may not be leſs neceary to pleaſe the eye—than the varieties of life to improve the heart. At beﬅ we are but a ort-ghted race of beings, with juﬅ light enough to diſcern our way—to do that is our duty, and ould be our care; when a man has done this, he is ſafe, the reﬅ is of little conſequence—


  
    Cover his head with a turf or a ﬅone,


    It is all one, it is all one.

  


  —I vit my abbey, as uſual, every evening—amid the mould ring ruins of ancient greatneſs I take my ſolitary walk; far removed from the noiſe and buﬅle of a malicious world, I can cheri the fond remembrance of my Cordelia—Cordelia, thou wert kind, gentle and beauteous! thy beauties, rather let me ſay thy misfortunes, ﬁrﬅ raiſed the ﬂame of tender aﬀeion in my breaﬅ!—But thy beauties, and thy misfortunes, are paed away together; and all that charmed mankind, and delighted me, become a clod of the valley!—Here, my Cordelia, I will weed clean thy grave—I will ﬅretch myſelf upon it—will wet it with my tears—and the traveller all not turn ade to obſerve me—But whither am I led? Do, my kind friend, excuſe the wanderings of my pen; it governs me, I govern not it—Farewel; and receive the warmeﬅ aﬀeion of,


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER VII.


  To **********


  —IFear that ere this, you may have oftentimes accuſed me of negligence, in not anſwering your laﬅ letters; but you addreed then to me in London, and I was dying in the country I have been more ſorely aﬄied this laﬅ time than I ever was before: Had I followed the advice of the faculty, it had been over with me; and contrary to their opinion, I ventured to order myſelf a ﬅout bleeding;—this, in all probability, ſaved me; for how long, God only knows!—I am ﬅill weak arid can hardly make myſelf heard acroſs my table.—My ſpirits, the beﬅ friend I ever had in this world, ﬅuck cloſe by me in this laﬅ conﬂi; by their kind aﬅance I have been able to bear the heavy load of life, and walk ſo merrily along the wilderneſs of this world:—Thanks to them I have been able to whiﬅle and ng in its moﬅ uncheery paths!—As it has pleaſed heaven to let them accompany me thus far on my journey, I hope and truﬅ they will not be ſuﬀered to leave me now that I am almoﬅ at the end of it.—I know and feel (my friend)that this laﬅ ſentiment will give you pain!—this, believe me, is moﬅ foreign to my wies; but I always write from my heart—and ſuppong it to be my praice to cheat the world, I have ever condered the charaer of a friend too reſpeable to make the ſport of an idle imagination. To deceive is a baſe trade at beﬅ;—but to deceive thoſe we love and value, is a folly ſo totally inexcuſable, that I defy all the arts of ſophiﬅry to frame an argument in its favor.—When I open my heart I ow all its follies—its caprices, its wantonneſs—its virtues are all expoſed to view; and though by this means I lay myſelf open to the illiberal and ill-natured,who are ever ready to ſeize the opportunity of gratifying their dirty paons;—and withal are ſo numerous, that hypocriſy, with reſpe to them, is accounted a virtue—But I ew all!—this may be imprudent—and I am told by ſome ſentimental prudes—that it is indecent;—if ſo, let them put their fans before their faces, or walk on the other de of the way.—Diſguiſe is the faion; and the man who does not uſe it, is called a Libertine:—for my part—I hate a maſk and will never wear one! I am not aamed of my failings, while I feel that I have ſome little ﬅock of virtue to counterbalance them.—The man who hides nothing, who varnies nothing, when applauſe, when honour comes, and come it muﬅ to ſuch, ﬁnds no buſy ſomething in his breaﬅ that gives the lie to it.—’Tis his own, and his heart will anſwer it.—Of all ſycophants, ſcourge me thoſe who ﬂatter themſelves!—He who ſpeaks peace to himſelf when there is no peace, is aing a part he cannot long ſupport—the ſcene cloſes—the curtain drops—and he is himſelf again. The follies, the errors of mankind, I ncerely forgive, as I hope to be forgiven;—and when a man is mounted on his hobby-horſe, let him amble or trot, or gallop, ſo he will be quiet, and not let his heart do miſchief—God ſpeed him!—And if I feel an inclination to put on my fool’s cap and jingle the bells for two or three hours of the-four-and-twenty—or the whole twenty-four hours together—what is that to any one?—O, r, you will be called triﬂing, fooli, &c. &c.—with all my heart!—Pray, good folks, fall on—never ſpare!—Fair ladies have you got your bellies full?—if ſo, much good may it do you!—But, r, we muﬅ prove you to be a rogue, a raſcal, an hypocrite.—Alas! I have nothing to give you but my fool’s cap and my hobby-horſe—if they are not ſuﬃcient, I muﬅ beg leave to recommend you to that pale-faced, ſolemn, ﬅiﬀ-ﬅarched ﬁgure who is this moment entering that church; fall upon him I—and for once in your lives, perhaps, you may hit the mark.


  I fear, my good friend, you will begin to think, that however my ſpeaking faculties are obﬅrued, that one of writing ﬅill remains free and large—but here is the grief—It is but writing!—My pen is a leaded One, and it is with ſome diﬃculty I trail it on to aure you of my being moﬅ cordially


  
    Yours,

  


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER VIII.


  To **********


  IHAVE not been a furlong from Shandy-Hall nce I wrote to you laﬅ—but why is my pen ſo perverſe! I have been to *****, and my errand was of ſo peculiar a nature, that I muﬅ give you an account of it.—You will ſcarce believe me, when I tell you, it was to out-juggle a juggling attorney; to put craft, and all its power, to deﬁance; and to obtain juﬅice from one—who has a heart foul enough to take advantage of the miﬅakes of honeﬅ mple city, and who has raiſed a conderable fortune by artiﬁce and injuﬅice. However, I gained my point! It was a ﬅar and garter to me!—the matter was as follows:—


  “A poor man, the father of my Veﬅal having, by the ſweat of his brow, during a courſe of many laborious years, ſaved a ſmall ſum of money, applied to his ſcribe to put it out to uſe for him: This was done, and a bond given for the money.—The honeﬅ man, having no place in his cottage which he thought ſuﬃciently ſecure, put it in a hole in the thatch, which had ſerved inﬅead of a ﬅrong box, to keep his money.—In this tuation the bond remained till the time of receiving the intereﬅ drew nigh—But, alas!—the rain which had done no miſchief to his gold, had found out his paper-ſecurity, and had rotted it to pieces!—It would be a diﬃcult matter to paint the diﬅreſs of the old countryman upon this diſcovery;—he came to me weeping and begging my advice and aﬅance!—it cut me to the heart!”


  —Frame to yourſelf the piure of a man upwards of xty years of age—who having with much penury and more toil, with the addition of a ſmall legacy, ſcraped together about foreſcore pounds to ſupport him in the inﬁrmities of old age, and to be a little portion for his child when he ould be dead and gone—loﬅ his little hoard at once; and to aggravate his misfortune, thro’ his own negle and incaution.—“If I was young, r, (ſaid he) my aﬄiion would have been light—and I might have obtained it again—but I have loﬅ my comfort when I moﬅ wanted it!—My ﬅaﬀ is taken from me when I cannot go alone; and I have nothing to expe in future life but the unwilling charity of a Pari-Oﬃcer.”—Never in my whole life, did I wi to be rich, with ſo good a grace, as at this time I What a luxury it would have been to have ſaid, to this aﬄied fellow-creature,—“There is thy money—go thy ways and be at peace.” But, alas! the Shandy family were never much encumbered with money; and (I the pooreﬅ of them all) could only aﬅ him with good counſel;—but I did not ﬅop here.—I went myſelf with him to *******, where by perſuaon, threats, and ſome art, which (by-the-bye) in ſuch a cauſe, and with ſuch an opponent, was very juﬅiﬁable—I ſent my poor client back to his home, with his comfort and his bond reﬅored to him. Bravo! Bravo!


  If a man has a right to be proud of any thing,—it is a good aion, done as it ought to be, without any baſe intereﬅ lurking at the bottom of it.—Adieu—Adieu—


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER IX.


  To Mrs. V——.


  OF the two bad caocs, fair lady, which I am worth in the world, I would this moment freely give the latter of them to ﬁnd out by what irreﬅible force of magic it is, that I am inﬂuenced to write a letter to you upon ſo ort an acquaintance.—Short—did I ſay!—I unſay it again—I have been acquainted with Mrs. V—— this long and many a day: For, ſurely, the moﬅ penetrating of her ſex need not be told, that intercourſes of this kind are not to be dated by hours, days or months—but by the ow or rapid progreſs of our intimacies, which are meaſured only by the degrees of penetration by which we diſcover charaers at once—or by the openneſs and frankneſs of heart which lets the obſerver into it without the pains of reﬂeion: Either of theſe ſpares us what a ort life could ill aﬀord—and that is the long and unconſcionable time in forming conneions, which had much better be ſpent in taﬅing the ſweets of them.—Now of this frame and contexture is thef air Mrs. V——; lief charaer is to be read at once—I ſaw it before I had walked twenty paces bede her—I believe, in my conſcience, dear lady, if truth was known, that you have no inde at all.


  That you are graceful, elegant, and derable, &c. &c.—every common beholder who can ﬅare at you as a Dutch boor does at the Queen of Sheba,—can ealy ﬁnd out—but that you are ſenble, gentle and tender, and from one end to the other of you full of the ſweeteﬅ topes and modulations, requires a deeper reſearch.—You are a ſyﬅem of harmonic vibrations—the ſofteﬅ and beﬅ attuned of all inﬅruments.—Lord! I would give away my other caoc to touch you—But in giving my laﬅ rag of prieﬅhood for that pleaſure, I ould be left naked—to ſay nothing of being quite diſordered—ſo divine a hand as your’s would preſently put me into orders again—but if you ſuppoſe this would leave me as you found me, believe me, dear Mrs. V——, you are much miﬅaken.—All this being duly put together, pray, dear lady, let me aſk you, What buneſs you had to come here from—? or, to ſpeak more to the purpoſe, what buneſs have you to return back again?—The deuce take you with your mucal and other powers; could nothing ſerve you, but you muﬅ turn Triﬅram Shandy’s bead, as if it was not turned enough already—as for your turning my heart—I forgive you, as you have been ſo good as to turn it towards ſo excellent and heavenly an obje.—


  Now, dear Mrs. V——, if you can help it, do not think of yourſelf—


  
    But believe me to be,


    with the higheﬅ eﬅeem,


    for your charaer and ſelf,


      Your’s,

  


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER X.


  To ********


  ISnatch half an hour, while my dinner is getting ready, to tell you I am thus far on my way to Shandy-hall:—Two more ﬅages and I all be at the end of a tedious journey.—Report, for the fourth time, has numbered me with the dead and it was generally believed in this part of the world, that my bones were laid in clac ground.—This I do not much wonder at—for, to make the beﬅ of it, my conﬅitution is but a ſcurvy one, and to keep the machine a going a little longer, has been the only motive for my running away from my friends and my country ſo much as I have done of late;—though weak as it is, it has ſome how or other weathered more ﬅorms than many a ﬅouter one has been able to do:—Could I but transform myſelf into a bird of paage, and go and come with the ſummer—I think I ould give the lie to a few more reports of this nature—before I am called in good earneﬅ to make a report of myſelf and all my aions to the Being who made me.


  The book of engravings, which I left with you, I muﬅ recommend to your care for a few weeks longer:—Nay,—if you think they are worthy your acceptance—keep them for ever!—for to tell you the truth, I have now no occaon for them:—This is rather an ungracious way of making an oﬀering, but you will excuſe me when I tell you,—that the dear young lady, at whoſe feet I intended to lay them down,—and for whoſe ſake I had preſerved them with ſo much care, is gone to that country from whence no one returns.—Genius,—wit,—beauty,—goodneſs,—all, all were united in her!—Every virtue,—every grace!—I could write for ever on ſuch a theme—but I muﬅ have done.


  Surely the pleaſures which ariſes from contemplating ſuch charaers,—embracing the urn which contains their aes,—and edding the tears of friendip over it—are far, far ſuperior to the higheﬅ joys of ſenſe,—or ſenſuality.


  If you do not like the laﬅ word,—I pray you be ſo kind as to ſcratch it out;—for that is a liberty I have never yet ventured to take myſelf with any thing I write.


  
    Adieu,—adieu.


    Yours moﬅ truly,

  


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XI.


  To **********


  —IBeheld her tender look—her pathetic eye petriﬁed my ﬂuids—the liquid diolution drowned thoſe once-bright orbs—the late ſympathetic features, ſo pleang in their harmony, are now blaﬅed—withered—and are dead her charms are dwindled into a melancholy which demands my pity.—Yes—my friend—our once ſprightly and vivacious Harriot is that very obje that muﬅ thrill your ſoul.—How abandoned is that heart which, bulges the tear of innocence, and is the cauſe—the fatal cauſe of overwhelming the ſpotleſs ſoul and plunging the yet untainted mind into a ſea of ſorrow and repentance.—Though born to prote the fair, does not man a the part of a Demon!—ﬁrﬅ alluring by his temptations, and then triumphing in his viory—when villany gets the aſcendency it ſeldom leaves the wretch ’till it has thoroughly polluted him—T******* once the joyous companion of our juvenile extravagancies, by a deep-laid ſcheme, ſo far ingratiated himſelf into the good graces of the old man—that even he, with all his penetration and experience, (of which old folks generally pique themſelves) could not perceive his drift, and like the goodneſs of his own heart, believed him honorable:—Had I known his pretenons—I would have ﬂown on the wings of friendip—of regard—of aﬀeion—and reſcued the lovely innocent from the hands of the ſpoiler Be not alarmed at my declaration—I have been long bound to her in the reciprocal bonds of aﬀeion but it is of a more delicate ﬅamp, than the groſs materials nature has planted in us for procreation—I hope ever to retain the idea of innocence, and love her ﬅill—I would love the whole ſex were they equally deſerving.


  —taking her by the hand—the other thrown round her waiﬅ,—after an intimacy allowing ſuch freedoms—with a look deceitfully pleang, the villain poured out a torrent of proteﬅations—and tho’ oaths are ſacred—ſwore, with all the fortitude of a conſcientious man—the depth of his love—the height of his eﬅeem—the ﬅrength of his attachment;—by theſe,and other artful means to anſwer his abandoned purpoſe (for which you know he is but too well qualiﬁed)—gained on the open inexperienced heart of the generous Harriot, and robbed her of her brighteﬅ jewel.—Oh England! where are your ſenators?—where are your laws?—Ye heavens! where reﬅs your deadly thunder?—why are your bolts reﬅrained from overwhelming with vengeance this vile ſeducer.—I,—my friend,—I, was the miniﬅer ſent by juﬅice to revenge her wrongs—revenge—I diſclaim it—to redreſs her wrongs.—The news of aﬄiion ﬂies—I heard it, and poﬅed to ****, where forgetting my charaer—this is the ﬅyle of the enthuaﬅ—it moﬅ became my charaer—I ſaw him in his retreat—I ﬂew out of the chaiſe—caught him by the collar—and in a tumult of paon—demanded:—Surely, if anger is excuſable, it muﬅ be when it is excited by a deteﬅation of vice.—I demanded him to reﬅore:—Alas! what was not in his power to return.—Vengeance!—and all theſe vermin—theſe ſpoilers of the fair—theſe murderers of the mind—lurk and creep about in dens, ſecure to themſelves, and pillage all around them?—Diﬅraed with my rage—I charged him with his crime—exploded his baſeneſs—condemned his villany—while coward guilt ſat on his ſullen brow, and, like a criminal conſcious of his deed, tremblingly pronounced his fear. He hoped means might be found for a ſuﬃcient atonement—oﬀered a tender of his hand as a ſatisfaion, and a life devoted to her ſervice as a recompence for his error.—His humiliation ﬅruck me—’twas the only means he could have contrived to auage my anger.—I hetated—pauſed—thought—and ﬅill muﬅ think on ſo important a concern Aﬅ me—I am half afraid of truﬅing my Harriot in the hands of a man, whoſe charaer I too well know to be the antipodes of Harriot’s—He all ﬁre and dipation;—e all meekneſs and ſentiment!—nor can I think there is any hopes of reformation;—the oﬀer proceeds more from ſurpriſe or fear, than juﬅice and ncerity.—The world—the world will exclaim, and my Harriot be a caﬅ-oﬀ from ſociety. Let her—I had rather ſee her thus, than miſerably linked for life to a lump of vice.—She all retire to ſome comer of the world, and there weep out the remainder of her days in ſorrow—forgetting the wretch who has abuſed her conﬁdence, but ever remembering the friend who conſoles her in retirement. You, my dear Charles, all bear a part with me in the delightful taſk of whiſpering “peace to thoſe who are in trouble, and healing the broken in ſpirit.”


  
    Adieu,

  


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XII.


  To **********


  Sir!


  IFeel the weight of obligation which your friendip has laid upon me, and if it ould never be in my power to make you a recompence, I hope you will be recompenſed at the “Reſurreion of the juﬅ.”—I hope, r, we all both be found in that catalogue;—and we are encouraged to hope, by the example of Abraham’s faith even “Againﬅ hope.”—I think there is, at leaﬅ as much probability of our reaching, and rejoicing in the “Heaven where we would be,” as there was of the old Patriarch’s having a child by his old wife. There is not any perſon living or dead, whom I have ſo ﬅrong a dere to ſee and converſe with as yourſelf:—Indeed I have no inclination to vit, or ſay a ſyllable to but a few perſons in this lower vale of vanity and tears bede you:—But I often derive a peculiar ſatisfaion in converng with the ancient and modern dead,—who yet live and ſpeak excellently in their works.—My neighbors think me often alone,—and yet at ſuch times I am in company with more than ﬁve hundred mutes—each of whom, at my pleaſure, communicates his ideas to me by dumb gns—quite as intelligibly as any perſon living can do by uttering of words.—They always keep the diﬅance from me which I dire—and, with a motion of my hand, I can bring them as near to me as I pleaſe. I lay hands on ﬁfty of them ſometimes in an evening, and handle them as I like—they never complain of ill-uſage,—and when diſmied from my preſence,—tho’ ever ſo abruptly—take no oﬀence. Such convenience is not to be enjoyed—nor ſuch liberty to be taken—with the living:—We are bound—in point of good manners to admit all our pretended friends when they knock for entrance, and diſpenſe with all the nonſenſe or impertinence which they broach ’till they think proper to with-draw: Nor can we take the liberty of humbly and decently oppong their ſentiments without exciting their diſguﬅ, and being in danger of their ſplenetic repreſentation after they have left us!


  I am weary of talking to the many—who though quick of hearing—are ſo “Slow of heart to believe”—propotions which are next to ſelf-evident;—you and I were not caﬅ in one mould,—corporal compariſon will atteﬅ it,—and yet we are faioned ſo much alike, that we may paſs for twins—were it poble to take an inventory of all our ſentiments and feelings—juﬅ and unjuﬅ—holy and impure—there would appear as little diﬀerence between them as there is between inﬅin and reaſon,—or—wit and madneſs, the barriers which ſeparate theſe—like the real eence of bodies—eſcape the piercing eye of metaphycs, and cannot be pointed out more clearly than geometricians deﬁne a ﬅraight line,which is ſaid to have length without breadth.—O ye learned anatomical aggregates, who pretend to inﬅru other aggregates, be as candid as the ſage whom ye pretend to revere—and tell them, that all you know is, that you know nothing!


  —I have a mort to communicate to you on diﬀerent ſubjes—my mountain will be in labor ’till I ſee you—and then—what then?—why you muﬅ expe to ſee it bring forth—a mouſe.—I therefore beſeech you to have a watchful eye to the cats;—but it is ſaid that mice were degned to be killed by cats.—Cats to be worried by dogs &c. &c.—This may be true—and I think I am made to be killed by my own cough,—which is a perpetual plague to me what in the name of ſound lungs, has my cough to do with you—or—you with my cough!


  
    I am r, with the moﬅ


    Perfe aﬀeion and eﬅeem


    Your humble ſervant,

  


  Lawrence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XIII.


  To **********


  Sir,


  IN my laﬅ, for want of ſomething better to write about, I told you what a world of fending and proving we have had of late, in this little * village of ours, about an old caﬅ pair of black plu-breeches, which † John our pari-clerk, about ten years ago, it ſeems, had made a promiſe of to one Trim, ‡ who is our ſexton and dog-whipper.—To this you write me word, that you have had more than either one or two occaons to know a good deal of the ifty behaviour of this ſaid maﬅer Trim—and that you are aﬅonied, nor can you for your ſoul conceive, how ſo worthleſs a fellow, and ſo worthleſs a thing into the bargain, could become the occaon of ſo much racket as I have repreſented.


  Now, though you do not ſay expreſy, you could wi to hear any more about it, yet I ſee plain enough that I have raiſed your curioty, and therefore, from the ſame motive that I ightly mentioned it at all in my laﬅ letter, I will in this give you a full and very circumﬅantial account of the whole aﬀair.


  But, before I begin, I muﬅ ﬁrﬅ ſet you right in one very material point, in which I have mied you, as to the true cauſe of all this uproar amongﬅ us,—which does not take its riſe, as I then told you, from the aﬀair of the breeches, but, on the contrary, the whole aﬀair of the breeches has taken its riſe from it.—To underﬅand which you muﬅ know, that the ﬁrﬅ beginning of the ſquabble was not between John the pari clerk and Trim the ſexton, but betwixt the * parſon of the pari and the ſaid maﬅer Trim, about an old watch-coat that had hung up many years in the church, which Trim had ſet his heart upon; and nothing would ſerve Trim but he muﬅ take it home in order to have it converted into a warm under-petticoat for his wife, and a jerkin for himſelf againﬅ winter; which, in a plaintive tone, he moﬅ humbly begged his reverence would conſent to.


  I need not tell you, Sir, who have ſo often felt it, that a principle of ﬅrong compaon tranſports a generous mind ſometimes beyond what is ﬅrily right;—the parſon was within an ace of being an honourable example of this very crime—for no ſooner did the diﬅin words—petticoat—poor—wife—warm—winter, ﬅrike upon his ear—but his heart warmed—and before Trim had well got to the end of his petition (being a gentleman of a frank and open temper) he told him he was welcome to it with all his heart and ſoul.—But, Trim, ſays he, as you ſee I am but juﬅ got down to my living, and am an utter ﬅranger to all pari matters, know nothing about this old watch-coat you beg of me, having never ſeen it in my life, and therefore cannot be a judge whether ’tis ﬁt for ſuch a purpoſe, or, if it is, in truth know not whether ’tis mine to beﬅow upon you or not—you muﬅ have a week or ten days patience, till I can make ſome enquiries about it—and, if I ﬁnd it is in my power, i tell you again, man, your wife is heartily welcome to an under-petticoat out of it and you to a jerkin, was the thing as good again as you repreſent it.


  It is neceary to inform you, Sir, in this place, that the parſon was earneﬅly bent to ſerve Trim in this aﬀair, not only from the motive of generoty, which I have juﬅly aſcribed to him, but likewiſe from another motive, and that was by way of making ſome ſort of recompence for a multitude of ſmall ſervices which Trim had occaonally done, and indeed was continually doing (as he was much about the houſe) when his own man was out of the way.—For all theſe reaſons together, I ſay, the parſon of the pari intended to ſerve Trim in this matter to the utmoﬅ of his power. All that was wanting, was previouy to inquire if any one had a claim to it, or whether, as it had time immemorial hung up in the church, the taking it down might not raiſe a clamour in the pari.—Theſe inquiries were the things that Trim dreaded in his heart—he knew very well, that, if the parſon ould but ſay one word to the churchwardens about it, there would be an end of the whole aﬀair. For this, and ſome other reaſons not neceary to be told you at preſent, Trim was for allowing no time in this matter—but, on the contrary doubled his diligence and importunity at the vicarage-houſe—plagued the whole family to death—preﬅ his ſuit morning, noon, and night, and, to orten my ﬅory, teaſed the poor gentleman, who was but in an ill ﬅate of health, almoﬅ out of his life about it.


  You will not wonder when I tell you, that all this hurry and precipitation, on the de of maﬅer Trim, produced its natural eﬀe on the de of the parſon, and that was a ſuſpicion that all was not right at the bottom.


  He was one evening tting alone in his ﬅudy, weighing and turning this doubt every way in his mind, and after an hour and a half’s ſerious deliberation upon the aﬀair, and running over Trim’s behaviour throughout—he was juﬅ ſaying to himſelf—it muﬅ be ſo—when a ſudden rap at the door put an end to his ſoliloquy, and in a few minutes to his doubts too; for a labourer in the town, who deemed himſelf paﬅ his ﬁfty-ſecond year, had been returned by the conﬅables in the militia-liﬅ—and he had come with a groat in his hand to ſearch the pari-regiﬅer for his age. The parſon bid the poor fellow put the groat into his pocket, and go into the kitchen—then utting the ﬅudy door, and taking down the pari regiﬅer—who knows, ſays he, but I may ﬁnd ſomething here about this ſelfsame watch-coat? He had ſcarce unclaſped the book, in ſaying this, when he popped on the very thing he wanted, fairly wrote on the ﬁrﬅ page, paﬅed to the inde of one of the covers, whereon was a memorandum about the very thing in queﬅion in theſe expreſs words—memorandum.—“The great watch-coat was purchaſed and given, above two hundred years ago, by the lord of the manor to this pari-church, to the ſole uſe and behoof of the poor ſextons thereof, and their ſucceors for ever, to be worn up them reſpeively in winterly cold nights in ringing complines, pang bells, &c. which the ſaid lord of the manor had done in piety to keep the poor wretches warm, and for the good of his own ſoul, for which they were direed to pray, &c. Juﬅ Heaven! ſaid the parſon to himſelf looking upwards, what an eſcape have I had! give this for an under-petticoat to Trim’s wife! I would not have conſented to ſuch a deſecration to be Primate of all England—nay, I would not have diﬅurbed a ngle button of it for all my tithes!


  Scarce were the words out of his mouth, when in pops Trim with the whole ſubje of the exclamation under both his arms—I ſay under both his arms—for he had aually got it ript and cut out ready, his own jerkin under one arm, and the petticoat under the other, in order to be carried to the taylor to be made up, and had juﬅ ﬅepped in, in high ſpirits, to ew the parſon how cleverly it had held out.


  There are now many good milies ſubﬅing in the world, but which I have neither time to recolle or look for, which would give you a ﬅrong conception of the aﬅoniment and honeﬅ indignation which this unexpeed ﬅroke of Trim’s impudence impreed upon the parſon’s looks—let it ſuﬃce to ſay, that it exceeded all fair deſcription—as well as all power of proper reſentment—except this, that Trim was ordered, in a ﬅern voice, to lay the bundles down upon the table—to go about his buneſs, and wait upon him, at his peril, the next morning at eleven preciſely.—Againﬅ this hour, like a wiſe man, the parſon had ſent to dere John the pari clerk, who bore an exceeding good charaer as a man of truth, and who, having moreover a pretty freehold of about eighteen pounds a year in the townip, was a leading man in it; and, upon the whole, was ſuch a one, of whom it might be ſaid, that he rather did honour to his oﬃce than his oﬃce did honour to him—him he ſends for with the churchwardens, and one of the deſmen, a grave, knowing old man, to be preſent—for, as Trim had withheld the whole truth from the parſon touching the watch-coat, he thought it probable he would as certainly do the ſame thing to others.—Tho’ this, I ſaid, was wiſe, the trouble of the precaution might have been ſpared—becauſe the parſon’s charaer was unblemied—and he had ever been held by the world in the eﬅimation of a man of honour and integrity.—Trim’s charaer on the contrary was as well as known, if not in the world at leaﬅ in all the pari, to be that of a little, dirty, pimping, pettifogging, ambidextrous fellow—who neither cared what he did or ſaid of any, provided he could get a penny by it. This might, I ſaid, have made any precaution needleſs—but you muﬅ know, as the parſon had in a manner but juﬅ got down to his living, he dreaded the conſequences of the leaﬅ ill impreon on his ﬁrﬅ entrance amongﬅ his pariioners, which would have diſabled him from doing them the good he wied—ſo that out of regard to his ﬂock, more than the neceary care due to himſelf—he was reſolved not to lie at the mercy of what reſentment might vent, or malice lend an ear to.


  Accordingly the whole matter was rehearſed, from ﬁrﬅ to laﬅ, by the parſon, in the manner I’ve told you, in the hearing of John the pari clerk, and in the preſence of Trim.


  Trim had little to ſay for himſelf, except “that the parſon had abſolutely promiſed to befriend him and his wife in the aﬀair to the utmoﬅ of his power, that the watch-coat was certainly in his power, and that he might ﬅill give it him if he pleaſed.”


  To this, the parſon’s reply was ort, but ﬅrong, “That nothing was in his power to do but what he could do honeﬅly—that, in giving the coat to him and his wife, he ould do a manifeﬅ wrong to the next ſexton, the great watch-coat being the moﬅ comfortable part of the place—that he ould moreover injure the right of his own ſucceor, who would be juﬅ ſo much a worſe patron as the worth of the coat amounted to; and, in a word, he declared, that his whole intent in proming that coat was charity to Trim, but wrong to no man—that was a reſerve, he ſaid, made in all caſes of this kind: and he declared ſolemnly, in verbo ſacerdotis, that this was his meaning, and was ſo underﬅood by Trim himſelf.”


  With the weight of this truth, and the great good ſenſe and ﬅrong reaſon which accompanied all the parſon ſaid upon the ſubje—poor Trim was driven to his laﬅ ift—and begged he might be ſuﬀered to plead his right and title to the watch-coat, if not by promiſe, at leaﬅ by ſervices—it was well known how much he was intitled to it upon theſe ſcores: that he had black’d the parſon’s oes without count, and greaſed his boots above ﬁfty times—that he had run for eggs into the town upon all occaons—whetted the knives at all hours—catched his horſe and rubbed him down—that, for his wife, e had been ready upon all occaons to char for them; and neither he nor e, to the beﬅ of his remembrance, ever took a farthing, or any thing beyond a mug of ale.—To this account of his ſervices, he begged leave to add thoſe of his wies, which, he ſaid, had been equally great—he aﬃrmed, and was ready he ſaid, to make it appear, by numbers of witnees, “he had drank his reverence’s health a thouſand times (by-the-bye he did not add out of the parſon’s own ale)—that he had not only drank his health but wied it, and never came to the houſe but aſked his man kindly how he did; that in particular, about half a year ago, when his reverence cut his ﬁnger in paring an apple, he went half a mile to aſk a cunning woman what was good to ﬅanch blood, and aually returned with a cobweb in his breeches pocket. Nay, ſays Trim, it was not a fortnight ago, when your reverence took that ﬅrong purge, that I went to the far end of the whole town to borrow you a cloſeﬅool—and came back, as my neighbours who ﬂouted me will all bear witneſs, with the pan upon my head, and never thought it too much.”—Trim concluded his pathetic remonﬅrance with ſaying “he hoped his reverence’s heart would not ſuﬀer him to requite ſo many faithful ſervices by ſo unkind a return:—that if it was ſo, as he was the ﬁrﬅ, ſo he hoped he ould be the laﬅ example of a man of his condition ſo treated.”—This plan of Trim’s defence, which Trim had put himſelf upon, could admit of no other reply but general ſmile.—Upon the whole, let me inform you, that all that could be ſaid, pro and con, on both des, being fairly heard, it was plain that Trim in every part of this aﬀair had behaved very ill—and one thing, which was never expeed to be known of him, happening in the courſe of this debate to come out againﬅ him, namely, that he had gone and told the parſon, before he had ever ſet foot in his pari, that John his pari clerk—his church wardens, and ſome of the heads of the pari, were a parcel of ſcoundrels. Upon the upot, Trim was kick’d out of doors, and told at his peril never to come there again.


  At ﬁrﬅ, Trim huﬀ’d and bounced moﬅ terribly—ſwore he would get a warrant—that nothing would ſerve him but he would call a bye-law, and tell the whole pari how the parſon had miſuſed him; but cooling of that, as fearing the parſon might pobly bind him over to his good behaviour, and, for aught he knew, might ſend him to the houſe of coreion, he lets the parſon alone, and to revenge himſelf falls foul upon his clerk, who had no more to do in the quarrel than you or I—rips up the promiſe of the old—caﬅ—pair of black—plu—breeches, and raiſes an uproar in the town about it, notwithﬅanding it had ept ten years—but all this, you muﬅ know, is looked upon in no other light but as an artful ﬅroke of generalip in Trim to raiſe a duﬅ, and cover himſelf under the diſgraceful chaﬅiſement he has undergone.


  If your curioty is not yet ſatisﬁed—I will now proceed to relate the battle of the breeches in the ſame exa manner I have done that of the watch-coat.


  Be it known then, that about ten years ago, when John was appointed pari-clerk of this church, this ſaid maﬅer Trim took no ſmall pains to get into John’s good graces, in order, as it afterwards appeared, to coax a promiſe out of him of a pair of breeches, which John had then by him, of black plu, not much the worſe for wearing—Trim only begged, for God’s ſake, to have them beﬅowed upon him when John ould think ﬁt to caﬅ them.


  Trim was one of thoſe kind of men who loved a bit of ﬁnery in his heart, and would rather have a tatter’d rag of a better body’s than the beﬅ plain whole thing his wife could ſpin him.


  John, who was naturally unſuſpicious, made no more diﬃculty of proming the breeches than the parſon had done in proming the great coat; and indeed with ſomething leſs reſerve—becauſe the breeches were John’s own, and he could give them, without wrong, to whom he thought ﬁt.


  It happened, I was going to ſay unluckily, but I ould rather ſay moﬅ luckily, for Trim, for he was the only gainer by it, that a quarrel, about ſome x or eight weeks after this, broke out betwixt the late parſon of the pari and John the clerk. Somebody (and it was thought to be nobody but Trim) had put it into the parſon’s head, “that John’s deſk in the church was at the leaﬅ four inches higher than it ould be—that the thing gave oﬀence, and was indecorous, inaſmuch as it approached too near upon a level with the parſon’s deſk itſelf.”—This hardip the parſon complained of loudly, and told John, one day after prayers, “he could bear it no longer—and would have it altered, and brought down as it ould be.” John made no other reply, but “that the deſk was not of his raing:—that ’twas not one hair breadth higher than he found it—and that as he found it ſo would he leave it.—In ort, he would neither make an encroachment, nor would he ſuﬀer one.”—The * late parſon might have his virtues, but the leading part of his charaer was not humility—ſo that John’s ﬅiﬀneſs in this point was not likely to reconcile matters.—This was Trim’s harveﬅ.


  After a friendly hint to John to ﬅand his ground, away hies Trim to make his market at the vicarage.—What paed there I will not ſay, intending not to be uncharitable; ſo all content myſelf with only gueng at it from the ſudden change that appeared in Trim’s dreſs for the better—for he had left his old ragged coat, hat, and wig, in the ﬅable, and was come forth ﬅrutting acroſs the churchyard, yclad in a good charitable caﬅ coat, large hat, and wig, which the parſon had juﬅ given him.—Ho! ho! hollo! John, cries Trim, in an inſolent bravo, as loud as ever he could bawl—ſee here, my lad, how ﬁne I am.—The more ame for you, anſwered John ſeriouy—Do you think, Trim, ſays he, ſuch ﬁnery, gained by ſuch ſervices, becomes you, or can wear well?—Fy upon it, Trim, I could not have expeed this from you, condering what friendip you pretended, and how kind I have ever been to you—how many illings, and xpences, I have generouy lent you in your diﬅrees.—Nay, it was but the other day that I promiſed you theſe black plu breeches I have on.—Rot your breeches, quote Trim (for Trim’s brain was half turn’d with his new ﬁnery) rot your breeches, ſays he—I would not take them up were they laid at my door—give them, and be d——d to you, to whom you like—I would have you to know I can have a better pair at the parſon’s any day in the week.—John told him plainly, as his word had once paed him, he had a ſpirit above taking advantage of his inſolence in giving them away to another—but, to tell him his mind freely, he thought he had got ſo many favours of that kind, and was ſo likely to get many more for the ſame ſervices, of the parſon, that he had better give up the breeches, with good nature, to ſome one who would be more thankful for them.


  Here John mentioned * Mark Slender (who it ſeems the day before had aſked John for them) not knowing they were under promiſe to Trim.—“Come, Trim, ſays he, let poor Mark have them—you know he has not a pair to his a——, bedes, you ſee he is juﬅ of my ze, and they will ﬁt to a T, whereas if I give ’em to you, look ye, they are not worth much, and bedes, you could not get your backde into them, if you had them, without tearing them all to pieces.”—Every tittle of this was moﬅ undoubtedly true, for Trim, you muﬅ know, by ſoul feeding, and playing the good fellow at the parſon’s, was grown ſomewhat groſs about the lower parts, if not higher; ſo that, as all John ſaid upon the occaon was fa, Trim, with much ado, and after a hundred hums and hahs, at laﬅ, out of mere compaon to Mark, gns, ſeals, and delivers up ALL RIGHT, Interest, and pretensions whatsoever, in, and to the said breeches, thereby binding his heirs, executors, administrators and assignes, never more to call the said claim in QUESTION.—All this renunciation was ſet forth, in an ample manner, to be in pure pity to Mark’s nakedneſs—but the ſecret was, Trim had an eye to, and ﬁrmly expeed, in his own mind the great green pulpit-cloth, and old velvet cuion, which were that very year to be taken down—which, by the bye, could he have wheedled John a ſecond time, as he had hoped, would have made up the loſs of his breeches ſeven fold.


  Now, you muﬅ know, this pulpit-cloth and cuion were not in John’s gift, but in the church-wardens, &c. However, as I ſaid above, that John was a leading man in the pari, Trim knew he could help him to them if he would—but John had got a ſurfeit of him—ſo, when the pulpit-cloth, &c. were taken down, they were immediately given (John having a great ſay in it) to * William Doe, who underﬅood very well what uſe to make of them.


  As for the old breeches, poor Mark lived to wear them but a ort time, and they got into the poeon of † Lorry Slim, an unlucky wight, by whom they are ﬅill worn—in truth, as you will gueſs, they are very thin by this time.


  But Lorry has a light heart, and what recommends them to him is this, that, as thin as they are, he knows that Trim, let him ſay what he will to the contrary, ﬅill envies the poeor of them, and with all his pride would be very glad to wear them after him.


  Upon this footing have theſe aﬀairs ept quietly for near ten years—and would have ept for ever, but for the unlucky kicking bout, which, as I ſaid, has ripped this ſquabble up afre; ſo that it was no longer ago than laﬅ week, that Trim met and inſulted John in the public town-way before a hundred people—tax’d him with the promiſe of the old caﬅ pair of black breeches, notwithﬅanding Trim’s ſolemn renunciation—twitted him with the pulpit-cloth and velvet cuion—as good as he told him, was ignorant of the common duties of his clerkip; adding, very inſolently, that he knew not ſo much as to give out a common pſalm in tune.


  John contented himſelf with giving a plain anſwer to every article that Trim had laid to his charge, and appealed to his neighbours who remembered the whole aﬀair—and, as he knew there was never any thing to be got by wreﬅling with a chimney-ſweeper, he was going to take his leave of Trim for ever. But hold—the mob by this time had got round them, and their high mightinees inﬅed upon having Trim tried upon the ſpot.—


  Trim was accordingly tried, and, after a full hearing, was convied a ſecond time, and handled more roughly by one or more of them than even at the parſon’s.—


  Trim, ſays one, are you not aamed of your ſelf to make all this rout and diﬅurbance in the town, and ſet neighbours together by the ears, about an old—worn—out—pair of caﬅ—breeches, not worth half a crown? Is there a caﬅ coat, or a place in the whole town, that will bring you in a illing, but what you have ſnapped up like a greedy hound as you are?


  In the ﬁrﬅ place, are you not ſexton and dog-whipper, worth three pounds a year? Then you begged the church-wardens to let your wife have the waing and darning of the church-linen, which brings you in thirteen illings and fourpence; then you have x illings and eightpence for oiling and winding up the clock, both paid you at Eaﬅer—the pounder’s place, which is worth forty illings a year, you have got that too—you are the bailiﬀ, which the late parſon got you, which brings you in forty illings more.


  Bedes all this, you have x pounds a year paid you quarterly, for being mole catcher to the pari. Aye, ſays the luckleſs wight above-mentioned (who was ﬅanding cloſe by him with his plu breeches on) “you are not only mole-catcher, Trim, but you catch STRAY CONIES too in the dark, and you pretend a licence for it, which, I trow, will be looked into at the next quarter ſeons.” I maintain it, I have a licence, ſays Trim, bluing as red as ſcarlet—I have a licence, and, as I farm a warren in the next pari, I will catch conies every hour of the night.—You catch conies! ſays a toothleſs old woman juﬅ pang by.


  This ſet the mob a laughing, and ſent every man home in perfe good humour, except Trim, who waddled very owly oﬀ with that kind of inﬂexible gravity only to be equalled by one animal in the whole creation, and ſurpaed by none.


  
    I am,


    Sir, yours, &c. &c.

  


  POSTSCRIPT.


  Ihave broke open my letter to inform you, that I mied the opportunity of ſending it by the meenger, who I expeed, would have called upon me in his return through this village to York; ſo it has lain a week or ten days by me—I am not ſorry for the diſappointment, becauſe ſomething has nce happened, in continuation of this aﬀair, which I am thereby enabled to tranſmit to you all under one trouble.


  When I ﬁnied the above account, I thought (as did every ſoul in the pari) Trim had met with ſo thorough a rebuﬀ from John the pari clerk, and the town’s folks, who all took againﬅ him, that Trim would be glad to be quiet, and let the matter reﬅ.


  But, it ſeems, it is not half an hour ago nce Trim ſallied forth again, and, having borrowed a ſowgelder’s horn, with hard blowing he got the whole town round him, and endeavoured to raiſe a diﬅurbance, and ﬁght the whole battle over again—alleged that he had been uſed in the laﬅ fray worſe than a dog, not by John the pari clerk, for I ould not, quoth Trim, have valued him a ru ngle-hands—but all the town ded with him, and twelve men in buckram ſet upon me, all at once, and kept me in play at ſword’s point for three hours together.


  Bedes, quoth Trim, there were two miſbegotten knaves in Kendal green, who lay all the while in ambu in John’s own houſe, and they all xteen came upon my back, and let drive at me together—a plague, ſays Trim, of all cowards.


  Trim repeated this ﬅory above a dozen times, which made ſome of the neighbours pity him, thinking the poor fellow cracked-brained, and that he aually believed what he ſaid.


  After this Trim dropped the aﬀair of the breeches, and began a fre diſpute about the reading-deſk, which I told you had occaoned ſome ſmall diſpute between the late parſon and John ſome years ago.—This reading-deſk, as you will obſerve, was but an epiſode wove into the main ﬅory by the bye, for the main aﬀair was the battle of the breeches and the great coat.


  However, Trim being at laﬅ driven out of theſe two citadels—he has ſeized hold, in his retreat, of this reading-deſk, with a view, as it ſeems, to take elter behind it.


  I cannot ſay but the man has fought it out obﬅinately enough, and, had his cauſe been good, I ould have really pitied him. For, when he was driven out of the great watch-coat, you ſee he did not run away; no—he retreated behind the breeches; and, when he could make nothing of it behind the breeches, he got behind the reading-deſk. To what other hold Trim will next retreat, the politicians of this village are not agreed. Some think his next move will be towards the rear of the parſon’s boot; but, as it is thought he cannot make a long ﬅand there, others are of opinion, that Trim will once more in his life get hold of the parſon’s horſe, and charge upon him, or perhaps behind him: but, as the horſe is not eaſy to be caught, the more general opinion is, that, when he is driven out of the reading-deſk, he will make his laﬅ retreat in ſuch a manner, as, if poble, to gain the cloſeﬅool, and defend himſelf behind it to the very laﬅ drop.


  If Trim ould make this movement, by my advice he ould be left bedes his citadel, in full poeon of the ﬁeld of battle, where ’tis certain he will keep every body a league oﬀ, and may hop by himſelf till he is weary. Bedes, as Trim ſeems bent upon purging himſelf, and may have abundance of foul humours to work oﬀ, I think he cannot be better placed.


  But this is all matter of ſpeculation.—Let me carry you back to matter of fa, and tell you what kind of ﬅand Trim has aually made behind the ſaid deſk: “Neighbours and townſmen all, I will be ſworn before my lord mayor, that John and his nineteen men in buckram have abuſed me worſe than a dog; for they told you that I play’d faﬅ and go looſe with the late parſon and him in that old diſpute of theirs about the reading-deſk, and that I made matters worſe between them and not better.”


  Of this charge, Trim declared he was as innocent as the child that was unborn—that he would be book-ſworn he had no hand in it.


  He produced a ﬅrong witneſs, and moreover innuated, that John himſelf, inﬅead of being angry for what he had done in it, had aually thanked him—Aye, Trim, ſays the wight in the plu-breeches, but that was, Trim, the day before John found thee out. Bedes, Trim, there is nothing in that, for, the very year that you was made town’s pounder, thou knoweﬅ well that I both thanked thee myſelf, and moreover gave thee a good warm ſupper for turning John Lund’s cows and horſes out of my hard corn cloſe, which if thou hadﬅ not done, (as thou toldﬅ me) I ould have loﬅ my whole crop; whereas John Lund and Thomas Patt, who are both here to teﬅify, and are both willing to take their oaths on’t, that thou thy ſelf was the very man who ſet the gate open—and after all, it was not thee, Trim, ’twas the blackſmith’s poor lad who turned them out—ſo that a man may be thanked and rewarded too for a good turn which he never did, nor ever did intend.


  Trim could not ſuﬅain this unexpeed ﬅroke—ſo Trim marched oﬀ the ﬁeld without colours ﬂying, or his horn ſounding, or any other engns of honour whatever. Whether after this Trim intends to rally a ſecond time—or whether he may not take it into his head to claim the viory—none but Trim himſelf can inform you.


  However, the general opinion upon the whole is this, that, in three ſeveral pitch’d battles, Trim has been ſo trimm’d, as never diſaﬅrous hero was trimm’d before.


  FINIS.


  ☜
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  DEDICATION.


  To David Garrick, Eſq.


  WHEN I was aſk’d to whom I ould dedicate theſe volumes, I careleſy anſwered to no one—Why not? (replied the perſon who put the queﬅion to me.) Becauſe moﬅ dedications look like begging a proteion to the book. Perhaps a worſe interpretation may be given to it. No, no! already ſo much obliged, I cannot, will not, put another tax upon the generoty of any friend of Mr. Sterne’s, or mine. I went home to my lodgings, and gratitude warmed my heart to ſuch a pitch, that I vow’d they ould be dedicated to the man my father ſo much admired—who, with an unprejudiced eye, read, and approved his works, and moreover loved the man—’Tis to Mr. Garrick then, that I dedicate theſe Genuine Letters.


  Can I forget the ſweet * Epitaph which proved Mr. Garrick’s friendip, and opinion of him? ’Twas a tribute to friendip—and as a tribute of my gratitude I dedicate theſe volumes to a man of underﬅanding and feelings—Receive this, as it is meant—May you, dear Sir, approve of theſe letters, as much as Mr. Sterne admired you—but Mr. Garrick, with all his urbanity, can never carry the point half ſo far, for Mr. Sterne was an enthuaﬅ, if it is poble to be one, in favour of Mr. Garrick.


  This may appear a very mple dedication, but Mr. Garrick will judge by his own ſenbility, that I can feel more than I can expreſs, and I believe he will give me credit for all my grateful acknowledgements.


  I am, with every ſentiment of gratitude, and eﬅeem,


  
    Dear Sir,


    Your obliged


    humble ſervant,

  


  London,

  June, 1775.


  Lydia Sterne de Medalle.


  ☜


  

  

  


  EPITAPH.


  
    SHALL Pride a heap of ſculptur’d marble raiſe,


    Some worthleſs, un-mourn’d titled fool to praiſe;


    And all we not by one poor grave-ﬅone learn,


    Where Genius, Wit, and Humour, eep with Sterne?

  


  D. G.


  ☜


  

  

  


  PREFACE.


  IN publiing theſe Letters the Editor does but comply with her mother’s requeﬅ, which was, that if any letters were publi’d under Mr. Sterne’s name, that thoſe e had in her poeon, (as well as thoſe that her father’s friends would be kind enough to ſend to her) ould be likewiſe publi’d—She depends much on the candour of the public for the favourable reception of theſe,—their being genuine (e thinks—and hopes) will render them not unacceptable—She has already experienced much benevolence and generoty from her late father’s friends—the rememberance of it will ever warm her heart with gratitude!


  ☜


  

  

  


  In Memory of Mr. Sterne, author of

  The Sentimental Journey.


  
    WITH wit, and genuine humour, to diſpel,


    From the deſponding boſom, gloomy care,


    And bid the guing tear, at the ſad tale


    Of hapleſs love or ﬁlial grief, to ﬂow


    From the full ſympathing heart, were thine,


    Theſe powers, Oh Sterne! but now thy fate demands


    (No plumage nodding o’er the emblazon’d hearſe


    Proclaiming honor where no virtue one)


    But the ſad tribute of a heart-felt gh:


    What tho’ no taper caﬅ its deadly ray,


    Nor the full choir ng requiems o’er thy tomb,


    The humbler grief of friendip is not mute;


    And poor Maria, with her faithful kid,


    Her auburn trees careleſy entwin’d


    With olive foliage, at the cloſe of day,


    Shall chaunt her plaintive veſpers at thy grave.


    Thy ade too, gentle Monk, mid aweful night,


    Shall pour libations from its friendly eye;


    For ’erﬅ his ſweet benevolence beﬅow’d


    Its generous pity, and bedew’d with tears


    The ſod, which reﬅed on thy aged breaﬅ.

  


  ☜


  

  

  


  A Charaer, and Eulogium of Sterne, and his Writings; in a familiar Epiﬅle from a Gentleman in Ireland to his Friend.—Written in the Year 1769.


  
    WHAT triﬂe comes next?—Spare the cenſure, my friend,


    This letter’s no more from beginning to end:


    Yet, when you conder (your laughter, pray, ﬅiﬂe)


    The advantage, the importance, the uſe, of a triﬂe—


    When you think too bede—and there’s nothing more clear—


    That pence compoſe millions, and moments the year,


    You ſurely will grant me, nor think that I jeﬅ,


    That life’s but a ſeries of triﬂes at beﬅ.


    How wildly digreve! yet could I, O Sterne*,


    Digreſs with thy ſkill, with thy freedom return!


    The vain wi I repreſs—Poor Yorick! no more


    Shall thy mirth and thy jeﬅs “ſet the table on a roar;"


    No more thy ſad tale, with mplicity told,


    O’er each feeling breaﬅ its ﬅrong inﬂuence hold,


    From the wiſe and the brave call forth ſympathy’s gh,


    Or ſwell with ſweet angui humanity’s eye:


    Here and there in the page if a blemi appear,


    (And what page, or what life, from a blemi is clear?)


    Trim and Toby with ſoft interceon attend;


    Le Fevre intreats you to pardon his friend;


    Maria too pleads, for her favourite diﬅreſs’d,


    As you feel for her ſorrows, O grant her requeﬅ!


    Should theſe advocates fail, I’ve another to call,


    One tear of his Monk all obliterate all.


    Favour’d pupil of Nature and Fancy, of yore,


    Whom from Humour’s embrace ſweet Philanthropy bore,


    While the Graces and Loves ſcatter ﬂow’rs on thy urn,


    And Wit weeps the bloom too haﬅily torn;


    This meed too, kind ſpirit, unoﬀended receive


    From a youth next to Shakespeare’s who honours thy grave!

  


  ☜


  

  

  


  MEMOIRS

  of the

  LIFE and FAMILY

  of the late

  Rev. Mr. LAURENCE STERNE.

  


  ROGER STERNE, (grandſon to Archbiop Sterne) Lieutenant in Hand ade’s regiment, was married to Agnes Hebert, widow of a captain of a good family: her family name was (I believe) Nuttle—though, upon recolleion, that was the name of her father-in-law, who was a noted ſutler in Flanders, in Queen Ann’s wars, where my father married his wife’s daughter (N. B. he was in debt to him) which was in September 25, 1711, Old Stile.—This Nuttle had a ſon by my grandmother—a ﬁne perſon of a man but a graceleſs whelp—what became of him I know not.—The family (if any left), live now at Clomwel in the ſouth of Ireland, at which town I was born November 24th, 1713, a few days after my mother arrived from Dunkirk.—My birth-day was ominous to my poor father, who was, the day after our arrival, with many other brave oﬃcers broke, and ſent adrift into the wide world with a wife and two children—the elder of which was Mary; e was born in Lie in French Flanders, July the tenth, one thouſand ſeven hundred and twelve, New Stile.—This child was moﬅ unfortunate—e married one Weemans in Dublin—who uſed her moﬅ unmercifully—ſpent his ſubﬅance, became a bankrupt, and left my poor ﬅer to ift for herſelf,—which e was able to do but for a few months, for e went to a friend’s houſe in the country, and died of a broken heart. She was a moﬅ beautiful woman—of a ﬁne ﬁgure, and deſerved a better fate.—The regiment, in which my father ſerved, being broke, he left Ireland as ſoon as I was able to be carried, with the reﬅ of his family, and came to the family ſeat at Elvington, near York, where his mother lived. She was daughter to Sir Roger Jaques, and an heireſs. There we ſojourned for about ten months, when the regiment was eﬅablied, and our houold decamped with bag and baggage for Dublin—within a month of our arrival, my father left us, being ordered to Exeter, where, in a ſad winter, my mother and her two children followed him, travelling from Liverpool by land to Plymouth. (Melancholy deſcription of this journey not neceary to be tranſmitted here). In twelve months we were all ſent back to Dublin.—My mother, with three of us, (for e laid in at Plymouth of a boy, Joram), took ip at Briﬅol, for Ireland, and had a narrow eſcape from being caﬅ away by a leak ſpringing up in the veel.—At length, after many perils, and ﬅruggles, we got to Dublin.—There my father took a large houſe, furnied it, and in a year and a half’s time ſpent a great deal of money.—In the year one thouſand ſeven hundred and nineteen, all unhing’d again; the regiment was ordered, with many others, to the Ie of Wight, in order to embark for Spain in the Vigo expedition. We accompanied the regiment, and was driven into Milford Haven, but landed at Briﬅol, from thence by land to Plymouth again, and to the Ie of Wight—where I remember we ﬅayed encamped ſome time before the embarkation of the troops—(in this expedition from Briﬅol to Hampire we loﬅ poor Joram—a pretty boy, four years old, of the ſmall-pox), my mother, ﬅer, and myſelf, remained at the Ie of Wight during the Vigo Expedition, and until the regiment had got back to Wicklow in Ireland, from whence my father ſent for us.—We had poor Joram’s loſs ſupplied during our ﬅay in the Ie of Wight, by the birth of a girl, Anne, born September the twenty-third, one thouſand ſeven hundred and nineteen.—This pretty bloom fell at the age of three years, in the Barracks of Dublin—e was, as I well remember, of a ﬁne delicate frame, not made to laﬅ long, as were moﬅ of my father’s babes.—We embarked for Dublin, and had all been caﬅ away by a moﬅ violent ﬅorm; but through the interceons of my mother, the captain was prevailed upon to turn back into Wales, where we ﬅayed a month, and at length got into Dublin, and travelled by land to Wicklow, where my father had for ſome Weeks given us over for loﬅ.—We lived in the barracks at Wicklow, one year, (one thouſand ſeven hundred and twenty) when Devijeher (ſo called after Colonel Devijeher,) was born; from thence we decamped to ﬅay half a year with Mr. Fetherﬅon, a clergyman, about ſeven miles from Wicklow, who being a relation of my mother’s, invited us to his parſonage at Animo.—It was in this pari, during our ﬅay, that I had that wonderful eſcape in falling through a mill-race whilﬅ the mill was going, and of being taken up unhurt—the ﬅory is incredible, but known for truth in all that part of Ireland—where hundreds of the common people ﬂocked to ſee me.—From hence we followed the regiment to Dublin, where we lay in the barracks a year.—In this year, one thouſand ſeven hundred and twenty-one, I learned to write, &c.—The regiment, ordered in twenty-two, to Carrickfergus in the north of Ireland; we all decamped, but got no further than Drogheda, thence ordered to Mullengar, forty miles weﬅ, where by Providence we ﬅumbled upon a kind relation, a collateral deſcendant from Archbiop Sterne, who took us all to his caﬅle and kindly entreated us for a year—and ſent us to the regiment at Carrickfergus, loaded with kindnees, &c.—a moﬅ rueful and tedious journey had we all, in March, to Carrickfergus, where we arrived in x or ſeven days—little Devijeher here died, he was three years old—He had been left behind at nurſe at a farmhouſe near Wicklow, but was fetch’d to us by my father the ſummer after—another child ſent to ﬁll his place, Suſan; this babe too left us behind in this weary journey—The autumn of that year, or the ſpring afterwards, (I forget which) my father got leave of his colonel to ﬁx me at ſchool—which he did near Halifax, with an able maﬅer; with whom I ﬅaid ſome time, ’till by God’s care of me my coun Sterne, of Elvington, became a father to me, and ſent me to the univerty, &c. &c. To purſue the thread of our ﬅory, my father’s regiment was the year after ordered to Londonderry, where another ﬅer was brought forth, Catherine, ﬅill living, but moﬅ unhappily eﬅranged from me by my uncle’s wickedneſs, and her own folly—from this ﬅation the regiment was ſent to defend Gibraltar, at the ſeige, where my father was run through the body by Captain Phillips, in a duel, (the quarrel begun about a gooſe) with much diﬃculty he ſurvived—tho’ with an impaired conﬅitution, which was not able to withﬅand the hardips it was put to—for he was ſent to Jamaica, where he ſoon fell by the country fever, which took away his ſenſes ﬁrﬅ, and made a child of him, and then, in a month or two, walking about continually without complaining, till the moment he ſat down in an arm chair, and breathed his laﬅ—which was at Port Antonio, on the north of the iand.—My father was a little ſmart man—aive to the laﬅ degree, in all exerciſes—moﬅ patient of fatigue and diſappointments, of which it pleaſed God to give him full meaſure—he was in his temper ſomewhat rapid, and haﬅy—but of a kindly, ſweet diſpotion, void of all degn; and ſo innocent in his own intentions, that he ſuſpeed no one; ſo that you might have cheated him ten times in a day, if nine had not been ſuﬃcient for your purpoſe—my poor father died in March 1731—I remained at Halifax ’till about the latter end of that year, and cannot omit mentioning this anecdote of myſelf, and ſchool-maﬅer—He had had the cieling of the ſchool-room new white-waed—the ladder remained there—I one unlucky day mounted it, and wrote with a bru in large capital letters, LAU. STERNE, for which the uer ſeverely whipped me. My maﬅer was very much hurt at this, and ſaid, before me, that never ould that name be eﬀaced, for I was a boy of genius, and he was ſure I ould come to preferment—this expreon made me forget the ﬅripes I had received—In the year thirty-two my coun ſent me to the univerty, where I ﬅaid ſome time. ’Twas there that I commenced a friendip with Mr. H... which has been moﬅ laﬅing on both des—I then came to York, and my uncle got me the living of Sutton—and at York I become acquainted with your mother, and courted her for two years—e owned e liked me, but thought herſelf not rich enough, or me too poor, to be joined together—e went to her ﬅer’s in S——, and I wrote to her often—I believe then e was partly determined to have me, but would not ſay ſo—at her return e fell into a conſumption—and one evening that I was tting by her with an almoﬅ broken heart to ſee her ſo ill, e ſaid, “my dear Lawrey, I can never be yours, for I verily believe I have not long to live—but I have left you every illing of my fortune;”—upon that e ewed me her will—this generoty overpowered me.—It pleaſed God that e recovered, and I married her in the year 1741. My uncle and myſelf were then upon very good terms, for he ſoon got me the Prebendary of York—but he quarrelled with me afterwards, becauſe I would not write paragraphs in the newſpapers—though he was a partyman, I was not, and deteﬅed ſuch dirty work: thinking it beneath me—from that period, he became my bittereﬅ enemy.—By my wife’s means I got the living of Stillington—a friend of her’s in the ſouth had promiſed her, that if e married a clergyman in Yorkire, when the living became vacant, he would make her a compliment of it. I remained near twenty years at Sutton, doing duty at both places— I had then very good health.—Books, painting, ﬁddling, and ooting were my amuſements; as to the ’Squire of the pari, I cannot ſay we were upon a very friendly footing—but at Stillington, the family of the C——s ewed us every kindneſs—’twas moﬅ truly agreeable to be within a mile and a half of an amiable family, who were ever cordial friends—In the year 1760, I took a houſe at York for your mother and yourſelf, and went up to London to publi my two ﬁrﬅ volumes of Shandy. In that year Lord F—— preſented me with the curacy of Coxwold—a ſweet retirement in compariſon of Sutton. In xty-two I went to France before the peace was concluded, and you both followed me.—I left you both in France, and in two years after I went to Italy for the recovery of my health—and when I called upon you, I tried to engage your mother to return to England, with me—e and yourſelf are at length come—and I have had the inexpreble joy of ſeeing my girl every thing I wied her.

  


  I have ſet down theſe particulars relating to my family, and ſelf, for my Lydia, in caſe hereafter e might have a curioty, or a kinder motive to know them.


  ☜


  


  IN juﬅice to Mr. Sterne’s delicate feelings, I muﬅ here publi the following letters to Mrs. Sterne, before he married her, when e was in Staﬀordire—A good heart breathes in every line of them.


  ☜


  

  

  


  LETTERS.

  


  LETTER I.


  To Miſs L——.


  YES! I will ﬅeal from the world, and not a babbling tongue all tell where I am—Echo all not ſo much as whiſper my hiding place—ſuﬀer thy imagination to paint it as a little ſun-gilt cottage on the de of a romantic hill—doﬅ thou think I will leave love and friendip behind me? No! they all be my companions in ſolitude, for they will t down, and riſe up with me in the amiable form of my L.—we will be as merry, and as innocent as our ﬁrﬅ parents in Paradiſe, before the arch ﬁend entered that undeſcribable ſcene.


  The kindeﬅ aﬀeions will have room to oot and expand in our retirement, and produce ſuch fruit, as madneſs, and envy, and ambition have always killed in the bud.—Let the human tempeﬅ and hurricane rage at a diﬅance, the deſolation is beyond the horizon of peace.—My L. has ſeen a Polyanthus blow in December—ſome friendly wall has eltered it from the biting wind.—No planetary inﬂuence all reach us, but that which predes and cheries the ſweeteﬅ ﬂowers.—God preſerve us, how delightful this proſpe in idea! We will build, and we will plant, in our own way—mplicity all not be tortured by art—we will learn of nature how to live—e all be our alchymiﬅ, to mingle all the good of life into one ſalubrious draught.—The gloomy family of care and diﬅruﬅ all be banied from our dwelling, guarded by thy kind and tutelar deity—we will ng our choral ſongs of gratitude, and rejoice to the end of our pilgrimage.


  Adieu, my L. Return to one who languies for thy ſociety.


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER II.


  To the ſame.


  YOU bid me tell you, my dear L. how I bore your departure for S—, and whether the valley where D’Eﬅella ﬅands retains ﬅill its looks—or, if I think the roſes or jeamines ſmell as ſweet, as when you left it—Alas! every thing has now loﬅ its reli, and look! The hour you left D’Eﬅella I took to my bed.—I was worn out with fevers of all kinds, but moﬅ by that fever of the heart with which thou knoweﬅ well I have been waﬅing theſe two years—and all continue waﬅing ’till you quit S——. The good Miſs S——, from the forebodings of the beﬅ of hearts, thinking I was ill, inﬅed upon my going to her.—What can be the cauſe, my dear L. that I never have been able to ſee the face of this mutual friend, but I feel myſelf rent to pieces? She made me ﬅay an hour with her, and in that ort ſpace I burﬅ into tears a dozen diﬀerent times—and in ſuch aﬀeionate guﬅs of paon that e was conﬅrained to leave the room, and ſympathize in her dreng room—I have been weeping for you both, ſaid e, in a tone of the ſweeteﬅ pity—for poor L’s heart I have long known it—her angui is as arp as yours—her heart as tender—her conﬅancy as great—her virtues as heroic—Heaven brought you not together to be tormented. I could only anſwer her with a kind look, and a heavy gh—and return’d home to your lodgings (which I have hired ’till your return) to regn myſelf to miſery—Fanny had prepared me a ſupper—e is all attention to me—but I ſat over it with tears; a bitter ſauce, my L. but I could eat it with no other—for the moment e began to ſpread my little table, my heart fainted within me.—One ſolitary plate, one knife, one fork, one glaſs!—I gave a thouſand penve, penetrating looks at the chair thou hadﬅ ſo often graced, in thoſe quiet, and ſentimental repaﬅs—then laid down my knife, and fork, and took out my handkerchief, and clapped it acroſs my face, and wept like a child.—I do ſo this very moment, my L. for as I take up my pen my poor pulſe quickens, my pale face glows, and tears are trickling down upon the paper, as I trace the word L——. O thou! bleed in thyſelf, and in thy virtues—bleed to all that know thee—to me moﬅ ſo, becauſe more do I know of thee than all thy ſex.—This is the philtre, my L. by which thou haﬅ charmed me, and by which thou wilt hold me thine whilﬅ virtue and faith hold this world together.—This, my friend, is the plain and mple magick by which I told Miſs —— I have won a place in that heart of thine, on which I depend ſo ſatisﬁed, that time, or diﬅance, or change of every thing which might alarm the hearts of little men, create no uneaſy ſuſpence in mine—Waﬅ thou to ﬅay in S—— theſe ſeven years, thy friend, though he would grieve, ſcorns to doubt, or to be doubted—’tis the only exception where ſecurity is not the parent of danger.—I told you poor Fanny was all attention to me nce your departure—contrives every day bringing in the name of L. She told me laﬅ night (upon giving me ſome hartorn) e had obſerved my illneſs began the very day of your departure for S——; that I had never held up my head, had ſeldom, or ſcarce ever ſmiled, had ﬂed from all ſociety—that e verily believed I was broken-hearted, for e had never entered the room, or paed by the door, but e heard me gh heavily—that I neither eat, or ept, or took pleaſure in any thing as before;—judge then, my L. can the valley look ſo well—or the roſes and jeamines ſmell ſo ſweet as heretofore? Ah me!—But adieu—the veſper bell calls me from thee to my God!


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER III.


  To the ſame.


  BEFORE now my L. has lodged an indiment againﬅ me in the high court of Friendip—I plead guilty to the charge, and intirely ſubmit to the mercy of that amiable tribunal.—Let this mitigate my puniment, if it will not expiate my tranſgreon—do not ſay that I all oﬀend again in the ſame manner, though a too eaſy pardon ſometimes occaons a repetition of the ſame fault.—A miſer ſays, though I do no good with my money to-day, to-morrow all be marked with ſome deed of beneﬁcence.—The Libertine ſays, let me enjoy this week in forbidden and luxurious pleaſures, and the next I will dedicate to ſerious thought and reﬂeion.—The Gameﬅer ſays, let me have one more chance with the dice and I will never touch them more.—The Knave of every profeon wies to obtain but independency, and he will become an honeﬅ man.—The Female Coquette triumphs in tormenting her inamorato, for fear, after marriage, he ould not pity her.


  Thy apparition of the ﬁfth inﬅant, (for letters may almoﬅ be called ſo) proved more welcome as I did not expe it. Oh! my L——, thou art kind indeed to make an apology for me, and thou never wilt auredly repent of one a of kindneſs—for being thy debtor, I will pay thee with intereﬅ.—Why does my L. complain of the deſertion of friends?—Where does the human being live that will not join in this complaint?—It is a common obſervation, and perhaps too true, that married people ſeldom extend their regards beyond their own ﬁrede.—There is ſuch a thing as parmony in eﬅeem, as well as money— yet as the one coﬅs nothing, it might be beﬅowed with more liberality.—We cannot gather grapes from thorns, ſo we muﬅ not expe kind attachments from perſons who are wholly folded up in ſelﬁ ſchemes.—I do not know whether I moﬅ deſpiſe, or pity ſuch charaers—nature never made an unkind creature—ill uſage, and bad habits, have deformed a fair and lovely creation.


  My L!—thou art ſurrounded by all the melancholy gloom of winter; wert thou alone, the retirement would be agreeable.—Diſappointed ambition might envy ſuch a retreat, and diſappointed love would ſeek it out.—Crouded towns, and buſy ſocieties, may delight the unthinking, and the gay—but ſolitude is the beﬅ nurſe of wiſdom.—Methinks I ſee my contemplative girl now in the garden, watching the gradual approaches of ſpring.—Do’ﬅ not thou mark with delight the ﬁrﬅ vernal buds? the ſnow-drop, and primroſe, theſe early and welcome vitors, ſpring beneath thy feet.—Flora and Pomona already conder thee as their handmaid; and in a little time will load thee with their ſweeteﬅ bleng.—The feathered race are all thy own, and with them, untaught harmony will ſoon begin to cheer thy morning and evening walks.—Sweet as this may be, return—return—the birds of Yorkire will tune their pipes, and ng as melodiouy as thoſe of Staﬀordire.


  Adieu, my beloved L. thine too much for my peace,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER IV.


  To the ſame.


  I HAVE oﬀended her whom I ſo tenderly love!—what could tempt me to it! but if a beggar was to knock at thy gate, wouldﬅ thou not open the door and be melted with compaon.—I know thou wouldﬅ, for Pity has ereed a temple in thy boſom.—Sweeteﬅ, and beﬅ of all human paons! let thy web of tenderneſs cover the penve form of aﬄiion, and ſoften the darkeﬅ ades of miſery! I have re-condered this apology, and, alas! what will it accompli? Arguments, however ﬁnely ſpun, can never change the nature of things—very true—ſo a truce with them.


  I have loﬅ a very valuable friend by a ſad accident, and what is worſe, he has left a widow and ﬁve young children to lament this ſudden ﬅroke.—If real uſefulneſs and integrity of heart, could have ſecured him from this, his friends would not now be mourning his untimely fate.—Theſe dark and ſeemingly cruel diſpenſations of Providence, often make the beﬅ of human hearts complain.—Who can paint the diﬅreſs of an aﬀeionate mother, made a widow in a moment, weeping in bitterneſs over a numerous, helpleſs, and fatherleſs oﬀſpring?—God! theſe are thy chaﬅiſements, and require (hard taſk!) a pious acquieſcence.


  Forgive me this digreon, and allow me to drop a tear over a departed friend; and what is more excellent, an honeﬅ man. My L! thou wilt feel all that kindneſs can inſpire in the death of—The event was ſudden, and thy gentle ſpirit would be more alarmed on that account.—But my L. thou haﬅ leſs to lament, as old age was creeping on, and her period of doing good, and being uſeful, was nearly over.—At xty years of age the tenement gets faﬅ out of repair, and the lodger with anxiety thinks of a diſcharge.—In ſuch a tuation the poet might well ſay


  “The ſoul uneaſy, &c.”


  My L. talks of leaving the country—may a kind angel guide thy ﬅeps hither.—Solitude at length grows tireſome.—Thou ſayeﬅ thou wilt quit the place with regret—I think ſo too.—Does not ſomething uneaſy mingle with the very reﬂeion of leaving it? It is like parting with an old friend, whoſe temper and company one has long been acquainted with.—I think I ſee you looking twenty times a day at the houſe—almoﬅ counting every brick and pane of glaſs, and telling them at the ſame time with a gh, you are going to leave them.—Oh happy modiﬁcation of matter! they will remain inſenble of thy loſs.—But how wilt thou be able to part with thy garden?—The recolleion of ſo many pleang walks muﬅ have endeared it to you. The trees, the rubs, the ﬂowers, which thou reared with thy own hands—will they not droop and fade away ſooner upon thy departure.—Who will be the ſucceor to nurſe them in thy abſence.—Thou wilt leave thy name upon the myrtletree.—If trees, and rubs, and ﬂowers, could compoſe an elegy, I ould expe a very plaintive one upon this ſubje.


  Adieu, adieu. Believe me ever, ever thine,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER V.


  To S—— C——, Eſq.


  London, Chriﬅmas Day.


  My Dear Friend,


  I HAVE been in ſuch a continual hurry nce the moment I arrived here—what with my books, and what with viters, and vitings, that it was not in my power ſooner to t down and acknowledge the favour of your obliging letter; and to thank you for the moﬅ friendly motives which led you to write it: I am not much in pain upon what gives my kind friends at Stillington ſo much on the chapter of Noſes—becauſe, as the principal ſatire throughout that part is levelled at thoſe learned blockheads who, in all ages, have waﬅed their time and much learning upon points as fooli—it ifts oﬀ the idea of what you fear, to another point—and ’tis thought here very good—’twill paſs muﬅer—I mean not with all—no—no! I all be attacked and pelted, either from cellars or garrets, write what I will—and bedes, muﬅ expe to have a party againﬅ me of many hundreds—who either do not—or will not laugh.—’Tis enough if I divide the world;—at leaﬅ I will reﬅ contented with it.—I wi you was here to ſee what changes of looks and political reaſoning, have taken place in every company, and coﬀee-houſe nce laﬅ year; we all be ſoon Pruans and Anti-Pruans, B——’s and Anti-B——s, and thoſe diﬅinions will juﬅ do as well as Whig and Tory—and for aught I know ſerve the ſame ends.—The K. ſeems reſolved to bring all things back to their original principles, and to ﬅop the torrent of corruption and lazineſs.—He riſes every morning at x to do buneſs—rides out at eight to a minute, returns at nine to give himſelf up to his people.—By perﬅing, ’tis thought he will oblige his M.......s and dependants, to diſpatch aﬀairs with him many hours ſooner than of late—and ’tis much to be queﬅion’d whether they will not be enabled to wait upon him ſooner by being free’d from long levees of their own, and applications; which will in all likelyhood be transferr’d from them direly to himſelf—the preſent ſyﬅem being to remove that Phalanx of great people, which ﬅood betwixt the throne and the ſubjes, and ſuﬀer them to have immediate acceſs without the intervention of a caball—(this is the language of others): however the K. gives every thing himſelf, knows every thing, and weighs every thing maturely, and then is inﬂexible—this puts old ﬅagers oﬀ their game—how it will end we are all in the dark.


  ’Tis fear’d the war is quite over in Germany; never was known ſuch havock amongﬅ troops—I was told yeﬅerday by a Colonel, from Germany, that out of two battalions of nine hundred men, to which he belong’d, but ſeventy-one left!—P.... F... has ſent word, ’tis ſaid, that he muﬅ have forty-thouſand men direly ſent to take the ﬁeld—and with provions for them too, for he can but ſubﬅ them for a fortnight—I hope this will ﬁnd you all got to York—I beg my compliments to the amiable Mrs. Croft, &c. &c.


  Tho’ I purpoſed going ﬁrﬅ to Golden-Square, yet fate has thus long diſpoſed of me—ſo I have never been able to ſet a foot towards that quarter.


  
    I am, dear Sir,


    Your’s aﬀeionately

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER VI.


  To the ſame.


  My dear Sir,


  I HAVE juﬅ time to acknowledge the favour of yours, but not to get the two prints you mention—which all be ſent you by next poﬅ—I have bought them, and lent them to Miſs Gilbert, but will auredly ſend for them and encloſe them to you:—I will take care to get your piures well copied, and at a moderate price. And if I can be of further uſe, I beſeech you to employ me; and from time to time will ſend you an account of whatever may be worth tranſmitting.—The ﬅream now ſets in ﬅrong againﬅ the German war. Loud complaints of —— —— —— making a trade of the war, &c. &c. much expeed from Ld. G—’s evidence to theſe matters, who is expeed every hour;—the K. wins every day upon the people, ews himſelf much at the play, (but at no opera) rides out with his brothers every morning, half an hour after ſeven, till nine—returns with them—ſpends an hour with them at breakfaﬅ, and chat—and then ts down to buneſs. I never dined at home once nce I arrived—am fourteen dinners deep engaged juﬅ now, and fear matters will be worſe with me in that point than better.—As to the main points in view, at which you hint—all I can ſay is, that I ſee my way, and unleſs Old Nick throws the dice—all, in due time, come oﬀ winner.—Triﬅram will be out the twentieth—there is a great rout made about him before he enters the ﬅage—whether this will be of uſe or no, I can’t ſay—ſome wits of the ﬁrﬅ magnitude here, both as to wit and ﬅation, engage me ſucceſs—time will ew— Adieu, dear Sir! and with my compliments to Mrs. Croft, &c.


  
    I am your aﬀeionate,


    and obliged

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER VII.


  To the ſame.


  Dear Sir,


  I THIS moment received the favour of your kind letter.—The letter in the Ladies Magazine about me, was wrote by the noted Dr. H——, who wrote the Inſpeor, and undertakes that magazine—the people of York are very uncharitable to ſuppoſe any man ſo groſs a beaﬅ as to pen ſuch a charaer of himſelf.—In this great town no ſoul ever ſuſpeed it, for a thouſand reaſons—could they ſuppoſe I ould be ſuch a fool as to fall foul upon Dr. W——n, my beﬅ friend, by repreſenting him ſo weak a man—or by telling ſuch a lye of him—as his giving me a purſe, to buy oﬀ his tutorip for Triﬅram!—or I ould be fool enough to own I had taken his purſe for that purpoſe!


  You muﬅ know there is a quarrel between Dr. H—— and Dr. M——y, who was the phycian meant at Mr. C—— S——’s, and Dr. H—— has changed the place on purpoſe to give M——y a lick.—Now that converſation, (tho’ perhaps true) yet happen’d at another place, and with another phycian; which I have contradied in this city for the honour of my friend M——y, all which ews the abſurdity of York credulity, and nonſenſe. Bedes the account is full of faloods—ﬁrﬅ with regard to the place of my birth, which was at C——, in Ireland—the ﬅory of a hundred pounds to Mrs. W——, not true, or of a penon promiſed; the merit of which I diſclaim’d—and indeed there are ſo many other things ſo untrue, and unlikely to come from me, that the worﬅ enemy I have here never had a ſuſpicion—and to end all Dr. H—— owns the paper.


  I all be down before May is out—I preach before the Judges on Sunday—my ſermons come out on Thurſday after—and I purpoſe the Monday at furtheﬅ after that to ſet out for York—I have bought a pair of horſes for that purpoſe—my beﬅ reſpes to your Lady—


  
    I am,


    Dear Sir,


    Your moﬅ obliged and faithful,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. I beg pardon for this haﬅy ſcrawl, having juﬅ come from a Concert where the D.. of Y... perform’d—I have received great notice from him, and laﬅ week had the honour of ſupping with him.


  ☜


  LETTER VIII.


  To the ſame.


  Dear Sir,


  SINCE I had the favour of your obliging letter, nothing has happened, or been ſaid one day, which has not been contradied the next; ſo having little certain to write, I have forbore writing at all, in hopes every day of ſomething worth ﬁlling up a letter. We had the greateﬅ expeations yeﬅerday that ever were raiſed, of a pitched battle in the H—— of C——, wherein Mr. P—— was to have entered and thrown down the gauntlet, in defence of the German war.—There never was ſo full a houſe—the gallery full to the top—I was there all the day—when, lo! a political ﬁt of the gout ſeized the great combattant—he entered not the liﬅs—B... got up, and begged the houſe, as he ſaw not his right honourable friend there, to put oﬀ the debate—it could not be done; ſo B... roſe up, and made a moﬅ long, paonate, incoherent ſpeech, in defence of the Germanick war—but very ſevere upon the unfrugal manner it was carried on—in which he addreed himſelf principally to the C—— of the E——, and laid him on terribly.—It ſeems the chancery of Hanover had laid out 350,000 pounds, on account, and brought in our treaſury debtor—and the grand debate was, for an honeﬅ examination of the particulars of this extravagant account, and for vouchers to authenticate it.—L... anſwered B... very rationally, and coolly—Lord N. ſpoke long—Sir F. D—— maintained the German war was moﬅ pernicious—Mr. C——, of Surry, ſpoke well againﬅ the account, with ſome others—L. B——n at laﬅ got up, and ſpoke half an hour with great plainneſs, and temper—explained a great many hidden ſprings relating to theſe accounts, in favour of the late K.—and told two or three converſations which had paed between the K. and himſelf, relative to theſe expences—which caﬅ great honour upon the K’s charaer. This was with regard to the money the K. had ſecretly furnied out of his pocket to leen the account of the Hanover-ſcore brought us to diſcharge.


  B——d and B——n abuſed all who ſought for peace, and joined in the cry for it; and B——d added, that the reaſons of wiing a peace now, were the ſame as at the peace of Utretch—that the people behind the curtain could not both maintain the war and their places too, ſo were for making another ſacriﬁce of the nation, to their own intereﬅs.—After all—the cry for a peace is ſo general, that it will certainly end in one. Now for myſelf.—


  One half of the town abuſe my book as bitterly, as the other half cry it up to the ſkies—the beﬅ is, they abuſe and buy it, and at ſuch a rate, that we are going on with a ſecond edition, as faﬅ as poble.


  I am going down for a day or two with Mr. Spencer, to Wimbleton; on Wedneſday there is to be a grand aembly at Lady N——. I have enquired every where about Stephen’s aﬀair, and can hear nothing—My friend, Mr. Charles T——, will be now ſecretary of war—he bid me wi him joy of it, though not in poeon.—I will aſk him—and depend, my moﬅ worthy friend, that you all not be ignorant of what I learn from him—believe me ever, ever,


  
    Yours,

  


  L. S.


  ☜


  LETTER IX.


  To the ſame.


  My dear Sir,


  A STRAIN which I got in my wriﬅ by a terrible fall, prevented my acknowledging the favour of your obliging letter. I went yeﬅerday morning to breakfaﬅ with Mr. V——, who is a kind of right-hand man to the ſecretary, on purpoſe to enquire about the propriety, or feability, of doing what you wi me—and he has told me an anecdote which, had you been here, would, I think, have made it wiſer to have deferred ſpeaking about the aﬀair a month hence than now; it is this—You muﬅ know that the numbers of oﬃcers who have left their regiments in Germany, for the pleaſures of the town, have been a long topic for merriment; as you ſee them in St. James’s Coﬀee-houſe, and the park, every hour, enquiring, open mouth, how things go on in Germany, and what news?—when they ould have been there to have furnied news themſelves—but the worﬅ part has been, that many of them have left their brother oﬃcers on their duty, and in all the fatigues of it, and have come with no end but to make friends, to be put unfairly over the heads of thoſe who were left riſking their lives.—In this attempt there have been ſome but too ſucceſsful, which has juﬅly raiſed ill-blood and complaints from the oﬃcers who ﬅaid behind—the upot has been, that they have every ſoul been ordered oﬀ, and woe be to him (’tis ſaid) who all be found liﬅening. Now juﬅ to mention our friend’s caſe whilﬅ this cry is on foot, I think would be doing more hurt than good, but if you think otherwiſe, I will go with all my heart and mention it to Mr. T..., for to do more I am too inconderable a perſon to pretend to. You made me and my friends here very merry with the accounts current at York, of my being forbid the court—but they do not conder what a conderable perſon they make of me, when they ſuppoſe either my going, or my not going there, is a point that ever enters the K’s head—and for thoſe about him, I have the honour either to ﬅand ſo perſonally well known to them; or to be ſo well repreſented by thoſe of the ﬁrﬅ rank, as to fear no accident of that kind.


  I thank God (B...’s excepted) I have never yet made a friend, or conneion I have forfeited, or done ought to forfeit—but on the contrary, my true charaer is better underﬅood, and where I had one friend laﬅ year, who did me honour, I have three now.—If my enemies knew that by this rage of abuſe, and ill will, they were eﬀeually ſerving the intereﬅs both of myſelf, and works, they would be more quiet—but it has been the fate of my betters, who have found, that the way to fame, is like the way to heaven—through much tribulation—and till I all have the honour to be as much mal-treated as Rabelais, and Swift were, I muﬅ continue humble; for I have not ﬁlled up the meaſure of half their perſecutions.


  The court is turning topſy-turvy. Lord B..e, le premier—Lord T..t to be groom of the chambers in room of the D... of R....d—Lord H...x to Ireland—Sir F. D...d in T...’s place—P..t ſeems unmoved—a peace inevitable—Stocks riſe—the peers this moment king hands, &c. &c. (this week may be be chriﬅened the kiſs-hands week) for a hundred changes will happen in conſequence of theſe. Pray preſent my compliments to Mrs. C... and all friends, and believe me, with the greateﬅ ﬁdelity,


  
    Your ever obliged,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. Is it not ﬅrange that Lord T...t ould have power to remove the Duke of R...d.


  Pray when you have read this, ſend the news to Mrs. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER X.


  To the ſame.


  Dear Sir,


  I RETURN you ten thouſand thanks for the favour of your letter—and the account you give me of my wife and girl.—I ſaw Mr. Ch—y tonight a Ranelagh, who tells me you have inoculated my friend Bobby.—I heartily wi him well through, and hope in God all goes right.


  On Monday we ſet out with a grand retinue of Lord Rockingham’s (in whoſe ſuite I move) for Windſor—they have contraed for fourteen hundred pounds for the dinner, to ſome general undertaker, of which the K. has bargained to pay one third. Lord G—— S——, was laﬅ Saturday at the opera, ſome ſay with great eﬀrontery—others with great dejeion.


  I have little news to add.—There is a illing pamphlet wrote againﬅ Triﬅram.—I wi they would write a hundred ſuch.


  Mrs. Sterne ſays her purſe is light; will you, dear Sir, be ſo good as to pay her ten guineas, and I will reckon with you when I have the pleaſure of meeting you.—My beﬅ compliments to Mrs. C. and all friends.—Believe me, dear Sir, your obliged and faithful


  Lau. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XI.


  To Mrs. F——.


  York, Tueſday, Nov. 19.


  Dear Madam,


  YOUR kind enquiries after my health, deſerve my beﬅ thanks.—What can give one more pleaſure than the good wies of thoſe we value?—I am ſorry you give ſo bad an account of your own health, but hope you will ﬁnd beneﬁt from tar-water—it has been of inﬁnite ſervice to me.—I ſuppoſe, my good lady, by what you ſay in your letter, “that I am buſy writing an extraordinary book,” that your intelligence comes from York—the fountain-head of chit-chat news—and—no matter.—Now for your dere of knowing the reaſon of my turning author? why truly I am tired of employing my brains for other people’s advantage.—’Tis a fooli ſacriﬁce I have made for ſome years to an ungrateful perſon.—I depend much upon the candour of the publick, but I all not pick out a jury to try the merit of my book amongﬅ *******, and—till you read my Triﬅram, do not, like ſome people, condemn it.—Laugh I am ſure you will at ſome paages.—I have hired a ſmall houſe in the Minﬅer Yard for my wife, and daughter—the latter is to begin dancing, &c. if I cannot leave her a fortune, I will at leaﬅ give her an education.—As I all publi my works very ſoon, I all be in town by March, and all have the pleaſure of meeting with you.—All your friends are well, and ever hold you in the ſame eﬅimation that your ncere friend does.


  Adieu, dear lady, believe me, with every wi for your happineſs, your moﬅ faithful, &c.


  Laurence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XII.


  To Dr. ******.


  Jan. 30, 1760.


  Dear Sir,


  —DE mortuis nil ni bonum, is a maxim which you have ſo often of late urged in converſation, and in your letters, (but in your laﬅ eſpecially) with ſuch ſeriouſneſs, and ſeverity againﬅ me, as the ſuppoſed tranſgreor of the rule;—that you have made me at length as ſerious and ſevere as yourſelf:—but that the humours you have ﬅirred up might not work too potently within me, I have waited four days to cool myſelf, before I would ſet pen to paper to anſwer you, “de mortuis nil ni bonum.” I declare I have condered the wiſdom, and foundation of it over and over again, as diſpaonately and charitably as a good Chriﬅian can, and, after all, I can ﬁnd nothing in it, or make more of it, than a nonſencal lullaby of ſome nurſe, put into Latin by ſome pedant, to be chanted by ſome hypocrite to the end of the world, for the conſolation of departing lechers.—’Tis, I own, Latin; and I think that is all the weight it has—for, in plain Engli, ’tis a looſe and futile potion below a diſpute— “you are not to ſpeak any thing of the dead, but what is good.” Why ſo?—Who ſays ſo?—neither reaſon or ſcripture.—Inſpired authors have done otherwiſe—and reaſon and common ſenſe tell me, that if the charaers of paﬅ ages and men are to be drawn at all, they are to be drawn like themſelves; that is, with their excellencies, and with their foibles—and it is as much a piece of juﬅice to the world, and to virtue too, to do the one, as the other.—The ruleing paon et les egarements du cœur, are the very things which mark, and diﬅingui a man’s charaer;—in which I would as ſoon leave out a man’s head as his hobby-horſe.—However, if like the poor devil of a painter, we muﬅ conform to this pious canon, de mortuis, &c. which I own has a ſpice of piety in the ſound of it, and be obliged to paint both our angels and our devils out of the ſame pot—I then infer that our Sydenhams, and Sangrados, our Lucretias,—and Maalinas, our Sommers, and our Bolingbrokes—are alike entitled to ﬅatues, and all the hiﬅorians, or ſatiriﬅs who have ſaid otherwiſe nce they departed this life, from Salluﬅ, to S——e, are guilty of the crimes you charge me with, “cowardice and injuﬅice.”


  But why cowardice? “becauſe ’tis not courage to attack a dead man who can’t defend himſelf.”—But why do you doors of the faculty attack ſuch a one with your incion knife? Oh! for the good of the living.—’Tis my plea.—But I have ſomething more to ſay in my behalf—and it is this—I am not guilty of the charge—tho’ defenble. I have not cut up Door Kunaﬅrokius at all—I have juﬅ ſcratch’d him—and that ſcarce ſkindeep.—I do him ﬁrﬅ all honour—ſpeak of Kunaﬅrokius as a great man—(be he who he will) and then moﬅ diﬅantly hint at a drole foible in his charaer—and that not ﬁrﬅ reported (to the few who can even underﬅand the hint) by me—but known before by every chamber-maid and footman within the bills of mortality—but Kunaﬅrokius, you ſay, was a great man—’tis that very circumﬅance which makes the pleaſantry—for I could name at this inﬅant a ſcore of honeﬅ gentlemen who might have done the very thing which Kunaﬅrokius did, and ſeen no joke in it at all—as to the failing of Kunﬅrokius, which you ſay can only be imputed to his friends as a misfortune—I ſee nothing like a misfortune in it to any friend or relation of Kunaﬅrokius—that Kunaﬅrokius upon occaons ould t with ******* and *******—I have put theſe ﬅars not to hurt your worip’s delicacy—If Kunaﬅrokius after all is too ſacred a charater to be even ſmiled at, (which is all I have done) he has had better luck than his betters:—In the ſame page (without imputation of cowardice) I have ſaid as much of a man of twice his wiſdom—and that is Solomon, of whom I have made the ſame remark “That they were both great men—and like all mortal men had each their ruling paon.


  —The conſolation you give me, “That my book however will be read enough to anſwer my degn of raing a tax upon the public”—is very unconſolatory—to ſay nothing how very mortifying! by h—n! an author is worſe treated than a common ***** at this rate— “You will get a penny by your ns, and that’s enough.”—Upon this chapter let me comment.—That I propoſed laying the world under contribution when I ſet pen to paper—is what I own, and I ſuppoſe I may be allow’d to have that view in my head in common with every other writer, to make my labour of advantage to myſelf.


  Do not you do the ſame? but I beg I may add, that whatever views I had of that kind, I had other views—the ﬁrﬅ of which was, the hopes of doing the world good by ridiculing what I thought deſerving of it—or of diervice to ſound learning, &c.—how I have ſucceeded my book muﬅ ew—and this I leave entirely to the world—but not to that little world of your acquaintance, whoſe opinion, and ſentiments you call the general opinion of the beﬅ judges without exception, who all aﬃrm (you ſay) that my book cannot be put into the hands of any woman of charaer. (I hope you except widows, door—for they are not all ſo ſqueami—but I am told they are all really of my party in return for ſome good oﬃces done their intereﬅs in the 176th page of my ſecond volume) But for the chaﬅe married, and chaﬅe unmarried part of the ſex—they muﬅ not read my book! Heaven forbid the ﬅock of chaﬅity ould be leen’d by the life and opinions of Triﬅram Shandy—yes, his opinions—it would certainly debauch ’em! God take them under his proteion in this ﬁery trial, and ſend us plenty of Duenas to watch the workings of their humours, ’till they have ſafely got thro’ the whole work.—If this will not be ſuﬃcient, may we have plenty of Sangrados to pour in plenty of cold water, till this terrible fermentation is over—as for the nummum in loculo, which you mention to me a ſecond time, I fear you think me very poor, or in debt—I thank God tho’ I don’t abound—that I have enough for a clean irt every day—and a mutton chop—and my contentment with this, has thus far (and I hope ever will) put me above ﬅooping an inch for it, for—eﬅate.—Curſe on it, I like it not to that degree, nor envy (you may be ſure) any man who kneels in the dirt for it—ſo that howſoever I may fall ort of the ends propoſed in commencing author—I enter this proteﬅ, ﬁrﬅ that my end was honeﬅ, and ſecondly, that I wrote not be fed, but to be famous. I am much obliged to Mr. Garrick for his very favourable opinion—but why, dear Sir, had he done better in ﬁnding fault with it than in commending it? to humble me? an author is not ſo ſoon humbled as you imagine—no, but to make the book better by caﬅrations—that is ﬅill ſub judice, and I can aure you upon this chapter, that the very paages, and deſcriptions you propoſe, that I ould ſacriﬁce in my ſecond edition, are what are beﬅ reli’d by men of wit, and ſome others whom I eﬅeem as ſound criticks—ſo that upon the whole, I am ﬅill kept up, if not above fear, at leaﬅ above deſpair, and have ſeen enough to ew me the folly of an attempt of caﬅrating my book to the prudi humours of particulars. I believe the ort cut would be to publi this letter at the beginning of the third volume, as an apology for the ﬁrﬅ and ſecond. I was ſorry to ﬁnd a cenſure upon the inncerity of ſome of my friends—I have no reaſon myſelf to reproach any one man—my friends have continued in the ſame opinions of my books which they ﬁrﬅ gave me of it—many indeed have thought better of ’em, by condering them more; few worſe.


  
    I am, Sir,


    Your humble ſervant,

  


  Laurence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XIII.


  To the B—— of G——.


  York, June 9, 1760.


  My Lord,


  NOT knowing where to ſend two ſets of my Sermons, I could think of no better expedient, than to order them into Mr. Berrenger’s hands, who has promiſed me that he will wait upon your Lordip with them, the ﬁrﬅ moment he hears you are in town. The trueﬅ and humbleﬅ thanks I return to your Lordip for the generoty of your proteion, and advice to me; by making a good uſe of the one, I will hope to deſerve the other; I wi your Lordip all the health and happineſs in this world, for I am


  
    Your Lordip’s


    Moﬅ obliged and


    Moﬅ grateful ſervant,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. I am juﬅ tting down to go on with Triﬅram, &c.—the ſcribblers uſe me ill, but they have uſed my betters much worſe, for which may God forgive them.


  ☜


  LETTER XIV.


  To the Rev. Mr. STERNE.


  Prior-Park, June 15, 1760.


  Reverend Sir,


  I HAVE your favour of the 9th Inﬅant, and am glad to underﬅand, you are got ſafe home, and employ’d again in your proper ﬅudies and amuſements. You have it in your power to make that, which is an amuſement to yourſelf and others, uſeful to both: at leaﬅ, you ould above all things, beware of its becoming hurtful to either, by any violations of decency and good manners; but I have already taken ſuch repeated liberties of adving you on that head, that to ſay more would be needleſs, or perhaps unacceptable.


  Whoever is, in any way, well received by the public, is ſure to be annoy’d by that peﬅ of the public, proﬂigate ſcribblers. This is the common lot of ſucceſsful adventurers; but ſuch have often a worſe evil to ﬅruggle with, I mean the over-oﬃciouſneſs of their indiſcreet friends. There are two Odes, as they are call’d, printed by Dodey. Whoever was the author, he appears to be a monﬅer of impiety and lewdneſs—yet ſuch is the malignity of the ſcribblers, ſome have given them to your friend Hall; and others, which is ﬅill more impoble, to yourſelf; tho’ the ﬁrﬅ Ode has the inſolence to place you both in a mean and a ridiculous light. But this might ariſe from a tale equally groundleſs and maglignant, that you had ewn them to your acquaintances in M. S. before they were given to the public. Nor was their being printed by Dodey the likelieﬅ means of diſcrediting the calumny.


  About this time, another, under the maſk of friendip, pretended to draw your charaer, which was nce publied in a Female Magazine, (for dulneſs, who often has as great a hand as the devil, in deforming God’s works of the creation, has made them, it ſeems, male and female) and from thence it was transformed into a Chronicle. Pray have you read it, or do you know its author?


  But of all theſe things, I dare ſay Mr. Garrick, whoſe prudence is equal to his honeﬅy or his talents, has remonﬅrated to you with the freedom of a friend. He knows the inconﬅancy of what is called the Public, towards all, even the beﬅ intentioned, of thoſe who contribute to its pleaſure, or amuſement. He (as every man of honour and diſcretion would) has availed himſelf of the public favour, to regulate the taﬅe, and, in his proper ﬅation, to reform the manners of the faionable world; while by a well judged oeconomy, he has provided againﬅ the temptations of a mean and ſervile dependency, on the follies and vices of the great.


  In a word, be aured, there is no one more ncerely wies your welfare and happineſs, than,


  
    Reverend Sir,

  


  W. G.


  ☜


  LETTER XIV.


  To my Witty Widow, Mrs. F——.


  Coxwould, Aug. 3, 1760.


  Madam,


  WHEN a man’s brains are as dry as a ſqueez’d Orange—and he feels he has no more conceit in him than a Mallet, ’tis in vain to think of tting down, and writing a letter to a lady of your wit, unleſs in the honeﬅ John-Trot-Stile of, yours of the 15th inﬅant came ſafe to hand, &c. which, by the bye, looks like a letter of buneſs; and you know very well, from the ﬁrﬅ letter I had the honour to write to you, I am a man of no buneſs at all. This vile plight I found my genius in, was the reaſon I have told Mr. ——, I would not write to you till the next poﬅ—hopeing, by that time to get ſome ſmall recruit, at leaﬅ of vivacity, if not wit, to ſet out with;—but upon ſecond thoughts, thinking a bad letter in ſeaſon—to be better than a good one, out of it—this ſcrawl is the conſequence, which, if you will burn the moment you get it—I promiſe to ſend you a ﬁne ſet eay in the ﬅile of your female epiﬅolizers, cut and trim’d at all points.—God defend me from ſuch, who never yet knew what it was to ſay or write one premeditated word in my whole life—for this reaſon I ſend you with pleaſure, becauſe wrote with the careleſs irregularity of an eaſy heart.—Who told you Garrick wrote the medley for Beard?—’Twas wrote in his houſe, however, and before I left town.—I deny it—I was not loﬅ two days before I left town.—I was loﬅ all the time I was there, and never found till I got to this Shandy caﬅle of mine.—Next winter I intend to ſojourn amongﬅ you with more decorum, and will neither be loﬅ or found any where.


  Now I wi to God, I was at your elbow—I have juﬅ ﬁnied one volume of Shandy, and I want to read it to ſome one who I know can taﬅe and reli humour—this by the way, is a little impudent in me—for I take the thing for granted, which their high mightinees the world have yet to determine—but I mean no ſuch thing—I could wi only to have your opinion—all I, in truth, give you mine?—I dare not—but I will; provided you keep it to yourſelf—know then, that I think there is more laughable humour,—with equal degree of Cervantick ſatire—if not more than in the laﬅ—but we are bad judges of the merit of our children.


  I return you a thouſand thanks for your friendly congratulations upon my habitation—and I will take care, you all never wi me but well, for I am, madam,


  
    With great eﬅeem and truth,


    Your moﬅ obliged

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. I have wrote this ſo vilely and ſo precipitately, I fear you muﬅ carry it to a decypherer—I beg you’ll do me the honour to write—otherwiſe you draw me in, inﬅead of Mr. —— drawing you into a ſcrape—for I ould ſorrow to have a taﬅe of ſo agreeable a correſpondent—and no more.


  Adieu.


  ☜


  LETTER XV.


  To Lady ——.


  Coxwold, Sept, 21, 1761.


  I RETURN to my new habitation, fully determined to write as hard as can be, and thank you moﬅ cordially, my dear lady, for your letter of congratulation upon my Lord Fauconberg’s having preſented me with the curacy of this place—though your congratulation comes ſomewhat of the lateﬅ, as I have been poeed of it ſome time.—I hope I have been of ſome ſervice to his Lordip, and he has ſuﬃciently requited me.—’Tis ſeventy guineas a year in my pocket, though worth a hundred—but it obliges me to have a curate to oﬃciate at Sutton and Stillington.—’Tis within a mile of his Lordip’s ſeat, and park. ’Tis a very agreeable ride out in the chaiſe, I purchaſed for my wife.—Lyd has a poney which e delights in.—Whilﬅ they take theſe diverons, I am ſcribbling away at my Triﬅram. Theſe two volumes are, I think, the beﬅ.—I all write as long as I live, ’tis, in fa, my hobby-horſe: and ſo much am I delighted with my uncle Toby’s imaginary charaer, that I am become an enthuaﬅ.—My Lydia helps to copy for me—and my wife knits and liﬅens as I read her chapters.—The coronation of his Majeﬅy (whom God preſerve!) has coﬅ me the value of an Ox, which is to be roaﬅed whole in the middle of the town, and my pariioners will, I ſuppoſe, be very merry upon the occaon.—You will then be in town—and feaﬅ your eyes with a ght, which ’tis to be hoped will not be in either of our powers to ſee again—for in point of age we have about twenty years the ﬅart of his Majeﬅy.—And now, my dear friend, I muﬅ ﬁni this—and with every wi for your happineſs conclude myſelf your moﬅ ncere well-wier and friend,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XVI.


  To J—— H—— S——, Eſq.


  Coxwould, ——, 1761.


  Dear H——,


  I REJOICE you are in London—reﬅ you there in peace; here ’tis the devil.—You was a good prophet.—I wi myſelf back again, as you told me I ould—but not becauſe a thin death-doing peﬅiferous north-eaﬅ wind blows in a line direly from crazy-caﬅle turret full upon me in this cuckoldly retreat, (for I value the north-eaﬅ wind and all its powers not a ﬅraw)—but the trantion from rapid motion to abſolute reﬅ was too violent.—I ould have walked about the ﬅreets of York ten days, as a proper medium to have paed thro’, before I entered upon my reﬅ.—I ﬅaid but a moment, and I have been here but a few, to ſatisfy me I have not managed my miſeries like a wiſe man—and if God, for my conſolation under them, had not poured forth the ſpirit of Shandeiſm into me, which will not ſuﬀer me to think two moments upon any grave ſubje, I would elſe, juﬅ now lay down and die—die—and yet, in half an hour’s time, I’ll lay a guinea, I all be as merry as a monkey—and as miſchievous too, and forget it all—ſo that this is but a copy of the preſent train running croſs my brain.—And ſo you think this curſed ﬅupid—but that, my dear H. depends much upon the quotâ horâ of your abby clock, if the pointer of it is in any quarter between ten in the morning or four in the afternoon—I give it up—or if the day is obſcured by dark engendering clouds of either wet or dry weather, I am ﬅill loﬅ—but who knows but it may be ﬁve—and the day as ﬁne a day as ever one upon the earth nce the deﬅruion of Sodom—and peradventure your honour may have got a good hearty dinner to-day, and eat and drank your intelleuals into a placiduli and a blanduli amalgama—to bear nonſenſe, ſo much for that.


  ’Tis as cold and churli juﬅ now, as (if God had not pleaſed it to be ſo) it ought to have been in bleak December, and therefore I am glad you are where you are, and where (I repeat it again) I wi I was alſo—Curſe of poverty, and abſence from thoſe we love!—they are two great evils which embitter all things—and yet with the ﬁrﬅ I am not haunted much.—As to matrimony, I ould be a beaﬅ to rail at it, for my wife is eaſy—but the world is not—and had I ﬅaid from her a ſecond longer it would have been a burning ame—elſe e declares herſelf happier without me—but not in anger is this declaration made—but in pure ſober good-ſenſe, built on ſound experience—e hopes you will be able to ﬅrike a bargain for me before this time twelvemonth, to lead a bear round Europe: and from this hopes from you, I verily believe it is, that you are ſo high in her favour at preſent—She ſwears you are a fellow of wit, though humourous; a funny jolly ſoul, though ſomewhat ſplenetic; and (bating the love of women) as honeﬅ as gold—how do you like the mile?—Oh, Lord! now are you going to Ranelagh to-night, and I am tting, ſorrowful as the prophet was when the voice cried out to him and ſaid, “What do’ﬅ thou here, Elijah?”—’Tis well the ſpirit does not make the ſame at Coxwold—for unleſs for the few eep left me to take care of, in this wilderneſs, I might as well, nay better, be at Mecca—When we ﬁnd we can by a ifting of places, run away from ourſelves, what think you of a jaunt there, before we ﬁnally pay a vit to the vale of Jehoſophat—As ill a fame as we have, I truﬅ I all one day or other ſee you face to face—ſo tell the two colonels, if they love good company, to live righteouy and ſoberly as you do, and then they will have no doubts or dangers within, or without them—preſent my beﬅ and warmeﬅ wies to them, and adviſe the eldeﬅ to prop up his ſpirits, and get a rich dowager before the concluon of the peace—why will not the advice ſuit both, par nobile fratrum?


  To-morrow morning, (if Heaven permit) I begin the ﬁfth volume of Shandy—I care not a curſe for the critics—I’ll load my vehicle with what goods he ſends me, and they may take ’em oﬀ my hands, or let them alone—I am very valourous—and ’tis in proportion as we retire from the world and ſee it in its true dimenons, that we deſpiſe it—no bad rant!—God above bleſs you! You know I am


  
    Your aﬀeionate Coun,

  


  Laurence Sterne.


  What few remain of the Demoniacs, greet—and write me a letter, if you are able, as fooli as this.


  ☜


  LETTER XVII.


  To D—— G——, Eſq.


  Paris, Jan. 31, 1762.


  My dear Friend,


  THINK not that becauſe I have been a fortnight in this metropolis without writing to you, that therefore I have not had you and Mrs. G. a hundred times in my head and heart—heart! yes, yes, ſay you—but I muﬅ not waﬅe paper in badinage this poﬅ, whatever I do the next. Well! here I am, my friend, as much improved in my health for the time, as ever your friendip could wi, or at leaﬅ your faith give credit to—by the bye I am ſomewhat worſe in my intelleuals, for my head is turned round with what I ſee, and the unexpeed honours I have met with here. Triﬅram was almoﬅ as much known here as in London, at leaﬅ among your men of condition and learning, and has got me introduced into ſo many circles (’tis comme a Londres.) I have juﬅ now a fortnight’s dinners and ſuppers upon my hands—My application to the Count de Choiſuiel goes on ſwimmingly, for not only Mr. Pelletiere, (who, by the bye, ſends ten thouſand civilities to you, and Mrs. G.) has undertaken my aﬀair, but the Count de Limbourgh—the Baron d’Holbach, has oﬀered any ſecurity for the inoﬀenveneſs of my behaviour in France—’tis more, you rogue! than you will do—This Baron is one of the moﬅ learned noblemen here, the great proteor of wits, and the Scavans who are no wits—keeps open houſe three days a week—his houſe, is now, as yours was to me, my own—he lives at great expence—’Twas an odd incident when I was introduced to the Count de Bie, which I was at his dere—I found him reading Triﬅram—this grandee does me great honours, and gives me leave to go a private way through his apartments into the palais royal, to view the Duke of Orleans’ colleions, every day I have time—I have been at the doors of Sorbonne—I hope in a fortnight to break through, or rather from the delights of this place, which in the ſcavoir vivre, exceed all the places, I believe, in this ſeion of the globe—


  I am going, when this letter is wrote, with Mr. Fox, and Mr. Maccartny to Verſailles—the next morning I wait upon Monſr. Titon, in company with Mr. Maccartny, who is known to him, to deliver your commands. I have bought you the pamphlet upon theatrical, or rather tragical declamation—I have bought another in verſe, worth reading, and you will receive them, with what I can pick up this week, by a ſervant of Mr. Hodges, who he is ſending back to England.


  I was laﬅ night with Mr. Fox to ſee Madle. Clairon, in Iphigene—e is extremely great—would to God you had one or two like her—what a luxury, to ſee you with one of ſuch powers in the ſame intereﬅing ſcene—but ’tis too much—Ah! Preville! thou art Mercury himſelf—By virtue of taking a couple of boxes, we have beſpoke this week the Frenchman in London, in which Preville is to ſend us home to ſupper, all happy—I mean about ﬁfteen or xteen Engli of diﬅinion, who are now here, and live well with each other.


  I am under great obligations to Mr. Pitt, who has behaved in every reſpe to me like a man of good breeding, and good nature—In a poﬅ or two I will write again—Foley is an honeﬅ ſoul—I could write x volumes of what has paed comically in this great ſcene, nce theſe laﬅ fourteen days—but more of this hereafter—We are all going into mourning; nor you, nor Mrs. G. would know me, if you met me in my remiſe—bleſs you both! Service to Mrs. Denis. Adieu, adieu.


  L. S.


  ☜


  LETTER XVIII.


  To Lady D——.


  London, Feb. 1, 1762.


  YOUR Ladyip’s kind enquiries after my health is indeed kind, and of a piece with the reﬅ of your charaer. Indeed I am very ill, having broke a veel in my lungs—hard writing in the ſummer, together with preaching, which I have not ﬅrength for, is ever fatal to me—but I cannot avoid the latter yet, and the former is too pleaſurable to be given up—I believe I all try if the ſouth of France will not be of ſervice to me—his G. of Y. has moﬅ humanely given me the permion for a year of two—I all ſet oﬀ with great hopes of its eﬃcacy, and all write to my wife and daughter to come and join me at Paris, elſe my ﬅay could not be ſo long— “Le Fever’s ﬅory has beguiled your ladyip of your tears,” and the thought of the accung ſpirit ﬂying up heaven’s chancery with the oath, you are kind enough to ſay is ſublime—my friend, Mr. Garrick, thinks ſo too, and I am moﬅ vain of his approbation—your ladyip’s opinion adds not a little to my vanity.


  I wi I had time to take a little excuron to Bath, were it only to thank you for all the obliging things you ſay in your letter—but ’tis impoble—accept at leaﬅ my warmeﬅ thanks—If I could tempt my friend, Mr. H. to come to France, I ould be truly happy—If I can be of any ſervice to you at Paris, command him who is, and ever will be,


  
    Your Ladyip’s faithful,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XIX.


  To J—— H—— S——, Eſq.


  Coxwould, July 28, 1761.


  Dear H——,


  I Sympathized for, or with you, on the detail you give me of your late agitations—and would willingly have taken my horſe, and trotted to the oracle to have enquired into the etymology of all your ſuﬀerings, had I not been aured, that all that evacuation of bilious matter, with all that abdomical motion attending it (both which are equal to a month’s purgation and exerciſe) will have left you better than it found you—Need one go to D—— to be told that all kind of mild, (mark, I am going to talk more foolily than your apothecary) opening, ſaponacious, dirty-irt, ſud-waing liquors are proper for you, and conſequently all ﬅyptical potations, death and deﬅruion—if you had not ut up your gall-dus by theſe, the glauber ſalts could not have hurt—as it was, ’twas like a match to the gunpowder, by raing a fre combuﬅion, as all phyc does at ﬁrﬅ, ſo that you have been let oﬀ—nitre, brimﬅone, and charcoal, (which is blackneſs itſelf) all at one blaﬅ—’twas well the piece did not burﬅ, for I think it underwent great violence, and, as it is proof, will, I hope, do much ſervice in this militating world—Panty is miﬅaken, I quarrel with no one.—There was that coxcomb of —— in the houſe, who loﬅ temper with me for no reaſon upon earth but that I could not fall down and worip a brazen image of learning and eloquence, which he ſet up to the perſecution of all true believers—I ſat down upon his altar, and whiﬅled in the time of his divine ſervice—and broke down his carved work, and kicked his incenſe pot to the D——, ſo he retreated, ſed non ne telle in corde ſuo.—I have wrote a clerum, whether I all take my door’s degrees or no—I am much in doubt, but I trow not.—I go on with Triﬅram—I have bought ſeven hundred books at a purchaſe dog cheap—and many good—and I have been a week getting them ſet up in my beﬅ room here—why do not you tranſport yours to town, but I talk like a fool.—This will juﬅ catch you at your ſpaw—I wi you incolumem apud Londinum—do you go there for good and all—or ill?—I am, dear coun,


  
    Yours aﬀeionately,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XX.


  To D. G——, Eſq.


  Paris, March 19, 1762.


  Dear G.


  THIS will be put into your hands by Door Shippen, a phycian, who has been here ſome time with Miſs Poyntz, and is this moment ſetting oﬀ for your metropolis, ſo I ſnatch the opportunity of writing to you and my kind friend Mrs. G.—I ſee nothing like her here, and yet I have been introduced to one half of their beﬅ Goddees, and in a month more all be admitted to the rines of the other half—but I neither worip—or fall (much) upon my knees before them; but on the contrary, have converted many unto Shandeiſm—for be it known I Shandy it away ﬁfty times more than I was ever wont, talk more nonſenſe than ever you heard me talk in your days—and to all ſorts of people. Qui le diable eﬅ ce homme là—ſaid Choiſeul, t’other day—ce Chevalier Shandy—You’ll think me as vain as a devil, was I to tell you the reﬅ of the dialogue—whether the bearer knows it or no, I know not—’Twill ſerve up after ſupper, in Southampton-ﬅreet, amongﬅ other ſmall dies, after the fatigues of Richard the IIId—O God! they have nothing here, which gives the nerves ſo ſmart a blow, as thoſe great charaers in the hands of G——! but I forgot I am writing to the man himſelf—The devil take (as he will) theſe tranſports of enthuaſm! apropos—the whole City of Paris is bewitch’d with the comic opera, and if it was not for the aﬀairs of the Jeſuits, which takes up one half of our talk, the comic opera would have it all—It is a tragical nuiſance in all companies as it is, and was it not for ſome ſudden ﬅarts and daes—of Shandeiſm, which now and then either breaks the thread, or entangles it ſo, that the devil himſelf would be puzzled in winding it oﬀ—I ould die a martyr—this by the way I never will—


  I ſend you over ſome of theſe comic operas by the bearer, with the Sallon, a ſatire—The French comedy, I ſeldom vit it—they a ſcarce any thing but tragedies—and the Clairon is great, and Madlle. Dumeſnil, in ſome places, ﬅill greater than her—yet I cannot bear preaching—I fancy I got a ſurfeit of it in my younger days.—There is a tragedy to be damn’d tonight—peace be with it, and the gentle brain which made it! I have ten thouſand things to tell you, I cannot write—I do a thouſand things which cut no ﬁgure, but in the doing—and as in London, I have the honour of having done and ſaid a thouſand things I never did or dream’d of—and yet I dream abundantly—If the devil ﬅood behind me in the ape of a courier, I could not write faﬅer than I do, having ﬁve letters more to diſpatch by the ſame Gentleman; he is going into another ſeion of the globe, and when he has ſeen you, he will depart in peace.


  The Duke of Orleans has ſuﬀered my portrait to be added to the number of ſome odd men in his colleion; and a gentleman who lives with him has taken it moﬅ exprevely, at full length—I purpoſe to obtain an etching of it, and to ſend it you—your prayer for me of roſy health, is heard—If I ﬅay here for three or four months, I all return more than reinﬅated. My love to Mrs. G.


  
    I am, my dear G.


    Your moﬅ humble Servant,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXI.


  To the ſame.


  Paris, April 10, 1762.


  My Dear G.


  I SNATCH the occaon of Mr. Wilcox (the late Biop of Rocheﬅer’s ſon) leaving this place for England, to write to you, and I incloſe it to Hall, who will put it into your hand, pobly behind the ſcenes. I hear no news of you, or your empire, I would have ſaid kingdom—but here every thing is hyperbolized—and if a woman is but mply pleaſed—’tis Je ſuis charmeé—and if e is charmed ’tis nothing leſs, than that e is ravi-’d—and when ravi-’d, (which may happen) there is nothing left for her but to ﬂy to the other world for a metaphor, and ſwear, qu’elle etoit toute exiaeé—which mode of ſpeaking, is, by the bye, here creeping into uſe, and there is ſcarce a woman who underﬅands the bon ton, but is ſeven times in a day in downright extaſy—that is, the devil’s in her—by a ſmall miﬅake of one world for the other—Now, where am I got?


  I have been theſe two days reading a tragedy, given me by a lady of talents, to read and conjeure if it would do for you—’Tis from the plan of Diderot, and pobly half a tranation of it—The Natural Son, or, the Triumph Virtue, in ﬁve as—It has too much ſentiment in it, (at leaﬅ for me) the ſpeeches too long, and ſavour too much of preaching—this may be a ſecond reaſon, it is not to my taﬅe—’Tis all love, love, love, throughout, without much ſeparation in the charaer; ſo I fear it would not do for your ﬅage, and perhaps for the very reaſon which recommend it to a French one.—After a vile ſuſpenon of three weeks—we are beginning with our comedies and operas again—yours I hear never ﬂouried more—here the comic aors were never ſo low—the tragedians hold up their heads—in all ſenſes. I have known one little man ſupport the theatrical world, like a David Atlas, upon his oulders, but Preville can’t do half as much here, though Mad. Clairon ﬅands by him, and ſets her back to his—e is very great, however, and highly improved nce you ſaw her—e alſo ſupports her dignity at table, and has her public day every Thurſday, when e gives to eat, (as they ſay here) to all that are hungry and dry.


  You are much talked of here, and much expeed as ſoon as the peace will let you—theſe two laﬅ days you have happened to engroſs the whole converſation at two great houſes where I was at dinner—’Tis the greateﬅ problem in nature, in this meridian, that one and the ſame man ould poeſs ſuch tragic and comic powers, and in ſuch an equilibrio, as to divide the world for which of the two nature intended him.


  Crebillion has made a convention with me, which, if he is not too lazy, will be no bad perﬂage—as ſoon as I get to Thoulouſe he has agreed to write me an expoﬅulatry letter upon the indecorums of T. Shandy—which is to be anſwered by recrimination upon the liberties in his own works—theſe are to be printed together—Crebillion againﬅ Sterne—Sterne againﬅ Crebillion—the copy to be ſold, and the money equally divided—This is good Swiſs-policy.


  I am recovered greatly, and if I could ſpend one whole winter at Toulouſe, I ould be fortiﬁed, in my inner man, beyond all danger of relapng.—A ſad aﬅhma my daughter has been martyr’d with theſe three winters, but moﬅly this laﬅ, makes it, I fear, neceary e ould try the laﬅ remedy of a warmer and ſofter air, ſo I am going this week to Verſailles, to wait upon Count Choiſeul to ſolicit paports for them—If this ſyﬅem takes place, they join me here—and after a month’s ﬅay we all decamp for the ſouth of France—if not, I all ſee you in June next. Mr. Fox, and Mr. Macartny, having left Paris, I live altogether in French families—I laugh ’till I cry, and in the ſame tender moments cry ’till I laugh. I Shandy it more than ever, and verily do believe, that by mere Shandeiſm ſublimated by a laughter-loving people, I fence as much againﬅ inﬁrmities, as I do by the beneﬁt of air and climate. Adieu, dear G. preſent ten thouſand of my beﬅ reſpes and wies to and for my friend Mrs. G.—had e been laﬅ night upon the Tulleries, e would have annihilated a thouſand French goddees, in one ngle turn.


  
    I am moﬅ truly,


    my dear friend,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXII.


  To Mrs. S——, York.


  Paris, — 16th 1762.


  My Dear,


  IT is a thouſand to one that this reaches you before you have ſet out—However I take the chance—you will receive one wrote laﬅ night, the moment you get to Mr. E. and to wi you joy of your arrival in town—to that letter which you will ﬁnd in town, I have nothing to add that I can think on—for I have almoﬅ drain’d my brains dry upon the ſubje.—For God ſake riſe early and gallop away in the cool—and always ſee that you have not forgot your baggage in changing poﬅ-chaiſes—You will ﬁnd good tea upon the road from York to Dover—only bring a little to carry you from Calais to Paris—give the Cuﬅom-Houſe oﬃcers what I told you—at Calais give more, if you have much Scotch ſnuﬀ—but as tobacco is good here, you had beﬅ bring a Scotch mill and make it yourſelf, that is, order your valet to manufaure it—’twill keep him out of miſchief.—I would adviſe you to take three days in coming up, for fear of heating yourſelves—See that they do not give you a bad vehicle, when a better is in the yard, but you will look arp—drink ſmall Rheni to keep you cool, (that is if you like it.) Live well and deny yourſelves nothing your hearts wi. So God in heav’n proſper and go along with you—kiſs my Lydia, and believe me both aﬀeionately,


  
    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXIII.


  To the ſame.


  Paris, —— 31, 1762.


  My Dear,


  THERE have no mails arrived here ’till this morning, for three poﬅs, ſo I expeed with great impatience a letter from you and Lydia—and lo! it is arrived. You are as buſy as Throp’s wife, and by the time you receive this, you will be buer ﬅill—I have exhauﬅed all my ideas about your journey—and what is needful for you to do before and during it—ſo I write only to tell you I am well—Mr. Colebrooks, the miniﬅer of Swierland’s ſecretary, I got this morning to write a letter for you to the governor of the Cuﬅom-Houſe-Oﬃce, at Calais—it all be ſent you next poﬅ.—You muﬅ be cautious about Scotch ſnuﬀ—take half a pound in your pocket, and make Lyd do the ſame. ’Tis well I bought you a chaiſe—there is no getting one in Paris now, but at an enormous price—for they are all ſent to the army, and ſuch a one as yours we have not been able to match for forty guineas; for a friend of mine who is going from hence to Italy—the weather was never known to ſet in ſo hot, as it has done the latter end of this month, ſo he and his party are to get into his chaiſes by four in the morning, and travel ’till nine—and not ﬅir out again till x; but I hope this ſevere heat will abate by the time you come here—however I beg of you once more to take ſpecial care of heating your blood in travelling and come tout doucement, when you ﬁnd the heat too much—I all look impatiently for intelligence from you, and hope to hear all goes well; that you conquer all diﬃculties, that you have received your paſs-port, my piure, &c. Write and tell me ſomething of every thing. I long to ſee you both, you may be aured, my dear wife and child, after ſo long a ſeparation—and write me a line direly, that I may have all the notice you can give me, that I may have apartments ready and ﬁt for you when you arrive.—For my own part I all continue writing to you a fortnight longer—preſent my reſpes to all friends—you have bid Mr. C. get my vitations at P. done for me, &c. &c. If any oﬀers are made about the incloſure at Raſcal, they muﬅ be encloſed to me—nothing that is fairly propoſed all ﬅand ﬅill on my ſcore. Do all for the beﬅ, as He who guides all things, will I hope do for us—ſo heav’n preſerve you both—believe me


  
    Your aﬀeionate

  


  L. Sterne.


  Love to my Lydia—I have bought her a gold watch to preſent to her when e comes.


  ☜


  LETTER XXIV.


  To the ſame.


  Paris, —— 1762.


  My Dear,


  I KEEP my promiſe and write to you again—I am ſorry the bureau muﬅ be open’d for the deeds—but you will ſee it done—I imagine you are convinced of the necety of bringing three hundred pounds in your pocket—if you conder, Lydia muﬅ have two ight negligees—you will want a new gown or two—as for painted linens buy them in town, they will be more admired becauſe Engli than French.—Mrs. H. writes me word that I am miﬅaken about buying lk cheaper at Toulouſe, than Paris, that e adviſes you to buy what you want here—where they are very beautiful and cheap, as well as blonds, gauzes, &c.—theſe I ſay will all coﬅ you xty guineas—and you muﬅ have them—for in this country nothing muﬅ be ſpared for the back—and if you dine on an onion, and lay in a garret ſeven ﬅories high, you muﬅ not betray it in your cloaths, according to which you are well or ill look’d on. When we are got to Toulouſe, we muﬅ begin to turn the penny, and we may, (if you do not game much) live very cheap—I think that expreon will divert you—and now God knows I have not a wi but for your health, comfort, and ſafe arrival here—write to me every other poﬅ, that I may know how you go on—you will be in raptures with your chariot—Mr. R. a gentleman of fortune, who is going to Italy, and has ſeen it, has oﬀered me thirty guineas for my bargain.—You will wonder all the way, how I am to ﬁnd room in it for a third—to eaſe you of this wonder, ’tis by what the coach-makers here call a cave, which is a ſecond bottom added to that you ſet your feet upon which lets the perſon (who ts over-againﬅ you) down with his knees to your ancles, and by which you have all more room—and what is more, leſs heat—becauſe his head does not intercept the ſore-glaſs little or nothing—Lyd and I will enjoy this by turns; ſometimes I all take a bidet—(a little poﬅ horſe) and ſcamper before—at other times I all t in freſco upon the arm-chair without doors, and one way or other will do very well.—I am under inﬁnite obligations to Mr. Thornhil, for accommodating me thus, and ſo genteely, for ’tis like making a preſent of it.—Mr. T—— will ſend you an order to receive it at Calais—and now, my dear girls, have I forgot any thing?


  
    Adieu, adieu!


    Yours moﬅ aﬀeionately,

  


  L. Sterne.


  A week or ten days will enable you to ſee every thing—and ſo long you muﬅ ﬅay to reﬅ your bones.


  ☜


  LETTER XXV.


  To the ſame.


  Paris, June 14, 1762.


  My deareﬅ,


  HAVING an opportunity of writing by a friend who is ſetting out this morning for London, I write again, in caſe the two laﬅ letters I have wrote this week to you ould be be detained by contrary winds at Calais—I have wrote to Mr. E——, by the ſame hand, to thank him for his kindneſs to you in the handſomeﬅ manner I could—and have told him, his good heart, and his wife’s, have made them overlook the trouble of having you at his houſe, but that if he takes you apartments near him they will have occaon ﬅill enough left to ew their friendip to us—I have begged him to aﬅ you, and ﬅand by you as if he was in my place with regard to the ſale of the Shandys—and then the copy-right—Mark to keep theſe things diﬅin in your head—but Becket I have ever found to be a man of probity, and I dare ſay you will have very little trouble in ﬁniing matters with him—and I would rather wi you to treat with him than with another man—but whoever buys the ﬁfth and xth volumes of Shandy’s, muﬅ have the nay-ſay of the ſeventh and eighth.—I wi, when you come here, in caſe the weather is too hot to travel, you could think it pleaſant to go to the Spaw for four or x weeks, where we ould live for half the money we ould ſpend at Paris—after that we ould take the ſweeteﬅ ſeaſon of the vintage to go to the ſouth of France—but we will put our heads together, and you all juﬅ do as you pleaſe in this, and in every thing which depends on me—for I am a being perfely contented, when others are pleaſed—to bear and forbear will ever be my maxim—only I fear the heats through a journey of ﬁve hundred miles for you, and my Lydia, more than for myſelf.—Do not forget the watch chains—bring a couple for a gentleman’s watch likewiſe, we all lie under great obligations to the Abbé M. and muﬅ make him ſuch a ſmall acknowledgement; according to my way of ﬂouriing, ’twill be a preſent worth a kingdom to him—They have bad pins, and vile needles here—bring for yourſelf, and ſome for preſents—as alſo a ﬅrong bottle-ſkrew, for whatever Scrub we may hire as butler, coachman, &c. to uncork us our Frontiniac—You will ﬁnd a letter for you at the Lyon D’Argent—Send for your chaiſe into the court-yard, and ſee all is tight—Buy a chain at Calais ﬅrong enough not to be cut oﬀ, and let your portmanteau be tied on the forepart of your chaiſe for fear of a dog’s trick—ſo God bleſs you both, and remember me to my Lydia,


  
    I am yours aﬀeionately,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXVI.


  To the ſame.


  Paris, June, 1762.


  My deareﬅ,


  PROBABLY you will receive another letter with this, by the ſame poﬅ, if ſo read this the laﬅ—It will be the laﬅ you can pobly receive at York, for I hope it will catch you juﬅ as you are upon the wing—if that ould happen, I ſuppoſe in courſe you have executed the contents of it, in all things which relate to pecuniary matters, and when theſe are ſettled to your mind, you will have got thro’ your laﬅ diﬃculty—every thing elſe will be a ﬅep of pleaſure, and by the time you have got half a dozen ﬅages you will ſet up your pipes and ng Te Deum together, as you whiſk it along.—Dere Mr. C—— to ſend me a proper letter of attorney by you, he will receive it back by return of poﬅ. You have done every thing well with regard to our Sutton and Stillington aﬀairs, and left things in the beﬅ channel—if I was not ſure you muﬅ have long nce got my piure, garnets, &c. I would write and ſcold Mr. T—— abominably—he put them in Becket’s hands to be forwarded by the ﬅage coach to you as ſoon as he got to town.—I long to hear from you, and that all my letters and things are come ſafe to you, and then you will ſay that I have not been a bad lad—for you will ﬁnd I have been writing continually as I wied you to do—Bring your lver coﬀee-pot, ’twill ſerve both to give water, lemonade, and orjead—to ſay nothing of coﬀee and chocolate, which, by the bye, is both cheap and good at Toulouſe, like other things—I had like to have forgot a moﬅ neceary thing, there are no copper tea-kettles to be had in France, and we all ﬁnd ſuch a thing the moﬅ comfortable utenl in the houſe—buy a good ﬅrong one, which will hold two quarts—a di of tea will be of comfort to us in our journey ſouth—I have a bronze tea-pot, which we will carry alſo, as China cannot be brought over from England, we muﬅ make up a villainous party-coloured tea equipage to regale ourſelves, and our Engli friends whilﬅ we are at Toulouſe—I hope you have got your bill from Becket.—There is a good natured kind of a trader I have juﬅ heard of, at Mr. Foley’s, who they think will be coming oﬀ from England to France, with horſes, the latter end of June. He happened to come over with a lady, who is ﬅer to Mr. Foley’s partner, and I have got her to write a letter to him in London, this poﬅ, to beg he will ſeek you out at Mr. E——’s, and in caſe a cartel ip does not go oﬀ before he goes, to take you under his care. He was inﬁnitely friendly in the ſame oﬃce laﬅ year to the lady who now writes to him, and nurſed her on ip-board, and defended her by land with great goodwill.—Do not ſay I forget you, or whatever can be conducive to your eaſe of mind, in this journey—I wi I was with you to do theſe oﬃces myſelf, and to ﬅrew roſes on your way— but I all have time and occaon to ew you I am not wanting—Now, my dears, once more pluck up your ſpirits—truﬅ in God—in me—and in yourſelves—with this, was you put to it, you would encounter all theſe diﬃculties ten times told—Write inﬅantly, and tell me you triumph over all fears; tell me Lydia is better, and a helpmate to you—You ſay e grows like me—let her ew me e does ſo in her comtempt of ſmall dangers, and ﬁghting againﬅ the apprehenons of them, which is better ﬅill. As I will not have F.’s are of the books, you will inform him ſo—Give my love to Mr. Fothergill, and to thoſe true friends which Envy has ſpared me—and for the reﬅ, laiſsés paer—You will ﬁnd I ſpeak French tolerably—but I only wi to be underﬅood.—You will ſoon ſpeak better; a month’s play with a French Demoiſelle will make Lyd chatter it like a magpye. Mrs. —— underﬅood not a word of it when e got here, and writes me word e begins to prate a pace—you will do the ſame in a fortnight—Dear Beſs, I have a thouſand wies, but have a hope for every one of them—You all chant the ſame jubilate, my dears, ſo God bleſs you. My duty to Lydia, which implies my love too. Adieu, believe me


  
    Your aﬀeionate,

  


  L. Sterne.


  Memorandum: Bring watch-chains, tea-kettle, knives, cookery book, &c.


  You will ſmile at this laﬅ article—ſo adieu—At Dover the Croſs Keys, at Calais at the Lyon D’Argent—the maﬅer a Turk in grain.


  End of the Firﬅ Volume.


  ☜


  Written by Mr. STERNE.


  
    I. The Life and Opinions of Triﬅram Shandy, Gentleman, 6 vol. 18s bound.


    II. Sermons, 7 vol. 1l 1s bound.


    III. Sentimental Journey, 2 vol. 6s bound.

  


  Printed for T. Becket.


  Of whom may be had,


  A Buﬅ of Mr. Sterne, an exceeding good Likeneſs, price 1l 7s bronzed.


  ☜


  
    LETTERS of the late Rev. Mr. LAURENCE STERNE, to his moﬅ intimate Friends. With a FRAGMENT in the Manner of Rabelais. To which are preﬁx’d, Memoirs of his Life and Family, written by Himſelf. And publied by his Daughter, Mrs. Medalle. In Three Volumes. Vol. II. [London, 1775.]


    ☜


    
      ☞ [Title page.] | ☞ LETTERS. | ☞ LETTER XXVII. To Lady D. | ☞ LETTER XXVIII. To Mr. E. | ☞ LETTER XXIX. To T. H. S. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER XXX. To Mr. F.—, at Paris. | ☞ LETTER XXXI. To J. H. S. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER. XXXII. To Mr. F. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER XXXIII. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XXXIV. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XXXV. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XXXVI. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XXXVII. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XXXVIII. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XXXIX. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XL. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XLI. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XLII. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XLIII. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER XLIV. To Mrs. F. | ☞ LETTER XLV. To Miſs S. | ☞ LETTER XLVI. | ☞ LETTER XLVII. To J. H. S. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER XLVIII. To Mr. F. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER XLIX. To J. H. S. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER L. To Mr. F. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LI. To J. H. S. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER LII. To Mr. F. at P. | ☞ LETTER LIII. To D. G. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER LIV. To D. G. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER LV. | ☞ LETTER LVI. To Mr. W. | ☞ LETTER LVII. To Mr. F. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LVIII. To Mrs. M——d——s. | ☞ LETTER LIX. To Mr. W. | ☞ LETTER LX. To Mr. F. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LXI. To Mr. P. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LXII. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER LXIII. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER LXIV. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER LXV. To Miſs S. | ☞ LETTER LXVI. To Mr. F. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LXVII. To J. H. S. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER LXVIII. To Mr. P. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LXIX. To J. H. S. Eſq. | ☞ LETTER LXX. To Mr. P. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LXXI. To Mr. S. | ☞ LETTER LXXII. To Mr. P. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LXXIII. To Mr. F. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LXXIV. To the ſame. | ☞ LETTER LXXV. To Mr. P. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER LXXVI. To Miſs S. | ☞ LETTER LXXVII. To Mr. P. at Paris. | ☞ LETTER *LXXVII. To D. G. Eſq.

    

  


  
    LETTERS


    of the late


    Rev. Mr. LAURENCE STERNE,


    To his moﬅ intimate Friends.


    with a


    FRAGMENT in the Manner of Rabelais.


    To which are preﬁx’d,


    Memoirs of his Life and Family.


    Written by HIMSELF.


    And Publied by his Daughter, Mrs. MEDALLE.

    


    In THREE VOLUMES.

    


    VOL. II.

    


    LONDON:

    Printed for T. Becket, the Corner of the Adelphi,

    in the Strand.  1775.

  


  

  

  


  LETTERS.

  


  LETTER XXVII.


  To Lady D.


  Paris, July 9, 1762.


  I Will not ſend your ladyip the triﬂes you bid me purchaſe without a line. I am very well pleaſed with Paris—indeed I meet with ſo many civilities amongﬅ the people here that I muﬅ ng their praiſes—the French have a great deal of urbanity in their compotion, and to ﬅay a little time amongﬅ them will be agreeable.—I ſplutter French ſo as to be underﬅood—but I have had a droll adventure here in which my Latin was of ſome ſervice to me—I had hired a chaiſe and a horſe to go about ſeven miles into the country, but, Shandean like, did not take notice that the horſe was almoﬅ dead when I took him—Before I got half way the poor animal dropp’d down dead—ſo I was forced to appear before the Police, and began to tell my ﬅory in French, which was, that the poor beaﬅ had to do with a worſe beaﬅ than himſelf, namely his maﬅer, who had driven him all the day before (Jehu like) and that he had neither had corn, or hay, therefore I was not to pay for the horſe—but I might as well have whiﬅled, as have ſpoke French, and I believe my Latin was equal to my uncle Toby’s Lilabulero—being not underﬅood becauſe of it’s purity, but by dint of words I forced my judge to do me juﬅice—no common thing by the way in France.—My wife and daughter are arrived—the latter does nothing but look out of the window, and complain of the torment of being frizled.—I wi e may ever remain a child of nature—I hate children of art.


  I hope this will ﬁnd your ladyip well—and that you will be kind enough to dire to me at Toulouſe, which place I all ſet out for very ſoon. I am, with truth and ncerity,


  
    Your Ladyip’s


    Moﬅ faithful,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXVIII.


  To Mr. E.


  Paris, July 12, 1762.


  Dear Sir,


  MY wife and daughter arrived here ſafe and ſound on Thurſday, and are in high raptures with the ſpeed and pleaſantneſs of their journey, and particularly of all they ſee and meet with here. But in their journey from York to Paris, nothing has given them a more ſenble and laﬅing pleaſure, than the marks of kindneſs they received from you and Mrs. E.—The friendip, good will and politeneſs of my two friends I never doubted to me, or mine, and I return you both all a grateful man is capable of, which is merely my thanks. I have taken however the liberty of ſending an Indian taﬀety, which Mrs. E. muﬅ do me the honour to wear for my wife’s ſake, who would have got it made up, but that Mr. Stanhope, the Conſul of Algiers, who ſets oﬀ tomorrow morning for London, has been ſo kind (I mean his lady) as to take charge of it; and we had but juﬅ time to procure it: and had we miſs’d that opportunity, as we ould have been obliged to have left it behind us at Paris, we knew not when or how to get it to our friend.—I wi it had been better worth a paragraph. If there is any thing we can buy or procure for you here, (intelligence included) you have a right to command me—for I am yours, with my wife and girl’s kind love to you and Mrs. E.


  Lau. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXIX.


  To T. H. S. Eſq.


  Toulouſe, Auguﬅ 12, 1762.


  My dear H.


  BY the time you have got to the end of this long letter you will perceive that I have not been able to anſwer your laﬅ ’till now—I have had the intention of doing it almoﬅ as often as my prayers in my head—’tis thus we uſe our beﬅ friends—what an infamous ﬅory is that you have told me!—After ſome little remarks on it the reﬅ of my letter will go on like lk. ****— is a good natured old eaſy fool and has been deceived by the moﬅ artful of her ſex, and e muﬅ have abundance of impudence and charlatanery to have carried on ſuch a farce. I pity the old man for being taken in for ſo much money—a man of ſenſe I ould have laughed at—My wife ſaw her when in town, and e had not the appearance of poverty, but when e wants to melt **** heart e puts her gold watch and diamond rings in her drawer.—But he might have been aware of her. I could not have been miﬅaken in her charaer—and ’tis odd e ould talk of her wealth to one, and tell another the reverſe—ſo good night to her.—About a week or ten days before my wife arrived at Paris I had the ſame accident I had at Cambridge, of breaking a veel in my lungs. It happen’d in the night, and I bled the bed full, and ﬁnding in the morning I was likely to bleed to death, I ſent immediately for a ſurgeon to bleed me at both arms—this ſaved me, and with lying ſpeechleſs three days I recovered upon my back in bed; the breach healed, and in a week after I got out—This with my weakneſs and hurrying about made me think it high time to haﬅe to Toulouſe.—We have had four months of ſuch heats that the oldeﬅ Frenchman never remembers the like—’twas as hot as Nebuchadnezzar’s oven, and never has relaxed one hour—in the height of this ’twas our deﬅiny (or rather deﬅruion) to ſet out by way of Lyons, Montpellier, &c. to orten, I trow, our ſuﬀerings—Good God!—but tis over—and here I am in my own houſe, quite ſettled by M....’s aid, and good-natured oﬃces, for which I owe him more than I can expreſs or know how to pay at preſent—’Tis in the prettieﬅ tuation in Toulouſe, with near two acres of garden—the houſe too good by half for us—well furnied, for which I pay thirty pounds a year.—I have got a good cook—my wife a decent femme de chambre, and a good looking laquais—The Abbé has planned our expences, and ſet us in ſuch a train, we cannot ealy go wrong—tho’ by the bye the D—— is ſeldom found eeping under a hedge. Mr. Trotter dined with me the day before I left Paris—I took care to ſee all executed according to your direions—but Trotter, I dare ſay, by this has wrote to you—I made him happy beyond expreon with your crazy tales, and more ſo with its frontiſpiece.—I am in ſpirits, writing a crazy chapter—with my face turned towards thy turret—’Tis now I wi all warmer climates, countries, and every thing elſe at —— that ſeparates me from our paternal ſeat—ce ſera là où repoſera ma cendre—et ce ſera là où mon coun viendra repondreles pleurs dues à notre amitié.—I am taking aes milk three times a day, and cows milk as often—I long to ſee thy face again once more—greet the Col. kindly in my name, and thank him cordially from me for his many civilities to Madame and Mademoiſelle Shandy at York, who ſend all due acknowledgments. The humour is over for France, and Frenchmen, but that is not enough for your aﬀeionate coun,  L. S.


  (A year will tire us all out I trow) but thank heaven the poﬅ brings me a letter from my Anthony—I felicitate you upon what Mers. the Reviewers allow you—they have too much judgement themſelves not to allow you what you are aually poeſs’d of, “talents, wit and humour.”—Well, write on my dear coun, and be guided by thy own fancy.—Oh! how I envy you all at Crazy Caﬅle!—I could like to ſpend a month with you—and ould return back again for the vintage.—I honour the man that has given the world an idea of our parental ſeat—’tis well done—I look at it ten times a day with a quando te aſpiciam?—Now farewell—remember me to my beloved Col.—greet Panty moﬅ lovingly on my behalf, and if Mrs. C... and Miſs C... &c. are at G.. greet them likewiſe with a holy kiſs—So God bleſs you.


  ☜


  LETTER XXX.


  To Mr. F.——, at Paris.


  Toulouſe, Auguﬅ 14, 1762.


  My dear F.


  AFTER many turnings (alias digreons) to ſay nothing of downright overthrows, ﬅops, and delays, we have arrived in three weeks at Toulouſe, and are now ſettled in our houſes with ſervants, &c. about us, and look as compoſed as if we had been here ſeven years.—In our journey we ſuﬀered ſo much from the heats, it gives me pain to remember it—I never ſaw a cloud from Paris to Niſmes half as broad as a twentyfour ſols piece.—Good God! we were toaﬅed, roaﬅed, grill’d, ﬅew’d and carbonaded on one de or other all the way—and being all done enough (aez cuits) in the day, we were eat up at night by bugs, and other unſwept out vermin, the legal inhabitants (if length of poeon gives right) of every inn we lay at.—Can you conceive a worſe accident than that in ſuch a journey, in the hotteﬅ day and hour of it, four miles from either tree or rub which could caﬅ a ade of the ze of one of Eve’s ﬁg leaves—that we ould break a hind wheel into ten thouſand pieces, and be obliged in conſequence to t ﬁve hours on a gravelly road, without one drop of water or pobility of getting any—To mend the matter, my two poﬅillions were two dough-hearted fools, and fell a crying—Nothing was to be done! By heaven, quoth I, pulling oﬀ my coat and waiﬅcoat, ſomething all be done, for I’ll thra you both within an inch of your lives—and then make you take each of you a horſe, and ride like two devils to the next poﬅ for a cart to carry my baggage, and a wheel to carry ourſelves—Our luggage weighed ten quintals—’twas the fair of Baucaire—all the world was going, or returning—we were aſk’d by every ſoul who paſs’d by us, if we were going to the fair of Baucaire—No wonder, quoth I, we have goods enough! vous avez raiſon mes amis—


  Well! here we are after all, my dear friend—and moﬅ deliciouy placed at the extremity of the town, in an excellent houſe well furni’d, and elegant beyond any thing I look’d for—’Tis built in the form of a hotel, with a pretty court towards the town—and behind, the beﬅ gardens in Toulouſe, laid out in ſerpentine walks, and ſo large that the company in our quarter uſually come to walk there in the evenings, for which they have my conſent— “the more the merrier.”—The houſe conﬅs of a good ſalle à manger above ﬅairs joining to the very great ſalle à compagnie as large as the Baron D’Holbach’s; three handſome bed-chambers with dreng rooms to them—below ﬅairs two very good rooms for myſelf, one to ﬅudy in, the other to ſee company.—I have moreover cellars round the court, and all other oﬃces—Of the ſame landlord I have bargained to have the uſe of a country-houſe which he has two miles out of town, ſo that myſelf and all my family have nothing more to do than to take our hats and remove from the one to the other—My landlord is moreover to keep the gardens in order—and what do you think I am to pay for all this? neither more or leſs than thirty pounds a year—all things are cheap in proportion—ſo we all live for very very little.—I dined yeﬅerday with Mr. H—— he is moﬅ pleaſantly tuated, and they are all well.—As for the books you have received for D——, the bookſeller was a fool not to ſend the bill along with them—I will write to him about it.—I wi you was with me for two months; it would cure you of all evils ghoﬅly and bodily—but this, like many other wies both for you and myſelf, muﬅ have its completion elſewhere—Adieu my kind friend, and believe that I love you as much from inclination as reaſon, for


  
    I am moﬅ truly yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  My wife and girl join in compliments to you—my beﬅ reſpes to my worthy Baron d’Holbach and all that ſociety—remember me to my friend Mr. Panchaud.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXI.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  Toulouſe, O. 19, 1762.


  My dear H.


  I Received your letter yeﬅerday—ſo it has been travelling from Crazy Caﬅle to Toulouſe full eighteen days—If I had nothing to ﬅop me I would engage to ſet out this morning, and knock at Crazy Caﬅle gates in three days leſs time—by which time I ould ﬁnd you and the colonel, Panty, &c. all alone—the ſeaſon I moﬅ wi and like to be with you—I rejoice from my heart, down to my reins, that you have ſnatch’d ſo many happy and ſuniny days out of the hands of the blue devils—If we live to meet and join our forces as heretofore we will give theſe gentry a drubbing—and turn them for ever out of their uſurped citadel—ſome legions of them have been put to ﬂight already by your operations this laﬅ campaign—and I hope to have a hand in diſperng the remainder the ﬁrﬅ time my dear coun ſets up his banners again under the ſquare tower—But what art thou meditating with axes and hammers?— “I know thy pride and the naughtineſs of thy heart,” and thou loveﬅ the ſweet vions of architraves, friezes and pediments with their tympanums, and thou haﬅ found out a pretence, à raiſon de cinq cent livres ﬅerling to be laid out in four years, &c. &c. (ſo as not to be felt, which is always added by the D—— as a bait) to juﬅify thyſelf unto thyſelf—It may be very wiſe to do this—but ’tis wiſer to keep one’s money in one’s pocket, whilﬅ there are wars without and rumours of wars within.—St. —— adviſes his diſciples to ſell both coat and waiﬅcoat—and go rather without irt or ſword, than leave no money in their ſcrip, to go to Jeruſalem with—Now thoſe quatre ans conſecutifs, my dear Anthony, are the moﬅ precious morſels of thy life to come (in this world) and thou wilt do well to enjoy that morſel without cares, calculations, and curſes, and damns, and debts—for as ſure as ﬅone is ﬅone, and mortar is mortar, &c. ’twill be one of the many works of thy repentance—But after all, if the Fates have decreed it, as you and I have ſome time ſuppoſed it on account of your generoty, “that you are never to be a monied man,” the decree will be fulﬁlled whether you adorn your caﬅle and line it with cedar, and paint it within de and without de with vermilion, or not—et cela etant (having a bottle of Frontiniac and glaſs at my right hand) I drink, dear Anthony, to thy health and happineſs, and to the ﬁnal accompliments of all thy lunary and ſublunary projes.—For x weeks together, after I wrote my laﬅ letter to you, my projes were many ﬅories higher, for I was all that time, as I thought, journeying on to the other world—I fell ill of an epidemic vile fever which killed hundreds about me—The phycians here are the erranteﬅ charlatans in Europe, or the moﬅ ignorant of all pretending fools—I withdrew what was left of me out of their hands, and recommended my aﬀairs entirely to Dame Nature—She (dear goddeſs) has ſaved me in ﬁfty diﬀerent pinching bouts, and I begin to have a kind of enthuaſm now in her favour, and in my own, That one or two more eſcapes will make me believe I all leave you all at laﬅ by tranation, and not by fair death. I am now ﬅout and fooli again as a happy man can wi to be—and am buſy playing the fool with my uncle Toby, who I have got ſouſed over head and ears in love.—I have many hints and projes for other works; all will go on I truﬅ as I wi in this matter.—When I have reaped the beneﬁt of this winter at Toulouſe—I cannot ſee I have any thing more to do with it, therefore after having gone with my wife and girl to Bagnieres, I all return from whence I came—Now my wife wants to ﬅay another year to ſave money, and this oppotion of wies, tho’ it will not be as ſour as lemon, yet ’twill not be as ſweet as ſugar candy.—I wi T—— would lead Sir Charles to Toulouſe; ’tis as good as any town in the South of France—for my own part, ’tis not to my taﬅe—but I believe, the ground work of my ennui is more to the eternal platitude of the French charaers—little variety, no originality in it at all—than to any other cauſe—for they are very civil—but civility itſelf, in that uniform, wearies and bodders one to death—If I do not mind, I all grow moﬅ ﬅupid and ſententious— Miſs Shandy is hard at it with muck, dancing, and French ſpeaking, in the laﬅ of which e does à marveille, and ſpeaks it with an excellent accent, condering e praices within ght of the Pyrenean Mountains.—If the ſnows will ſuﬀer me, I propoſe to ſpend two or three months at Barege, or Bagnieres, but my dear wife is againﬅ all ſchemes of additional expences—which wicked propenty (tho’ not of deſpotick power) yet I cannot ſuﬀer—tho’ by the bye laudable enough—But e may talk—I will do my own way, and e will acquieſce without a word of debate on the ſubje.—Who can ſay ſo much in praiſe of his wife? Few I trow.—M—— is out of town vintaging—ſo write to me, Moneur Sterne gentilhomme Anglois—’twill ﬁnd me.—We are as much out of the road of all intelligence here as at the Cape of Good Hope—ſo write a long nonſencal letter like this, now and then to me—in which ſay nothing but what may be ewn, (tho’ I love every paragraph and ſpirited ﬅroke of your pen, others might not) for you muﬅ know a letter no ſooner arrives from England, but curioty is upon her knees to know the contents.—Adieu dear H. believe me,


  
    Your aﬀeionate,

  


  L. Sterne.


  We have had bitter cold weather here theſe fourteen days—which has obliged us to t with whole pagells of wood lighted up to our noſes—’tis a dear article—but every thing elſe being extreme cheap, Madame keeps an excellent good houſe, with ſoupe, boulli, roti—&c. &c. for two hundred and ﬁfty pounds a year.


  ☜


  LETTER. XXXII. To Mr. F. at Paris.


  Toulouſe, November 9, 1762.


  My dear F.


  I Have had this week your letter on my table, and hope you will forgive my not anſwering it ſooner—and even to day I can but write you ten lines, being engaged at Mrs. M——’s. I would not omit one poﬅ more acknowledging the favour—In a few poﬅs I will write you a long one gratis, that is for love—Thank you for having done what I dered you— and for the future dire to me under cover at Moneur Broue’s—I receive all letters through him, more punual and ſooner than when left at the poﬅ-houſe——


  H——’s family greet you with mine—we are much together and never forget you—forget me not to the baron—and all the circle—nor to your domeﬅic circle—


  I am got pretty well, and ſport much with my uncle Toby in the volume I am now fabricating for the laughing part of the world—for the melancholy part of it, I have nothing but my prayers—ſo God help them.—I all hear from you in a poﬅ or two at leaﬅ after you receive this—in the mean time dear F—— adieu, and believe no man wies or eﬅeems you more than your


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXIII.


  To the ſame.


  Toulouſe, Dec. 17, 1762.


  My dear F——


  THE poﬅ after I wrote laﬅ—I received yours with the incloſed draught upon the receiver, for which I return you all thanks—I have received this day likewiſe the box and tea all ſafe and ſound—ſo we all all of us be in our cups this Chriﬅmas, and drink without fear or ﬅint—We begin to live extremely happy, and are all together every night—ﬁddling, laughing and nging, and cracking jokes. You will ſcarce believe the news I tell you—There are a company of Engli ﬅrollers arrived here, who are to a comedies all the Chriﬅmas, and are now buſy in making drees and preparing ſome of our beﬅ comedies—Your wonder will ceaſe, when I inform you theſe ﬅrollers are your friends with the reﬅ of our ſociety, to whom I propoſed this ſcheme ſoulagement—and I aure you we do well.—The next week, with a grand orcheﬅra—we play the Buſy Body—and the Journey to London the week after, but I have ſome thoughts of adapting it to our tuation—and making it the Journey to Toulouſe, which, with the change of half a dozen ſcenes, may be ealy done.—Thus my dear F. for want of ſomething better we have recourſe to ourſelves, and ﬅrike out the beﬅ amuſements we can from ſuch materials.—My kind love and friendip to all my true friends—My ſervice to the reﬅ. H——’s family have juﬅ left me, having been this laﬅ week with us—they will be with me all the holidays.—In ſummer we all vit them, and ſo balance hoſpitalities.


  
    Adieu,


    Yours moﬅ truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXIV.


  To the ſame.


  Toulouſe, Wedneſday, Dec. 4. 1762.


  Dear F——,


  I HAVE for this laﬅ fortnight every poﬅ-day gone to Mers. B—— and ſons, in expeation of the pleaſure of a letter from you, with the remittance I dered you to ſend me here.—When a man has no more than half a dozen guineas in his pocket—and a thouſand miles from home—and in a country, where he can as ſoon raiſe the d—l, as a x livres piece to go to market with, in caſe he has changed his laﬅ guinea—you will not envy my tuation.—God bleſs you—remit me the balance due upon the receipt of this.—We are all at H——’s, praing a play we are to a here this Chriﬅmas holidays—all the Dramatis Perſonae are of the Engli, of which we have a happy ſociety living together like brothers and ﬅers—Your banker here has juﬅ ſent me word the tea Mr. H. wrote for is to be delivered into my hands—’tis all one into whoſe hands the treaſure falls—we all pay Broue for it the day we get it—We join in our moﬅ friendly, reſpes, and believe me, dear F——y, truly yours,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXV.


  To the ſame.


  Toulouſe, March 29, 1762.


  Dear F——,


  —THO’ that’s a miﬅake! I mean the date of the place, for I write at Mr. H——’s in the country, and have been there with my people all the week—how does Triﬅram do? you ſay in yours to him—faith but ſo-ſo—the worﬅ of human maladies is poverty—though that is a ſecond lye—for poverty of ſpirit is worſe than poverty of purſe, by ten thouſand per cent.—I incloſe you a remedy for the one, a draught of a hundred and thirty pounds, for which I inﬅ upon a reſcription by the very return—or I will ſend you and all your commiaries to the d—l.—I do not hear they have taﬅed of one ﬂey banquet all this Lent—you will make an excellent grillé—P—— they can make nothing of him, but bouillon—I mean my other two friends no ill—ſo all ſend them a reprieve, as they aed out of necety—not choice—My kind reſpes to Baron D’ Holbach and all his houold—Say all that’s kind for me to my other friends—you know how much, dear F——, I am yours,


  L. Sterne.


  I have not ﬁve Louis to vapour with in this land of coxcombs—My wife’s compliments.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXVI.


  To the ſame.


  Toulouſe, April 18, 1763.


  Dear F——,


  I Thank you for your punuality in ſending me the reſcription, and for your box by the courier, which came ſafe by laﬅ poﬅ.—I was not ſurpriſed much with your account of Lord ***** being obliged to give way—and for the reﬅ, all follows in courſe.—I ſuppoſe you will endeavour to ﬁ and catch ſomething for yourſelf in theſe troubled waters—at leaﬅ I wi you all a reaſonable man can wi for himſelf—which is wiing enough for you—all the reﬅ is in the brain.—Mr. Woodhouſe (who you know) is alſo here—he is a moﬅ amiable worthy man, and I have the pleaſure of having him much with me—in a ort time he proceeds to Italy.—The ﬁrﬅ week in June I decamp like a patriarch with my whole houold, to pitch our tents for three months at the foot of the Pyrenean Hills at Bagnieres, where I expe much health and much amuſement from the concourſe of adventurers from all corners of the earth.—Mrs. M—— ſets out at the ſame time, for another part of the Pyrenean Hills, at Coutray—from whence to Italy—This is the general plan of operation here—except that I have ſome thoughts of ſpending the winter at Florence, and crong over with my family to Leghorn by water—and in April of returning by way of Paris home—but this is a ſketch only, for in all things I am governed by circumﬅances—ſo that what is ﬁt to be done on Monday, may be very unwiſe on Saturday—On all days of the week believe me yours,


  
    With unfeigned truth,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P. S. All compliments to my Parian friends.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXVII.


  To the ſame.


  Toulouſe, April 29, 1763.


  My dear F——,


  LAST poﬅ my agent wrote me word he would ſend up from York a bill for fourſcore guineas, with orders to be paid into Mr. Selwin’s hands for me. This he ſaid he would expedite immediately, ſo ’tis poble you may have had advice of it—and ’tis poble alſo the money may not be paid this fortnight, therefore as I ſet out for Bagnieres in that time, be ſo good as to give me credit for the money for a few poﬅs or ſo, and ſend me either a reſcription for the money, or a draught for it—at the receipt of which we all decamp for ten or twelve weeks—You will receive twenty pounds more on my account, which ſend alſo—So much for that—as for pleaſure—you have it all amongﬅ you at Paris—we have nothing here which deſerves the name.—I all ſcarce be tempted to ſojourn another winter at Toulouſe—for I cannot ſay it ſuits my health, as I hoped—’tis too moiﬅ—and I cannot keep clear of agues here—ſo that if I ﬅay the next winter on this de of the water—’twill be either at Nice or Florence—and I all return to England in April—Wherever I am, believe me, dear F——, that I am,


  
    Yours faithfully,

  


  L. Sterne.


  Madame and Mademoiſelle preſent their beﬅ compliments—Remember me to all I regard, particularly Mers. P——d, and the reﬅ of your houold.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXVIII.


  To the ſame.


  Toulouſe, May 21, 1763,


  Dear Sir,


  I Took the liberty three weeks ago to dere you would be ſo kind as to ſend me fourſcore pounds, having received a letter the ſame poﬅ from my Agent, that he would order the money to be paid to your correſpondent in London in a fortnight.—It is ſome diſappointment to me that you have taken no notice of my letter, eſpecially as I told you we waited for the money before we ſet out for Bagnieres,—and ſo little diﬅruﬅ had I that ſuch a civility would be refuſed me, that we have aually had all our things pack’d up theſe eight days, in hourly expeation of receiving a letter.—Perhaps my good friend has waited till he heard the money was paid in London—but you might have truﬅed to my honour—that all the ca in your iron box (and all the bankers in Europe put together) could not have tempted me to ſay the thing that is not.—I hope before this you will have received an account of the money being paid in London—But it would have been taken kindly, if you had wrote me word you would tranſmit me the money when you had received it, but no ſooner; for Mr. R—— of Montpellier, tho’ I know him not, yet knows enough of me to have given me credit for a fortnight for ten times the ſum.


  
    I am, dear F——, your friend


    and hearty well-wier,

  


  L. Sterne.


  I ſaw the family of the H—— yeﬅerday, and aſked them if you was in the land of the living—They ſaid yea—for they had juﬅ received a letter from you.—After all I heartily forgive you—for you have done me a gnal ſervice in mortifying me, and it is this, I am determined to grow rich upon it.


  Adieu, and God ſend you wealth and happineſs—All compliments to —— Before April next I am obliged to revit your metropolis in my way to England.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXIX.


  To the ſame.


  Toulouſe, June 9, 1773.


  My dear F——,


  I This moment received yours—conſequently the moment I got it I ſat down to anſwer it—So much for a logical inference.


  Now believe me I had never wrote you ſo teﬅy a letter, had I not both loved and eﬅeemed you—and it was merely in vindication of the rights of friendip that I wrote in a way as if I was hurt—for negle me in your heart, I knew you could not, without cauſe; which my heart told me I never had—or will ever give you:—I was the beﬅ friends with you that ever I was in my life, before my letter had got a league, and pleaded the true excuſe for my friend, “That he was oppreed with a multitude of buneſs.” Go on, my dear F. and have but that excuſe, (ſo much do I regard your intereﬅ) that I would be content to ſuﬀer a real evil without future murmuring—but in truth, my diſappointment was partly chimerical at the bottom, having a letter of credit for two hundred pounds from a perſon I never ſaw, by me—but which out of a nicety of temper I would not make any uſe of—I ſet out in two days for Bagnieres, but dire to me to Broue, who will forward all my letters.—Dear F—— adieu.—Believe me,


  
    Yours aﬀeionately,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XL.


  To the ſame.


  Toulouſe, June 12, 1763.


  Dear F——,


  LUCKILY juﬅ before I was ﬅepping into my chaiſe for Bagnieres, has a ﬅrayed ﬁfty pound bill found its way to me; ſo I have ſent it to its lawful owner incloſed—My noodle of an agent, inﬅead of getting Mr. Selwin to adviſe you he had received the money (which would have been enough) has got a bill for it, and ſent it rambling to the furtheﬅ part of France after me, and if it had not caught me juﬅ now it might have followed me into Spain, for I all croſs the Pyreneans, and ſpend a week in that kingdom, which is enough for a fertile brain to write a volume upon.—When I write the hiﬅory of my travels—Memorandum! I am not to forget how honeﬅ a man I have for a banker at Paris.—But, my dear friend, when you ſay you dare truﬅ me for what little occaons I may have, you have as much faith as honeﬅy—and more of both than of good policy.—I thank you however ten thouſand times—and except ſuch liberty as I have lately taken with you—and that too at a pinch—I ſay beyond that I will not treſpaſs upon your good nature, or friendlineſs to ſerve me.—God bleſs you, dear F——


  
    I am yours whilﬅ,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XLI.


  To the ſame.


  Montpellier, O. 5, 1763.


  Dear F.


  I Am aamed I have not taken an opportunity of thanking you before now, for your friendly a of civility, in ordering Broue, your correſpondent at Toulouſe, in caſe I ould have occaon, to pay me ﬁfteen hundred livres—which as I knew the oﬀer came from your heart I made no diﬃculty of accepting.—In my way thro’ Toulouſe to Marſeilles, where we have been, but neither liking the place nor Aix (particularly the latter, it being a parliament town, of which Toulouſe has given me a ſurfeit) we have returned here, where we all rede the winter—My wife and daughter purpoſe to ﬅay a year at leaﬅ behind me—and when winter is over, to return to Toulouſe, or go to Montaubon, where they will ﬅay till they return, or I fetch them—For myſelf I all ſet out in February for England, where my heart has been ﬂed theſe x months—but I all ﬅay a fortnight with my friends at Paris; tho’ I verily believe, if it was not for the pleaſure of ſeeing and chattering with you, I ould paſs on direly to Bruels, and ſo on to Rotterdam, for the ſake of ſeeing Holland, and embark from thence to London—But I muﬅ ﬅay a little with thoſe I love and have ſo many reaſons to regard—you cannot place too much of this to your own ſcore.—I have had an oﬀer of going to Italy a fortnight ago—but I muﬅ like my ſubje as well as the terms, neither of which were to my mind.—Pray what Engli have you at Paris? where is my young friend Mr. F——? We hear of three or four Engli families coming to us here—If I can be ſerviceable to any you would ſerve, you have but to write.—Mr. H... has ſent my friend W——’s piure—You have ſeen the original, or I would have ſent it you—I believe I all beg leave to get a copy of my own from yours, when I come in propria perſona—till when, God bleſs you my dear friend, and believe me,


  
    Moﬅ faithfully yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XLII.


  To the ſame.


  Montpellier, Jan. 5, 1764.


  My dear Friend,


  YOU ſee I cannot paſs over the ﬁfth of the month without thinking of you, and writing to you—The laﬅ is a periodical habit—the ﬁrﬅ is from my heart, and I do it oftner than I remember—however, from both motives together I maintain I have a right to the pleaſure of a ngle line—be it only to tell me how your watch goes—You know how much happier it would make me to know that all things belonging to you went on well.—You are going to have them all to yourſelf (I hear) and that Mr. S—— is true to his ﬁrﬅ intention of leaving buneſs—I hope this will enable you to accompli yours in a orter time, that you may get to your long wied for retreat of tranquillity and lence—When you have got to your ﬁrede, and into your arm-chair (and by the by, have another to ſpare for a friend) and are ſo much a ſovereign as to t in your furr’d cap (if you like it, tho’ I ould not, for a man’s ideas are at leaﬅ the cleaner for being dreſs’d decently) why then it will be a miracle if I do not glide in like a ghoﬅ upon you—and in a very unghoﬅ-like faion help you oﬀ with a bottle of your beﬅ wine.


  January 15.—It does not happen every day that a letter begun in the moﬅ perfe health, ould be concluded in the greateﬅ weakneſs—I wi the vulgar high and low do not ſay it was a judgement upon me for taking all this liberty with ghoﬅs—Be it as it may—I took a ride when the ﬁrﬅ part of this was wrote towards Perenas—and returned home in a ivering ﬁt, tho’ I ought to have been in a fever, for I had tired my beaﬅ; and he was as unmoveable as Don Quixote’s wooden horſe, and my arm was half diocated in whipping him—This quoth I is inhuman—No, ſays a peaſant on foot behind me, I’ll drive him home—ſo he laid on his poﬅeriors, but ’twas needleſs—as his face was turn’d towards Montpellier he began to trot.—But to return, this fever has conﬁned me ten days in my bed—I have ſuﬀered in this ſcuﬄe with death terribly—but unleſs the ſpirit of prophecy deceive me—I all not die but live—in the mean time dear F. let us live as merrily but as innocently as we can.—It has ever been as good, if not better, than a bioprick to me—and I dere no other—Adieu my dear friend and believe me yours,


  L. S.


  Pleaſe to give the incloſed to Mr. T.—and tell him I thank him cordially from my heart for his great goodwill.


  ☜


  LETTER XLIII.


  To the ſame.


  Montpellier, Jan. 20.


  My dear Friend,


  HEARING by Lord R. who in pang thro’ here in his way to Madrid has given me a call, that my worthy friend Mr. Fox was now at Paris—I have incloſed a letter to him, which you will preſent in courſe or dire to him.—I ſuppoſe you are full of Engli—but in ort we are here as if in another world, where unleſs ſome ﬅray’d ſoul arrives, we know nothing of what is going on in yours.—Lord G.......r I ſuppoſe is gone from Paris, or I had wrote alſo to him. I know you are as buſy as a bee, and have few moments to yourſelf—nevertheleſs beﬅow one of them upon an old friend and write me a line—and if Mr. F. is too idle and has ought to ſay to me, pray write a ſecond line for him.—We had a letter from Miſs P—— this week, who it ſeems has decamp’d for ever from Paris—All is for the beﬅ—which is my general reﬂeion upon many things in this world.—Well! I all ortly come and ake you by the hand in St. Sauveur—if ﬅill you are there.—My wife returns to Toulouſe and purpoſes to ſpend the ſummer at Bagnieres—I on the contrary go and vit my wife the church in Yorkire.—We all live the longer—at leaﬅ the happier—for having things our own way.—This is my conjugal maxim—I own ’tis not the beﬅ of maxims—but I maintain ’tis not the worﬅ. Adieu dear F—— and believe me,


  
    Yours with truth,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XLIV.


  To Mrs. F.


  Montpellier, Feb. 1, 1764.


  I AM preparing, my dear Mrs. F. to leave France, for I am heartily tired of it—That inpidity there is in French charaers has diſguﬅed your friend Yorick.—I have been dangerouy ill, and cannot think that the arp air of Montpellier has been of ſervice to me—and ſo my phycians told me when they had me under their hands for above a month—if you ﬅay any longer here, Sir, it will be fatal to you—And why good people were you not kind enough to tell me this ſooner?—After having diſcharged them, I told Mrs. S. that I ould ſet out for England very ſoon, but as e chuſes to remain in France for two or three years, I have no objeion, except that I wi my girl in England.—The ﬅates of Languedoc are met—’tis a ﬁne raree-ew, with the uſual accompanyments of ﬁddles, bears, and puppet-ews.—I believe I all ﬅep into my poﬅ-chaiſe with more alacrity to ﬂy from theſe ghts, than a Frenchman would to ﬂy to them—and except a tear at parting with my little ut, I all be in high ſpirits, and every ﬅep I take that brings me nearer England, will I think help to ſet this poor frame to rights. Now pray write to me direed to Mr. F. at Paris, and tell me what I am to bring you over.—How do I long to greet all my friends! few do I value more than yourſelf.—My wife chuſes to go to Montauban, rather than ﬅay here, in which I am truely pave.—If this ould not ﬁnd you at Bath, I hope it will be forwarded to you, as I wi to fulﬁll your commions—and ſo adieu—Accept every warm wi for your health, and believe me ever yours,


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. My phycians have almoﬅ poiſoned me with what they call bouillons refraichiants—’tis a cock ﬂead alive and boiled with poppy ſeeds, then pounded in a mortar, afterwards paſs’d thro’ a eve—There is to be one crawﬁ in it, and I was gravely told it muﬅ be a male one—a female would do me more hurt than good.


  ☜


  LETTER XLV.


  To Miſs S.


  Paris, May l5, 1764.


  My dear Lydia,


  BY this time I ſuppoſe your mother and ſelf are ﬁxed at Montauban, and I therefore dire to your banker, to be delivered to you.—I acquieſced in your ﬅaying in France—likewiſe it was your mother’s wi—but I muﬅ tell you both (that unleſs your health had not been a plea made uſe of) I ould have wied you both to return with me.—I have ſent you the Speators, and other books, particularly Metaﬅao; but I beg my girl to read the former, and only make the latter her amuſement.—I hope you have not forgot my laﬅ requeﬅ, to make no friendips with the French-women—not that I think ill of them all, but ſometimes women of the beﬅ principles are the moﬅ innuating—nay I am ſo jealous of you that I ould be miſerable were I to ſee you had the leaﬅ grain of coquettry in your compotion.—You have enough to do—for I have alſo ſent you a guittar—and as you have no genius for drawing, (tho’ you never could be made to believe it) pray waﬅe not your time about it—Remember to write to me as to a friend—in ort whatever comes into your little head, and then it will be natural.—If your mother’s rheumatiſm continues and e chooſes to go to Bagnieres—tell her not to be ﬅopped for want of money, for my purſe all be as open as my heart. I have preached at the ambaador’s chapel—Hezekiah—(an odd ſubje your mother will ſay) There was a concourſe of all nations, and religions too.—I all leave Paris in a few days—I am lodged in the ſame hotel with Mr. T.... they are good and generous ſouls—Tell your mother that I hope e will write to me, and that when e does ſo, I may alſo receive a letter from my Lydia.


  Kiſs your mother from me, and believe me,


  
    Your aﬀeionate,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XLVI.


  York, Auguﬅ 6, 1764.


  My dear F——,


  THERE is a young lady with whom I have ſent a letter to you, who will arrive at Paris in her way to Italy—her name is Miſs Tuting; a lady known and loved by the whole kingdom—if you can be of any aid to her in your advice, &c. as to her journey, &c. your good nature and politeneſs, I am ſure need no ſpur from me to do it. I was ſorry we were like the two buckets of a well, whilﬅ in London, for we were never able to be both redent together the month I continued in and about the environs.—If I get a cough this winter which holds me three days, you will certainly ſee me at Paris the week following, for now I abandon every thing in this world to health and to my friends—for the laﬅ ſermon that I all ever preach, was preach’d at Paris—ſo I am altogether an idle man, or rather a free one, which is better. I ſent, laﬅ poﬅ, twenty pounds to Mrs. S. which makes a hundred pounds remitted, nce I got here—You muﬅ pay yourſelf what I owe you out of it—and place the reﬅ to account.—Betwixt this and Lady-day next, Mrs. S. will draw from time to time upon you to about the amount of a hundred louis—but not more—(I think) I having left her a hundred in her pocket.—But you all always have money beforehand of mine—and e purpoſes to ſpend no further than ﬁve thouſand livres in the year—but twenty pound, this way or that, makes no diﬀerence between us—Give my kindeﬅ compliments to Mr. P——. I have a thouſand things to ſay to you, and would go half way to Paris to tell them you in your ear.—The Mers. T——, H——, &c. and many more of your friends with whom I am now, ſend their ſervices—Mine to all friends—Yours, dear F. moﬅ truly,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XLVII.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  September 4, 1764.


  NOW, my dear, dear Anthony—I do not think a week or ten days playing the good follow (at this very time) at Scarborough ſo abominable a thing—but if a man could get there cleverly, and every ſoul in his houſe in the mind to try what could be done in furtherance thereof, I have no one to conſult in this aﬀair—therefore as a man may do worſe things, the Engli of all which is this, that I am going to leave a few poor eep here in the wilderneſs for fourteen days—and from pride and naughtineſs of heart to go ſee what is doing at Scarborough—ﬅedfaﬅly meaning afterwards to lead a new life and ﬅrengthen my faith.—Now ſome folks ſay there is much company there—and ſome fay not—and I believe there is neither the one or the other—but will be both, if the world will have but a month’s patience or ſo.—No, my dear H... I did not delay ſending your letter direly to the poﬅ—As there are critical times or rather turns and revolutions in *** humours, I knew not what the delay of an hour might hazard—I will anſwer for him, he has ſeventy times ſeven forgiven you—and as often wi’d you at the d—l.—After many oſcillations the pendulum will reﬅ ﬁrm as ever.—


  I ſend all kind compliments to Sir C... D.... and G——s—I love them from my ſoul—If G.....t is with you, him alſo.—I go on, not rapidly, but well enough with my uncle Toby’s amours—There is no tting, and cudgeling ones brains whilﬅ the ſun ines bright—’twill be all over in x or ſeven weeks, and there are diſmal months enow after to endure ſuﬀocation by a brimﬅone ﬁre-de.—If you can get to Scarborough, do.— A man who makes x tons of alum a week, may do any thing—Lord G——y is to be there—what a temptation!


  
    Yours aﬀeionately,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XLVIII.


  To Mr. F. at Paris.


  York, September 29, 1764.


  My dear Friend,


  I Have juﬅ had the honour of a letter from Miſs T——, full of the acknowledgments of your attention and kind ſervices to her; I will not believe theſe aroſe from the D. of A....’s letters, nor mine. Surely e needed no recommendation—the trueﬅ and moﬅ honeﬅ compliment I can pay you, is to ſay they came from your own good heart, only you was introduced to the obje—for the reﬅ follow’d in courſe—However let me caﬅ in my mite of thanks to the treaſury which belongs to good natured aions. I have been with Lord G——y theſe three weeks at Scarborough—the pleaſures of which I found ſomewhat more exalted than thoſe of Bagnieres laﬅ year—I am now returned to my Philoſophical Hut to ﬁni Triﬅram, which I calculate will be ready for the world about Chriﬅmas, at which time I decamp from hence, and ﬁx my head quarters at London for the winter—unleſs my cough pues me forwards to your Metropolis—or that I can perſuade ſome gros my Lord to take a trip to you— I’ll try if I can make him reli the joys of the Tuileries, Opera Comique, &c.


  I had this week a letter from Mrs. S—— from Montauban, in which e tells me e has occaon for ﬁfty pounds immediately—Will you ſend an order to your correſpondent at Montauban to pay her ſo much ca—and I will in three weeks ſend as much to Becket—But as her purſe is low, for God’s ſake write direly.—Now you muﬅ do ſomething equally eential—to reify a miﬅake in the mind of your correſpondent there, who it ſeems gave her a hint not long ago, “that e was ſeparatedfrom me for life.—Now as this is not true in the ﬁrﬅ place, and may give a diſadvantageous impreon of her to thoſe e lives amongﬅ—’twould be unmerciful to let her, or my daughter, ſuﬀer by it; ſo do be ſo good as to undeceive him—for in a year or two e propoſes (and indeed I expe it with impatience from her) to rejoin me—and tell them I have all the conﬁdence in the world e will not ſpend more than I can aﬀord, and I only mention’d two hundred guineas a year—becauſe ’twas right to name ſome certain ſum, for which I beg’d you to give her credit.—I write to you of all my moﬅ intimate concerns, as to a brother, ſo excuſe me dear F——. God bleſs you—Believe me,


  
    Yours aﬀeionately,

  


  L. Sterne.


  Compliments to Mr. Panchaud, D’Holbach, &c.


  ☜


  LETTER XLIX.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  Coxwould, —— Thurſday.


  My dear Coun,


  I Am but this moment return’d from Scarborough, where I have been drinking the waters ever nce the races, and have received marvellous ﬅrength, had I not debilitated it as faﬅ as I got it, by playing the good fellow with Lord G——y and Co. too much. I rejoice you have been encamp’d at Harrowgate, from which, by now, I ſuppoſe you are decamp’d—otherwiſe as idle a beaﬅ as I have been, I would have ſacriﬁced a few days to the god of laughter with you and your jolly ſet.—I have done nothing good that I know of, nce I left you, except paying oﬀ your guinea and a half to K——, in my way thro’ York hither—I muﬅ try now and do better—Go on, and proſper for a month,


  
    Your aﬀeionate

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER L.


  To Mr. F. at Paris.


  York, November 11, 1764.


  My dear Friend,


  I Sent ten days ago, a bank bill of thirty pounds to Mr. Becket, and this poﬅ one of xty—When I get to London, which will be in ﬁve weeks, you will receive what all always keep you in bank for Mrs. S——; in the mean time I have dered Becket to ſend you fourſcore pounds, and if my wife, before I get to London, ould have occaon for ﬁfty louis let her not wait a minute, and if I have not paid it, a week or a fortnight I know will break no ſquares with a good and worthy friend.—I will contrive to ſend you theſe two new volumes of Triﬅram, as ſoon as ever I get them from the preſs.—You will read as odd a tour thro’ France as ever was projeed or executed by traveller, or travel-writers nce the world began—’Tis a laughing good temper’d ſatyr againﬅ travelling (as puppies travel) Panchaud will enjoy it—I am quite civil to your Parians—et pour cauſe you know—’tis likely I may ſee them in ſpring—Is it poble for you to get me over a copy of my piure any how? If ſo I would write to Mademoiſelle N—— to make as good a copy from it as e pobly could—with a view to do her ſervice here—and I would remit her the price—I really believe it would be the parent of a dozen portraits to her, if e executes it with the ſpirit of the original in your hands—for it will be ſeen by many—and as my phiz is as remarkable as myſelf, if e preſerves the true charaer of both, it will do her honour and ſervice too.—Write me a line about this, and tell me you are well and happy—Will you preſent my kind reſpes to the worthy Baron—I all ſend him one of the beﬅ impreons of my piure from Mr. Reynolds’s—another to Moneur P——. My love to Mr. S——n and P——d.


  
    I am moﬅ truly yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LI.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  November 13, 1764.


  My dear Coun,


  ’TIS a church militant week with me, full of marches, and countermarches—and treaties about Stillington common, which we are going to incloſe—otherwiſe I would have obey’d your ſummons—and yet I could not well have done it this week neither, having receiv’d a letter from C——, who has been very ill; and is coming down to ﬅay a week or ten days with me.—Now I know he is ambitious of being better acquainted with you; and longs from his ſoul for a ght of you in your own caﬅle.—I cannot do otherwiſe, than bring him with me—nor can I gallop away and leave him an empty houſe to pay a vit to from London, as he comes half expreſs to ſee me.—I thank you for the care of my northern vintage—I fear after all I muﬅ give it a fermentation on the other de of the Alps, which is better than being on the lees with it—but nous verrons—yet I fear as it has got ſuch hold of my brain and comes upon it like an armed man at nights—I muﬅ give way for quietneſs ſake, or be hag-ridden with the conceit of it all my life long.—I have been Miſs-ridden this laﬅ week by a couple of romping girls (bien miſes et comme il faut) who might as well have been in the houſe with me, (tho’ perhaps not, my retreat here is too quiet for them) but they have taken up all my time, and have given my judgment and fancy more airings than they wanted.—Theſe things accord not well with ſermon making—but ’tis my vile errantry, as Sancho ſays, and that is all that can be made of it.—I truﬅ all goes ſwimmingly on with your alum; that the works amuſe you, and call you twice out (at leaﬅ) a day.—I all ſee them I truﬅ in ten days, or thereabout—If it was any way poble, I would ſet out this moment, tho’ I have no cavalry—(except a e aſs) Give all friendly reſpes to Mrs. C. and to Col. H...’s and the garriſon, both of Guiſbro and Skelton.—I am, dear Anthony, aﬀeionately


  
    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LII.


  To Mr. F. at P.


  York, November 16, 1764.


  My dear Friend,


  THREE poﬅs before I had the favour of yours (which is come to hand this moment) I had wrote to ſet Mrs. S. right in her miﬅake—That you had any money of mine in your hands—being very ſenble that the hundred pounds I had ſent you, thro’ Becket’s hands, was but about what would balance with you—The reaſon of her error was owing to my writing her word, I would ſend you a bill in a poﬅ or two for ﬁfty pounds—which, my ﬁnances falling ort juﬅ then, I deferr’d—ſo that I had paid nothing to any one—but was however come to York this day, and I have ſent you a draught for a hundred pounds—in honeﬅ truth a fortnight ago I had not the ca—but I am as honeﬅ as the king (as Sancho Pança ſays) only not ſo rich.


  Therefore if Mrs. S. ould want thirty louis more, let her have them—and I will balance all (which will not be much) with honour at Chriﬅmas, when I all be in London, having now juﬅ ﬁni’d my two volumes of Triﬅram.—I have ſome thoughts of going to Italy this year—at leaﬅ I all not defer it above another.—I have been with Lord Granby, and with Lord Shelburne, but am now ſat down till December in my ſweet retirement—I wi you was ſat down as happily, and as free of all worldly cares.—In a few years, my dear F. I hope to ſee you a real country gentleman, tho’ not altogether exiled from your friends in London—there I all ſpend every winter of my life, in the ſame lap of contentment, where I enjoy myſelf now—and wherever I go—we muﬅ bring three parts in four of the treat along with us—In ort we muﬅ be happy within—and then few things without us make much diﬀerence—This is my Shandean philoſophy.—You will read a comic account of my journey from Calais thro’ Paris to the Garonne, in theſe volumes—my friends tell me they are done with ſpirit—it muﬅ ſpeak for itſelf—Give my kind reſpes to Mr. Selwin and my friend Panchaud—When you ſee Baron d’Holbach, preſent him my reſpes, and believe me, dear F.


  
    Your’s cordially,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LIII.


  To D. G. Eſq.


  London, March 16, 1765.


  Dear G.


  I Threatened you with a letter in one I wrote a few weeks ago to Foley, but (to my ame be it ſpoken) I lead ſuch a life of dipation I have never had a moment to myſelf which has not been broke in upon, by one engagement or impertinence or another—and as plots thicken towards the latter end of a piece, I ﬁnd, unleſs I take pen and ink juﬅ now, I all not be able to do it, till either I am got into the country, or you to the city. You are teized and tormented too much by your correſpondents, to return to us, and with accounts how much your friends, and how much your Theatre wants you—ſo that I will not magnify either our loſs or yours—but hope cordially to ſee you ſoon.—Since I wrote laﬅ I have frequently ﬅept into your houſe—that is, as frequently as I could take the whole party, where I dined, along with me—This was but juﬅice to you, as I walk’d in as a wit—but with regard to myſelf, I balanced the account thus—I am ſometimes in my friend ——’s houſe, but he is always in Triﬅram Shandy’s—where my friends ſay he will continue (and I hope the prophecy true for my own immortality) even when he himſelf is no more.


  I have had a lucrative winter’s campaign here—Shandy ſells well—I am taxing the publick with two more volumes of ſermons, which will more than double the gains of Shandy—It goes into the world with a prancing liﬅ of de toute la noblee—which will bring me in three hundred pounds, excluve of the ſale of the copy—ſo that with all the contempt of money which ma façon de penſer has ever impreſs’d on me, I all be rich in ſpite of myſelf: but I ſcorn you muﬅ know, in the high ton I take at preſent, to pocket all this tra—I ſet out to lay a portion of it in the ſervice of the world, in a tour round Italy, where I all ſpring game, or the duce is in the dice.—In the beginning of September I quit England, that I may avail myſelf of the time of vintage, when all nature is joyous, and ſo ſaunter philoſophically for a year or ſo, on the other de the Alps.—I hope your pilgrimages have brought Mrs. G. and yourſelf back à la ﬂeur de jeunee—May you both long feel the ſweets of it, and your friends with you.—Do, dear friend, make my kindeﬅ wies and compliments acceptable to the beﬅ and wiſeﬅ of the daughters of Eve—You all ever believe and ever ﬁnd me aﬀeionately yours,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LIV.


  To D. G. Eſq.


  Bath, April 6, 1765.


  I Scalp you!—my dear G——! my dear friend!—foul befal the man who hurts a hair of your head!—and ſo full was I of that very ſentiment, that my letter had not been put into the poﬅ-oﬃce ten minutes, before my heart ſmote me; and I ſent to recall it—but failed—You are ſadly to blame, Shandy! for this, quoth I, leaning with my head on my hand, as I recriminated upon my falſe delicacy in the aﬀair—G——’s nerves (if he has any left) are as ﬁne and delicately ſpun, as thy own—his ſentiments as honeﬅ and friendly—thou knoweﬅ, Shandy, that he loves thee—why wilt thou hazard him a moment’s pain? Puppy! fool, coxcomb, jack-aſs, &c. &c.—and ſo I balanced the account to your favour, before I received it drawn up in your way—I ſay your way—for it is not ﬅated ſo much to your honour and credit, as I had paed the account before—for it was a moﬅ lamented truth, that I never received one of the letters your friendip meant me, except whilﬅ in Paris.—O! how I congratulate you for the anxiety the world has and continues to be under, for your return.—Return, return to the few who love you and the thouſands who admire you.—The moment you ſet your foot upon your ﬅage—mark! I tell it you—by ſome magic, irreﬅed power, every ﬁbre about your heart will vibrate afre, and as ﬅrong and feelingly as ever—Nature, with glory at her back, will light up the torch within you—and there is enough of it left, to heat and enlighten the world theſe many, many, many years.


  Heaven be praiſed! (I utter it from my ſoul) that your lady, and my Minerva, is in a condition to walk to Windſor—full rapturouy will I lead the graceful pilgrim to the temple, where I will ſacriﬁce with the pureﬅ incenſe to her—but you may worip with me, or not—’twill make no diﬀerence either in the truth or warmth of my devotion—ﬅill (after all I have ſeen) I ﬅill maintain her peerleſs.


  P——! good Heav’n!—give me ſome one with leſs ſmoke and more ﬁre—There are who, like the Phariſees, ﬅill think they all be heard for much ſpeaking—Come—come away my dear G—— and teach us another leon.


  Adieu!—I love you dearly—and your lady better—not hobbihorcally—but moﬅ ſentimentally and aﬀeionately—for I am yours (that is if you never ſay another word about—) with all the ſentiments of love and friendip you deſerve from me,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LV.


  Bath, April 15, 1765.


  My dear F.


  MY wife tells me e has drawn for one hundred pounds, and ’tis ﬁt that you ould be paid it that minute—the money is now in Becket’s hands—ſend me, my dear F—— my account, that I may diſcharge the balance to this time, and know what to leave in your hands.—I have made a good campaign of it this year in the ﬁeld of the literati— my two volumes of Triﬅram, and two of ſermons, which I all print very ſoon, will bring me a conderable ſum.—Almoﬅ all the nobility in England honour me with their names, and ’tis thought it will be the largeﬅ, and moﬅ ſplendid liﬅ which ever pranced before a book, nce ſubſcriptions came into faion.—Pray preſent my moﬅ ncere compliments to lady H——whoſe name I hope to inſert with many others.—As ſo many men of genius favour me with their names alſo, I will quarrel with Mr. H——e, and call him deiﬅ, and what not, unleſs I have his name too.—My love to Lord W.—Your name, F. I have put in as a free-will oﬀering of my labours—your liﬅ of ſubſcribers you will ſend—’tis but a crown for xteen ſermons—Dog cheap! but I am in queﬅ of honour, not money.—Adieu, adieu,—believe me, dear F.


  
    Yours truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LVI.


  To Mr. W.


  Coxwould, May 23, 1765.


  AT this moment am I tting in my ſummer houſe with my head and heart full, not of my uncle Toby’s amours with the widow Wadman, but my ſermons—and your letter has drawn me out of a penve mood—the ſpirit of it pleaſeth me—but in this ſolitude, what can I tell or write to you but about myſelf—I am glad that you are in love—’twill cure you (at leaﬅ) of the ſpleen, which has a bad eﬀe on both man and woman—I myſelf muﬅ ever have ſome dulcinea in my head—it harmoniſes the ſoul—and in thoſe caſes I ﬁrﬅ endeavour to make the lady believe ſo, or rather I begin ﬁrﬅ to make myſelf believe that I am in love—but I carry on my aﬀairs quite in the French way, ſentimentally— “l’amour” (ſay they) “n’eﬅ rien ſans ſentiment”—Now notwithﬅanding they make ſuch a pother about the word, they have no preciſe idea annex’d to it—And ſo much for that ſame ſubje called love—I muﬅ tell you how I have juﬅ treated a French gentleman of fortune in France, who took a liking to my daughter—Without any ceremony (having got my direion from my wife’s banker) he wrote me word that he was in love with my daughter, and dered to know what fortune I would give her at preſent, and how much at my death—by the bye, I think there was very little ſentiment on his de—My anſwer was “Sir, I all give her ten thouſand pounds the day of marriage—my calculation is as follows—e is not eighteen, you are xty-two—there goes ﬁve thouſand pounds—then Sir, you at leaﬅ think her not ugly—e has many accompliments, ſpeaks Italian, French, plays upon the guittar, and as I fear you play upon no inﬅrument whatever, I think you will be happy to take her at my terms, for here ﬁnies the account of the ten thouſand pounds”—I do not ſuppoſe but he will take this as I mean, that is—a ﬂat refuſal.—I have had a parſonage houſe burnt down by the careleneſs of my curate’s wife—as ſoon as I can I muﬅ rebuild it, I trow—but I lack the means at preſent—yet I am never happier than when I have not a illing in my pocket—for when I have I can never call it my own. Adieu my dear friend—may you enjoy better health than me, tho’ not better ſpirits, for that is impoble.


  
    Yours ncerely,

  


  L. Sterne.


  My compliments to the Col.


  ☜


  LETTER LVII.


  To Mr. F. at Paris.


  York, July 13, 1765.


  My dear Sir,


  I Wrote ſome time in ſpring, to beg you would favour me with my account. I believe you was ſet out from Paris, and that Mr. Garrick brought the letter with him—which pobly he gave you. In the hurry of your buneſs you might forget the contents of it; and in the hurry of mine in town (though I called once) I could not get to ſee you. I decamp for Italy in September, and all ſee your face at Paris, you may be ſure—but I all ſee it with more pleaſure when I am out of debt—which is your own fault, for Becket has had money left in his hands for that purpoſe.—Do ſend Mrs. Sterne her two laﬅ volumes of Triﬅram; they arrived with your’s in ſpring, and e complains e has not got them.—My beﬅ ſervices to Mr. Panchaud.—I am buſy compong two volumes of ſermons—they will be printed in September, though I fear not time enough to bring them with me. Your name is amongﬅ the liﬅ of a few of my honorary ſubſcribers—who ſubſcribe for love.—If you ſee Baron D’Holbach, and Diderot, preſent my reſpes to them—If the Baron wants any Engli books, he will let me know, and I will bring them with me—Adieu.


  
    I am truly your’s,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LVIII.


  To Mrs. M——d——s.


  Coxwould, July 21, 1765.


  THE ﬁrﬅ time I have dipped my pen into the ink-horn for this week paﬅ is to write to you, and to thank you moﬅ ncerely for your kind epiﬅle—Will this be a ſuﬃcient apology for my letting it be ten days upon my table without anſwering it—I truﬅ it will—I am ſure my own feelings tell me ſo, becauſe I felt it impoble to do any thing that is ungracious towards you.—It is not every hour, or day, or week of a man’s life that is a ﬁt ſeaſon for the duties of friendip—ſentiment is not always at hand—pride and folly, and what is called buneſs, oftentimes keep it at a diﬅance—and without ſentiment, what is friendip?—a name, a adow!—But, to prevent a miſapplication of this, (though why ould I fear it from ſo kind and gentle a ſpirit as your’s)—you muﬅ know, that by careleneſs of my curate, or his wife, or his maid, or ſome one within his gates, the parſonage-houſe at Sutton was burnt to the ground, with the furniture that belonged to me, and a pretty good colleion of books; the loſs three hundred and ﬁfty pounds— The poor man with his wife took the wings of the next morning, and ﬂed away—this has given me real vexation, for ſo much was my pity and eﬅeem for him, that as ſoon as I heard of this diſaﬅer, I ſent to dere he would come and take up his abode with me till another habitation was ready to receive him—but he was gone—and, as I am told, through fear of my perſecution.—Heavens! how little did he know of me to ſuppoſe I was among the number of thoſe wretches that heap misfortune upon misfortune—and when the load is almoﬅ inſupportable, ﬅill to add to the weight! God, who reads my heart, knows it to be true—that I wi rather to are, than to encreaſe the burthen of the miſerable—to dry up, inﬅead of adding a ngle drop to the ﬅream of ſorrow.—As for the dirty tra of this world, I regard it not—the loſs of it does not coﬅ me a gh, for after all, I may ſay with the Spani Captain, that I am as good a gentleman as the king, only not quite ſo rich.


  But to the point: Shall I expe you here this ſummer?—I much wi that you may make it convenient to gratify me in a vit for a few weeks—I will give you a roaﬅ fowl for your dinner, and a clean table-cloth every day—and tell you a ﬅory by way of deſert—in the heat of the day we will t in the ade—and in the evening the faireﬅ of all the milk-maids who paſs by my gate, all weave a garland for you.—If I ould not be ſo fortunate, contrive to meet me the beginning of Oober—I all ﬅay a fortnight after, and then ſeek a kindlier climate.—This plaguy cough of mine ſeems to gain ground, and will bring me to my grave in ſpight of me—but while I have ﬅrength to run away from it I will—I have been wreﬅling with it for theſe twenty years paﬅ—and what with laughter and good ſpirits, have prevented its giving me a fall—but my antagoniﬅ prees cloſer than ever upon me—and I have nothing left on my de but another journey abroad—A-propos—are you for a ſcheme of that ſort? if not, perhaps you will accompany me as far as Dover, that we may laugh together on the beach, to put Neptune in a good humour before I embark—God bleſs you, my dear Madam,—and believe me ever your’s,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LIX.


  To Mr. W.


  Coxwould, December 20, 1765.


  THANKS, my dear W. for your letter—I am juﬅ preparing to come and greet you and many other friends in town—I have drained my ink ﬅandi to the bottom, and after I have publied, all ſet my face, not towards Jeruſalem, but towards the Alps—I ﬁnd I muﬅ once more ﬂy from death whilﬅ I have ﬅrength—I all go to Naples and ſee whether the air of that place will not ſet this poor frame to rights—As to the proje of getting a bear to lead, I think I have enough to do to govern myſelf—and however proﬁtable it might be (according to your opinion) I am ſure it would be unpleaſurable—Few are the minutes of life, and I do not think that I have any to throw away on any one being.—I all ſpend nine or ten months in Italy, and call upon my wife and daughter in France at my return—ſo all be back by the King’s birth-day—what a proje!—and now my dear friend am I going to York, not for the ſake of ſociety—nor to walk by the de of the muddy Ouſe, but to recruit myſelf of the moﬅ violent ſpitting of blood that ever mortal man experienced; becauſe I had rather (in caſe ’tis ordained ſo) die there, than in a poﬅ-chaiſe on the road.—If the amour of my uncle Toby do not pleaſe you, I am miﬅaken—and ſo with a droll ﬅory I will ﬁni this letter—A ſenble friend of mine, with whom not long ago, I ſpent ſome hours in converſation, met an apothecary (an acquaintance of ours)—the latter aſked him how he did? why, ill, very ill—I have been with Sterne, who has given me ſuch a doſe of Atticſalt that I am in a fever—Attic ſalt, Sir, Attic ſalt! I have Glauber ſalt—I have Epſom ſalt in my op, &c.—Oh! I ſuppoſe ’tis ſome French ſalt—I wonder you would truﬅ his report of the medicine, he cares not what he takes himſelf—I fancy I ſee you ſmile—I long to be able to be in London, and embrace my friends there—and all enjoy myſelf a week or ten days at Paris with my friends, particularly the Baron d’Holbach, and the reﬅ of the joyous ſett—As to the females—no I will not ſay a word about them—only I hate borrowed charaers taken up (as a woman does her ift) for the purpoſe e intends to eﬀeuate. Adieu, adieu—I am yours whilﬅ


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LX.


  To Mr. F. at Paris.


  London, Oober 7, 1765.


  Dear Sir,


  IT is a terrible thing to be in Paris without a perriwig to a man’s head! In ſeven days from the date of this, I ould be in that caſe, unleſs you tell your neighbour Madame Requiere to get her bon mari de me faire une peruque à bourſe, au mieux—c’eﬅ à dire—une la plus extraordinaire—la plus jolie—la plus gentille—et la plus—


  —Mais qu’ importe? jai l’honneur d’etre grand critique—et bien diﬃcile encore dans les aﬀaires de peruques—and in one word that he gets it done in ﬁve days after notice—


  I beg pardon for this liberty, my dear friend, and for the trouble of forwarding this by the very next poﬅ.—If my friend Mr. F. is in Paris—my kind love to him and reſpes to all others—in ſad haﬅe—


  
    Yours truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  I have paid into Mr. Becket’s hands x hundred pounds, which you may draw upon at ght, according as either Mrs. S—— or myſelf make it expedient.


  ☜


  LETTER LXI.


  To Mr. P. at Paris.


  Beau Pont Voin, November 7, 1765.


  Dear Sir,


  I Forgot to dere you to forward whatever letters came to your hand to your banker at Rome, to wait for me againﬅ I get there, as it is uncertain how long I may ﬅay at Turin, &c. &c. at preſent I am held priſoner in this town by the ſudden ſwelling of two pitiful rivulets from the ſnows melting on the Alps—ſo that we cannot either advance to them, or retire back again to Lyons—for how long the gentlemen who are my fellow-travellers, and myſelf, all langui in this ﬅate of vexatious captivity, heaven and earth ſurely know, for it rains as if they were coming together to ſettle the matter.—I had an agreeable journey to Lyons, and a joyous time there; dining and ſupping every day at the commandant’s—Lord F. W. I left there, and about a dozen Engli—If you ſee lord Oory, lord William Gordon, and my friend Mr. Crawfurd, remember me to them—if Wilkes is at Paris yet, I ſend him all kind wies—preſent my compliments as well as thanks to my good friend Miſs P——, and believe me, dear Sir, with all truth, yours,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXII.


  To the ſame.


  Turin, November 15, 1765.


  Dear Sir,


  AFTER many diﬃculties I have got here ſafe and ſound—tho’ eight days in pang the mountains of Savoy.—I am ﬅopped here for ten days by the whole country betwixt here and Milan being laid under water by continual rains—but I am very happy, and have found my way into a dozen houſes already—Tomorrow I am to be preſented to the King, and when that ceremony is over, I all have my hands full of engagements.—No Engli here but Sir James Macdonald who meets with much reſpe, and Mr. Ogilby. We are all together, and all depart in peace together—My kind ſervices to all—pray forward the incloſed—


  
    Yours moﬅ truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXIII.


  To the ſame.


  Turin, November 28, 1765.


  Dear Sir,


  I AM juﬅ leaving this place with Sir James Macdonald for Milan, &c.—We have ſpent a joyous fortnight here, and met with all kinds of honours—and with regret do we both bid adieu—but health on my de—and good ſenſe on his—ſay ’tis better to be at Rome—you ſay at Paris—but you put variety out of the queﬅion.—I intreat you to forward the incloſed to Mrs. Sterne—My compliments to all friends, more particularly to thoſe I moﬅ value (that includes Mr. F. if he is at Paris.)


  
    I am yours moﬅ truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXIV.


  To the ſame.


  Florence, December 18, 1765.


  Dear Sir,


  I Have been a month pang the plains of Lombardy—ﬅopping in my way of Milan, Parma, Placenza, and Bologna—with weather as delicious as a kindly April in England, and have been three days in crong a part of the Apennines covered with thick ſnow—Sad trantion!—I ﬅay here three days to dine with our Plenipo Lords T——d and C——r, and in ﬁve days all tread the Vatican and be introduced to all the Saints in the Pantheon.—I ﬅay but fourteen days to pay theſe civilities, and then decamp for Naples.—Pray ſend the incloſed to my wife, and Becket’s letter to London.


  
    Yours truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXV.


  To Miſs S.


  Naples, February 3, 1766.


  My dear Girl,


  YOUR letter, my Lydia, has made me both laugh and cry—Sorry am I that you are both ſo aﬄied with the ague, and by all means I wi you both to ﬂy from Tours, becauſe I remember it is tuated between two rivers, la Loire, and le Cher—which muﬅ occaon fogs, and damp unwholeſome weather—therefore for the ſame reaſon go not to Bourges en Bree—’tis as vile a place for agues.—I ﬁnd myſelf inﬁnitely better than I was—and hope to have added at leaﬅ ten years to my life by this journey to Italy—the climate is heavenly, and I ﬁnd new principles of health in me, which I have been long a ﬅranger to—but truﬅ me, my Lydia, I will ﬁnd you out wherever you are, in May. Therefore I beg you to dire to me at Belloni’s at Rome, that I may have ſome idea where you will be then.—The account you give me of Mrs. C—— is truly amiable, I all ever honour her—Mr. C. is a diverting companion—what he ſaid of your little French admirer was truly droll—the Marquis de —— is an impoﬅor, and not worthy of your acquaintance—he only pretended to know me, to get introduced to your mother—I dere you will get your mother to write to Mr. C. that I may diſcharge every debt, and then my Lydia, if I live, the produce of my pen all be yours—If fate reſerves me not that—the humane and good, part for thy father’s ſake, part for thy own, will never abandon thee!—If your mother’s health will permit her to return with me to England, your ſummers I will render as agreeable as I can at Coxwould—your winters at York—you know my publications call me to London.—If Mr. and Mrs. C—— are ﬅill at Tours, thank them from me for their cordiality to my wife and daughter. I have purchaſed you ſome little triﬂes, which I all give you when we meet, as proofs of aﬀeion from


  
    Your fond father,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXVI.


  To Mr. F. at Paris.


  Naples, February 8, 1766.


  Dear Sir,


  I Dere Mrs. S—— may have what ca e wants—if e has not received it before now: e ſends me word e has been in want of ca theſe three weeks—be ſo kind as to prevent this uneaneſs to her—which is doubly ſo to me.—I have made very little uſe of your letters of credit, having nce I left Paris taken up no more money than about ﬁfty louis at Turin, as much at Rome—and a few ducats here—and as I now travel from hence to Rome, Venice, through Vienna to Berlin, &c. with a gentleman of fortune, I all draw for little more till my return—ſo you will have always enough to ſpare for my wife.—The beginning of March be ſo kind as to let her have a hundred pounds to begin her year with.—


  There are a good many Engli here, very few in Rome, or other parts of Italy.—The air of Naples agrees very well with me—I all return fat—my friendip to all who honour me with theirs—Adieu my dear friend—I am ever yours,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXVII.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  Naples, February 5, 1766.


  My dear H.


  ’TIS an age nce I have heard from you—but as I read the London Chronicle, and ﬁnd no tidings of your death, or that you are even at the point of it, I take it, as I wi it, that you have got over thus much of the winter free from the damps, both of climate and ſpirits, and here I am, as happy as a king after all, growing fat, eek, and well liking— not improving in ﬅature, but in breadth.—We have a jolly carnival of it—nothing but operas—punchinellos—feﬅinos and maſquerades—We (that is nous autres) are all dreng out for one this night at the Princeſs Francavivalla, which is to be ſuperb.—The Engli dine with her (excluve) and ſo much for ſmall chat—except that I ſaw a little comedy aed laﬅ week with more expreon and ſpirit, and true charaer than I all ſee one haﬅily again.—I ﬅay here till the holy week, which I all paſs at Rome, where I occupy myſelf a month—My plan was to have gone from thence for a fortnight to Florence—and then by Leghorn to Marſeilles direly home—but am diverted from this by the repeated propoſals of accompanying a gentleman, who is returning by Venice, Vienna, Saxony, Berlin, and ſo by the Spaw, and thence through Holland to England—’tis with Mr. E...... I have known him theſe three years, and have been with him ever nce I reach’d Rome; and as I know him to be a good hearted young gentleman, I have no doubt of making it anſwer both his views and mine—at leaﬅ I am perſuaded we all return home together, as we ſet out, with friendip and good will.—Write your next letter to me at Rome, and do me the following favour if it lies in your way, which I think it does—to get me a letter of recommendation to our ambaador (Lord Stormont at Vienna) I have not the honour to be known to his lordip, but Lords P—— or H——, or twenty you better know, would write a certiﬁcate for me, importing that I am not fallen out of the clouds. If this will coﬅ my coun little trouble, do incloſe it in your next letter to me at Belloni.—You have left Skelton I trow a month, and I fear have had a moﬅ arp winter, if one may judge of it from the ſeverity of the weather here, and all over Italy, which exceeded any thing known till within theſe three weeks here, that the ſun has been as hot as we could bear it.—Give my kind ſervices to my friends—eſpecially to the houold of faith—my dear Garland—to Gilbert—to the worthy Colonel —— to Cardinal S——, to my fellow labourer Pantagruel—dear coun Antony, receive my kindeﬅ love and wies.


  
    Yours aﬀeionately,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. Upon ſecond thoughts, dire your next to me at Mr. W. banker at Venice.


  ☜


  LETTER LXVIII.


  To Mr. P. at Paris.


  Naples, February 14, 1766.


  Dear Sir,


  I Wrote laﬅ week to you, to dere you would let Mrs. S—— have what money e wanted—it may happen as that letter went incloſed in one to her at Tours, that you will receive this ﬁrﬅ—I have made little uſe of your letters of credit, as you will ſee by that letter, nor all I want much (if any) till you ſee me, as I travel now in company with a gentleman— however as we return by Venice, Vienna, Berlin, &c. to the Spaw, I ould be glad if you will draw me a letter of credit upon ſome one at Venice, to the extent of ﬁfty louis—but I am perſuaded I all not want half of them—however in caſe of ckneſs or accidents, one would not go ſo long a rout without money in one’s pocket.—The bankers here are not ſo conſcientious as my friend P. they would make me pay twelve per cent. if I was to get a letter here.—I beg your letters, &c. may be incloſed to Mr. Watſon at Venice—where we all be in the Aſcenon.—I have received much beneﬁt from the air of Naples—but quit it to be at Rome before the holy week.—There are about ﬁve and twenty Engli here—but moﬅ of them will be decamp’d in two months—there are ſcarce a third of the number at Rome—I ſuppoſe therefore that Paris is full—my warmeﬅ wies attend you—with my love to Mr. F. and compliments to all—I am, dear Sir, very faithfully,


  
    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  Sir James Macdonald is in the houſe with me, and is juﬅ recovering a long and moﬅ cruel ﬁt of the rheumatiſm.


  ☜


  LETTER LXIX.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  May 25, near Dijon.


  Dear Antony,


  MY dere of ſeeing both my wife and girl has turn’d me out of my road towards a delicious Chateau of the Counteſs of M——, where I have been patriarching it theſe ſeven days with her ladyip, and half a dozen of very handſome and agreeable ladies—her ladyip has the beﬅ of hearts—a valuable preſent not given to every one.—Tomorrow, with regret, I all quit this agreeable circle, and poﬅ it night and day to Paris, where I all arrive in two days, and juﬅ wind myſelf up, when I am there, enough to roll on to Calais—ſo I hope to ſup with you the king’s birth day, according to a plan of xteen days ﬅanding.—Never man has been ſuch a wildgooſe chace after a wife as I have been—after having ſought her in ﬁve or x diﬀerent towns, I found her at laﬅ in Franche Comté—Poor woman! e was very cordial, &c. and begs to ﬅay another year or ſo—my Lydia pleaſes me much—I found her greatly improved in every thing I wi’d her—I am moﬅ unaccountably well, and moﬅ accountably nonſencal—’tis at leaﬅ a proof of good ſpirits, which is a gn and token given me in theſe latter days that I muﬅ take up again the pen.—In faith I think I all die with it in my hand, but I all live theſe ten years, my Antony, notwithﬅanding the fears of my wife, whom I left moﬅ melancholy on that account.—This is a delicious part of the world; moﬅ celeﬅial weather, and we lie all day, without damps, upon the graſs—and that is the whole of it, except the inner man (for her ladyip is not ﬅingy of her wine) is inſpired twice a day with the beﬅ Burgundy that grows upon the mountains, which terminate our lands here.—Surely you will not have decamp’d to Crazy Caﬅle before I reach town.—The ſummer here is ſet in good earneﬅ—’tis more than we can ſay for Yorkire—I hope to hear a good tale of your alum works—have you no other works in hand? I do not expe to hear from you, ſo God proſper you—and all your undertakings.—I am, my dear coun,


  
    Moﬅ aﬀeionately yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  Remember me to Mr. G——, Cardinal S——, the Col. &c. &c. &c.


  ☜


  LETTER LXX.


  To Mr. P. at Paris.


  York, June 28, 1766.


  Dear Sir,


  I Wrote laﬅ week to Mr. Becket to diſcharge the balance due to you—and I have receiv’d a letter from him telling me, that if you will draw upon him for one hundred and xty pounds, he will punually pay it to your order—ſo ſend the draughts when you pleaſe—Mrs. S. writes me word, e wants ﬁfty pounds—which I dere you will let her have—I will take care to remit it to your correſpondent—I have ſuch an entire conﬁdence in my wife, that e ſpends as little as e can, tho’ e is conﬁned to no particular ſum—her expences will not exceed three hundred pounds a year, unleſs by ill health, or a journey—and I am very willing e ould have it—and you may rely, in caſe it ever happens that e ould draw for ﬁfty or a hundred pounds extraordinary, that it and every demand all be punually paid—and with proper thanks; and for this the whole Shandean family are ready to ﬅand ſecurity.—’Tis impoble to tell you how ſorry I was that my aﬀairs hurried me ſo quick thro’ Paris, as to deprive me of ſeeing my old friend Mr. F. and of the pleaſure I propoſed in being made known to his better half—but I have a probability of ſeeing him this winter.—Adieu dear Sir, and believe me


  
    Moﬅ cordially yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. Mrs. S—— is going to Chalon, but your letter will ﬁnd her I believe at Avignon—e is very poorly—and my daughter writes to me with ſad grief of heart that e is worſe.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXI.


  To Mr. S.


  Coxwould, July 23, 1766.


  Dear Sir,


  ONE might be led to think that there is a fatality regarding us—we make appointments to meet, and for theſe two years have not ſeen each others face but twice—we muﬅ try, and do better for the future—having ſought you with more zeal, than C.... ſought the Lord, in order to deliver you the books you bad me purchaſe for you at Paris—I was forced to pay carriage for them from London down to York—but as I all neither charge you the books nor the carriage—’tis not worth talking about.—Never man, my dear Sir, has had a more agreeable tour than your Yorick—and at preſent I am in my peaceful retreat, writing the ninth volume of Triﬅram—I all publi but one this year, and the next I all begin a new work of four volumes, which when ﬁni’d, I all continue Triﬅram with fre ſpirit.—What a diﬀerence of ſcene here! But with a diſpotion to be happy, ’tis neither this place, nor t’other that renders us the reverſe.—In ort each man’s happineſs depends upon himſelf—he is a fool if he does not enjoy it.


  What are you about, dear S——? Give me ſome account of your pleaſures—you had better come to me for a fortnight, and I will ew, or give you (if needful) a praical doſe of my philoſophy; but I hope you do not want it—if you did—’twould be the oﬃce of a friend to give it—Will not even our races tempt you? You ſee I uſe all arguments—Believe me yours moﬅ truly,


  Laurence Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXII.


  To Mr. P. at Paris.


  Coxwould, September 21, 1766.


  My dear Friend,


  IF Mrs. S—— ould draw upon you for ﬁfty louis d’ors, be ſo kind as to remit her the money—and pray be ſo good as not to draw upon Mr. Becket for it (as he owes me nothing) but favour me with the draught, which I will pay to Mr. Selwin.—A young nobleman is now negociating a jaunt with me for x weeks, about Chriﬅmas, to the Fauxbourg de St. Germain—I ould like much to be with you for ſo long—and if my wife ould grow worſe (having had a very poor account of her in my daughter’s laﬅ) I cannot think of her being without me—and however expenve the journey would be, I would ﬂy to Avignon to adminiﬅer conſolation to both her and my poor girl—Wherever I am, believe me


  
    Dear Sir,


    yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  My kind compliments to Mr. F——: though I have not the honour of knowing his rib, I ſee no reaſon why I may not preſent all due reſpes to the better half of ſo old a friend, which I do by theſe preſents—with my friendlieﬅ wies to Miſs P——.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXIII.


  To Mr. F. at Paris.


  Coxwould, Oober 25, 1766.


  My dear F.


  I Dered you would be ſo good as to remit to Mrs. S—— ﬁfty louis, a month ago—I dare ſay you have done it—but her illneſs muﬅ have coﬅ her a good deal—therefore having paid the laﬅ ﬁfty pounds into Mr. Selwin’s hands, I beg you to ſend her thirty guineas more—for which I ſend a bank bill to Mr. Becket by this poﬅ—but ſurely had I not done ſo, you would not ﬅick at it—for be aured, my dear F. that the ﬁrﬅ Lord of the Treaſury is neither more able or more willing (nor perhaps half ſo punual) in repaying with honour all I ever can be in your books.—My daughter ſays her mother is very ill—and I fear going faﬅ down by all accounts—’tis melancholy in her tuation to want any aid that is in my power to give—do write to her—and believe me, with all compliments to your Hotel,


  
    Yours very truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXIV.


  To the ſame.


  York, November 25, 1766.


  Dear Sir,


  I Juﬅ received yours—and am glad that the balance of accounts is now paid to you—Thus far all goes well—I have received a letter from my daughter with the pleang tidings that e thinks her mother out of danger—and that the air of the country is delightful (excepting the winds) but the deſcription of the Chateau my wife has hired is really pretty— on the de of the Fountain of Vaucluſe—with ſeven rooms of a ﬂoor, half furnied with tapeﬅry, half with blue taﬀety, the permion to ﬁ, and to have game; ſo many partridges a week, &c. and the price—gueſs! xteen guineas a year—there’s for you P.—about the latter end of next month my wife will have occaon for a hundred guineas—and pray be ſo good, my dear r, as to give orders that e may not be diſappointed—e is going to ſpend the Carnival at Marſeilles at Chriﬅmas—I all be in London by Chriﬅmas week, and then all balance this remittance to Mrs. S. with Mr. S—— I am going to ly in of another child of the Shandaick procreation, in town—I hope you wi me a ſafe delivery—I fear my friend Mr. F. will have left town before I get there—Adieu dear Sir—I wi you every thing in this world which will do you good, for I am with unfeigned truth,


  
    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  Make my compliments acceptable to the good and worthy Baron D’Holbach—Miſs P. &c. &c.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXV.


  To Mr. P. at Paris.


  London, February 13, 1767.


  Dear P.


  I Paid yeﬅerday (by Mr. Becket) a hundred guineas, or pounds I forget which, to Mr. Selwin—But you muﬅ remit to Mrs. S. at Marſeilles a hundred louis before e leaves that place, which will be in leſs than three weeks. Have you got the ninth volume of Shandy?—’tis liked the beﬅ of all here.—I am going to publi a Sentimental Journey through France and Italy—the undertaking is proteed and highly encouraged by all our noblee—’tis ſubſcribed for, at a great rate—’twill be an original—in large quarto—the ſubſcription half a guinea—If you can procure me the honour of a few names of men of ſcience, or faion, I all thank you—they will appear in good company, as all the nobility here almoﬅ have honoured me with their names.—My kindeﬅ remembrance to Mr. F.—reſpes to Baron D’Holbach, and believe me ever ever yours,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXVI.


  To Miſs S.


  Old Bond-ﬅreet, February 23, 1767.


  AND ſo, my Lydia! thy mother and thyſelf are returning back again from Marſeilles to the banks of the Sorgue—and there thou wilt t and ﬁ for trouts—I envy you the ſweet tuation.—Petrarch’s tomb I ould like to pay a ſentimental vit to—the Fountain of Vaucluſe, by thy deſcription, muﬅ be delightful—I am alſo much pleaſed with the account you give me of the Abbé de Sade—you ﬁnd great comfort in ſuch a neighbour—I am glad he is ſo good as to corre thy tranation of my Sermons—dear girl go on, and make me a preſent of thy work—but why not the Houſe of Mourning? ’tis one of the beﬅ. I long to receive the life of Petrarch, and his Laura, by your Abbé, but I am out of all patience with the anſwer the Marquis made the Abbé—’twas truly coarſe, and I wonder he bore it with any chriﬅian patience—But to the ſubje of your letter—I do not wi to know who was the buſy fool, who made your mother uneaſy about Mrs. —— ’tis true I have a friendip for her, but not to infatuation—I believe I have judgment enough to diſcern hers, and every woman’s faults. I honour thy mother for her anſwer— “that e wied not to be informed, and begged him to drop the ſubje.”—Why do you ſay that your mother wants money?—whilﬅ I have a illing, all you not both have ninepence out of it?—I think, if I have my enjoyments, I ought not to grudge you yours.—I all not begin my Sentimental Journey till I get to Coxwould—I have laid a plan for ſomething new, quite out of the beaten track.—I wi I had you with me—and I would introduce you to one of the moﬅ amiable and gentleﬅ of beings, whom I have juﬅ been with—not Mrs. ——, but a Mrs. J. the wife of as worthy a man as I ever met with—I eﬅeem them both. He poees every manly virtue—honour and bravery are his charaeriﬅicks, which have diﬅinguied him nobly in ſeveral inﬅances—I all make you better acquainted with his charaer, by ſending Orme’s Hiﬅory, with the books you dered—and it is well worth your reading; for Orme is an elegant writer, and a juﬅ one; he pays no man a compliment at the expence of truth.—Mrs. J—— is kind—and friendly—of a ſentimental turn of mind—and ſo ſweet a diſpotion, that e is too good for the world e lives in—Juﬅ God! if all were like her, what a life would this be!—Heaven, my Lydia, for ſome wiſe purpoſe has created diﬀerent beings—I wi my dear child knew her—thou art worthy of her friendip, and e already loves thee; for I ſometimes tell her what I feel for thee.—This is a long letter—write ſoon, and never let your letters be ﬅudied ones—write naturally, and then you will write well.—I hope your mother has got quite well of her ague—I have ſent her ſome of Huxham’s tinure of the Bark. I will order you a guittar nce the other is broke. Believe me, my Lydia, that I am yours aﬀeionately,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXVII.


  To Mr. P. at Paris.


  London, February 27, 1767.


  Dear Sir,


  MY Daughter begs a preſent of me, and you muﬅ know I can deny her nothing—It muﬅ be ﬅrung with cat-gut, and of ﬁve chords— chiama in Italiano la chitera di cinque corde—e cannot get ſuch a thing at Marſeilles—at Paris one may have every thing—Will you be ſo good to my girl as to make her happy in this aﬀair, by getting ſome mucal body to buy one, and ſend it her to Avignon direed to Moneur Teﬅe?—I wrote laﬅ week to dere you would remit Mrs. S. a hundred louis—’twill be all, except the guittar, I all owe you—ſend me your account, and I will pay Mr. Selwin—dire to me at Mr. Becket’s—all kind reſpes to my friend Mr. F. and your ﬅer.


  
    Yours cordially,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER *LXXVII.


  To D. G. Eſq.


  Thurſday, Eleven o’Clock—Night.


  Dear Sir,


  ’TWAS for all the world like a cut acroſs my ﬁnger with a arp penknife.—I ſaw the blood—gave it a ſuck—wrapt it up—and thought no more about it.


  But there is more goes to the healing of a wound than this comes to:—a wound (unleſs ’tis a wound not worth talking of, but by the bye mine is) muﬅ give you ſome pain after.—Nature will take her own way with it—it muﬅ ferment—it muﬅ digeﬅ.


  The ﬅory you told me of Triﬅram’s pretended tutor, this morning—My letter by right ould have ſet out with this ſentence, and then the mile would not have kept you a moment in ſuſpence.


  This vile ﬅory, I ſay—tho’ I then ſaw both how, and where it wounded—I felt little from it at ﬁrﬅ—or, to ſpeak more honeﬅly (tho’ it ruins my mile) I felt a great deal of pain from it, but aﬀeed an air uſual on ſuch accidents, of leſs feeling than I had.


  I have now got home to my lodgings nce the play (you aﬅonied me in it) and have been unwrapping this ſelfsame wound of mine, and aking my head over it this half hour.


  What the devil!—is there no one learned blockhead throughout the many ſchools of miſapplied ſcience in the Chriﬅian World, to make a tutor of for my Triﬅram?—Ex quovis ligno non ﬁt.—Are we ſo run out of ﬅock, that there is no one lumber-headed, muddle-headed, mortar-headed, pudding-headed chap amongﬅ our doors?—Is there no one ngle wight of much reading and no learning amongﬅ the many children in my mother’s nurſery, who bid high for this charge—but I muﬅ diſable my judgment by choong a W——n? Vengeance! have I ſo little concern for the honour of my hero!—Am I a wretch ſo void of ſenſe, ſo bereft of feeling for the ﬁgure he is to make in ﬅory, that I ould chuſe a praeceptor to rob him of all the immortality I intended him? O! dear Mr. G.


  Malice is ingenious—unleſs where the exceſs of it outwits itſelf—I have two comforts in this ﬅroke of it;—the ﬁrﬅ is, that this one is partly of this kind; and ſecondly, that it is one of the number of thoſe which ſo unfairly brought poor Yorick to his grave.—The report might draw blood of the author of Triﬅram Shandy—but could not harm ſuch a man as the author of the Divine Legation—God bleſs him! though (by the bye, and according to the natural courſe of deſcents) the bleng ould come from him to me.


  Pray have you no intereﬅ, lateral or collateral, to get me introduced to his Lordip?


  Why do you aſk?


  My dear Sir, I have no claim to ſuch an honour, but what ariſes from the honour and reſpe which in the progreſs of my work will be ewn the world I owe to ſo great a man.


  Whilﬅ I am talking of owing—I wi, my dear Sir, that any body would tell you, how much I am indebted to you.—I am determined never to do it myſelf, or ſay more upon the ſubje than this, that I am yours,


  L. Sterne.


  End of Vol. II.


  ☜
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  LETTER LXXVIII.


  To Miſs S.


  Bond Street, April 9, 1767.


  THIS letter, my dear Lydia, will diﬅreſs thy good heart, for from the beginning thou wilt perceive no entertaining ﬅrokes of humour in it—I cannot be chearful when a thouſand melancholy ideas ſurround me—I have met with a loſs of near ﬁfty pounds, which I was taken in for in an extraordinary manner—but what is that loſs in compariſon of one I may experience?—Friendip is the balm and cordial of life, and without it, ’tis a heavy load not worth ſuﬅaining.—I am unhappy—thy mother and thyſelf at a diﬅance from me, and what can compenſate for ſuch a deﬅitution?—For God’s ſake perſuade her to come and ﬁx in England, for life is too ort to waﬅe in ſeparation—and whilﬅ e lives in one country, and I in another, many people will ſuppoſe it proceeds from choice— bedes I want thee near me, thou child and darling of my heart!—I am in a melancholy mood, and my Lydia’s eyes will ſmart with weeping when I tell her the cauſe that now aﬀes me.—I am apprehenve the dear friend I mentioned in my laﬅ letter is going into a decline—I was with her two days ago, and I never beheld a being ſo alter’d—e has a tender frame, and looks like a drooping lily, for the roſes are ﬂed from her cheeks—I can never ſee or talk to this incomparable woman without burﬅing into tears—I have a thouſand obligations to her, and I owe her more than her whole ſex, if not all the world put together.—She has a delicacy in her way of thinking that few poeſs—our converſations are of the moﬅ intereﬅing nature, and e talks to me of quitting this world with more compoſure than others think of living in it.—I have wrote an epitaph, of which I ſend thee a copy.—’Tis expreve of her modeﬅ worth—but may heav’n reﬅore her! and may e live to write mine.


  
    Columns, and labour’d urns but vainly ew,


    An idle ſcene of decorated woe.


    The ſweet companion, and the friend ncere,


    Need no mechanic help to force the tear.


    In heart felt numbers, never meant to ine


    ’Twill ﬂow eternal o’er a hearſe like thine;


    ’Twill ﬂow, whilﬅ gentle goodneſs has one friend,


    Or kindred tempers have a tear to lend.

  


  Say all that is kind of me to thy mother, and believe me my Lydia, that I love thee moﬅ truly—So adieu—I am what I ever was, and hope ever all be, thy


  
    Aﬀeionate Father,

  


  L. S.


  As to Mr. —— by your deſcription he is a fat fool. I beg you will not give up your time to ſuch a being—Send me ſome batons pour les dents—there are none good here.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXIX.


  To Mr. and Mrs. J.


  Old Bond-ﬅreet, April 21, 1767.


  I Am ncerely aﬀeed, my dear Mr. and Mrs. J.—by your friendly enquiry, and the intereﬅ you are ſo good to take in my health. God knows I am not able to give a good account of myſelf, having paed a bad night in much feveri agitation.—My phycian ordered me to bed, and to keep therein ’till ſome favourable change—I fell ill the moment I got to my lodgings—he ſays it is owing to my taking James’s Powder, and venturing out on ſo cold a day as Sunday—but he is miﬅaken, for I am certain whatever bears that name muﬅ have eﬃcacy with me—I was bled yeﬅerday, and again to day, and have been almoﬅ dead, but this friendly enquiry from Gerrard-ﬅreet has poured balm into what blood I have left—I hope ﬅill (and next to the ſenſe of what I owe my friends) it all be the laﬅ pleaſurable ſenſation I will part with—if I continue mending, it will yet be ſome time before I all have ﬅrength enough to get out in a carriage—my ﬁrﬅ vit will be a vit of true gratitude—I leave my kind friends to gueſs where—a thouſand blengs go along with this, and may heaven preſerve you both—Adieu my dear r, and dear lady.


  
    I am your ever obliged,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXX.


  To the Earl of ——.


  Old Bond-ﬅreet, May 1, 1767,


  My Lord,


  I Was yeﬅerday taking leave of all the town, with an intention of leaving it this day, but I am detained by the kindneſs of lord and lady S——, who have made a party to dine and ſup on my account—I am impatient to ſet out for my ſolitude, for there the mind gains ﬅrength, and learns to lean upon herſelf—In the world it ſeeks or accepts of a few treacherous ſupports—the feigned compaon of one—the ﬂattery of a ſecond—the civilities of a third—the friendip of a fourth—they all deceive, and bring the mind back to where mine is retreating, to retirement, reﬂeion, and books. My departure is ﬁxed for to-morrow morning, but I could not think of quitting a place where I have received ſuch numberleſs and unmerited civilities from your lordip, without returning my moﬅ grateful thanks, as well as my hearty acknowledgments for your friendly enquiry from Bath. Illneſs, my lord, has occaoned my lence—Death knocked at my door, but I would not admit him—the call was both unexpeed and unpleaſant—and I am ſeriouy worn down to a adow—and ﬅill very weak, but weak as I am, I have as whimcal a ﬅory to tell you as ever befel one of my family—Shandy’s noſe, his name, his ſa window are fools to it—it will ſerve at leaﬅ to amuſe you—The injury I did myſelf laﬅ month in catching cold upon James’s Powder—fell, you muﬅ know, upon the worﬅ part it could—the moﬅ painful, and moﬅ dangerous of any in the human body. It was on this cris I called in an able ſurgeon and with him an able phycian (both my friends) to inſpe my diſaﬅer—’tis a venereal caſe, cried my two ſcientiﬁc friends—’tis impoble, however, to be that, replied I—for I have had no commerce whatever with the ſex, not even with my wife, added I, theſe ﬁfteen years.—You are, however, my good friend, ſaid the ſurgeon, or there is no ſuch caſe in the world—what the devil, ſaid I, without knowing woman?—We will not reaſon about it, ſaid the phycian, but you muﬅ undergo a courſe of mercury—I will loſe my life ﬁrﬅ, ſaid I—and truﬅ to nature, to time, or at the worﬅ to death—ſo I put an end, with ſome indignation, to the conference—and determined to bear all the torments I underwent, and ten times more, rather than ſubmit to be treated like a nner, in a point where I had aed like a ſaint.—Now as the father of miſchief would have it, who has no pleaſure like that of dionouring the righteous, it ſo fell out that from the moment I diſmied my doors, my pains began to rage with a violence not to be expreed, or ſupported. Every hour became more intolerable.—I was got to bed, cried out, and raved the whole night, and was got up ſo near dead that my friends inﬅed upon my ſending again for my phycian and ſurgeon. I told them upon the word of a man of honour they were both miﬅaken, as to my caſe—but though they had reaſoned wrong, they might a right; but that arp as my ſuﬀerings were, I felt them not ſo arp as the imputation which a venereal treatment of my caſe laid me under—They anſwered that theſe taints of the blood laid dormant twenty years, but they would not reaſon with me in a point wherein I was ſo delicate, but would do all the oﬃce for which they were called in, namely to put an end to my torment, which otherwiſe would put an end to me—and ſo have I been compelled to ſurrender myſelf—and thus, my dear lord, has your poor friend with all his ſenbilities been ſuﬀering the chaﬅiſement of the groeﬅ ſenſualiﬅ.—Was it not as ridiculous an embarrament as ever Yorick’s ſpirit was involved in?—Nothing but the pureﬅ conſcience of innocence could have tempted me to write this ﬅory to my wife, which by the bye would make no bad anecdote in Triﬅram Shandy’s Life—I have mentioned it in my journal to Mrs. —— In ſome repes there is no diﬀerence between my wife and herſelf—when they fare alike, neither can reaſonably complain.—I have juﬅ received letters from France, with ſome hints that Mrs. Sterne and my Lydia are coming to England, to pay me a vit—if your time is not better employed, Yorick ﬂatters himſelf he all receive a letter from your lordip, en attendant.I am with the greateﬅ regard,


  
    my Lord,


    your Lordip’s


    moﬅ faithful humble ſervant,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXXII.


  To J. D——n, Eſq.


  Old Bond-ﬅreet, Friday Morning.


  I Was going, my dear D——n, to bed before I received your kind enquiry, and now my chaiſe ﬅands at my door to take and convey this poor body to its legal ſettlement.—I am ill, very ill—I langui moﬅ aﬀeingly—I am ck both ſoul and body—it is a cordial to me to hear it is diﬀerent with you—no man intereﬅs himſelf more in your happineſs, and I am glad you are in ſo fair a road to it—enjoy it long, my D. whilﬅ I—no matter what—but my feelings are too nice for the world I live in—things will mend.—I dined yeﬅerday with lord and lady S—— we talked much of you, and your goings on, for every one knows why Sunbury Hill is ſo pleaſant a tuation.—You rogue! you have lock’d up my boots—and I go bootleſs home—and fear I all go bootleſs all my life—Adieu, gentleﬅ and beﬅ of ſouls—adieu.


  
    I am yours moﬅ aﬀeionately,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXXIII.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  Newark, Monday ten o’clock in the morn.


  My dear Coun,


  I Have got conveyed thus far like a bale of cadaverous goods congned to Pluto and company—lying in the bottom of my chaiſe moﬅ of the rout, upon a large pillow which I had the prevoyance to purchaſe before I ſet out—I am worn out—but preſs on to Barnby Moor to night, and if poble to York the next.—I know not what is the matter with me—but ſome derangement prees hard upon this machine—ﬅill I think it will not be overſet this bout.—My love to G.—We all all meet from the eaﬅ, and from the ſouth, and (as at the laﬅ) be happy together—My kind reſpes to a few.—I am, dear H.


  
    truly yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXXIV.


  From Ignatius Sancho, to Mr. Sterne.


  Reverend Sir,


  IT would be an inſult on your humanity (or perhaps look like it,) to apologize for the liberty I am taking.—I am one of thoſe people whom the vulgar and illiberal call negroes.—The ﬁrﬅ part of my life was rather unlucky, as I was placed in a family who judged ignorance the beﬅ and only ſecurity for obedience.—A little reading and writing I got by unwearied application.—The latter part of my life has been, thro’ God’s bleng, truly fortunate—having ſpent it in the ſervice of one of the beﬅ and greateﬅ families in the kingdom—my chief pleaſure has been books—Philanthropy I adore—How very much, good Sir, am I (amongﬅ millions) indebted to you for the charaer of your amiable Uncle Toby!—I declare I would walk ten miles in the dogdays, to ake hands with the honeﬅ Corporal.—Your ſermons have touch’d me to the heart, and I hope have amended it, which brings me to the point—In your tenth diſcourſe, page ſeventy-eight, in the ſecond volume—is this very aﬀeing paage— “Conder how great a part of our ſpecies in all ages down to this—have been trod under the feet of cruel and capricious tyrants, who would neither hear their cries, nor pity their diﬅrees.—Conder avery—what it is—how bitter a draught—and how many millions are made to drink of it.”—Of all my favourite authors not one has drawn a tear in favour of my miſerable black brethren—excepting yourſelf, and the humane author of Sir Geo. Elliſon.—I think you will forgive me; I am ſure you will applaud me for beſeeching you to give one half hour’s attention to avery, as it is at this day praiſed in our Weﬅ Indies.—That ſubje handled in your ﬅriking manner would eaſe the yoke (perhaps) of many—but if only of one—gracious God! what a feaﬅ to a benevolent heart! and ſure I am, you are an epicurean in as of charity.—You who are univerſally read, and as univerſally admired—you could not fail.—Dear Sir, think in me you behold the uplifted hands of thouſands of my brother Moors. Grief (you pathetically obſerve) is eloquent: ﬁgure to yourſelf their attitudes; hear their ſupplicating addrees!—alas! you cannot refuſe,—Humanity muﬅ comply—in which hope I beg permion to ſubſcribe myſelf,


  
    Reverend Sir, &c.

  


  I. S.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXXV.


  From Mr. Sterne, to Ignatius Sancho.


  Coxwould, July 27, 1766.


  THERE is a ﬅrange coincidence, Sancho, in the little events (as well as in the great ones) of this world: for I had been writing a tender tale of the ſorrows of a friendleſs poor negro-girl, and my eyes had ſcarce done ſmarting with it, when your letter of recommendation, in behalf of ſo many of her brethren and ﬅers, came to me—but why her brethren? or yours, Sancho! any more than mine? It is by the ﬁneﬅ tints, and moﬅ inſenble gradations, that nature deſcends from the faireﬅ face about St. James’s, to the ſootieﬅ complexion in Africa:—at which tint of theſe is it, that the ties of blood are to ceaſe? and how many ades muﬅ we deſcend lower ﬅill in the ſcale, ere mercy is to vani with them? But ’tis no uncommon thing, my good Sancho, for one half of the world to uſe the other half of it like brutes, and then endeavour to make ’em ſo.—For my own part, I never look weﬅward, (when I am in a penve mood at leaﬅ) but I think of the burthens which our brothers and ﬅers are there carrying, and could I eaſe their oulders from one ounce of them, I declare I would ſet out this hour upon a pilgrimage to Mecca for their ſakes—which by the bye, Sancho, exceeds your walk of ten miles in about the ſame proportion, that a vit of humanity ould one of mere form.—However, if you meant my Uncle Toby more he is your debtor.—If I can weave the tale I have wrote into the work I am about—’tis at the ſervice of the aﬄied—and a much greater matter; for in ſerious truth, it caﬅs a ſad ade upon the world, that ſo great a part of it are, and have been ſo long bound in chains of darkneſs, and in chains of miſery; and I cannot but both reſpe and felicitate you, that by ſo much laudable diligence you have broke the one—and that by falling into the hands of ſo good and merciful a family, Providence has reſcued you from the other.


  And ſo good-hearted Sancho adieu! and believe me I will not forget your letter.


  
    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXXVI.


  To Ignatius Sancho.


  Bond Street, Saturday.


  I Was very ſorry, my good Sancho, that I was not at home to return my compliments by you for the great courteſy of the Duke of M——g——’s family to me, in honouring my liﬅ of ſubſcribers with their names—for which I bear them all thanks.—But you have ſomething to add, Sancho, to what I owe your good will alſo on this account, and that is to ſend me the ſubſcription money, which I ﬁnd a necety of duning my beﬅ friends for before I leave town—to avoid the perplexities of both keeping pecuniary accounts (for which I have very ender talents) and colleing them (for which I have neither ﬅrength of body or mind) and ſo, good Sancho dun the Duke of M. the Ducheſs of M. and Lord M. for their ſubſcriptions, and lay the n, and money with it too, at my door—I wi ſo good a family every bleng they merit, along with my humbleﬅ compliments. You know, Sancho, that I am your friend and well-wier,


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. I leave town on Friday morning—and ould on Thurſday, but that I ﬅay to dine with Lord and Lady S——.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXXVII.


  To Ignatius Sancho.


  Coxwould, June 30.


  I Muﬅ acknowledge the courteſy of my good friend Sancho’s letter, were I ten times buer than I am, and muﬅ thank him too for the many expreons of his good will, and good opinion—’Tis all aﬀeation to ſay a man is not gratiﬁed with being praiſed—we only want it to be ncere—and then it will be taken, Sancho, as kindly as yours. I left town very poorly—and with an idea I was taking leave of it for ever—but good air, a quiet retreat, and quiet reﬂeions along with it, with an aſs to milk, and another to ride out upon (if I chuſe it) all together do wonders.—I all live this year at leaﬅ, I hope, be it but to give the world, before I quit it, as good impreons of me, as you have, Sancho. I would only covenant for juﬅ ſo much health and ſpirits, as are ſuﬃcient to carry my pen thro’ the taſk I have ſet it this ſummer.—But I am a regn’d being, Sancho, and take health and ckneſs as I do light and darkneſs, or the vicitudes of ſeaſons—that is, juﬅ as it pleaſes God to ſend them—and accommodate myſelf to their periodical returns, as well as I can—only taking care, whatever befalls me in this lly world—not to loſe my temper at it.—This I believe, friend Sancho, to be the trueﬅ philoſophy—for this we muﬅ be indebted to ourſelves, but not to our fortunes.—Farewel—I hope you will not forget your cuﬅom of giving me a call at my lodgings next winter—in the mean time I am very cordially,


  
    My honeﬅ friend Sancho,


    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXXVIII.


  To Mrs. H.


  Coxwould, Oober 12, 1767.


  EVER nce my dear H. wrote me word e was mine, more than ever woman was, I have been racking my memory to inform me where it was that you and I had that aﬀair together.—People think that I have had many, ſome in body, ſome in mind, but as I told you before, you have had me more than any woman—therefore you muﬅ have had me, H——, both in mind, and in body.—Now I cannot recolle where it was, nor exaly when—it could not be the lady in Bond-ﬅreet, or Groſvenor-ﬅreet, or —— Square, or Pall-mall.—We all make it out, H. when we meet—I impatiently long for it—’tis no matter—I cannot now ﬅand writing to you to-day—I will make it up next poﬅ—for dinner is upon table, and if I make Lord F—— ﬅay, he will not frank this.—How do you do? Which parts of Triﬅram do you like beﬅ?—God bleſs you.


  
    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER LXXXIX.


  To Mrs. H.


  Coxwould, Nov. 15, 1767.


  NOW be a good dear woman, my H——, and execute theſe commions well—and when I ſee you I will give you a kiſs—there’s for you!—But I have ſomething elſe for you which I am fabricating at a great rate, and that is my Sentimental Journey, which all make you cry as much as it has aﬀeed me—or I will give up the buneſs of ſentimental writing—and write to the body—that is H. what I am doing in writing to you—but you are a good body, which is worth half a ſcore mean ſouls.—


  
    I am yours, &c. &c.

  


  L. Shandy.


  ☜


  LETTER XC.


  To his Excellency Sir G. M.


  Coxwould, December 3, 1767.


  My dear Friend,


  FOR tho’ you are his Excellency, and I ﬅill but parſon Yorick—I ﬅill muﬅ call you ſo—and were you to be next Emperor of Rua, I could not write to you, or ſpeak of you, under any other relation—I felicitate you, I don’t ſay how much, becauſe I can’t—I always had ſomething like a kind of revelation within me, which pointed out this track for you, in which you are ſo happily advanced—it was not only my wies for you, which were ever ardent enough to impoſe upon a vionary brain, but I thought I aually ſaw you juﬅ where you now are—and that is juﬅ, my dear Macartney, where you ould be.—I ould long, long ago have acknowledged the kindneſs of a letter of yours from Peterſbourg; but hearing daily accounts you was leaving it—this is the ﬁrﬅ time I knew well where my thanks would ﬁnd you—how they will ﬁnd you, I know well—that is—the ſame I ever knew you. In three weeks I all kiſs your hand—and ſooner, if I can ﬁni my Sentimental Journey.—The duce take all ſentiments! I wi there was not one in the world!—My wife is come to pay me a ſentimental vit as far as from Avignon—and the politees aring from ſuch a proof of her urbanity, has robb’d me of a month’s writing, or I had been in town now.—I am going to ly-in; being at Chriﬅmas at my full reckoning—and unleſs what I all bring forth is not preſs’d to death by theſe devils of printers, I all have the honour of preſenting to you a couple of as clean brats as ever chaﬅe brain conceiv’d—they are frolickſome too, mais cela n’empeche pas—I put your name down with many wrong and right honourables, knowing you would take it not well if I did not make myſelf happy with it.


  
    Adieu my dear friend,


    Believe me yours, &c.

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. If you ſee Mr. Crawfurd, tell him I greet him kindly.


  ☜


  LETTER XCI.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  LITERAS veﬅras lepidimas, mi conſobrine, conſobrinis meis omnibus carior, accepi die Veneris; ſed poﬅa non rediebat verſus aquilonem eo die, aliter ſcripem prout dederabas: neſcio quid eﬅ materia cum me, ſed ſum fatigatus & aegrotus de meâ uxore plus quam unquam—& ſum poeus cum diabolo qui pellet me in urbem—& tu es poeus cum eodem malo ſpiritu qui te tenet in deſerto ee tentatum ancillis tuis, et perturbatum uxore tuâ—crede mihi, mi Antoni, quod iﬅhaec non eﬅ via ad ſalutem ve hodiernam, ve aeternam; num tu incipis cogitare de pecuniâ, quae, ut ait Sanus Paulus, eﬅ radix omnium malorum, & non ſatis dicis in corde tuo, ego Antonius de Caﬅello Inﬁrmo, ſum jam quadraginta & plus annos natus, & explevi oavum meum luﬅrum, et tempus eﬅ me curare, & meipſum Antonium facere hominem felicem, & liberum, et mihimet ip benefacere, ut exhortatur Solomon, qui dicit quod nihil eﬅ melius in hâc vitâ, quàm quòd homo vivat feﬅivè, & quod edat et bibat, & bono fruatur, quia hoc eﬅ ſua portio & dos in hoc mundo.


  Nunc te ſcire vellemus, quòd non debeo ee reprehendi pro feﬅinando eundo ad Londinum, quia Deus eﬅ teﬅis, quod non propero prae gloriâ, & pro me oﬅendere; nam diabolus iﬅe qui me intravit, non eﬅ diabolus vanus, at conſobrinus ſuus Lucifer—ſed eﬅ diabolus amabundus, qui non vult nere me ee ſolum; nam cum non cumbendo cum uxore meâ ſum mentulatior quam par eﬅ—& ſum mortaliter in amore—& ſum fatuus; ergo tu me, mi care Antoni, excuſabis, quoniam tu fuiﬅi in amore, & per mare & per terras iviﬅi & feﬅinâﬅi cut diabolus, eodem te propellente diabolo. Habeo multa ad te ſcribere—ſed ſcribo hanc epiﬅolam, in domo coﬀeatariâ & plenâ ſociorum ﬅrepitoſorum, qui non permittent me cogitare unam cogitationem.


  Saluta amicum Panty meum, cujus literis reſpondebo—ſaluta amicos in domo Giſbroſen, & oro, credas me vinculo conſobrinitatis & amoris ad te, mi Antoni, devinimum,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XCII.


  To A. L——e, Eſq.


  Coxwould, June 7, 1767.


  Dear L...e,


  I Had not been many days at this peaceful cottage before your letter greeted me with the ſeal of friendip, and moﬅ cordially do I thank you for ſo kind a proof of your good will—I was truly anxious to hear of the recovery of my ſentimental friend— but I would not write to enquire after her, unleſs I could have ſent her the teﬅimony without the tax, for even how-d’yes to invalids, or thoſe that have lately been ſo, either call to mind what is paﬅ or what may return—at leaﬅ I ﬁnd it ſo.—I am as happy as a prince, at Coxwould—and I wi you could ſee in how princely a manner I live—’tis a land of plenty. I t down alone to veniſon, ﬁ and wild fowl, or a couple of fowls or ducks, with curds, and ﬅrawberries, and cream, and all the mple plenty which a rich valley under (Hamilton Hills) can produce—with a clean cloth on my table—and a bottle of wine on my right hand to drink your health. I have a hundred hens and chickens about my yard—and not a pariioner catches a hare, or a rabbet, or a trout, but he brings it as an oﬀering to me. If ſolitude would cure a love-ck heart, I would give you an invitation—but abſence and time leen no attachment which virtue inſpires.—I am in high ſpirits—care never enters this cottage—I take the air every day in my poﬅ chaiſe, with my two long tail’d horſes—they turn out good ones; and as to myſelf, I think I am better upon the whole for the medicines, and regimen I ſubmitted to in town—May you, dear L——, want neither the one, nor the other.


  
    Yours truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XCIII.


  To the ſame.


  Coxwould, June 30, 1767.


  I Am in ﬅill better health, my dear L...e, than when I wrote laﬅ to you—owing I believe to my riding out every day with my friend H.... whoſe caﬅle lies near the ſea—and there is a beach as even as a mirrour, of ﬁve miles in length before it—where we daily run races in our chaiſes, with one wheel in the ſea, and the other on the land.—D... has obtain’d his fair Indian, and has this poﬅ ſent a letter of enquiries after Yorick, and his Bramine. He is a good ſoul and intereﬅs himſelf much in our fate—I cannot forgive you, L...e, for your folly in ſaying you intend to get introduced to the —— I deſpiſe them, and I all hold your underﬅanding much cheaper than I now do, if you perﬅ in a reſolution ſo unworthy of you.—I ſuppoſe Mrs. J—— telling you they were ſenble, is the ground work you go upon—by—they are not clever; tho’ what is commonly call’d wit, may paſs for literature on the other de of Temple-bar.—You ſay Mrs. J—— thinks them amiable—e judges too favourably; but I have put a ﬅop to her intentions of viting them.—They are bitter enemies of mine, and I am even with them. La Bramine aured me they uſed their endeavours with her to break oﬀ her friendip with me, for reaſons I will not write, but tell you.—I ſaid enough of them before e left England, and tho’ e yielded to me in every other point, yet in this e obﬅinately perﬅed.—Strange infatuation!—but I think I have eﬀeed my purpoſe by a falty, which Yorick’s friendip to the Bramine can only juﬅify.—I wrote her word that the moﬅ amiable of women reiterated my requeﬅ, that e would not write to them. I ſaid too, e had conceal’d many things for the ſake of her peace of mind—when in fa, L——e, this was merely a child of my own brain, made Mrs. J——’s by adoption, to enforce the argument I had before urged ſo ﬅrongly.—Do not mention this circumﬅance to Mrs. J——, ’twould diſpleaſe her—and I had no degn in it but for the Bramine to be a friend to herſelf.—I ought now to be buſy from ſun riſe, to ſun ſet, for I have a book to write—a wife to receive—an eﬅate to ſell—a pari to ſuperintend, and what is worﬅ of all, a diſquieted heart to reaſon with—theſe are continual calls upon me.—I have receiv’d half a dozen letters to preſs me to join my friends at Scarborough, but I am at preſent deaf to them all.—I perhaps may paſs a few days there ſomething later in the ſeaſon, not at preſent—and ſo dear L...e, adieu.


  
    I am moﬅ cordially yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XCIV.


  To Mr. and Mrs. J.


  Coxwould, July 6, 1767.


  IT is with as much true gratitude as ever heart felt, that I t down to thank my dear friends Mr. and Mrs. J—— for the continuation of their attention to me; but for this laﬅ inﬅance of their humanity and politeneſs to me, I muﬅ ever be their debtor—I never can thank you enough, my dear friends, and yet I thank you from my ſoul—and for the ngle day’s happineſs your goodneſs would have ſent me, I wi I could ſend you back thouſands—I cannot, but they will come of themſelves—and ſo God bleſs you.—I have had twenty times my pen in my hand nce I came down to write one letter to you both in Gerrard-ﬅreet—but I am a y kind of a ſoul at the bottom, and have a jealouſy about troubling my friends, eſpecially about myſelf.—I am now got perfely well, but was a month after my arrival in the country in but a poor ﬅate—my body has got the ﬅart, and is at preſent more at eaſe than my mind—but this world is a ſchool of trials, and ſo heaven’s will be done!—I hope you have both enjoyed all that I have wanted—and to compleat your joy, that your little lady ﬂouries like a vine at your table, to which I hope to ſee her preferred by next winter.—I am now beginning to be truly buſy at my Sentimental Journey—the pains and ſorrows of this life having retarded its progreſs—but I all make up my lee-way, and overtake every body in a very ort time.—


  What can I ſend you that Yorkire produces? tell me—I want to be of uſe to you, for I am, my dear friends, with the trueﬅ value and eﬅeem,


  
    your ever obliged,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER XCV.


  To Mr. P. at Paris.


  York, July 20, 1767.


  My dear P.


  BE ſo kind as to forward what letters are arrived for Mrs. S. at your oﬃce by to-day’s poﬅ, or the next, and e will receive them before e quits Avignon, for England—e wants to lay out a little money in an annuity for her daughter—adviſe her to get her own life enſured in London, leﬅ my Lydia ould die before her.—If there are any packets, ſend them with the ninth volume of Shandy, which e has failed of getting—e ſays e has drawn for ﬁfty louis—when e leaves Paris, ſend by her my account.—Have you got me any French ſubſcriptions, or ſubſcriptions in France?—Preſent my kindeﬅ ſervice to Miſs P. I know her politeneſs and good nature will incline her to give Mrs. J. her advice about what e may venture to bring over.—I hope every thing goes on well, though never half ſo well as I wi.— God proſper you, my dear friend—Believe me moﬅ warmly


  
    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  The ſooner you ſend me the gold ſnuﬀ box, the better—’tis a preſent from my beﬅ friend.


  ☜


  LETTER XCVI.


  To Mr. and Mrs. J.


  Coxwould, Auguﬅ 2, 1767.


  MY dear friends Mr. and Mrs. J—— are inﬁnitely kind to me in ſending now and then a letter to enquire after me—and to acquaint me how they are.—You cannot conceive, my dear lady, how truly I bear a part in your illneſs.—I wi Mr. J—— would carry you to the ſouth of France in purſuit of health—but why need I wi it when I know his aﬀeion will make him do that and ten times as much to prevent a return of thoſe ſymptoms which alarmed him ſo much in the ſpring—Your politeneſs and humanity is always contriving to treat me agreeably, and what you promiſe next winter, will be perfely ſo—but you muﬅ get well—and your little dear girl muﬅ be of the party with her parents and friends to give it a reli—I am ſure you ew no partiality but what is natural and praiſe-worthy in behalf of your daughter, but I wonder my friends will not ﬁnd her a play-fellow, and I both hope and adviſe them not to venture along through this warfare of life without two ﬅrings at leaﬅ to their bow.—I had letters from France by laﬅ night’s poﬅ, by which (by ſome fatality) I ﬁnd not one of my letters has reached Mrs. S—— This gives me concern, as it wears the aſpe of unkindneſs, which e by no means merits from me.—My wife and dear girl are coming to pay me a vit for a few months; I wi I may prevail with them to tarry longer.—You muﬅ permit me, dear Mrs. J. to make my Lydia known to you, if I can prevail with my wife to come and ſpend a little time in London, as e returns to France.—I expe a ſmall parcel—may I trouble you before you write next to ſend to my lodgings to aſk if there is any thing direed to me that you can encloſe under cover?—I have but one excuſe for this freedom which I am prompted to uſe from a perſuaon that it is doing you pleaſure to give you an opportunity of doing an obliging thing—and as to myſelf I reﬅ ſatisﬁed, for ’tis only ſcoring up another debt of thanks to the millions I owe you both already—Receive a thouſand and a thouſand thanks, yes and with them ten thouſand friendly wies for all you wi in this world—May my friend Mr. J. continue bleſs’d with good health, and may his good lady get perfely well, there being no woman’s health or comfort I ſo ardently pray for.—Adieu my dear friends—believe me moﬅ truly and faithfully yours,


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. In Eliza’s laﬅ letter dated from St. Jago e tells me, as e does you, that e is extremely ill—God prote her.—By this time ſurely e has ſet foot upon dry land at Madras—I heartily wi her well, and if Yorick was with her, he would tell her ſo—but he is cut oﬀ from this, by bodily abſence—I am preſent with her in ſpirit however—but what is that you will ſay?


  ☜


  LETTER XCVII.


  To J. H. S. Eſq.


  Coxwould, Auguﬅ 11, 1767.


  My dear H.


  I Am glad all has paed with ſo much amity inter te & ﬁlium Marcum tuum, and that Madame has found grace in thy ght—All is well that ends well—and ſo much for moralizing upon it. I wi you could, or would, take up your parable, and prophecy as much good concerning me and my aﬀairs.—Not one of my letters have got to Mrs. S—— nce the notiﬁcation of her intentions, which has a pitiful air on my de, though I have wrote her x or ſeven.—I imagine e will be here the latter end of September, though I have no date for it, but her impatience, which having ſuﬀered by my ſuppoſed lence I am perſuaded will make her fear the worﬅ—if that is the caſe e will ﬂy to England—a moﬅ natural concluon.—You did well to diſcontinue all commerce with James’s powder—as you are ſo well, rejoice therefore, and let your heart be merry—mine ought upon the ſame ſcore—for I never have been ſo well nce I left college—and ould be a marvellous happy man, but for ſome reﬂeions which bow down my ſpirits—but if I live but even three or four years, I will acquit myſelf with honour—and—no matter! we will talk this over when we meet.—If all ends as temperately as with you, and that I ﬁnd grace, &c. &c. I will come and ng Te Deum, or drink poculum elevatum, or do any thing with you in the world.—I ould depend upon G——’s critick upon my head, as much as Moliere’s old woman upon his comedies—when you do not want her ſociety let it be carried into your bedchamber to ﬂay her, or clap it upon her bum—to—and give her my bleng as you do it—


  My poﬅillion has ſet me a-ground for a week by one of my piﬅols burﬅing in his hand, which he taking for granted to be quite ot oﬀ—he inﬅantly fell upon his knees and ſaid (Our Father, which art in Heaven, hallowed be thy Name) at which, like a good Chriﬅian, he ﬅopped, not remembering any more of it—the aﬀair was not ſo bad as he at ﬁrﬅ thought, for it has only burﬅen two of his ﬁngers (he ſays).—I long to return to you, but I t here alone as ſolitary and ſad as a tom cat, which by the bye is all the company I keep—he follows me from the parlour, to the kitchen, into the garden, and every place—I wi I had a dog— my daughter will bring me one—and ſo God be about you, and ﬅrengthen your faith—I am aﬀeionately, dear coun, yours,


  L. S.


  My ſervice to the C.... though they are from home, and to Panty.


  ☜


  LETTER XCVIII.


  To Mr. and Mrs. J.


  Coxwould, Auguﬅ 13, 1767.


  My dear Friends,


  I But copy your great civility to me in writing you word, that I have this moment received another letter wrote eighteen days after the date of the laﬅ from St. Jago—If our poor friend could have wrote another letter to England, you would in courſe have had it—but I fear from the circumﬅance of great hurry and bodily diſorder in which e was, when e diſpatched this, e might not have time.—In caſe it has ſo fallen out, I ſend you the contents of what I have received—and that is a melancholy hiﬅory of herſelf and ſuﬀerings, nce they left St. Jago—continual and moﬅ violent rheumatiſm all the time—a fever brought on with ﬁts, and attended with delirium, and every terrifying ſymptom—the recovery from this left her low and emaciated to a ſkeleton.—I give you the pain of this detail with a bleeding heart, knowing how much at the ſame time it will aﬀe yours.—The three or four laﬅ days of her journal leave us with hopes e will do well at laﬅ, for e is more chearful—and ſeems to be getting into better ſpirits; and health will follow in courſe. They have croed the line—are much becalmed, which with other delays e fears they will loſe their paage to Madraſs—and be ſome months ſooner for it at Bombay.—Heav’n prote her, for e ſuﬀers much, and with uncommon fortitude.—She writes much to me about her dear friend Mrs. J—— in her laﬅ packet.—In truth, my good lady, e loves and honours you from her heart, but if e did not, I ould not eﬅeem her, or wi her ſo well as I do.—Adieu, my dear friends—you have few in the world more truly and cordially


  
    Yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. I have juﬅ received, as a preſent from a man I all ever love, a moﬅ elegant gold ſnuﬀ box, fabricated for me at Paris—’tis not the ﬁrﬅ pledge I have received of his friendip.—May I preſume to encloſe you a letter of chit-chat which I all write to Eliza? I know you will write yourſelf, and my letter may have the honour to chaperon yours to India—they will neither of them be the worſe received for going together in company, but I fear they will get late in the year to their deﬅined port, as they go ﬁrﬅ to Bengal.


  ☜


  LETTER XCIX.


  To Miſs S——.


  Coxwould, Auguﬅ 24, 1767.


  I Am truly ſurpriſed, my dear Lydia, that my laﬅ letter has not reached thy mother, and thyſelf—it looks moﬅ unkind on my part, after your having wrote me word of your mother’s intention of coming to England, that e has not received my letter to welcome you both—and though in that I ſaid I wied you would defer your journey ’till March, for before that time I ould have publied my ſentimental work, and ould be in town to receive you—yet I will ew you more real politees than any you have met with in France, as mine will come warm from the heart.—I am ſorry you are not here at the races, but les fêtes champêtres of the Marquis de Sade have made you amends.—I know B—— very well, and he is what in France would be called admirable—that would be but ſo ſo here—You are right—he ﬅudies nature more than any, or rather moﬅ of the French comedians—If the Empreſs of Rua pays him and his wife a penon of twenty thouſand livres a year, I think he is very well oﬀ.— The folly of ﬅaying ’till after twelve for ſupper—that you two excommunicated beings might have meat!— “his conſcience would not let it be ſerved before.”—Surely the Marquis thought you both, being Engli, could not be ſatisﬁed without it.—I would have given not my gown and caock (for I have but one) but my topaz ring to have ſeen the petits maitres et maitrees go to maſs, after having ſpent the night in dancing.—As to my pleaſures they are few in compaſs.—My poor cat ts purring bede me—your lively French dog all have his place on the other de of my ﬁre—but if he is as devili as when I laﬅ ſaw him, I muﬅ tutor him, for I will not have my cat abuſed—in ort I will have nothing devili about me—a combuﬅion would ſpoil a ſentimental thought.


  Another thing I muﬅ dere—do not be alarmed—’tis to throw all your rouge pots into the Sorgue before you ſet out—I will have no rouge put on in England—and do not bewail them as —— —— did her lver ſeringue or glyﬅer equipage which e loﬅ in a certain river—but take a wiſe reſolution of doing without rouge.—I have been three days ago bad again—with a ſpitting of blood—and that unfeeling brute ******* came and drew my curtains, and with a voice like a trumpet, halloo’d in my ear—z—ds, what a ﬁne kettle of ﬁ have you brought yourſelf to, Mr. S——! In a faint voice, I bad him leave me, for comfort ſure was never adminiﬅered in ſo rough a manner.—Tell your mother I hope e will purchaſe what either of you may want at Paris—’tis an occaon not to be loﬅ—ſo write to me from Paris that I may come and meet you in my poﬅ-chaiſe with my long-tailed horſes—and the moment you have both put your feet in it, call it hereafter yours.—Adieu dear Lydia—believe me, what I ever all be,


  
    Your aﬀeionate father,

  


  L. Sterne.


  I think I all not write to Avignon any more, but you will ﬁnd one for you at Paris—once more adieu.


  ☜


  LETTER C.


  To Sir W.


  September 19, 1767.


  My dear Sir,


  YOU are perhaps the drolleﬅ being in the univerſe—Why do you banter me ſo about what I wrote to you?—Tho’ I told you, every morning I jump’d into Venus’s lap (meaning thereby the ſea) was you to infer from that, that I leap’d into the ladies beds afterwards?—The body guides you—the mind me.—I have wrote the moﬅ whimcal letter to a lady that was ever read, and talk’d of body and ſoul too—I ſaid e had made me vain, by ſaying e was mine more than ever woman was—but e is not the lady of Bondﬅreet nor ——ſquare, nor the lady who ſupp’d with me in Bondﬅreet on ſcollop’d oyﬅers, and other ſuch things—nor did e ever go tete-a-tete with me to Salt Hill.—Enough of ſuch nonſenſe—The paﬅ is over—and I can juﬅify myſelf unto myſelf—can you do as much?—No faith!—


  
    “You can feel!”

  


  Aye ſo can my cat, when he hears a female caterwauling on the houſe top—but caterwauling diſguﬅs me. I had rather raiſe a gentle ﬂame, than have a diﬀerent one raiſed in me.—Now, I take heav’n to witneſs, after all this badinage my heart is innocent—and the ſporting of my pen is equal, juﬅ equal, to what I did in my boyi days, when I got aﬅride of a ﬅick, and gallop’d away—The truth is this—that my pen governs me—not me my pen.—You are much to blame if you dig for marle, unleſs you are ſure of it.—I was once ſuch a puppy myſelf, as to pare, and burn, and had my labour for my pains, and two hundred pounds out of pocket.—Curſe on farming (ſaid I) I will try if the pen will not ſucceed better than the ſpade.—The following up of that aﬀair (I mean farming) made me loſe my temper, and a cart load of turneps was (I thought) very dear at two hundred pounds.—


  In all your operations may your own good ſenſe guide you—bought experience is the devil.—Adieu, adieu!—Believe me


  
    Yours moﬅ truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CI.


  To the ſame.


  Coxwould, Sept. 27, 1767.


  Dear Sir,


  YOU are arrived at Scarborough, when all the world has left it—but you are an unaccountable being, and ſo there is nothing more to be ſaid on the matter—You wi me to come to Scarborough, and join you to read a work that is not yet ﬁni’d—bedes I have other things in my head.—My wife will be here in three or four days, and I muﬅ not be found ﬅraying in the wilderneſs—but I have been there.—As for meeting you at Bluit’s, with all my heart—I will laugh, and drink my barley water with you—As ſoon as I have greeted my wife and daughter, and hired them a houſe at York, I all go to London where you generally are in ſpring—and then my Sentimental Journey will, I dare ſay, convince you that my feelings are from the heart, and that that heart is not of the worﬅ of molds—praiſed be God for my ſenbility! Though it has often made me wretched, yet I would not exchange it for all the pleaſures the groeﬅ ſenſualiﬅ ever felt.—Write to me the day you will be at York—’tis ten to one but I may introduce you to my wife and daughter. Believe me,


  
    My good Sir,


    Ever yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CII.


  To Mr. P. at Paris.


  York, Oober 1, 1767.


  Dear Sir,


  I Have order’d my friend Becket to advance for two months your account which my wife this day deliver’d—e is in raptures with all your civilities.—This is to give you notice to draw upon your correſpondent—and Becket will dedu out of my publication.—Tomorrow morning I repair with her to Coxwould, and my Lydia ſeems tranſported with the ght of me.—Nature, dear P——, breathes in all her compotion; and except a little vivacity—which is a fault in the world we live in—I am fully content with her mother’s care of her.—Pardon this digreon from buneſs—but ’tis natural to ſpeak of thoſe we love.—As to the ſubſcriptions which your friendip has procured me, I muﬅ have them to incorporate with my liﬅs which are to be preﬁx’d to the ﬁrﬅ volume.—My wife and daughter join in millions of thanks—they will leave me the 1ﬅ of December.—Adieu, adieu—believe me,


  
    Your’s moﬅ truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CIII.


  To Mr. and Mrs. J——


  Coxwould, Oober 3, 1767.


  I Have ſuﬀered under a ﬅrong dere for above this fortnight, to ſend a letter of enquiries after the health and the well-being of my dear friends, Mr. and Mrs. J——, and I do aure you both, ’twas merely owing to a little modeﬅy in my temper not to make my good-will troubleſome, where I have ſo much, and to thoſe I never think of, but with ideas of ſenbility and obligation, that I have refrain’d.—Good God! to think I could be in town, and not go the ﬁrﬅ ﬅep I made to Gerrard Street!—My mind and body muﬅ be at ſad variance with each other, ould it ever fall out that it is not both the ﬁrﬅ and laﬅ place alſo where I all betake myſelf, were it only to ſay, “God bleſs you."—May you have every bleng he can ſend you! ’tis a part of my litany, where you will always have a place whilﬅ I have a tongue to repeat it.—And ſo you heard I had left Scarborough, which you would no more credit, than the reaſons agn’d for it—I thank you for it kindly—tho’ you have not told me what they were, being a rewd divine, I think I can gueſs.—I was ten days at Scarborough in September, and was hoſpitably entertained by one of the beﬅ of our Biops; who, as he kept houſe there, preſs’d me to be with him—and his houold conﬅed of a gentleman, and two ladies—which, with the good Biop, and myſelf, made ſo good a party that we kept much to ourſelves.—I made in this time a conneion of great friendip with my mitred hoﬅ, who would gladly have taken me with him back to Ireland.—However we all left Scarborough together, and lay ﬁfteen miles oﬀ, where we kindly parted—Now it was ſuppoſed (and have nce heard) that I e’en went on with the party to London, and this I ſuppoſe was the reaſon agn’d for my being there.—I dare ſay charity would add a little to the account, and give out that ’twas on the ſcore of one, and perhaps both of the ladies—and I will excuſe charity on that head, for a heart diſengaged could not well have done better.—I have been hard writing ever nce—and hope by Chriﬅmas I all be able to give a gentle rap at your door—and tell you how happy I am to ſee my two good friends.—I aure you I ſpur on my Pegaſus more violently upon that account, and am now determined not to draw bit, till I have ﬁni’d this Sentimental Journey—which I hope to lay at your feet, as a ſmall (but a very honeﬅ) teﬅimony of the conﬅant truth, with which I am,


  
    My dear friends,


    Your ever obliged


    And grateful,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. My wife and daughter arrived here laﬅ night from France.—My girl has return’d an elegant accompli’d little ut—my wife—but I hate to praiſe my wife—’tis as much as decency will allow to praiſe my daughter.—I ſuppoſe they will return next ſummer to France.—They leave me in a month to rede at York for the winter—and I ﬅay at Coxwould till the ﬁrﬅ of January.


  ☜


  LETTER CIV.


  To Mrs. F——.


  Coxwould, Friday.


  Dear Madam,


  I Return you a thouſand thanks for your obliging enquiry after me—I got down laﬅ ſummer very much worn out—and much worſe at the end of my journey—I was forced to call at his Grace’s houſe (the Archbiop of York) to refre myſelf a couple of days upon the road near Doncaﬅer—Since I got home to quietneſs, and temperance, and good books, and good hours, I have mended—and am now very ﬅout—and in a fortnight’s time all perhaps be as well as you yourſelf could wi me.—I have the pleaſure to acquaint you that my wife and daughter are arrived from France.—I all be in town to greet my friends by the ﬁrﬅ of January.—Adieu dear madam—believe me


  
    Yours ncerely,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CV.


  To Mr. and Mrs. J——.


  Coxwould, November 12, 1767.


  FORGIVE me, dear Mrs. J——, if I am troubleſome in writing ſomething bewixt a letter and a card, to enquire after you and my good friend Mr. J——, whom ’tis an age nce I have heard a ſyllable of.—I think ſo however, and never more felt the want of a houſe I eﬅeem ſo much, as I do now when I can hear tidings of it ſo ſeldom—and have nothing to recompence my deres of ſeeing its kind poeors, but the hopes before me of doing it by Chriﬅmas.—I long ſadly to ſee you—and my friend Mr. J——. I am ﬅill at Coxwould—my wife and girl * here.—She is a dear good creature—aﬀeionate, and moﬅ elegant in body, and mind—e is all heaven could give me in a daughter—but like other blengs, not given, but lent; for her mother loves France—and this dear part of me muﬅ be torn from my arms, to follow her mother, who ſeems inclined to eﬅabli her in France where e has had many advantageous oﬀers.—Do not ſmile at my weakneſs, when I ſay I don’t wonder at it, for e is as accompli’d a ut as France can produce.—You all excuſe all this—if you won’t, I dere Mr. J—— to be my advocate—but I know I don’t want one.—With what pleaſure all I embrace your dear little pledge—who I hope to ſee every hour encreang in ﬅature, and in favour, both with God and man!—I kiſs all your hands with a moﬅ devout and friendly heart.— No man can wi you more good than your meager friend does—few ſo much, for I am with inﬁnite cordiality, gratitude and honeﬅ aﬀeion,


  
    My dear Mrs. J——,


    Your ever faithful,

  


  L. Sterne.


  P.S. My Sentimental Journey will pleaſe Mrs. J——, and my Lydia—I can anſwer for thoſe two. It is a ſubje which works well, and ſuits the frame of mind I have been in for ſome time paﬅ—I told you my degn in it was to teach us to love the world and our fellow creatures better than we do—ſo it runs moﬅ upon thoſe gentler paons and aﬀeions, which aid ſo much to it.—Adieu, and may you and my worthy friend Mr. J—— continue examples of the dorine I teach.


  ☜


  LETTER CVI.


  To A. L——e, Eſq.


  Coxwould, November 19, 1767.


  YOU make yourſelf unhappy, dear L——e, by imaginary ills—which you might un, inﬅead of putting yourſelf in the way of.—Would not any man in his ſenſes ﬂy from the obje he adores, and not waﬅe his time and his health in increang his miſery by ſo vain a purſuit?—The idol of your heart is one of ten thouſand.—The duke of —— has long ghed in vain—and can you ſuppoſe a woman will liﬅen to you, that is proof againﬅ titles, ﬅars, and red ribbands?—Her heart (believe me, L——e) will not be taken in by ﬁne men, or ﬁne ſpeeches—if it ould ever feel a preference, it will chuſe an obje for itſelf, and it muﬅ be a ngular charaer that can make an impreon on ſuch a being—e has a platonic way of thinking, and knows love only by name—the natural reſerve of her charaer, which you complain of, proceeds not from pride, but from a ſuperiority of underﬅanding, which makes her deſpiſe every man that turns himſelf into a fool—Take my advice, and pay your addrees to Miſs —— e eﬅeems you, and time will wear oﬀ an attachment which has taken ſo deep a root in your heart.—I pity you from my ſoul—but we are all born with paons which ebb and ﬂow (elſe they would play the devil with us) to diﬀerent objes—and the beﬅ advice I can give you, L——e, is to turn the tide of yours another way.—I know not whether I all write again while I ﬅay at Coxwould.—I am in earneﬅ at my ſentimental work—and intend being in town ſoon after Chriﬅmas—in the mean time adieu.—Let me hear from you, and believe me, dear L.


  
    Yours, &c.

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CVII.


  To the Earl of ——


  Coxwould, November 28, 1767.


  My Lord,


  ’TIS with the greateﬅ pleaſure I take my pen to thank your Lordip for your letter of enquiry about Yorick—he has worn out both his ſpirits and body with the Sentimental Journey—’tis true that an author muﬅ feel himſelf, or his reader will not—but I have torn my whole frame into pieces by my feelings—I believe the brain ﬅands as much in need of recruiting as the body—therefore I all ſet out for town the twentieth of next month, after having recruited myſelf a week at York.—I might indeed ſolace myſelf with my wife, (who is come from France) but in fa I have long been a ſentimental being—whatever your Lordip may think to the contrary.—The world has imagined, becauſe I wrote Triﬅram Shandy, that I was myſelf more Shandean than I really ever was—’tis a good-natured world we live in, and we are often painted in divers colours according to the ideas each one frames in his head.—A very agreeable lady arrived three years ago at York, in her road to Scarborough—I had the honour of being acquainted with her, and was her chaperon—all the females were very inquitive to know who e was— “Do not tell, ladies, ’tis a miﬅreſs my wife has recommended to me—nay moreover has ſent her from France."——


  I hope my book will pleaſe you, my Lord, and then my labour will not be totally in vain. If it is not thought a chaﬅe book, mercy on them that read it, for they muﬅ have warm imaginations indeed!—Can your Lordip forgive my not making this a longer epiﬅle?—In ort I can but add this, which you already know—that I am with gratitude and friendip,


  
    My Lord,


    Your obedient faithful,

  


  L. Sterne.


  If your Lordip is in town in Spring, I ould be happy if you became acquainted with my friends in Gerrard-ﬅreet—you would eﬅeem the huſband, and honour the wife—e is the reverſe of moﬅ her ſex—they have various purſuits—e but one—that of pleang her huſband.—


  ☜


  LETTER CVIII.


  To A. L——e, Eſq.


  Coxwould, December 7, 1767.


  Dear L.


  I Said I would not perhaps write any more, but it would be unkind not to reply to ſo intereﬅing a letter as yours—I am certain you may depend upon Lord ——’s promiſes—he will take care of you in the beﬅ manner he can, and your knowledge of the world, and of languages in particular, will make you uſeful in any department—If his Lordip’s ſcheme does not ſucceed, leave the kingdom—go to the eaﬅ, or the weﬅ, for travelling would be of inﬁnite ſervice to both your body and mind—But more of this when we meet—now to my own aﬀairs.—I have had an oﬀer of exchanging two pieces of preferment I hold here, for a living of three hundred and ﬁfty pounds a year, in Surry, about thirty miles from London, and retaining Coxwould, and my prebendaryip—the country alſo is ſweet—but I will not, cannot come to any determination, till I have conſulted with you, and my other friends.—I have great oﬀers too in Ireland—the biops of C——, and R——, are both my friends—but I have rejeed every propoſal, unleſs Mrs. S——, and my Lydia could accompany me thither—I live for the ſake of my girl, and with her ſweet light burthen in my arms, I could get up faﬅ the hill of preferment, if I choſe it—but without my Lydia, if a mitre was oﬀered me, it would t uneaſy upon my brow.—Mrs. S——’s health is inſupportable in England.—She muﬅ return to France, and juﬅice and humanity forbid me to oppoſe it.—I will allow her enough to live comfortably, until e can rejoin me.—My heart bleeds, L——e, when I think of parting with my child— ’twill be like the ſeparation of ſoul and body—and equal to nothing but what paes at that tremendous moment; and like it in one reſpe, for e will be in one kingdom, whilﬅ I am in another.—You will laugh at my weakneſs—but I cannot help it—for e is a dear, dintereﬅed girl—As a proof of it—when e left Coxwould, and I bad her adieu, I pulled out my purſe and oﬀered her ten guineas for her private pleaſures—her anſwer was pretty, and aﬀeed me too much. “No, my dear papa, our expences of coming from France may have ﬅraiten’d you—I would rather put an hundred guineas in your pocket than take ten out of it”—I burﬅ into tears—but why do I praice on your feelings—by dwelling on a ſubje that will touch your heart?—It is too much melted already by its own ſuﬀerings, L——e, for me to add a pang, or cauſe a ngle gh.—God bleſs you—I all hope to greet you by New-years-day in perfe health—Adieu my dear friend—I am moﬅ truly and cordially yours,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CIX.


  To Mr. and Mrs. J.


  York, December 23, 1767.


  I Was afraid that either Mr. or Mrs. J——, or their little bloom, was drooping—or that ſome of you were ill, by not having the pleaſure of a line from you, and was thinking of writing again to enquire after you all—when I was caﬅ down myſelf with a fever, and bleeding at my lungs, which had conﬁned me to my room near three weeks—when I had the favour of yours, which till today I have not been able to thank you both kindly for, as I moﬅ cordially now do—as well as for all your profeons and proofs of good will to me.—I will not ſay I have not balanced accounts with you in this—All I know is, that I honour and value you more than I do any good creatures upon earth—and that I could not wi your happineſs, and the ſucceſs of whatever conduces to it, more than I do, was I your brother—but, good God! are we not all brothers and ﬅers who are friendly, virtuous, and good? Surely, my dear friends, my illneſs has been a ſort of ſympathy for your aﬄiions upon the ſcore of your dear little one.—I am worn down to a adow—but as my fever has left me, I ſet oﬀ the latter end of next week with my friend Mr. Hall for town—I need not tell my friends in Gerrard-ﬅreet, I all do myſelf the honour to vit them, before either Lord —— or Lord ——, &c. &c.—I thank you, my dear friend, for what you ſay ſo kindly about my daughter—it ews your good heart, for as e is a ﬅranger, ’tis a free gift in you—but when e is known to you, e all win it fairly—but, alas! when this event is to happen, is in the clouds.—Mrs. S—— has hired a houſe ready furni’d at York, till e returns to France, and my Lydia muﬅ not leave her.—


  What a ſad ſcratch of a letter!—but I am weak, my dear friends, both in body and mind—ſo God bleſs you—you will ſee me enter like a ghoﬅ—ſo I tell you before-hand not to be frightened.—I am, my dear friends, with the trueﬅ attachment and eﬅeem, ever yours,


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CX.


  To Lady P.


  Mount Coﬀee-houſe, Tueſday 3 o’Clock.


  THERE is a ﬅrange mechanical eﬀe produced in writing a billet-doux within a ﬅone-caﬅ of the lady who engroes the heart and ſoul of an inamorato—for this cauſe (but moﬅly becauſe I am to dine in this neighbourhood) have I, Triﬅram Shandy, come forth from my lodgings to a coﬀee-houſe the neareﬅ I could ﬁnd to my dear Lady ——’s houſe, and have called for a eet of gilt paper, to try the truth of this article of my creed—Now for it—


  O my dear lady—what a diclout of a ſoul haﬅ thou made of me?—I think, by the bye, this is a little too familiar an introduion, for ſo unfamiliar a tuation as I ﬅand in with you—where heaven knows, I am kept at a diﬅance—and deſpair of getting one inch nearer you, with all the ﬅeps and windings I can think of to recommend myſelf to you—Would not any man in his ſenſes run diametrically from you—and as far as his legs would carry him, rather than thus cauſeleſy, foolily, and fool-hardily expoſe himſelf afre—and afre, where his heart and his reaſon tells him he all be ſure to come oﬀ loſer, if not totally undone?—Why would you tell me you would be glad to ſee me?—Does it give you pleaſure to make me more unhappy—or does it add to your triumph, that your eyes and lips have turned a man into a fool, whom the reﬅ of the town is courting as a wit?—I am a fool—the weakeﬅ, the moﬅ duile, the moﬅ tender fool, that ever woman tried the weakneſs of—and the moﬅ unſettled in my purpoſes and reſolutions of recovering my right mind.—It is but an hour ago, that I kneeled down and ſwore I never would come near you—and after ſaying my Lord’s Prayer for the ſake of the cloſe, of not being led into temptation—out I ſallied like any Chriﬅian hero, ready to take the ﬁeld againﬅ the world, the ﬂe, and the devil; not doubting but I ould ﬁnally trample them all down under my feet—and now am I got ſo near you—within this vile ﬅone’s caﬅ of your houſe—I feel myſelf drawn into a vortex, that has turned my brain upde downwards, and though I had purchaſed a box ticket to carry me to Miſs ******* beneﬁt, yet I know very well, that was a ngle line direed to me, to let me know Lady —— would be alone at ſeven, and ſuﬀer me to ſpend the evening with her, e would infallibly ſee every thing veriﬁed I have told her.—I dine at Mr. C——r’s in Wigmore-ﬅreet, in this neighbourhood, where I all ﬅay till ſeven, in hopes you purpoſe to put me to this proof If I hear nothing by that time I all conclude you are better diſpoſed of—and all take a ſorry hack, and ſorrily jogg on to the play—Curſe on the word. I know nothing but ſorrow—except this one thing, that I love you (perhaps foolily, but)


  
    moﬅ ncerely,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CXI.


  To Mr. and Mrs. J——.


  Old Bond Street, January 1.


  NOT knowing whether the moiﬅure of the weather will permit me to give my kind friends in Gerrard Street a call this morning for ﬁve minutes—I beg leave to ſend them all the good wies, compliments, and reſpes I owe them.—I continue to mend, and doubt not but this, with all other evils and uncertainties of life, will end for the beﬅ. I ſend all compliments to your ﬁre des this Sunday night—Miſs Aſcough the wiſe, Miſs Pigot the witty, your daughter the pretty, and ſo on.—If Lord O—— is with you, I beg my dear Mrs. J—— will preſent the encloſed to him—’twill add to the millions of obligations I already owe you.—I am ſorry that I am no ſubſcriber to Soho this ſeaſon—it deprives me of a pleaſure worth twice the ſubſcription—but I am juﬅ going to ſend about this quarter of the town, to ſee if it is not too late to procure a ticket, undiſpoſed of, from ſome of my Soho friends, and if I can ſucceed, I will either ſend or wait upon you with it by half an hour after three to-morrow—if not, my friend will do me the juﬅice to believe me truly miſerable.—I am half engaged, or more, for dinner on Sunday next, but will try to get diſengaged in order to be with my friends.—If I cannot, I will glide like a adow uninvited to Gerrard Street ſome day this week, that we may eat our bread and meat in love and peace together.—God bleſs you both!—I am with the moﬅ ncere regard,


  
    Your ever obliged,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CXII.


  To the ſame.


  Old Bond Street, Monday.


  My dear Friends,


  I Have never been a moment at reﬅ nce I wrote yeﬅerday about this Soho ticket—I have been at a Secretary of State to get one—have been upon one knee to my friends Sir G—— M——, Mr. Laſcelles—and Mr. Fitzmaurice— without mentioning ﬁve more—I believe I could as ſoon get you a place at court, for every body is going—but I will go out and try a new circle—and if you do not hear from me by a quarter after three, you may conclude I have been unfortunate in my ſupplications.—I ſend you this ﬅate of the aﬀair, leﬅ my lence ould make you think I had negleed what I promiſed—but no—Mrs. J—— knows me better, and would never ſuppoſe it would be out of the head of one who is with ſo much truth


  
    Her faithful friend,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CXIII.


  To the ſame.


  Thurſday, Old Bond Street.


  A Thouſand thanks, and as many excuſes, my dear friends, for the trouble my blunder has given you. By a ſecond note I am aﬅoni’d I could read Saturday for Sunday, or make any miﬅake in a card wrote by Mrs. J——s, in which my friend is as unrival’d, as in a hundred greater excellencies.


  I am now tyed down neck and heels (twice over) by engagements every day this week, or moﬅ joyfully would have trod the old pleang road from Bond to Gerrard Street.—My books will be to be had on Thurſday, but pobly on Wedneſday in the afternoon.—I am quite well, but exhauﬅed with a room full of company every morning till dinner—How do I lament I cannot eat my morſel (which is always ſweet) with ſuch kind friends!—The Sunday following I will auredly wait upon you both—and will come a quarter before four, that I may have both a little time, and a little day light, to ſee Mrs. J——’s piure.—I beg leave to aure my friends of my gratitude for all their favours, with my ſentimental thanks for every token of their good will.—Adieu, my dear friends—


  
    I am truly yours,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CXIV.


  To L. S. Eſq.


  Old Bond Street, Wedneſday.


  Dear Sir,


  YOUR commendations are very ﬂattering. I know no one whoſe judgement I think more highly of, but your partiality for me is the only inﬅance in which I can call it in queﬅion.—Thanks, my good r, for the prints—I am much your debtor for them—if I recover from my ill ﬅate of health, and live to revit Coxwould this ſummer, I will decorate my ﬅudy with them, along with x beautiful piures I have already of the ſculptures on poor Ovid’s tomb, which were executed on marble at Rome.—It grieves one to think ſuch a man ould have dy’d in exile, who wrote ſo well on the art of love.—Do not think me encroaching if I ſollicit a favour—’tis either to borrow, or beg (to beg if you pleaſe) ſome of thoſe touched with chalk which you brought from Italy—I believe you have three ſets, and if you can ſpare the imperfe one of cattle on colour’d paper, ’twill anſwer my purpoſe, which is namely this, to give a friend of ours.—You may be ignorant e has a genius for drawing, and whatever e excells in, e conceals, and her humility adds luﬅre to her accompliments—I preſented her laﬅ year with colours, and an apparatus for painting, and gave her ſeveral leons before I left town.—I wi her to follow this art, to be a compleat miﬅreſs of it—and it is ngular enough, but not more ngular than true, that e does not know how to make a cow or a eep, tho’ e draws ﬁgures and landſcapes perfely well; which makes me wi her to copy from good prints.—If you come to town next week, and dine where I am engaged next Sunday, call upon me and take me with you—I breakfaﬅ with Mr. Beauclerc, and am engaged for an hour afterwards with Lord O—— ſo let our meeting be either at your houſe or my lodgings—do not be late, for we will go half an hour before dinner, to ſee a piure executed by Weﬅ, moﬅ admirably—he has caught the charaer of our friend—ſuch goodneſs is painted in that face, that when one looks at it, let the ſoul be ever ſo much un-harmonized, it is impoble it ould remain ſo.—I will ſend you a ſet of my books—they will take with the generality—the women will read this book in the parlour, and Triﬅram in the bedchamber.—Good night, dear r—I am going to take my whey, and then to bed. Believe me,


  
    Yours moﬅ truly,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CXV.


  February 20, Old Bond Street.


  My deareﬅ Lydia,


  MY Sentimental Journey, you ſay, is admired in York by every one—and ’tis not vanity in me to tell you that it is no leſs admired here—but what is the gratiﬁcation of my feelings on this occaon?—the want of health bows me down, and vanity harbours not in thy father’s breaﬅ—this vile inﬂuenza—be not alarm’d, I think I all get the better of it— and all be with you both the ﬁrﬅ of May, and if I eſcape ’twill not be for a long period, my child—unleſs a quiet retreat and peace of mind can reﬅore me.—The ſubje of thy letter has aﬅoni’d me.—She could but know little of my feelings, to tell thee, that under the ſuppotion I ould ſurvive thy mother, I ould bequeath thee as a legacy to ——. No, my Lydia! ’tis a lady, whoſe virtues I wi thee to imitate, that I all entruﬅ my girl to—I mean that friend whom I have ſo often talk’d and wrote about—from her you will learn to be an aﬀeionate wife, a tender mother, and a ncere friend—and you cannot be intimate with her, without her pouring ſome part of the milk of human kindneſs into your breaﬅ, which will ſerve to check the heat of your own temper, which you partake in a ſmall degree of.—Nor will that amiable woman put my Lydia under the painful necety to ﬂy to India for proteion, whilﬅ it is in her power to grant her a more powerful one in England.—But I think, my Lydia, that thy mother will ſurvive me—do not deje her ſpirits with thy apprehenons on my account.—I have ſent you a necklace, buckles, and the ſame to your mother.—My girl cannot form a wi that is in the power of her father, that he will not gratify her in—and I cannot in juﬅice be leſs kind to thy mother.—I am never alone—The kindneſs of my friends is ever the ſame—I wi tho’ I had thee to nurſe me—but I am deny’d that.—Write to me twice a week, at leaﬅ.—God bleſs thee, my child, and believe me ever, ever thy


  
    Aﬀeionate father,

  


  L. S.


  ☜


  LETTER CXVI.


  To Mrs. J——.


  Tueſday.


  YOUR poor friend is ſcarce able to write—he has been at death’s door this week with a pleuriſy—I was bled three times on Thurſday, and bliﬅer’d on Friday—The phycian ſays I am better—God knows, for I feel myſelf ſadly wrong, and all, if I recover, be a long while of gaining ﬅrength.—Before I have gone thro’ half this letter, I muﬅ ﬅop to reﬅ my weak hand above a dozen times.—Mr. J—— was ſo good to call upon me yeﬅerday. I felt emotions not to be deſcribed at the ght of him, and he overjoy’d me by talking a great deal of you.—Do, dear Mrs. J——, entreat him to come tomorrow, or next day, for perhaps I have not many days, or hours, to live—I want to aſk a favour of him, if I ﬁnd myſelf worſe—that I all beg of you, if in this wreﬅling I come oﬀ conqueror—my ſpirits are ﬂed—’tis a bad omen—do not weep my dear Lady—your tears are too precious to ed for me—bottle them up, and may the cork never be drawn.—Deareﬅ, kindeﬅ, gentleﬅ, and beﬅ of women! may health, peace, and happineſs prove your handmaids.—If I die, cheri the remembrance of me, and forget the follies which you ſo often condemn’d—which my heart, not my head betray’d me into. Should my child, my Lydia want a mother, may I hope you will (if e is left parentleſs) take her to your boſom?—You are the only woman on earth I can depend upon for ſuch a benevolent aion.—I wrote to her a fortnight ago, and told her what I truﬅ e will ﬁnd in you.— Mr. J—— will be a father to her—he will prote her from every inſult, for he wears a ſword which he has ſerved his country with, and which he would know how to draw out of the ſcabbard in defence of innocence—Commend me to him—as I now commend you to that Being who takes under his care the good and kind part of the world.—Adieu—all grateful thanks to you and Mr. J——.


  
    Your poor aﬀeionate friend,

  


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  LETTER CXVII.


  To Mr. B.


  Exeter, July, 1775.


  SIR,


  THIS was quite an Impromptu of Yorick’s after he had been thoroughly ſouſed.—He drew it up in a few moments without ﬅopping his pen. I ould be glad to ſee it in your intended colleion of Mr. Sterne’s memoirs, &c. If you ould have a copy of it, you will be able to reify a miſapplication of a term that Mr. Sterne could never be guilty of, as one great excellence of his writings lies in the moﬅ happy choice of metaphors and alluons—ſuch as ewed his philoſophic judgement, at the ſame time that they diſplayed his wit and genius—but it is not for me to comment on, or corre ſo great an original. I ould have ſent this fragment as ſoon as I ſaw Mrs. Medalle’s advertiſement, had I not been at a diﬅance from my papers. I expe much entertainment from this poﬅhumous work of a man to whom no one is more indebted for amuſement and inﬅruion, than,


  
    Sir,


    Your humble ſervant,

  


  S. P.


  AN IMPROMPTU.


  No—not one farthing would I give for ſuch a coat in wet weather, or dry—If the ſun ines you are ſure of being melted, becauſe it cloſes ſo tight about one—if it rains it is no more a defence than a cobweb—a very eve, o’ my conſcience! that lets through every drop, and like many other things that are put on only for a cover, mortiﬁes you with diſappointment and makes you curſe the impoﬅor, when it is too late to avail one’s ſelf of the diſcovery. Had I been wiſe I ould have examined the claim the coat had to the title of “defender of the body”—before I had truﬅed my body in it—I ould have held it up to the light like other ſuſpicious matters I have ſeen, how much it was likely to admit of that which I wanted to keep out—whether it was no more than ſuch a frail, ﬂimſy contexture of ﬂe and blood, as I am fated to carry about with me through every tra of this dirty world, could have comfortably and ſafely diſpenſed within ſo ort a journey—taking into my account the chance of ſpreading trees—thick hedges o’erhanging the road—with twenty other coverts that a man may thruﬅ his head under—if he is not violently pued on by that d—d ﬅimulus—you know where—that will not let a man t ﬅill in one place for half a minute together—but like a young nettleſome tit is eternally on the fret, and is for puing on ﬅill farther—or if the poor ſcared devil is not hunted tantivy by a hue and cry with gives and a halter dangling before his eyes—now in other caſes he has not a minute to throw away in ﬅanding ﬅill, but like king Lear muﬅ brave “the peltings of a pitileſs ﬅorm” and give heaven leave to “rumble its belly full—ſpit ﬁre—or ſpout rain”—as ſpitefully as it pleaſeth, without ﬁnding the inclination or the reſolution to acken his pace leﬅ ſomething ould be loﬅ that might have been gained, or more gotten than he well knows how to get rid of—Now had I aed with as much prudence as ſome other good folks—I could name many of them who have been made b—ps within my remembrance for having been hooded and muﬄed up in a larger quantity of this dark drab of mental manufaure than ever fell to my are—and abſolutely for nothing elſe—as will be ſeen when they are undreed another day—Had I had but as much as might have been taken out of their cloth without leening much of the ze, or injuring in the leaﬅ the ape, or contraing aught of the doublings and foldings, or continuing to a leſs circumference, the ſuperb ſweep of any one cloak that any one b—p ever wrapt himſelf up in—I ould never have given this coat a place upon my oulders. I ould have ſeen by the light at one glance, how little it would keep out of rain, by how little it would keep in of darkneſs—This a coat for a rainy day? do pray madam hold it up to that window—did you ever ſee ſuch an illuﬅrious coat nce the day you could diﬅingui between a coat and a pair of breeches?—My lady did not underﬅand derivatives, and ſo e could not ſee quite through my ſplendid pun. Pope Sixtus would have blinded her with the ſame “darkneſs of exceve light.” What a ﬂood of it breaks in thro’ this rent? what an irradiation beams through that? what twinklings—what ſparklings as you wave it before your eyes in the broad face of the ſun? Make a fan out of it for the ladies to look at their gallants with at church—It has not ſerved me for one purpoſe—it will ſerve them for two—This is coarſe ﬅuﬀ—of worſe manufaure than the cloth—put it to its proper uſe, for I love when things ſort and join well—make a philtre * of it—while there is a drop to be extraed—I know but one thing in the world that will draw, drain, or ſuck like it—and that is—neither wool nor ﬂax—make—make any thing of it, but a vile, hypocritical coat for me—for I never can ſay ſub Jove (whatever Juno might) that “it is a pleaſure to be wet.”


  L. Sterne.


  ☜


  

  

  


  The FRAGMENT.

  


  CHAP. I.


  Shewing two Things; ﬁrﬅ, what a Rabelaic Fellow Longinus Rabelaicus is, and ſecondly, how cavalierly he begins his Book.


  MY dear and thrice reverend brethren, as well archbiops and biops, as the reﬅ of the inferior clergy! would it not be a glorious thing, if any man of genius and capacity amongﬅ us for ſuch a work, was fully bent within himſelf, to t down immediately and compoſe a thorough—ﬅitch’d ſyﬅem of the Kerukopaedia, fairly ſetting forth, to the beﬅ of his wit and memory, and colleing for that purpoſe all that is needful to be known, and underﬅood of that art?—Of what art cried Panurge? Good God! anſwered Longinus (making an exclamation, but taking care at the ſame time to moderate his voice) why, of the art of making all kinds of your theological, hebdodomical, roﬅrummical, humdrummical what d’ye call ’ems—I will be ot, quoth Epistemon, if all this ﬅory of thine of a roaﬅed horſe, is mply no more than S— Sauſages? quoth Panurge. Thou haﬅ fallen twelve feet and about ﬁve inches below the mark, anſwer’d Epistemon, for I hold them to be Sermons—which ſaid word, (as I take the matter) being but a word of low degree, for a book of high rhetoric—Longinus Rabelaicus was foreminded to uer and lead into his diertation, with as much pomp and parade as he could aﬀord; and for my own part, either I know no more of Latin than my horſe, or the Kerukopaedia is nothing but the art of making ’em—And why not, quoth Gymnast, of preaching them when we have done?—Believe me, dear ſouls, this is half in half—and if ſome ſkilful body would but put us in a way to do this to ſome tune—Thou wouldﬅ not have them chanted ſurely, quoth Triboulet, laughing?—No, nor canted neither, quoth Gymnast, crying!—but what I mean, my friends, ſays Longinus Rabelaicus (who is certainly one of the greateﬅ criticks in the weﬅern world, and as Rabelaic a fellow as ever exiﬅed) what I mean, ſays he, interrupting them both and reſuming his diſcourſe, is this, that if all the ſcatter’d rules of the Kerukopaedia could be but once carefully colleed into one code, as thick as Panurge’s head, and the whole cleanly digeﬅed—(pooh, ſays Panurge, who felt himſelf aggrieved) and bound up continued Longinus, by way of a regular inﬅitute, and then put into the hands of every licenſed preacher in Great Britain, and Ireland, juﬅ before he began to compoſe, I maintain it—I deny it ﬂatly, quoth Panurge—What? anſwer’d Longinus Rabelaicus with all the temper in the world.


  CHAP. II.


  In which the Reader will begin to form a Judgement, of what an Hiﬅorical, Dramatical, Anecdotical, Allegorical, and Comical Kind of a Work he has got hold of.


  HOMENAS who had to preach next Sunday (before God knows whom) knowing nothing at all of the matter—was all this while at it as hard as he could drive in the very next room:—for having fouled two clean eets of his own, and being quite ﬅuck faﬅ in the entrance upon his third general divion, and ﬁnding himſelf unable to get either forwards or backwards with any grace— “Curſe it,” ſays he, (thereby excommunicating every mother’s ſon who ould think diﬀerently) “why may not a man lawfully call in for help in this, as well as any other human emergency?”—So without any more argumentation, except ﬅarting up and nimming down from the top elf but one, the ſecond volume of Clark—tho’ without any felonious intention in ſo doing, he had begun to clap me in (making a joint ﬁrﬅ) ﬁve whole pages, nine round paragraphs, and a dozen and a half of good thoughts all of a row; and becauſe there was a confounded high gallery—was tranſcribing it away like a little devil.—Now—quoth Homenas to himſelf “tho’ I hold all this to be fair and ſquare, yet, if I am found out, there will be the deuce and all to pay.”—Why are the bells ringing backwards, you lad? what is all that crowd about, honeﬅ man? Homenas was got upon Door Clark’s back, r—and what of that, my lad? Why an pleaſe you, he has broke his neck, and fraured his ſkull, and befouled himſelf into the bargain, by a fall from the pulpit two ﬅories high. Alas! poor Homenas! Homenas has done his buneſs!—Homenas will never preach more while breath is in his body.—No, faith, I all never again be able to tickle it oﬀ as I have done. I may t up whole winter nights baking my blood with heic watchings, and write as ſolid as a father of the church—or, I may t down whole ſummer days evaporating my ſpirits into the ﬁneﬅ thoughts, and write as ﬂorid as a mother of it.—In a word, I may compoſe myſelf oﬀ my legs, and preach till I burﬅ—and when I have done, it will be worſe than if not done at all.—Pray Mr. Such-a-one, who held forth laﬅ Sunday? Door Clark, I trow; ſays one. Pray what Door Clark ſays a ſecond?Why Homenas’s Door Clark, quoth a third. O rare Homenas! cries a fourth; your ſervant Mr. Homenas, quoth a ﬁfth.—’Twill be all over with me, by Heav’n—I may as well put the book from whence I took it.—Here Homenas burﬅ into a ﬂood of tears, which falling down helter ſkelter, ding dong without any kind of intermion for x minutes and almoﬅ twenty ﬁve ſeconds, had a marvellous eﬀe upon his diſcourſe; for the aforeſaid tears, do you mind, did ſo temper the wind that was ring upon the aforeſaid diſcourſe, but falling for the moﬅ part perpendicularly, and hitting the ſpirits at right angles, which were mounting horizontally all over the ſurface of his harangue, they not only play’d the devil and all with the ſublimity—but moreover the ſaid tears, by their nitrous quality, did ſo refrigerate, precipitate, and hurry down to the bottom of his ſoul, all the unſavory particles which lay fermenting (as you ſaw) in the middle of his conception, that he went on in the cooleﬅ and chaﬅeﬅ ﬅile (for a ſoliloquy I think) that ever mortal man uttered.


  “This is really and truly a very hard caſe, continued Homenas to himſelf”—Panurge, by the bye, and all the company in the next room hearing all along every ſyllable he ſpoke; for you muﬅ know, that notwithﬅanding Panurge had open’d his mouth as wide as he could for his blood, in order to give a round anſwer to Longinus Rabelaicus’s interrogation, which concluded the laﬅ chapter—yet Homenas’s rhetoric had pour’d in ſo like a torrent, ap-da thro’ the wainſcot amongﬅ them, and happening at that uncritical cris, when Panurge had juﬅ put his ugly face into the above-ſaid poﬅure of defence—that he ﬅopt ort—he did indeed, and tho’ his head was full of matter, and he had ſcrew’d up every nerve and muſcle belonging to it, till all cryed crack again, in order to give a due projeile force to what he was going to let ﬂy, full in Longinus Rabelaicus’s teeth who ſat over againﬅ him.—Yet for all that, he had the continence to contain himſelf, for he ﬅopt ort, I ſay, without uttering one word except, Z....ds—many reaſons may be agn’d for this, but the moﬅ true, the moﬅ ﬅrong, the moﬅ hydroﬅatical, and the moﬅ philoſophical reaſon, why Panurge did not go on, was—that the foremention’d torrent did ſo drown his voice, that he had none left to go on with.—God help him, poor fellow! ſo he ﬅopt ort, (as I have told you before) and all the time Homenas was ſpeaking he ſaid not another word, good or bad, but ﬅood gaping, and ﬅaring, like what you pleaſe—ſo that the break, mark’d thus—which Homenas’s grief had made in the middle of his diſcourſe, which he could no more help than he could ﬂy—produced no other change in the room where Longinus Rabelaicus, Epistemon, Gymnast, Triboulet, and nine or ten more honeﬅ blades had got Kerukopaedizing together, but that it gave time to Gymnast to give Panurge a good ſquaing chuck under his double chin; which Panurge taking in good part, and juﬅ as it was meant by Gymnast, he forthwith ut his mouth—and gently tting down upon a ﬅool though ſomewhat excentrically and out of neighbours row, but liﬅening, as all the reﬅ did, with might and main, they plainly and diﬅinly heard every ſyllable of what you will ﬁnd recorded in the very next chapter.


  ☜
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  to his

  IMPERIAL MAJESTY,

  JOSEPH THE SECOND,

  EMPEROR OF GERMANY.

  


  sir,


  WHEN I compiled this little volume from the writings of one of the ﬁrﬅ ornaments of Britain, and of human genius, I did not look out long for a proteor for the ineﬅimable treaſure. To whom, ſaid all the powers of Feeling, kindling within me—to whom ould theſe pages that breathe the ſpirit of humanity in ſuch a ſupereminent degree be addreed, but to that illuﬅrious Monarch whoſe benignity and unparalelled philanthropy has given a charm to every enlightened quarter of the univerſe!


  When your Majeﬅy retires from the buſy ſcenes of Royalty, to commune with nature and her eminent works, of which ﬅudy your diﬅinguied aions ſpeak you an admirable proﬁcient, this volume will prove itſelf an entertaining and excellent companion.


  I rejoice in this opportunity of teﬅifying my reſpe for ſuch tranſcendent goodneſs! and believe me to be with the moﬅ profound zeal,


  
    Sir,


    Your Majeﬅy’s moﬅ Obedient,


    and moﬅ Devoted,


    Humble Servant,


    W. H.

  


  London,

  Feb. 13, 1782.
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  PREFACE.


  ASELECTION of the Beauties of Sterne is what has been looked for by a number of his admirers for ſome time; well knowing they would form ſuch a Volume as perhaps this, nor any other language, could equal. Indeed it was highly neceary on a particular ſcore to make this ſeleion: the chaﬅe lovers of literature were not only deprived themſelves of the pleaſure and inﬅruion ſo conſpicuous in this magniﬁcent aemblage of Genius, but their ring oﬀſpring, whoſe minds it would poli to the higheﬅ perfeion were prevented from taﬅing the enjoyment likewiſe. The chaﬅe part of the world complained ſo loudly of the obſcenity which taints the writings of Sterne, (and, indeed, with ſome reaſon), that thoſe readers under their immediate inſpeion were not ſuﬀered to penetrate beyond the title-page of his Triﬅram Shandy;—his Sentimental Journey, in ſome degree, eſcaped the general cenſure; though that is not entirely free of the fault complained of.


  To accommodate thoſe who are ﬅrangers to the ﬁrﬅ of theſe works, I have, (I hope with ſome degree of judgment), extraed the moﬅ diﬅinguied paages on which the ſun of Genius ines ſo reſplendent, that all his competitors, in his manner of writing, are loﬅ in an eclipſe of aﬀeation and unnatural rhapſody. I intended to have arranged them alphabetically, till I found the ﬅories of Le Fever, the Monk, and Maria, would be too cloſely conneed for the feeling reader, and would wound the boſom of ſenbility too deeply: I therefore placed them at a proper diﬅance from each other.—I need not explain my motive for introducing the Sermon on the abuſes of Conſcience, with the eﬀuons of humanity throughout it; every parent and governor, I believe, (unleſs a bigotted Papiﬅ), will thank me.—I wi I could inſuſe the pleaſure that attended me in compiling this little work, into the breaﬅ of the reader, yet unacquainted with Sterne—as it is, I promiſe him, the hours he may devote to this great maﬅer of nature and the paons, will be marked with more felicity, than any, nce genius led him to the love of letters.


  The Author’s opinion of many parts of the ſacred writings may with truth be applied to a great part of his own, that there is to be found in them, “Sublime and noble paages, which, by the rules of ſound criticiſm and reaſon, may be demonﬅrated to be truly eloquent and beautiful.”


  “There is ſomething in them ſo thoroughly aﬀeing, and ſo noble and ſublime withal, that one might challenge the writings of the moﬅ celebrated orators of antiquity to produce any thing like them.”


  Before I conclude, I cannot help obſerving with an excellent writer, that, “there are minds upon which the rays of fancy may be pointed without eﬀe, and which no ﬁre of ſentiment can agitate, or exalt.”—May ſuch minds never violate the Beanties of Sterne; but let them be, while the virtues ﬁnd ſanuary in the hearts of the amiable—their amuſement only.


  W. H.
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    ADVERTISEMENT.


    IT is neceary to acquaint the Reader, that the references in this volume are marked from the laﬅ elegant London edition of Mr. Sterne’s works in ten volumes. Price two Guineas.
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  THE

  BEAUTIES OF STERNE.

  

  


  THE PRECEPTOR.


  YOU ſee ’tis high time, ſaid my father, addreng himſelf equally to my uncle Toby and Yorick, to take this young creature out of theſe womens’ hands, and put him into thoſe of a private governor.


  Now as I conder the perſon who is to be about my ſon, as the mirror in which he is to view himſelf from morning to night, and by which he is to adjuﬅ his looks, his carriage, and perhaps the inmoﬅ ſentiments of his heart;—I would have one, Yorick, if poble, polied at all points, ﬁt for my child to look into.


  There is, continued my father, a certain mien and motion of the body and all its parts, both in aing and ſpeaking, which argues a man wellwithin. There are a thouſand unnoticed openings, continued my father, which let a penetrating eye at once into a man’s ſoul; and I maintain it, added he, that a man of ſenſe does not lay down his hat in coming into a room,—or take it up in going out of it, but ſomething eſcapes, which diſcovers him.


  I will have him, continued my father, cheerful, faceté, jovial; at the ſame time, prudent, attentive to buneſs, vigilant, acute, argute, inventive, quick in reſolving doubts and ſpeculative queﬅions;—he all be wiſe and judicious, and learned:—And why not humble, and moderate, and gentle tempered, and good? ſaid Yorick;—And why not, cried my uncle Toby, free, and generous, and bountiful, and brave?—He all, my dear Toby, replied my father, getting up and aking him by his hand.—Then, brother Shandy, anſwered my uncle Toby, raing himſelf oﬀ the chair, and laying down his pipe to take hold of my father’s other hand,—I humbly beg I may recommend poor Le Fever’s ſon to you;—a tear of joy of the ﬁrﬅ water ſparkled in my uncle Toby’s eye,—and another, the fellow to it, in the Coporal’s, as the propotion was made;—you will ſee why when you read Le Fever’s ﬅory.


  ☜


  the

  STORY OF LE FEVER.


  IT was ſome time in the ſummer of that year in which Dendermond was taken by the allies; when my uncle Toby was one evening getting his ſupper, with Trim tting behind him at a ſmall deboard,—I ſay tting—for in conderation of the Corporal’s lame knee (which ſometimes gave him exquite pain)—when my uncle Toby dined or ſupped alone he would never ſuﬀer the Corporal to ﬅand; and the poor fellow’s veneration for his maﬅer was ſuch, that with a proper artillery, my uncle Toby could have taken Dendermond itſelf, with leſs trouble than he was able to gain this point over him; for many a time when my uncle Toby ſuppoſed the Corporal’s leg was at reﬅ, he would look back, and dete him ﬅanding behind him with the moﬅ dutiful reſpe: this bred more little ſquabbles betwixt them, than all other cauſes for ﬁve-and-twenty years together—But this is neither here nor there—why do I mention it?—Aſk my pen,—it governs me,—I govern not it.


  He was one evening tting thus at his ſupper, when the landlord of a little inn in the village came into the parlour with an empty phial in his hand, to beg a glaſs or two of ſack; ’Tis for a poor gentleman,—I think of the army, ſaid the landlord, who has been taken ill at my houſe four days ago, and has never held up his head nce, or had a dere to taﬅe any thing, till juﬅ now, that he has a fancy for a glaſs of ſack and a thin toaﬅ,—“I think,” ſays he, taking his hand from his forehead, “it would comfort me.”—


  —If I could neither beg, borrow, or buy ſuch a thing,—added the landlord,—I would almoﬅ ﬅeal it for the poor gentleman, he is ſo ill.—I hope in God he will ﬅill mend, continued he,—we are all of us concerned for him.


  Thou art a good-natured ſoul, I will anſwer for thee, cried my uncle Toby; and thou alt drink the poor gentleman’s health in a glaſs of ſack thyſelf,—and take a couple of bottles with my ſervice, and tell him he is heartily welcome to them, and to a dozen more if they will do him good.


  Though I am perſuaded, ſaid my uncle Toby, as the landlord ut the door, he is a very compaonate fellow—Trim,—yet I cannot help entertaining a high opinion of his gueﬅ too; there muﬅ be ſomething more than common in him, that in ſo ort a time ould win ſo much upon the aﬀeions of his hoﬅ;—And of his whole family, added the Corporal, for they are all concerned for him.—Step after him, ſaid my uncle Toby,—do Trim,—and aſk if he knows his name.


  —I have quite forgot it, truly, ſaid the landlord, coming back into the parlour with the Corporal,—but I can aſk his ſon again:—Has he a ſon with him then? ſaid my uncle Toby.—A boy, replied the landlord, of about eleven or twelve years of age;—but the poor creature has taﬅed almoﬅ as little as his father; he does nothing but mourn and lament for him night and day:—He has not ﬅirred from the bedde theſe two days.


  My uncle Toby laid down his knife and fork, and thruﬅ his plate from before him, as the landlord gave him the account; and Trim, without being ordered, took away, without ſaying one word, and in a few minutes after brought him his pipe and tobacco.


  Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby, I have a proje in my head, as it is a bad night, of wrapping myſelf up warm in my roquelaure, and paying a vit to this poor gentleman.—Your honour’s roquelaure, replied the Corporal, has not once been had on, nce the night before your honour received your wound, when we mounted guard in the trenches before the gate of St. Nicholas;—and bedes, it is ſo cold and rainy a night, that what with the roquelaure, and what with the weather, it will be enough to give your honour your death, and bring on your honour’s torment in your groin. I fear ſo, replied my uncle Toby; but I am not at reﬅ in my mind, Trim, nce the account the landlord has given me.—I wi I had not known ſo much of this aﬀair,—added my uncle Toby,—or that I had known more of it:—How all we manage it? Leave it, an’t pleaſe your honour, to me, quoth the Corporal;—I’ll take my hat and ﬅick and go to the houſe and reconnoitre, and a accordingly; and I will bring your honour a full account in an hour.—Thou alt go, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, and here’s a illing ſor thee to drink with his ſervant.—I all get it all out of him ſaid the Corporal, utting the door.


  It was not till my uncle Toby had knocked the aes out of his third pipe, that Corporal Trim returned from the inn, and gave him the following account.


  I deſpaired, at ﬁrﬅ, ſaid the Corporal, of being able to bring back your honour any kind of intelligence concerning the poor ck Lieutenant—Is he in the army, then? ſaid my uncle Toby—He is: ſaid the Corporal—And in what regiment? ſaid my uncle Toby—I’ll tell your honour, replied the Corporal, every thing ﬅraight forwards, as I learnt it.—Then, Trim, I will ﬁll another pipe, ſaid my uncle Toby, and not interrupt thee till thou haﬅ done; ſo t down at thy eaſe, Trim, in the window-ſeat, and begin thy ﬅory again. The Corporal made his old bow, which generally ſpoke as plain as a bow could ſpeak it—Your honour is good:—And having done that, he ſat down, as he was ordered,—and began the ﬅory to my uncle Toby over again in pretty near the ſame words.


  I deſpaired at ﬁrﬅ, ſaid the Corporal, of being able to bring back any intelligence to your honour, about the Lieutenant and his ſon; for when I aſked where his ſervant was, from whom I made myſelf ſure of knowing every thing which was proper to be aſked,—That’s a right diﬅinion, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby—I was anſwered, an’ pleaſe your honour, that he had no ſervant with him;—that he had come to the inn with hired horſes, which, upon ﬁnding himſelf unable to proceed, (to join, I ſuppoſe, the regiment), he had diſmied the morning after he came.—If I get better, my dear, ſaid he, as he gave his purſe to his ſon to pay the man,—we can hire horſes from hence.—But alas! the poor gentleman will never get from hence, ſaid the landlady to me,—for I heard the death-watch all night long;—and when he dies, the youth, his ſon, will certainly die with him; for he is brokenhearted already.


  I was hearing this account, continued the Corporal, when the youth came into the kitchen, to order the thin toaﬅ the landlord ſpoke of;—but I will do it for my father myſelf, ſaid the youth.—Pray let me ſave you the trouble, young gentleman, ſaid I, taking up a fork for the purpoſe, and oﬀering him my chair to t down upon by the ﬁre, whilﬅ I did it.—I believe, Sir, ſaid he, very modeﬅly, I can pleaſe him beﬅ myſelf.—I am ſure, ſaid I, his honour will not like the toaﬅ the worſe for being toaﬅed by an old ſoldier.—The youth took hold of my hand, and inﬅantly burﬅ into tears.—Poor youth! ſaid my uncle Toby,—he has been bred up from an infant in the army, and the name of a ſoldier, Trim, ſounded in his ears like the name of a friend;—I wi I had him here.


  —I never in the longeﬅ march, ſaid the Corporal, had ſo great a mind to my dinner, as I had to cry with him for company:—What could be the matter with me, an’ pleaſe your honour? Nothing in the world, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, blowing his noſe,—but that thou art a good natured fellow.


  When I gave him the toaﬅ, Continued the Corporal, I thought it was proper to tell him I was Captain Shandy’s ſervant, and that your honour (though a ﬅranger) was extremely concerned for his father;—and that if there was any thing in your houſe or cellar—(And thou might’ﬅ have added my purſe too, ſaid my uncle Toby—he was heartily welcome to it:—He made a very low bow, (which was meant to your honour), but no anſwer,—for his heart was full—ſo he went up ﬅairs with the toaﬅ;—I warrant you, my dear, ſaid I, as I opened the kitchen-door, your father will be well again.—Mr. Yorick’s curate was ſmoaking a pipe by the kitchen ﬁre,—but ſaid not a word good or bad to comſort the youth.—I thought it wrong; added the Corporal—I think ſo too, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  When the Lieutenant had taken his glaſs of ſack and toaﬅ, he felt himſelf a little revived, and ſent down into the kitchen, to let me know, that in about ten minutes he ould be glad if I would ﬅep up ﬅairs.—I believe, ſaid the landlord, he is going to ſay his prayers,—for there was a book laid upon the chair by his bed-de, and as I ut the door, I ſaw his ſon take up a cuion.—


  I thought, ſaid the curate, that you gentlemen of the army, Mr. Trim, never ſaid your prayers at all.—I heard the poor gentleman ſay his prayers laﬅ night, ſaid the landlady, very devoutly, and with my own ears, or I could not have believed it.—Are you ſure of it, replied the curate.—A ſoldier, an’ pleaſe your reverence, ſaid I, prays as often (of his own accord) as a parſon;—and when he is ﬁghting for his king, and for his own life, and for his honour too, he has the moﬅ reaſon to pray to God, of any one in the whole world.—’Twas well ſaid of thee, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby.—But when a ſoldier, ſaid I, an’ pleaſe your reverence, has been ﬅanding for twelve hours together in the trenches, up to his knees in cold water,—or engaged, ſaid I, for months together in long and dangerous marches; haraed, perhaps, in his rear to-day;—harang others tomorrow;—detached here;—countermanded there;—reﬅing this night out upon his arms;—beat up in his irt the next;—benumbed in his joints;—perhaps without ﬅraw in his tent to kneel on;—muﬅ ſay his prayers how and when he can.—I believe, ſaid I,—for I was piqued, quoth the Corporal, for the reputation of the army, I believe an’ pleaſe your reverence, ſaid I, that when a ſoldier gets time to pray,—he prays as heartily as a parſon,—though not with all his fuſs and hypocriſy.—Thou ouldﬅ not have ſaid that, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby,—for God only knows who is a hypocrite, and who is not:—At the great and general review of us all, Corporal, at the day of judgment, (and not till then)—it will be ſeen who has done their duties in this world,—and who has not; and we all be advanced, Trim, accordingly.—I hope we all, ſaid Trim,—It is in the Scripture, ſaid my uncle Toby; and I will ew it thee to-morrow:—In the mean time we may depend upon it, Trim, for our comfort, ſaid my uncle Toby, that God Almighty is ſo good and juﬅ a Governor of the world, that if we have but done our duties in it,—it will never be enquired into, whether we have done them in a red coat or a black one:—I hope not; ſaid the Corporal—But go on, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, with the ﬅory.


  When I went up, continued the Corporal, into the Lieutenant’s room, which I did not do till the expiration of the ten minutes,—he was lying in his bed, with his head raiſed upon his hand, with his elbow upon the pillow, and a clean white cambrick handkerchief bede it:—The youth was juﬅ ﬅooping down to take up the cuion, upon which I ſuppoſed he had been kneeling,—the book was laid upon the bed,—and as he roſe, in taking up the cuion with one hand, he reached out his other to take it away at the ſame time. Let it remain there, my dear, ſaid the Lieutenant.


  He did not oﬀer to ſpeak to me, till I had walked up cloſe to his bed-de:—If you are Captain Shandy’s ſervant, ſaid he, you muﬅ preſent my thanks to your maﬅer. with my little boy’s thanks along with them, for his courteſy to me;—if he was of Levens’s—ſaid the Lieutenant.—I told him your honour was—Then, ſaid he, I ſerved three campaigns with him in Flanders, and remember him,—but ’tis moﬅ likely, as I had not the honour of any acquaintance with him, that he knows nothing of me.—You will tell him, however, that the perſon his good nature has laid under obligations to him, is one Le Fever, a Lieutenant in Angus’s—but he knows me not,—ſaid he, a ſecond time, mung;—pobly he may my ﬅory—added he—pray tell the Captain, I was the Engn at Breda, whoſe wife was moﬅ unfortunately killed with a muſket ot, as e lay in my arms in my tent.—I remember the ﬅory, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid I, very well.—Do you ſo? ſaid he, wiping his eyes with his handkerchief,—then well may I.—In ſaying this, he drew a little ring out of his boſom, which ſeemed tied with a black ribband about his neck, and kiſs’d it twice—Here, Billy, ſaid he,—the boy ﬂew acroſs the room to the bed-de,—and falling down upon his knee, took the ring in his hand, and kied it too,—then kied his father, and ſat down upon the bed and wept.


  I wi, ſaid my uncle Toby, with a deep gh,—I wi, Trim, I was aeep.


  Your honour, replied the Corporal, is too much concerned;—all I pour your honour out a glaſs of ſack to your pipe?—Do, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  I remember, ſaid my uncle Toby, ghing again, the ﬅory of the Engn and his wife,—and particularly well that he, as well as e, upon ſome account or other, (I forget what,) was univerſally pitied by the whole regiment;—but ﬁni the ﬅory thou art upon:—’Tis ﬁnied already, ſaid the Corporal,—for I could ﬅay no longer,—ſo wied his honour a good night; young Le Fever roſe from oﬀ the bed, and ſaw me to the bottom of the ﬅairs; and as we went down together, told me, they had come from Ireland, and were on their route to join the regiment in Flanders.—But alas! ſaid the Corporal,—the Lieutenant’s laﬅ day’s march is over.—Then what is to become of his poor boy? cried my uncle Toby.


  It was to my uncle Toby’s eternal honour, that he ſet ade every other concern, and only condered how he himſelf ould relieve the poor Lieutenant and his ſon.


  —That kind being, who is a friend to the friendleſs, all recompence thee for this.


  Thou haﬅ left this matter ort, ſaid my uncle Toby to the Corporal, as he was putting him to bed,—and I will tell thee in what, Trim—In the ﬁrﬅ place, when thou madeﬅ an oﬀer of my ſervices to Le Fever,—as ckneſs and travelling are both expenve, and thou knoweﬅ he was but a poor Lieutenant, with a ſon to ſubﬅ as well as himſelf out of his pay,—that thou didﬅ not make an oﬀer to him of my purſe; becauſe, had he ﬅood in need, thou knoweﬅ, Trim, he had been as welcome to it as myſelf.—Your honour knows, ſaid the Corporal, I had no orders;—True, quoth my uncle Toby,—thou didﬅ very right, Trim, as a ſoldier,—but certainly very wrong as a man.


  In the ſecond place, for which, indeed, thou haﬅ the ſame excuſe, continued my uncle Toby,—when thou oﬀeredﬅ him whatever was in my houſe,—thou ouldﬅ have oﬀered him my houſe too: A ck brother oﬃcer ould have the beﬅ quarters, Trim, and if we had him with us,—we could tend and look to him:—Thou art an excellent nurſe thyſelf, Trim, and what with thy care of him, and the old woman’s, and his boy’s, and mine together, we might recruit him again at once, and ſet him upon his legs.—


  —In a fortnight or three weeks, added my uncle Toby, ſmiling,—he might march.—He will never march, an’ pleaſe your honour, in this world, ſaid the Corporal:—He will march; ſaid my uncle Toby, ring up from the de of the bed, with one oe oﬀ:—An’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the Corporal, he will never march, but to his grave:—He all march, cried my uncle Toby, marching the foot which had a oe on, though without advancing an inch,—he all march to his regiment.—He cannot ﬅand it, ſaid the Corporal;—He all be ſupported, ſaid my uncle Toby;—He’ll drop at laﬅ, ſaid the Corporal, and what will become of his boy?—He all not drop, ſaid my uncle Toby, ﬁrmly.—A-well-o’day,—do what we can for him, ſaid Trim, maintaining his point,—the poor ſoul will die:—He all not die, by G—,cried my uncle Toby.


  —The accusing spirit, which ﬂew up to heaven’s chancery with the oath, blu’d as he gave it in;—and the recording angel, as he wrote it down, dropp’d a tear upon the word, and blotted it out for ever.


  —My uncle Toby went to his bureau,—put his purſe into his breeches pocket, and having ordered the Corporal to go early in the morning for a phycian,—he went to bed and fell aeep.


  The ſun looked bright the morning after, to every eye in the village but Le Fever’s and his aﬄied ſon’s; the hand of death preſs’d heavy upon his eye-lids,—and hardly could the wheel at the ciﬅern turn round its circle,—when my uncle Toby, who had roſe up an hour before his wonted time, entered the Lieutenant’s room, and without preface or apology, ſat himſelf down upon the chair by the bed-de, and independently of all modes and cuﬅoms, opened the curtain in the manner an old friend and brother oﬃcer would have done it, and aſked him how he did,—how he had reﬅed in the night,—what was his complaint,—where was his pain,—and what he could do to help him:—and without giving him time to anſwer any one of the enquiries, went on and told him of the little plan which he had been concerting with the Corporal the night before for him.—


  —You all go home direly, Le Fever, ſaid my uncle Toby, to my houſe,—and we’ll ſend for a door to ſee what’s the matter,—and we’ll have an apothecary,—and the Corporal all be your nurſe;—and I’ll be your ſervant, Le Fever.


  There was a frankneſs in my uncle Toby,—not the eﬀe of familiarity,—but the cauſe of it,—which let you at once into his ſoul,—and ewed you the goodneſs of his nature; to this, there was ſomething in his looks, and voice, and manner, ſuperadded, which eternally beckoned to the unfortunate to come and take elter under him; ſo that before my uncle Toby had half ﬁnied the kind oﬀers he was making to the father, had the ſon inſenbly preed up cloſe to his knees, and had taken hold of the breaﬅ of his coat, and was pulling it towards him.—The blood and ſpirits of Le Fever, which were waxing cold and ow within him, and were retreating to their laﬅ citadel, the heart,—rallied back,—the ﬁlm forſook his eyes for a moment,—he looked up wifully in my uncle Toby’s face,—then caﬅ a look upon his boy,—and that ligament, ﬁne as it was,—was never broken.—


  Nature inﬅantly ebb’d again,—the ﬁlm returned to its place,—the pulſe ﬂuttered—ﬅopp’d—went on—throbb’d—ﬅopp’d again—moved—ﬅopp’d—all I go on?—No.


  All that is neceary to be added is as follows—


  That my uncle Toby, with young Le Fever in his hand, attended the poor Lieutenant, as chief mourners, to his grave.


  When my uncle Toby had turned every thing into money, and ſettled all accounts betwixt the agent of the regiment and Le Fever, and betwixt Le Fever and all mankind,—there remained nothing more in my uncle Toby’s hands, than an old regimental coat and a ſword; ſo that my uncle Toby found little or no oppotion from the world in taking adminiﬅration. The coat my uncle Toby gave the Corpora;—Wear it, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby as long as it will hold together, for the ſake of the poor Lieutenant—And this, ſaid my uncle Toby, taking up the ſword in his hand, and drawing it out of the ſcabbard as he ſpoke—and this, Le Fever, I’ll ſave for thee—’tis all the fortune, continued my uncle Toby, hanging it up upon a crook, and pointing to it,—’tis all the fortune, my dear Le Fever, which God has leﬅ thee; but if he has given thee a heart to ﬁght thy way with it in the world,—and thou doeﬅ it like a man of honour,—’tis enough for us.


  As ſoon as my uncle Toby had laid a foundation, he ſent him to a public ſchool, where, excepting Whitſuntide and Chriﬅmas, at which times the Corporal was punually diſpatched for him,—he remained to the ſpring of the year, ſeventeen; when the ﬅories of the Emperor’s ſending his army into Hungary againﬅ the Turks, kindling a ſpark of ﬁre in his boſom, he left his Greek and Latin without leave, and throwing himſelf upon his knees before my uncle Toby, begged his father’s ſword, and my uncle Toby’s leave along with it, to go and try his fortune under Eugene.—Twice did my uncle Toby forget his wound, and cry out, Le Fever! I will go with thee, and thou alt ﬁght bede me—And twice he laid his hand upon his groin, and hung down his head in ſorrow and diſconſolation.—


  My uncle Toby took down the ſword from the crook, where it had hung untouched ever nce the Lieutenant’s death, and delivered it to the Corporal to brighten up;—and having detained Le Fever a ngle fortnight to equip him, and contra for his paage to Leghorn,—he put the ſword into his hand,—If thou art brave, Le Fever, ſaid my uncle Toby, this will not fail thee,—but Fortune, ſaid he, (mung a little)—Fortune may—And if e does,—added my uncle Toby, embracing him, come back again to me, Le Fever, and we will ape thee another courſe.


  The greateﬅ injury could not have oppreed the heart of Le Fever more than my uncle Toby’s paternal kindneſs;—he parted from my uncle Toby, as the beﬅ of ſons from the beﬅ of fathers—both dropped tears—and as my uncle Toby gave him his laﬅ kiſs, he ipped xty guineas, tied up in an old purſe of his father’s, in which was his mother’s ring, into his hand,—and bid God bleſs him.


  Le Fever got up to the Imperial army juﬅ time enough to try what metal his ſword was made of, at the defeat of the Turks before Belgrade; but a ſeries of unmerited miſchances had purſued him from that moment, and trod cloſe upon his heels for four years together after: he had withﬅood theſe buetings to the laﬅ, till ckneſs overtook him at Marſeilles, from whence he wrote my uncle Toby word, he had loﬅ his time, his ſervices, his health, and, in ort, every thing but his ſword;—and was waiting for the ﬁrﬅ ip to return back to him


  Le Fever was hourly expeed; and was uppermoﬅ in my uncle Toby’s mind all the time my father was giving him and Yorick a deſcription of what kind of a perſon he would chooſe for a preceptor to me: but as my uncle Toby thought my father at ﬁrﬅ ſomewhat fanciful in the accompliments he required, he forbore mentioning Le Fever’s name,—till the charaer, by Yorick’s interpotion, ending unexpeedly, in one, who ould be gentle tempered, and generous, and good, it impreed the image of Le Fever, and his intereﬅ upon my uncle Toby ſo forcibly, he roſe inﬅantly oﬀ his chair; and laying down his pipe, in order to take hold of both my father’s hands—I beg, brother Shandy, ſaid my uncle Toby, I may recommend poor Le Fever’s ſon to you—I beſeech you, do, added Yorick—He has a good heart, ſaid my uncle Toby—And a brave one too, an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the Corporal.


  —The beﬅ hearts, Trim, are ever the braveﬅ, replied my uncle Toby.


  t. shandy. vol. iii. chap. 49.
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  THE PULSE.


  paris.


  HAIL ye ſmall ſweet courtees of life, for ſmooth do ye make the road of it! like grace and beauty which beget inclinations to love at ﬁrﬅ ght: ’tis ye who open this door and let the ﬅranger in.


  —Pray, Madame, ſaid I, have the goodneſs to tell me which way I muﬅ turn to go to the Opera Comique:—Moﬅ willingly, Moneur, ſaid e, laying ade her work—


  I had given a caﬅ with my eye into half a dozen ops as I came along in ſearch of a face not likely to be diſordered by ſuch an interruption; till at laﬅ, this hitting my fancy, I had walked in.


  She was working a pair of ruﬄes as e ſat in a low chair on the far de of the op facing the door—


  —Tres volontiers: moﬅ willingly, ſaid e, laying her work down upon a chair next her, and ring up from the low chair e was tting in, with ſo cheerful a movement and ſo cheerful a look, that had I been laying out ﬁfty louis d’ors with her, I ould have ſaid—“This woman is grateful.”


  You muﬅ turn, Moneur, ſaid e, going with me to the door of the op, and pointing the way down the ﬅreet I was to take—you muﬅ turn ﬁrﬅ to your left hand—mais prenez garde—there are two turns; and be ſo good as to take the ſecond—then go down a little way and you’ll ſee a church, and when you are paﬅ it, give yourſelf the trouble to turn direly to the right, and that will lead you to the foot of the pont neuf, which you muﬅ croſs—and there any one will do himſelf the pleaſure to ew you—


  She repeated her inﬅruions three times over to me with the ſame good natured patience the third time as the ﬁrﬅ;—and if tones and manners have a meaning, which certainly they have, unleſs to hearts which ut them out—e ſeemed really intereﬅed, that I ould not loſe myſelf.


  I will not ſuppoſe it was the woman’s beauty, notwithﬅanding e was the handſomeﬅ Griet, I think, I ever ſaw, which had much to do with the ſenſe I had of her courteſy; only I remember, when I told her how much I was obliged to her, that I looked very full in her eyes,—and that I repeated my thanks as often as e had done her inﬅruions.


  I had not got ten paces from the door, before I found I had forgot every tittle of what e had ſaid—ſo looking back, and ſeeing her ﬅill ﬅanding in the door of the op as if to look whether I went right or not—I returned back, to aſk her whether the ﬁrﬅ turn was to my right or left—for that I had abſolutely forgot.—Is it poble! ſaid e, half laughing.—’Tis very poble, replied I, when a man is thinking more of a woman, than of her good advice.


  As this was the real truth—e took it, as every woman takes a matter of right, with a ight courteſy.


  —Attendez, ſaid e, laying her hand upon my arm to detain me, whilﬅ e called a lad out of the back-op to get ready a parcel of gloves. am juﬅ going to ſend him, ſaid e, with a packet into that quarter, and if you will have the complaiſance to ﬅep in, it will be ready in a moment, and he all attend you to the place.—So I walked in with her to the far de of the op, and taking up the ruﬄe in my hand which e laid upon the chair, as if I had a mind to t, e ſat down herſelf in her low chair, and I inﬅantly ſat myſelf down bede her.


  —He will be ready, Moneur, ſaid e, in a moment—And in that moment, replied I, moﬅ willingly would I ſay ſomething very civil to you for all theſe courtees. Any one may do a caſual a of good nature, but a continuation of them ews it is a part of the temperature; and certainly, added I, if it is the ſame blood which comes from the heart, which deſcends to the extremes (touching her wriﬅ), I am ſure you muﬅ have one of the beﬅ pulſes of any woman in the world—Feel it, ſaid e, holding out her arm. So laying down my hat, I took hold of her ﬁngers in one hand, and applied the two ſore-ﬁngers of my other to the artery—


  —Would to heaven! my dear Eugenius, thou hadﬅ paed by, and beheld me tting in my black coat, and in my lack-aday-cal manner, counting the throbs of it, one by one, with as much true devotion as if I had been watching the critical ebb or ﬂow of her fever—How wouldﬅ thou have laugh’d and moralized upon my new profeon— and thou ouldﬅ have laugh’d and moralized on—Truﬅ me, my dear Eugenius, I ould have ſaid, “there are worſe occupations in this world than feeling a woman’s pulſe.”—But a Griet’s! thou wouldﬅ have ſaid—and in an open op! Yorick—


  —So much the better: for when my views are dire, Eugenius, I care not if all the world ſaw me feel it.


  I had counted twenty pulſations, and was going on faﬅ towards the fortieth, when her huſband coming unexpeed from a back parlour into the op, put me a little out of my reckoning.—’Twas nobody but her huſband, e ſaid,—ſo I began a fre ſcore—Moneur is ſo good, quoth e, as he paſs’d by us, as to give himſelf the trouble of feeling my pulſe—The huſband took oﬀ his hat, and making a bow, ſaid I did him too much honour—and having ſaid that, he put on his hat and walked out.


  Good God! ſaid I to myſelf, as he went out—and can this man be the huſband of this woman?


  Let it not torment the few who know what muﬅ have been the grounds of this exclamation, if I explain it to thoſe who do not.


  In London a op-keeper and a op-keeper’s wife ſeem to be one bone and one ﬂe: in the ſeveral endowments of mind and body, ſometimes the one, ſometimes the other has it, ſo as in general to be upon a par, and to tally with each other as nearly as man and wife need to do.


  In Paris, there are ſcarce two orders of beings more diﬀerent: for the legiative and executive powers of the op not reﬅing in the huſband, he ſeldom comes there—in ſome dark and diſmal room behind, he ts commerceleſs in his thrum night-cap, the ſame rough ſon of Nature that Nature left him.


  The genius of a people where nothing but the monarchy is ſalique, having ceded this department, with ſundry others, totally to the women—by a continual higgling with cuﬅomers of all ranks and zes from morning to night, like ſo many rough pebbles ook long together in a bag, by amicable collions they have worn down their aſperities and arp angles, and not only become round and ſmooth, but will receive, ſome of them, a poli like a brilliant—Moneur Le Marli is little better than the ﬅone under your foot—


  —Surely—ſurely, man! it is not good for thee to t alone—thou waﬅ made for ſocial intercourſe and gentle greetings, and this improvement of our natures from it, I appeal to, as my evidence.


  —And how does it beat, Moneur? ſaid e.—With all the benignity, ſaid I, looking quietly in her eyes, that I expeed—She was going to ſay ſomething civil in return—but the lad came into the op with the gloves—A propos, ſaid I, I want a couple of pair myſelf.


  The beautiful Griet roſe up when I ſaid this, and going behind the counter, reached down a parcel and untied it: I advanced to the de over againﬅ her: they were all too large. The beautiful Griet meaſured them one by one acroſs my hand—It would not alter the dimenons—She begged I would try a ngle pair, which ſeemed to be the leaﬅ—She held it open—my hand ipped into it at once—It will not do, ſaid I, aking my head a little—No, ſaid e, doing the ſame thing.


  There are certain combined looks of mple ſubtlety—where whim, and ſenſe, and ſeriouſneſs, and nonſenſe, are ſo blended, that all the languages of Babel ſet looſe together could not expreſs them—they are communicated and caught ſo inﬅantaneouy, that you can ſcarce ſay which party is the infeor. I leave it to your men of words to ſwell pages about it—it is enough in the preſent to ſay again, the gloves would not do; ſo folding our hands within our arms, we both loll’d upon the counter—it was narrow, and there was juﬅ room for the parcel to lay between us


  The beautiful Griet looked ſometimes at the gloves, then de-ways to the window, then at the gloves—and then at me. I was not diſpoſed to break lence—I followed her example: ſo I looked at the gloves, then to the window, then at the gloves, and then at her—and ſo on alternately.


  I found I loﬅ conderably in every attack—e had a quick black eye, and ot through two ſuch long and lken eye-laes with ſuch penetration, that e looked into my very heart and reins—It may ſeem ﬅrange, but I could aually feel e did—


  It is no matter, ſaid I, taking up a couple of the pairs next me, and putting them into my pocket.


  I was ſenble the beautiful Griet had not aſk’d above a ngle livre above the price—I wi’d e had aſk’d a livre more, and was puzzling my brains how to bring the matter about—Do you think, my dear Sir, ſaid e, miﬅaking my embarrament, that I could aſk a ſous too much of a ﬅranger—and of a ﬅranger whoſe politeneſs, more than his want of gloves, has done me the honour to lay himſelf at my mercy?—M’en croyez capable?—Faith! not I, ſaid I; and if you were, you are welcome—ſo counting the money into her hand, and with a lower bow than one generally makes to a opkeeper’s wife, I went out, and her lad with his parcel followed me.
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  THE PIE-MAN.


  SEEING a man ﬅanding with a baſket on the other de of a ﬅreet, in Verſailles, as if he had ſomething to ſell, I bid La Fleur go up to him and enquire for the Count de B***’s hotel.


  La Fleur returned a little pale: and told me it was a Chevalier de St. Louis ſelling patés—It is impoble, La Fleur! ſaid I.—La Fleur could no more account for the phenomenon than myſelf; but perﬅed in his ﬅory: he had ſeen the croix ſet in gold, with its red ribband, he ſaid, tied to his button-hole—and had looked into his baſket and ſeen the patés which the Chevalier was ſelling; ſo could not be miﬅaken in that.


  Such a reverſe in a man’s life awakens a better principle than curioty: I could not help looking for ſome time at him as I ſat in the remiſe—the more I looked at him, his croix and his baſket, the ﬅronger they wove themſelves into my brain—I got out of the remiſe and went towards him.


  He was begirt with a clean linen apron which fell below his knees, and with a ſort of a bib which went half way up his breaﬅ; upon the top of this, but a little below the hem, hung his croix. His baſket of little patés was covered over with a white damaſk napkin; another of the ſame kind was ſpread at the bottom; and there was a look of propreté and neatneſs throughout; that one might have bought his patés of him, as much from appetite as ſentiment.


  He made an oﬀer of them to neither; but ﬅood ﬅill with them at the corner of a hotel, for thoſe to buy who choſe it, without ſolicitation.


  He was about forty-eight—of a ſedatelook, ſomething approaching to gravity. I did not wonder.—I went up rather to the baſket than him, and having lifted up the napkin and taken one of his patés into my hand—I begg’d he would explain the appearance which aﬀeed me.


  He told me in a few words, that the beﬅ part of his life had paed in the ſervice, in which, after ſpending a ſmall patrimony, he had obtained a company and the croix with it; but that, at the concluon of the laﬅ peace, his regiment being reformed, and the whole corps, with thoſe of ſome other regiments, left without any provion,—he found himſelf in a wide world without friends, without a livre—and indeed, ſaid he, without any thing but this—(pointing, as he ſaid it, to his croix)—The poor Chevalier won my pity, and he ﬁnied the ſcene with winning my eﬅeem too.


  The king, he ſaid, was the moﬅ generous of princes, but his generoty could neither relieve or reward every one, and it was only his misfortune to be amongﬅ the number. He had a little wiſe, he ſaid, whom he loved, who did the patierie; and added, he felt no dionour in defending her and himſelf from want in this way—unleſs providence had oﬀered him a better.


  It would be wicked to withhold a pleaſure from the good, in pang over what happened to this poor Chevalier of St. Louis about nine months after.


  It ſeems he uſually took his ﬅand near the iron gates which lead up to the palace, and as his croix had caught the eyes of numbers, numbers had made the ſame enquiry which I had done— He had told them the ſame ﬅory, and always with ſo much modeﬅy and good ſenſe, that it had reached at laﬅ the King’s ears—who hearing the Chevalier had been a gallant oﬃcer, and reſpeed by the whole regiment as a man of honour and integrity—he broke up his little trade by a penon of ﬁfteen hundred livres a year.
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  As I have told this to pleaſe the reader, I beg he will allow me to relate another, out of its order, to pleaſe myſelf—the two ﬅories reﬂe light upon each other—and ’tis a pity they ould be parted.


  ☜


  THE SWORD.


  rennes.


  WHEN ﬅates and empires have their periods of declenon, and feel in their turns what diﬅreſs and poverty is—I ﬅop not to tell the cauſes which gradually brought the houſe d’E**** in Britanny into decay. The Marquis d’E**** had fought up againﬅ his condition with great ﬁrmneſs; wiing to preſerve, and ﬅill ew to the world, ſome little fragments of what his anceﬅors had been—their indiſcretions had put it out of his power. There was enough left for the little exigencies of obſcurity—But he had two boys who looked up to him for light—he thought they deſerved it. He had tried his ſword—it could not open the way—the mounting was too expenve—and mple oeconomy was not a match for it—there was no reſource but commerce.


  In any other province in France, ſave Britanny, this was ſmiting the root for ever of the little tree his pride and aﬀeion wied to ſee re-bloom— But in Britanny, there being a provion for this, he availed himſelf of it; and taking an occaon when the ﬅates were aembled at Rennes, the Marquis, attended with his two ſons, entered the court; and having pleaded the right of an ancient law of the duchy, which, though ſeldom claimed, he ſaid, was no leſs in force; he took his ſword from his de—Here, ſaid he, take it; and be truﬅy guardians of it, till better times put me in condition to reclaim it.


  The predent accepted the Marquis’s ſword—he ﬅaid a few minutes to ſee it depoted in the archives of his houſe, and departed.


  The Marquis and his whole family embarked the next day for Martinico, and in about nineteen or twenty years of ſucceſsful application to buneſs, with ſome unlooked for bequeﬅs from diﬅant branches of his houſe—returned home to reclaim his nobility and to ſupport it.


  It was an incident of good fortune which will never happen to any traveller, but a ſentimental one, that I ould be at Rennes at the very time of this ſolemn requition: I call it ſolemn—it was ſo to me.


  The Marquis entered the court with his whole family: he ſupported his lady—his eldeﬅ ſon ſupported his ﬅer, and his youngeﬅ was at the other extreme of the line next his mother—he put his handkerchief to his face twice—


  —There was a dead lence. When the Marquis had approached within x paces of the tribunal, he gave the Marchioneſs to his youngeﬅ ſon, and advancing three ﬅeps before his family—he reclaimed his ſword.—His ſword was given him, and the moment he got it into his hand he drew it almoﬅ out of the ſcabbard—it was the ining face of a friend he had once given up—he looked attentively a long it, beginning at the hilt, as if to ſee whether it was the ſame—when obſerving a little ruﬅ which it had contraed near the point, he brought it near his eye, and bending his head down over it—I think I ſaw a tear fall upon the place: I could not be deceived by what followed.


  “I all ﬁnd, ſaid he, ſome other way, to get it oﬀ.”


  When the Marquis had ſaid this, he returned his ſword into its ſcabbard, made a bow to the guardians of it—and, with his wife and daughter, and his two ſons following him, walked out.


  O how I envied him his feelings!
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  THE ASS.


  IWAS ﬅopped at the gate of Lyons by a poor aſs, who had juﬅ turned in with a couple of large panniers upon his back, to colle eleemoſynary turnip-tops, and cabbage-leaves; and ﬅood dubious, with his two fore-feet on the inde of the threold, and with his two hinder feet towards the ﬅreet, as not knowing very well whether he was to go in, or no.


  Now, ’tis an animal (be in what hurry I may) I cannot bear to ﬅrike—there is a patient endurance of ſuﬀerings, wrote ſo unaﬀeedly in his looks and carriage, which pleads ſo mightily for him, that it always diſarms me; and to that degree, that I do not like to ſpeak unkindly to him: on the contrary, meet him where I will—whether in town or country—in cart or under panniers—whether in liberty or bondage—I have ever ſomething civil to ſay to him on my part; and as one word begets another (if he has as little to do as I)—I generally fall into converſation with him; and ſurely never is my imagination ſo buſy, as in framing his reſponſes from the etchings of his countenance—and where thoſe carry me not deep enough—in ﬂying from my own heart into his, and ſeeing what is natural for an aſs to think—as well as a man, upon the occaon.—In truth, it is the only creature of all the claes of beings below me, with whom I can do this:—for parrots, jackdaws, &c. I never exchange a word with them—nor with the apes, &c. for pretty near the ſame reaſon; they a by rote, as the others ſpeak by it, and equally make me lent: nay my dog and my cat, though I value them both—(and for my dog he would ſpeak if he could)—yet ſome how or other, they neither of them poeſs the talents for converſation—I can make nothing of a diſcourſe with them.


  —But with an aſs, I can commune for ever. come, Honeﬅy! ſaid I,—ſeeing it was impraicable to paſs betwixt him and the gate—art thou for coming in, or going out?


  The aſs twiﬅed his head round to look up the ﬅreet—


  Well—replied I—we’ll wait a minute for thy driver:


  —He turned his head thoughtful about, and looked wifully the oppote way—


  I underﬅand thee perfely, anſwered I—if thou takeﬅ a wrong ﬅep in this aﬀair, he will cudgel thee to death—Well! a minute is but a minute, and if it ſaves a fellow-creature a drubbing, it all not be ſet down as ill-ſpent. He was eating the ﬅem of an artichoke as this diſcourſe went on, and in the little peevi contentions of nature betwixt hunger and unſavourineſs, had dropt it out of his mouth half a dozen times, and picked it up again—God help thee, Jack! ſaid I, thou haﬅ a bitter breakfaﬅ on’t—and many a bitter day’s labour—and many a bitter blow, I fear for its wages—’tis all—all bitterneſs to thee, whatever life is to others.


  And now thy mouth, if one knew the truth of it, is as bitter, I dare ſay, as ſoot—(for he had caﬅ ade the ﬅem) and thou haﬅ not a friend perhaps in all this world, that will give thee a macaroon.—In ſaying this, I pulled out a paper of them, which I had juﬅ purchaſed, and gave him one—and at this moment that I am telling it, my heart ſmites me, that there was more of pleaſantry in the conceit, of ſeeing how an aſs would eat a macaroon—than of benevolence in giving him one, which preded in the a.


  When the aſs had eaten his macaroon, I preed him to come in—the poor beaﬅ was heavy loaded—his legs ſeemed to tremble under him—he hung rather backwards, and as I pulled at his halter, it broke ort in my hand—he looked up penve in my face—“Don’t thra me with it—but if you will, you may”—If I do, ſaid I, I’ll be d—d. The word was but one half of it pronounced, when a perſon coming in, let fall a thundering baﬅinado upon the poor devil’s crupper, which put an end to the ceremony. Out upon it! cried I.
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  THE SERMON.


  
    hebrews xiii. 18.


    —For we TRUST we have a good Conſcience.—

  


  “TRUST!—Truﬅ we have a good conſcience!”


  [Certainly, Trim, quoth my father, interrupting him, you give that ſentence a very improper accent; for you curl up your noſe, man, and read it with ſuch a ſneering tone, as if the Parſon was going to abuſe the Apoﬅle.


  He is, an’ pleaſe your honour, replied Trim.


  Pugh! ſaid my father, ſmiling.


  Sir, quoth Door Slop, Trim is certainly in the right; for the writer (who I perceive is a Proteﬅant) by the ſnappi manner in which he takes up the apoﬅle, is certainly going to abuſe him; if this treatment of him has not done it already. But from whence, replied my father, have you concluded ſo ſoon, Door Slop, that the writer is of our church?—for aught I can ſee yet,—he may be of any church.—Becauſe, anſwered Door Slop, if he was of ours,—he durﬅ no more take ſuch a licence,—than a bear by his beard:—If, in our communion, Sir, a man was to inſult an apoﬅle,—a ſaint,—or even the paring of a ſaint’s nail,—he would have his eyes ſcratched out.—What, by the ſaint? quoth my uncle Toby. No, replied Door Slop, he would have an old houſe over his head. Pray, is the Inquition an ancient building, anſwered my uncle Toby, or is it a modern one?—I know nothing of architeure, replied Door Slop.—An’ pleaſe your honours, quoth Trim, the Inquition is the vileﬅ—Prithee ſpare thy deſcription, Trim, I hate the very name of it, ſaid my father.—No matter for that, anſwered Door Slop,—it has its uſes; for though I’m no great advocate for it, yet, in ſuch a caſe as this, he would ſoon be taught better manners; and I can tell him, if he went on at that rate, would be ﬂung into the Inquition for his pains. God help him then, quoth my uncle Toby. Amen, added Trim, for heaven above knows I have a poor brother who has been fourteen years a captive in it.—I never heard one word of it before, ſaid my uncle Toby, haﬅily:—How came he there, Trim?—O, Sir! the ﬅory will make your heart bleed,—as it has made mine a thouſand times;—the ort of the ﬅory is this:—My brother Tom went over a ſervant to Liſbon,—and married a Jew’s widow, who kept a ſmall op, and ſold ſauſages, which ſomehow or other, was the cauſe of his being taken in the middle of the night out of his bed, where he was lying with his wife and two ſmall children, and carried direly to the Inquition, where, God help him, continued Trim, fetching a gh from the bottom of his heart,—the poor honeﬅ lad lies conﬁned at this hour; he was as honeﬅ a ſoul, added Trim, (pulling out his handkerchief) as ever blood warmed.—


  —The tears trickled down Trim’s cheeks faﬅer than he could well wipe them away.—A dead lence in the room enſued for ſome minutes.—Certain proof of pity! Come, Trim, quoth my father, after he ſaw the poor fellow’s grief had got a little vent,—read on,—and put this melancholy ﬅory out of thy head:—I grieve that I interrupted thee; but prithee begin the Sermon again;—for if the ﬁrﬅ ſentence in it is matter of abuſe, as thou ſayeﬅ, I have a great dere to know what kind of provocation the apoﬅle has given.


  Corporal Trim wiped his face, and returned his handkerchief into his pocket, and, making a bow as he did it,—he began again.]

  


  THE SERMON.


  
    hebrews xiii. 18.

  


  —For we TRUST we have a good Conſcience.—“—TRUST! truﬅ we have a good conſcience! Surely if there is any thing in this life which a man may depend upon, and to the knowledge of which he is capable of arriving upon the moﬅ indiſputable evidence, it muﬅ be this very thing,—whether he has a good conſcience or no.”


  [I am potive I am right, quoth Dr. Stop.]


  “If a man thinks at all, he cannot well be a ﬅranger to the true ﬅate of this account;—he muﬅ be privy to his own thoughts and deres;—he muﬅ remember his paﬅ purſuits, and know certainly the true ſprings and motives, which, in general, have governed the aions of his life.”


  [I defy him, without an aﬅant, quoth Dr. Slop.]


  “In other matters we may be deceived by falſe appearances; and, as the wiſe man complains, hardly do we gueſs aright at the things that are upon the earth, and with labour do we ﬁnd the things that are before us. But here the mind has all the evidence and fas within herſelf;—is conſcious of the web e has wove;—knows its texture and ﬁneneſs, and the exa are which every paon has had in working upon the ſeveral degns which virtue or vice has planned before her.”


  [The language is good, and I declare Trim reads very well, quoth my father.]


  “Now,—as conſcience is nothing elſe but the knowledge which the mind has within herſelf of this; and the judgment, either of approbation or cenſure, which it unavoidably makes upon the ſucceve aions of our lives; ’tis plain you will ſay, from the very terms of the propotion,—whenever this inward teﬅimony goes againﬅ a man, and he ﬅands ſelf accuſed,—that he muﬅ necearily be a guilty man.—And, on the contrary, when the report is favourable on his de, and his heart condemns him not;—that it is not a matter of truﬅ, as the apoﬅle intimates, but a matter of certainty and fa, that the conſcience is good, and that the man muﬅ be good alſo.”


  [Then the apoﬅle is altogether in the wrong, I ſuppoſe, quoth Dr. Slop, and the Proteﬅant divine is in the right. Sir, have patience, replied my father, for I think it will preſently appear that Saint Paul and the Proteﬅant divine are both of an opinion.—As nearly ſo, quoth Dr. Slop, as eaﬅ is to weﬅ;—but this, continued he, lifting both hands, comes from the liberty of the preſs.


  It is no more, at the worﬅ, replied my uncle Toby, than the liberty of the pulpit, for it does not appear that the ſermon is printed, or ever likely to be.


  Go on, Trim, quoth my father.]


  “At ﬁrﬅ ght this may ſeem to be a true ﬅate of the caſe; and I make no doubt but the knowledge of right and wrong is ſo truly impreed upon the mind of man,—that did no ſuch thing ever happen, as that the conſcience of a man, by long habits of n, might (as the ſcripture aures it may) inſenbly become hard;—and, like ſome tender parts of his body, by much ﬅreſs and continual hard uſage, loſe by degrees that nice ſenſe and perception with which God and nature endowed it:—Did this never happen;—or was it certain that ſelf-love could never hang the leaﬅ bias upon the judgment;—or that the little intereﬅs below could riſe up and perplex the faculties of our upper regions, and encompaſs them about with clouds and thick darkneſs:—Could no ſuch thing as favour and aﬀeion enter this ſacred court:—Did wit diſdain to take a bribe in it;—or was aamed to ew its face as an advocate for an unwarrantable enjoyment: Or, laﬅly, were we aured that interest ﬅood always unconcerned whilﬅ the cauſe was hearing,—and that Paon never got into the judgment-ſeat, and pronounced ſentence in the ﬅead of Reaſon, which is ſuppoſed always to prede and determine upon the caſe:—Was this truly ſo, as the objeion muﬅ ſuppoſe;—no doubt then the religious and moral ﬅate of a man would be exaly what he himſelf eﬅeemed it;—and the guilt or innocence of every man’s life could be known, in general, by no better meaſure, than the degrees of his own approbation and cenſure.”


  “I own, in one caſe, whenever a man’s conſcience does accuſe him (as it ſeldom errs on that de) that he is guilty; and unleſs in melancholy and hypocondriac caſes, we may ſafely pronounce upon it, that there is always ſuﬃcient grounds for the accuſation.”


  “But the converſe of the propotion will not hold true;—namely, that whenever there is guilt, the conſcience muﬅ accuſe; and if it does not, that a man is therefore innocent.—This is not fa—So that the common conſolation which ſome good chriﬅian or other is hourly adminiﬅering to himſelf,—that he thanks God his mind does not miſgive him; and that, conſequently, he has a good conſcience, becauſe he hath a quiet one,—is fallacious;—and as current as the inference is, and as infallible as the rule appears at ﬁrﬅ ght, yet when you look nearer to it, and try the truth of this rule upon plain fas,—you ſee it liable to ſo much error from a falſe application;—the principal upon which it goes ſo often perverted;—the whole force of it loﬅ, and ſometimes ſo vilely caﬅ away, that it is painful to produce the common examples from human life which conﬁrm the account.”


  “A man all be vicious and utterly debauched in his principles;—exceptionable in his condu to the world; all live ameleſs in the open commion of a n, which no reaſon or pretence can juﬅify,—a n by which, contrary to all the workings of humanity, he all ruin for ever the deluded partner of his guilt;—rob her of her beﬅ dowry; and not only cover her own head with dionour;—but involve a whole virtuous family in ame and ſorrow for her ſake. Surely, you will think conſcience muﬅ lead ſuch a man a troubleſome life;—he can have no reﬅ night or day from its reproaches.”


  “Alas! conscience had ſomething elſe to do all this time, than break in upon him; as Elijah reproached the god Baal,—this domeﬅic god was either talking or purſuing, or was in a journey, or peradventure he ept and could not be awoke. Perhaps he was gone out into company with honor to ﬁght a duel; to pay oﬀ ſome debt at play;—or dirty annuity, the bargain of his luﬅ; Perhaps conscience all this time was engaged at home, talking aloud againﬅ petty larceny, and executing vengeance upon ſome ſuch puny crimes as his fortune and rank of life ſecured him againﬅ all temptation of committing; ſo that he lives as merrily.”—[If he was of our church, though, quoth Dr. Slop, he could not] “—eeps as ſoundly in his bed;—and at laﬅ meets death as unconcernedly;—perhaps much more ſo, than a much better man.”


  [All this is impoble with us, quoth Dr. Slop, turning to my father,—the caſe could not happen in our church.—It happens in ours, however, replied my father, but too often.—I own, quoth Dr. Slop, (ﬅruck a little with my father’s frank acknowledgment)—that a man in the Romi church may live as badly;—but then he cannot ealy die ſo.—’Tis little matter, replied my father, with an air of indiﬀerence,—how a raſcal dies.—I mean, anſwered Dr. Slop, he would be denied the beneﬁts of the laﬅ ſacraments.—Pray how many have you in all, ſaid my uncle Toby,—for I always forget?—Seven, anſwered Dr. Slop.—Humph!—ſaid my uncle Toby; though not accented as a note of acquieſcence,—but as an interjeion of that particular ſpecies of ſurpriſe, when a man in looking into a drawer, ﬁnds more of a thing than he expeed.—Humph! replied my uncle Toby. Dr. Slop, who had an ear, underﬅood my uncle Toby as well as if he had wrote a whole volume againﬅ the ſeven ſacraments.—Humph! replied Dr. Slop, (ﬅating my uncle Toby’s argument over again to him)—Why, Sir, are there not ſeven cardinal virtues?—Seven mortal ns?—Seven golden candleﬅicks?—Seven heavens?—’Tis more than I know, replied my uncle Toby.—Are there not Seven wonders of the world?—Seven days of the creation?—Seven planets?—Seven plagues?—That there are, quoth my father, with a moﬅ aﬀeed gravity. But prithee, continued he, go on with the reﬅ of thy charaers, Trim.]


  “Another is ſordid, unmerciful,” (here Trim waved his right hand) “a ﬅrait-hearted, ſelﬁ wretch, incapable either of private friendip or public ſpirit. Take notice how he paes by the widow and orphan in their diﬅreſs, and ſees all the miſeries incident to human life without a gh or a prayer.” [An’ pleaſe your honours, cried Trim, I think this a viler man than the other.]


  “Shall not conſcience riſe up and ﬅing him on ſuch occaons?—No; thank God there is no occaon, I pay every man his own;—I have no fornication to anſwer to my conſcience;—no faithleſsvows or promiſes to make up;—I have debauched no man’s wife or child; thank God, I am not as other men, adulterers, unjuﬅ, or even as this libertine, who ﬅands before me. A third is crafty and degning in his nature. View his whole life,—’tis nothing but a cunning contexture of dark arts and unequitable ſubterfuges, baſely to defeat the true intent of all laws,—plain-dealing, and the ſafe enjoyment of our ſeveral properties.—you will ſee ſuch a one working out a frame of little degns upon the ignorance and perplexities of the poor and needy man;—all raiſe a fortune upon the inexperience of a youth, or the unſuſpeing temper of his friend, who would have truﬅed him with his life. When old age comes on, and repentance calls him to look back upon this black account, and ﬅate it over again with his conſcience—conscience looks into the statutes at large;—ﬁnds no expreſs law broken by what he has done;—perceives no penalty or forſeiture of goods and chattels incurred;—ſees no ſcourge waving over his head, or priſon opening his gates upon him:—What is there to aﬀright his conſcience?—Conſcience has got ſafely entrenched behind the Letter of the Law; ts there invulnerable, fortiﬁed with Caſes and Reports ſo ﬅrongly on all des;—that it is not preaching can diſpoeſs it of its hold.”


  [The charaer of this laﬅ man, ſaid Dr. Slop, interrupting Trim, is more deteﬅable than all the reﬅ;—and ſeems to have been taken from ſome pettifogging lawyer amongﬅ you:—amongﬅ us, a man’s conſcience could not pobly continue ſo long blinded,—three times in a year, at leaﬅ, he muﬅ go to confeon. Will that reﬅore it to ght? quoth my uncle Toby.—Go on, Trim, quoth my father. ’Tis very ort, replied Trim.—I wi it was longer, quoth my uncle Toby, for I like it hugely.—Trim went on.]


  “A fourth man all want even this refuge; all break through all their ceremony of ow chicane;—ſcorns the doubtful workings of ſecret plots and cautious trains to bring about his purpoſe:—See the bare-faced villain, how he cheats, lies, perjures, robs, murders!—Horrid!—But indeed much better was not to be expeed, in the preſent caſe—the poor man was in the dark!—his Prieﬅ had got the keeping of his conſcience;—and all he would let him know of it, was, That he muﬅ believe in the Pope;—go to Maſs;—croſs himſelf;—tell his beads;—be a good Catholic, and that this, in all conſcience, was enough to carry him to heaven. What;—if he perjures!—Why;—he had a mental reſervation in it.—But if he is ſo wicked and abandoned a wretch as you repreſent him;—if he robs,—if he ﬅabs, will not conſcience, on every ſuch a, receive a wound itſelf?—Aye,—but the man has carried it to confeon;—the wound digeﬅs there, and will do well enough, and in a ort time be quite healed up by abſolution. O Popery! what haﬅ thou to anſwer for?—when, not content with the too many natural and fatal ways, thro’ which the heart of man is every day thus treacherous to itſelf above all things;—thou haﬅ wilfully ſet open the wide gate of deceit before the face of this unwary traveller, too apt, God knows, to go aﬅray of himſelf; and conﬁdently ſpeak peace to himſelf, when there is no peace.”


  “Of this the common inﬅances which I have drawn out of life, are too notorious to require much evidence. If any man doubts the reality of them, or thinks it impoble for a man to be ſuch a bubble to himſelf,—I muﬅ refer him a moment to his own reﬂeions, and will then venture to truﬅ my appeal with his own heart.”


  “Let him conder in how diﬀerent a degree of deteﬅation, numbers of wicked aions ﬅand there, tho’ equally bad and vicious in their own natures;—he will ſoon ﬁnd, that ſuch of them as ﬅrong inclination and cuﬅom have prompted him to commit, are generally dreed out and painted with all the falſe beauties, which a ſoft and a ﬂattering hand can give them;—and that the others, to which he feels no propenty, appear, at once, naked and deformed, ſurrounded with all the true circumﬅances of folly and dionour.”


  “When David ſurpriſed Saul eeping in the cave, and cut oﬀ the ſkirt of his robe—we read his heart ſmote him for what he had done:—But in the matter of Uriah, where a faithful and gallant ſervant, whom he ought to have loved and honoured, fell to make way for his luﬅ,—where conſcience had ſo much greater reaſon to take the alarm, his heart ſmote him not. A whole year had almoﬅ paed from the ﬁrﬅ commion of that crime, to the time Nathan was ſent to reprove him; and we read not once of the leaﬅ ſorrow or compunion of heart which he teﬅiﬁed, during all that time, for what he had done.”


  “Thus conſcience, this once able monitor,—placed on high as a judge within us, and intended by our Maker as a juﬅ and equitable one too,—by an unhappy train of cauſes and impediments, takes often ſuch imperfe cognizance of what paes,—does its oﬃce ſo negligently,—ſometimes ſo corruptly,—that it is not to be truﬅed alone; and therefore we ﬁnd there is a necety, an abſolute necety, of joining another principle with it, to aid, if not govern, its determinations.”


  “So that if you would form a juﬅ judgment of what is of inﬁnite importance to you not to be mied in,—namely, in what degree of real merit you ﬅand either as an honeﬅ man, an uſeful citizen, a faithful ſubje to your king, or a good ſervant to your God,—call in religion and morality.—Look, what is written in the law of God?—How readeﬅ thou?—Conſult calm reaſon and the unchangeable obligations of juﬅice and truth;—what ſay they?”


  “Let conscience determine the matter upon theſe reports;—and then if thy heart condemns thee not, which is the caſe the apoﬅle ſuppoſes,—the rule will be infallible,”—[Here Dr. Slop fell aeep]—“thou wilt have conﬁdence towards God;—that is, have juﬅ grounds to believe the judgment thou haﬅ paﬅ upon thyſelf, is the judgment of God; and nothing elſe but an anticipation of that righteous ſentence, which will be pronounced upon thee hereafter by that Being, to whom thou art ﬁnally to give an account of thy aions.”


  “Bleed is the man, indeed, then, as the author of the book of Eccleaﬅicus exprees it, who is not pricked with the multitude of his ns: Bleed is the man whoſe heart hath not condemned him; whether he be rich, or whether he be poor, if he have a good heart, (a heart thus guided and informed) he allat all times rejoice in a cheerful countenance; his mind all tell him more than ſeven watchmen that t above upon a tower on high.”


  “—In the darkeﬅ doubts it all condu him ſafer than a thouſand caſuiﬅs, and give the ﬅate he lives in, a better ſecurity for his behaviour than all the cauſes and reﬅriions put together, which law-makers are forced to multiply:—Forced, as I ſay, as things ﬅand; human laws not being a matter of original choice, but of pure necety, brought in to fence againﬅ the miſchievous eﬀes of thoſe conſciences which are no law unto themſelves; well intending, by the many provions made,—that in all ſuch corrupt and miſguided caſes, where principles and the checks of conſcience will not make us upright,—to ſupply their force, and, by the terrors of gaols and halters, oblige us to it.”


  [I ſee plainly, ſaid my father, that this ſermon has been compoſed to be preached at the Temple,—or at ſome Aze.—I like the reaſoning, and am ſorry that Dr. Slop has fallen aeep before the time of his conviion:—for it is now clear, that the Parſon, as I thought at ﬁrﬅ, never inſulted St. Paul in the leaﬅ;—nor has there been, brother, the leaﬅ diﬀerence between them:—A great matter, if they had diﬀered, replied my uncle Toby,—the beﬅ friends in the world may diﬀer ſometimes.—True,—brother Toby, quoth my father, aking hands with him,—we’ll ﬁll our pipes, brother, and then Trim all go on.—


  He read on as follows.]


  “To have the fear of God before our eyes, and, in our mutual dealings with each other, to govern our aions by the eternal meaſures of right and wrong:—The ﬁrﬅ of theſe will comprehend the duties of religion;—the ſecond, thoſe of morality, which are ſo inſeperably conneed together, that you cannot divide theſe two tables, even in imagination, (though the attempt is often made in praice) without breaking and mutually deﬅroying them both.”


  “I ſaid the attempt is often made; and ſo it is;—there being nothing more common than to ſee a man who has no ſenſe at all of religion, and indeed has ſo much honeﬅy as to pretend to none, who would take it as the bittereﬅ aﬀront, ould you but hint at a ſuſpicion of his moral charaer,—or imagine he was not conſcientiouy juﬅ and ſcrupulous” to the uttermoﬅ mite.”


  “When there is ſome appearance that it is ſo,—tho’ one is unwilling even to ſuſpe the appearance of ſo amiable a virtue as moral honeﬅy, yet were we to look into the grounds of it, in the preſent caſe, I am perſuaded we ould ﬁnd little reaſon to envy ſuch a one the honour of his motive.”


  “Let him declaim as pompouy as he chooſes upon the ſubje, it will be found to reﬅ upon no better foundation than either his intereﬅ, his pride, his eaſe, or ſome ſuch little and changeable paon as will give us but ſmall dependance upon his aions in matters of great diﬅreſs.”


  “I will illuﬅrate this by an example.


  “I know the banker I deal with, or the phycian I uſually call in,”—[There is no need, cried Dr. Slop, (waking) to call in any phycian in this caſe]


  “—To be neither of them men of much religion: I hear them make a jeﬅ of it every day, and treat all its ſanions with ſo much ſcorn, as to put the matter paﬅ doubt. Well;—notwithﬅanding this, I put my fortune into the hands of the one;—and what is dearer ﬅill to me, I truﬅ my life to the honeﬅ ſkill of the other.”


  “Now let me examine what is my reaſon for this great conﬁdence. Why, in the ﬁrﬅ place, I believe there is no probability that either of them will employ the power I put into their hands to my diſadvantage;—I conder that honeﬅy ſerves the purpoſes of this life:—I know their ſucceſs in the world depends upon the fairneſs of their charaers.—In a word, I’m perſuaded that they cannot hurt me without hurting themſelves more.”


  “But put it otherwiſe, namely, that intereﬅlay, for once, on the other de; that a caſe ould happen wherein the one, without ﬅain to his reputation, could ſecrete my fortune, and leave me naked in the world;—or that the other could ſend me out of it, and enjoy an eﬅate by my death, without dionour to himſelf or his art:—In this caſe, what hold have I of either of them?—Religion, the ﬅrongeﬅ of all motives, is out of the queﬅion;—Intereﬅ, the next moﬅ powerful motive in the world, is ﬅrongly againﬅ me:—What have I leﬅ to caﬅ into the oppote ſcale to balance this temptation?—Alas! I have nothing,—nothing but what is lighter than a bubble—I muﬅ lye at the mercy of honour, or ſome ſuch capricious principle Strait ſecurity for two of the moﬅ valuable blengs!—my property and myſelf.”


  “As, therefore, we can have no dependence upon morality without religion;—ſo, on the other hand, there is nothing better to be expeed from religion without morality; nevertheleſs, ’tis no prodigy to ſee a man whoſe real moral charaer ﬅands very low, who yet entertains the higheﬅ notion of himſelf, in the light of a religious man.”


  “He all not only be covetous, revengeful, implacable,—but even wanting in points of common honeﬅy; yet inaſmuch as he talks aloud againﬅ the inﬁdelity of the age,—is zealous for ſome points of religion,—goes twice a day to church,—attends the ſacraments,—and amuſes himſelf with a few inﬅrumental parts of religion,—all cheat his conſcience into a judgment, that, for this, he is a religious man, and has diſcharged truly his duty to God: And you will ﬁnd that ſuch a man, through force of this deluon, generally looks down with ſpiritual pride upon every other man who has leſs aﬀeation of piety,—though, perhaps, ten times more real honeﬅy than himſelf.”


  “This likewiſe is a ſore evil under the ſun: and, I believe, there is no one miﬅaken principle, which, for its time, has wrought more ſerious miſchiefs.”


  “—For a general proof of this,—examine the hiﬅory of the Romi church;”—


  [Well what can you make of that? cried Dr. Slop.]—“ſee what ſcenes of cruelty, murder, rapine, blooded,”—[They may thank their own obﬅinacy, cried Dr. Slop]—“have all been ſaniﬁed by a religion not ﬅrily governed by morality.”


  “In how many kingdoms of the world has the cruſading ſword of this miſguided ſainterrant, ſpared neither age or merit, or ſex, or condition?—and, as he fought under the banners of a religion which ſet him looſe from juﬅice and humanity, he ewed none; mercileſy trampled upon both,—heard neither the cries of the unfortunate, nor pitied their diﬅrees.”


  [I have been in many a battle, an’ pleaſe your honour, quoth Trim, ghing, but never in ſo melancholy a one as this.—I would not have drawn a tricker in it againﬅ theſe poor ſouls,—to have been made a general oﬃcer.—Why? what do you underﬅand of the aﬀair? ſaid Dr. Slop, looking towards Trim, with ſomething more of contempt than the Corporal’s honeﬅ heart deſerved.—What do you know, friend, about this battle you talk of?—I know, replied Trim, that I never refuſed quarter in my life to any man who cried out for it;—but to a woman, or a child, continued Trim, before I would level my muſket at them, I would loſe my life a thouſand times.—Here’s a crown for thee, Trim, to drink with Obadiah to-night, quoth my uncle Toby,—God bleſs your honour, replied Trim,—I had rather theſe poor women and children had it.—Thou art an honeﬅ fellow, quoth my uncle Toby.—My father nodded his head,—as much as to ſay,—and ſo he is.—


  But prithee, Trim, ſaid my father, make an end,—for I ſee thou haﬅ but a leaf or two left.


  Corporal Trim read on.]


  “If the teﬅimony of paﬅ centuries in this matter is not ſuﬃcient,—conder at this inﬅant, how the votaries of that religion are every day thinking to do ſervice and honour to God, by aions which are a dionour and ſcandal to themſelves.”


  “To be convinced of this, go with me for a moment into the priſons of the Inquition.”—[God help my poor brother Tom]—“Behold Religion, with Mercy and Juﬅice chained down under her feet,—there tting ghaﬅly upon a black tribunal, propped up with racks and inﬅruments of torment. Hark!—hark! what a piteous groan!”—[Here Trim’s face turned as pale as aes]—“See the melancholy wretch who uttered it”—[Here the tears began to trickle down.]—“juﬅ brought forth to undergo the angui of a mock trial, and endure the utmoﬅ pains that a ﬅudied ſyﬅem of cruelty has been able to invent.”—[D—n them all, quoth Trim, his colour returning into his face as red as blood.]—“Behold this helpleſs viim delivered up to his tormentors,—his body ſo waﬅed with ſorrow and conﬁnement.”—[Oh! ’tis my brother, cried poor Trim in a moﬅ paonate exclamation, dropping the ſermon upon the ground, and clapping his hands together—I fear ’tis poor Tom. My father’s and my uncle Toby’s heart yearned with ſympathy for the poor fellow’s diﬅreſs; even Slop himſelf acknowledged pity for him.—Why, Trim, ſaid my father, this is not a hiﬅory,—’tis a ſermon thou art reading; prithee begin the ſentence again.]—“Behold this helpleſs viim delivered up to his tormentors,—his body ſo waﬅed with ſorrow and conﬁnement, you will ſee every nerve and muſcle as it ſuﬀers.”


  “Obſerve the laﬅ movement of that horrid engine!”—[I would rather face a cannon, quoth Trim, ﬅamping.]—“See what convulons it has thrown him into!—Conder the nature of the poﬅure in which he now lies ﬅretched,—what exquite tortures he endures by it!—’tis all nature can bear! Good God! ſee how it keeps his weary ſoul hanging upon his trembling lips!” [I would not read another line of it, quoth Trim, for all this world;—I fear, an’ pleaſe your honours, all this is in Portugal, where my poor brother Tom is. I tell thee, Trim, again, quoth my father, ’tis not an hiﬅorical account,—’tis a deſcription.—’Tis only a deſcription, honeﬅ man, quoth Slop, there’s not a word of truth in it.—That’s another ﬅory, replied my father.—However, as Trim reads it with ſo much concern,—’tis cruelty to force him to go on with it.—Give me hold of the ſermon, Trim,—I’ll ﬁni it for thee, and thou may’ﬅ go. I muﬅ ﬅay and hear it too, replied Trim, if your honour will allow me;—though I would not read it myſelf for a Colonel’s pay.—Poor Trim! quoth my uncle Toby.—My father went on.—


  “Coder the nature of the poﬅure in which he now lies ﬅretched,—what exquite torture he endures by it!—’Tis all nature can bear! Good God! See how it keeps his weary ſoul hanging upon his trembling lips,—willing to take its leave,—but not ſuﬀered to depart!—Behold the unhappy wretch led back to his cell!”


  —[Then, thank God, however, quoth Trim, they have not killed him.]—


  “See him dragged out of it again to meet the ﬂames, and the inſults in his laﬅ agonies, which this principle,—this principle, that there can be religion without mercy, has prepared for him. The ſureﬅ way to try the merit of any diſputed notion is, to trace down the conſequences ſuch a notion has produced, and compare them with the ſpirit of chriﬅianity;—’tis the ort and decive rule which our Saviour hath left us, for theſe and ſuch like caſes, and it is worth a thouſand arguments—By their fruits ye all know them.”


  “I will add no farther to the length of this ſermon, than by two or three ort and independent rules deducible from it.”


  “Firﬅ, Whenever a man talks loudly againﬅ religion, always ſuſpe that it is not his reaſon, but his paons, which have got the better of his creed. A bad life and a good belief are diſagreeable and troubleſome neighbours, and where they ſeparate, depend upon it, ’tis for no other cauſe but quietneſs ſake.”


  “Secondly, When a man, thus repreſented, tells you in any particular inﬅance,—That ſuch a thing goes againﬅ his conſcience,—always believe he means exaly the ſame thing, as when he tells you ſuch a thing goes againﬅ his ﬅomach;—a preſent want of appetite being generally the true cauſe of both.”


  “In a word,—truﬅ that man in nothing, who has not a conscience in every thing.”


  “And, in your own caſe, remember this plain diﬅinion, a miﬅake in which has ruined thouſands,—that your conſcience is not a law:—No, God and reaſon made the law, and have placed conſcience within you to determine;—not like an Aatic Cadi, according to the ebbs and ﬂows of his own paons,—but like a Briti judge in this land of liberty and good ſenſe, who makes no new law, but faithfully declares that law which he knows already written.”


  end of the sermon.


  t. shandy, v. 1. c. 40.


  ☜


  remainder of the

  STORY OF TRIM’S BROTHER.


  AS Tom’s place an’ pleaſe your honour, was eaſy—and the weather warm—it put him upon thinking ſeriouy of ſettling himſelf in the world; and as it fell out about that time, that a Jew who kept a ſaugage op in the ſame ﬅreet, had the ill luck to die of a ﬅrangury, and leave his widow in poeon of a roung trade—Tom thought (as every body in Liſbon was doing the beﬅ he could diviſe for himſelf) there could be no harm in oﬀering her his ſervice to carry it on: ſo without any introduion to the widow, except that of buying a pound of ſauſages at her op—Tom ſet out—counting the matter thus within himſelf, as he walked along; that let the worﬅ come of it that could, he ould at leaﬅ get a pound of ſauſages for their worth—but, if things went well, he ould be ſet up; inaſmuch as he ould get not only a pound of ſauſages—but a wife—and a ſauſage op, an’ pleaſe your honour, into the bargain.


  Every ſervant in the family, from high to low, wied Tom ſucceſs, and I can fancy, an’ pleaſe your honour, I ſee him this moment with his white dimity waiﬅcoat and breeches, and hat a little o’one de, pang jollily along the ﬅreet, ſwinging his ﬅick, with a ſmile and a cheerful word for every body he met.


  But alas! Tom! thou ſmileﬅ no more, cried the Corporal, looking on one de of him upon the ground, as if he apoﬅrophiſed him in his dungeon.


  Poor fellow! ſaid my uncle Toby, feelingly.


  He was an honeﬅ, light-hearted lad, an’ pleaſe your honour, as ever blood warm’d—


  Then he reſembled thee, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, rapidly.


  The Corporal blu’d down to his ﬁngers ends—a tear of ſentimental bafulneſs—another of gratitude to my uncle. Toby—and a tear of ſorrow for his brother’s misfortunes, ﬅarted into his eye, and ran ſweetly down his cheek together; my uncle Toby’s kindled as one lamp does at another; and taking hold of the breaﬅ of Trim’s coat (which had been that of Le Fever’s), as if to eaſe his lame leg, but in reality to gratify a ﬁner feeling—he ﬅood lent for a minute and a half; at the end of which he took his hand away, and the Corporal making a bow, went on with his ﬅory of his brother and the Jew’s widow.


  When Tom, an’ pleaſe your honour, got to the op, there was nobody in it, but a poor negro girl, with a bunch of white feathers ightly tied to the end of a long cane, ﬂapping away ﬂies—not killing them.—


  ’Tis a pretty piure! ſaid my uncle Toby,—e had ſuﬀered perſecution, Trim, and had learnt mercy—


  —She was good, an’ pleaſe your honour, from nature, as well as from hardips; and there are circumﬅances in the ﬅory of that poor friendleſs ut, that would melt a heart of ﬅone, ſaid Trim; and ſome diſmal winter’s evening when your honour is in the humour, they all be told you with the reﬅ of Tom’s ﬅory, for it makes a part of it


  Then do not forget, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  A negro has a ſoul? an’ pleaſe your honour, ſaid the Corporal, (doubtingly).


  I am not much verſed, Corporal, quoth my uncle Toby, in things of that kind; but I ſuppoſe, God would not leave him without one, any more than thee or me.


  It would be putting one ſadly over the head of another, quoth the Corporal.


  It would ſo, ſaid my uncle Toby.


  Why then, an’ pleaſe your honour, is a black wench to be uſed worſe than a white one?


  I can give no reaſon, ſaid my uncle Toby.—


  —Only, cried the Corporal, aking his head, becauſe e has no one to ﬅand up for her—


  ’Tis that very thing, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby,—which recommends her to proteion—and her brethren with her; ’tis the fortune of war which has put the whip into our hands now—where it may be hereafter, heaven knows!—but be it where it will, the brave, Trim, will not uſe it unkindly.


  —God forbid, ſaid the Corporal.


  Amen, reſponded my uncle Toby, laying his hand upon his heart.


  The Corporal returned to his ﬅory, and went on—but with an embarrament in doing it, which here and there a reader in this world will not be able to comprehend; for by the many ſudden trantions all along, from one kind and cordial paon to another, in getting thus far on his way, he had loﬅ the ſportable key of his voice, which gave ſenſe and ſpirit to his tale: he attempted twice to reſume it, but could not pleaſe himſelf; ſo giving a ﬅout hem! to rally back the retreating ſpirits, and aiding nature at the ſame time with his left arm a-kimbo on one de, and with his right a little extended, ſupported her on the other—the Corporal got as near the note as he could; and in that attitude, continued his ﬅory.


  As Tom, an’ pleaſe your honour, had no buneſs at that time with the Moori girl, he paed on into the room beyond, to talk to the Jew’s widow about love—and being, as I have told your honour, an open, cheary hearted lad, with his charaer wrote in his looks and carriage, he took a chair, and without much apology, but with great civility at the ſame time, placed it cloſe to her at the table, and ſat down.


  Now a widow, an’ pleaſe your honour, always chooſes a ſecond huſband as unlike the ﬁrﬅ as e can: ſo the aﬀair was ſettled in her mind before Tom mentioned it.


  She gned the capitulation—and Tom ſealed it; and there was an end of the matter.


  t. shandy, v. iv. c. 64.


  ☜


  THE BEGUINE.


  SO, thou waﬅ once in love, Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby, ſmiling—


  Souſe! replied the Corporal—over head and ears! an’ pleaſe your honour. Prithee when? where?—and how came it to paſs?—I never heard one word of it before, quoth my uncle Toby:—I dare ſay, anſwered Trim, that every drummer and ſerjeant’s ſon in the regiment knew of it—It’s high time I ould—ſaid my uncle Toby.


  Your honour remembers with concern, ſaid the Corporal, the total rout and confuon of our camp, and the army, at the aﬀair of Landen; every one was left to ift for himſelf; and if it had not been for the regiments of Wyndham, Lumley, and Galway, which covered the retreat over the bridge of Neerſpeeken, the King himſelf could ſcarce have gained it—he was preed hard, as your honour knows, on every de of him—


  Gallant mortal! cried my uncle Toby, caught up with enthuaſm—this moment, now that all is loﬅ, I ſee him galloping acroſs me, Corporal, to the left, to bring up the remains of the Engli horſe along with him to ſupport the right, and tear the laurel from Luxembourg’s brows, if yet ’tis poble—I ſee him with the knot of his ſcarf juﬅ ot oﬀ, infung fre ſpirits into poor Galway’s regiment—riding along the line—then wheeling about, and charging Conti at the head of it—Brave! brave, by heaven! cried my uncle Toby, he deſerves a crown—as richly, as a thief a halter; outed Trim.


  My uncle Toby knew the Corporal’s loyalty;—otherwiſe the compariſon was not at all to his mind—it did not altogether ﬅrike the Corporal’s fancy when he had made it—but it could not be recalled—ſo he had nothing to do, but proceed.


  As the number of wounded was prodigious, and no one had time to think of any thing, but his own ſafety—Though Talma, ſaid my uncle Toby, brought oﬀ the foot with great prudence—but I was left upon the ﬁeld, ſaid the Corporal. Thou waﬅ ſo; poor fellow! replied my uncle Toby—ſo that it was noon the next day, continued the Corporal, before I was exchanged, and put into a cart with thirteen or fourteen more, in order to be conveyed to our hoſpital.—The angui of my knee, continued the Corporal, was exceve in itſelf; and the uneaneſs of the cart, with the roughneſs of the roads which were terribly cut up—making bad ﬅill worſe—every ﬅep was death to me: ſo that with the loſs of blood, and the want of care taking of me, and a fever I felt coming on bedes—(Poor ſoul! ſaid my uncle Toby) all together, an’ pleaſe your honour, was more than I could ſuﬅain.


  I was telling my ſuﬀerings to a young woman at a peaſant’s houſe, where our cart, which was the laﬅ of the line, had halted, they had helped me in, and the young woman had taken a cordial out of her pocket and dropp’d it upon ſome ſugar, and ſeeing it had cheer’d me, e had given it me a ſecond and a third time—So I was telling her, an’ pleaſe your honour, the angui I was in, and was ſaying it was ſo intolerable to me, that I had much rather lie down upon the bed, turning my face towards one which was in the corner of the room—and die, than go on—when, upon her attempting to lead me to it, I fainted away in her arms. She was a good ſoul! as your honour, ſaid the Coporal, wiping his eyes, will hear.


  I thought love had been a joyous thing, quoth my uncle Toby.


  ’Tis the moﬅ ſerious thing, an’ pleaſe your honour (ſometimes), that is in the world.


  By the perſuaon of the young woman, continued the Corporal, the cart with the wounded men ſet oﬀ without me: e had aured them I ould expire immediately if I was put into the cart. So when I came to myſelf—I found myſelf in a ﬅill quiet cottage, with no one but the young woman, and the peaſant and his wife. I was laid acroſs the bed in the corner of the room, with my wounded leg upon a chair, and the young woman bede me, holding the corner of her handkerchief dipp’d in vinegar to my noſe with one hand, and rubbing my temples with the other.


  I took her at ﬁrﬅ for the daughter of the peaſant; (for it was no inn)—ſo had oﬀered her a little purſe with eighteen ﬂorins, which my poor brother Tom (here Trim wip’d his eyes) had ſent me as a token, by a recruit, juﬅ before he ſet out for Liſbon.—


  The young woman called the old man and his wife into the room, to ew them the money, in order to gain me credit for a bed and what little necearies I ould want, till I ould be in a condition to be got to the hoſpital—Come then! ſaid e, tying up the little purſe,—I’ll be your banker—but as that oﬃce alone will not keep me employ’d, I’ll be your nurſe too.


  I thought by her manner of ſpeaking this, as well as by her dreſs, which I then began to conder more attentively—that the young woman could not be the daughter of the peaſant. She was in black down to her toes, with her hair concealed under a cambrick border, laid cloſe to her forehead: e was one of thoſe kind of Nuns, an’ pleaſe your honour, of which your honour knows, there are a good many in Flanders, which they let go looſe—By thy deſcription, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, I dare ſay e was a young Beguine, of which there are none to be found any where but in the Spani Netherlands—except at Amﬅerdam—they diﬀer from Nuns in this, that they can quit their cloiﬅer if they chooſe to marry; they vit and take care of the ck by profeon—I had rather, for my own part, they did it out of good-nature.


  The young Beguine, continued the Corporal, had ſcarce given herſelf time to tell me “e would be my nurſe,” when e haﬅily turned about to begin the oﬃce of one, and prepare ſomething for me—and in a ort time—though I thought it a long one—e came back with ﬂannels, &c. &c. and having fomented my knee ſoundly for a couple of hours, and made me a thin baſon of gruel for my ſupper—e wi’d me reﬅ, and promiſed to be with me early in the morning.—She wi’d me, an’ pleaſe your honour, what was not to be had. My fever ran very high that night—her ﬁgure made ſad diﬅurbance within me—I was every moment cutting the world in two—to give her half of it—and every moment was I crying, that I had nothing but a knapſack and eighteen ﬂorins to are with her—The whole night long was the fair Beguine, like an angel, cloſe by my bed de, holding back my curtain and oﬀering me cordials—and I was only awakened from my dream by her coming there at the hour promiſed and giving them in reality. In truth, e was ſcarce ever from me, and ſo accuﬅomed was I to receive life from her hands, that my heart ckened, and I loﬅ colour when e left the room.—Love, an’ pleaſe your honour, is exaly like war, in this; that a ſoldier, though he has eſcaped three weeks complete o’ Saturdaynight—may nevertheleſs be ot through his heart on Sunday morning—it happened ſo here, an’ pleaſe your honour, with this diﬀerence only—that it was on Sunday in the afternoon, when I fell in love all at once with a erara—it burﬅ upon me, an’ pleaſe your honour, like a bomb—ſcarce giving me time to ſay, “God bleſs me.”


  I thought Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, a man never fell in love ſo very ſuddenly,


  Yes an’ pleaſe your honour, if he is in the way of it—replied Trim.


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


  —With all pleaſure, ſaid the Corporal, making a bow. I had eſcaped, continued the Corporal, all that time from falling in love, and had gone on to the end of the chapter, had it not been predeﬅined otherwiſe—there is no reﬅing 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 ﬅill and hu as midnight about the houſe—


  There was not ſo much as a duck or a duckling about the yard; when the fair Beguine came in to ſee me.


  My wound was then in a fair way of doing well—the inﬂammation had been gone oﬀ for ſome time, but it was ſucceeded with an itching both above and below my knee, ſo inſuﬀerable, that I had not ut my eyes the whole night for it. Let me ſee it, ſaid e, kneeling down upon the ground parallel to my knee, and laying her hand upon the part below it—it only wants rubbing a little, ſaid the Beguine; ſo covering it with the bed cloaths, e began with the fore-ﬁnger of her right-hand to rub under my knee, guiding her fore-ﬁnger backwards and forwards by the edge of the ﬂannel, which kept on the dreng.


  In ﬁve or x minutes I felt ightly the end of her ſecond ﬁnger—and preſently it was laid ﬂat with the other, and e continued rubbing in that way round and round for a good while; it then came into my head, that I ould fall in love—I blued when I ſaw how white a hand e had—I all never, an’ pleaſe your honour, behold another hand ſo white whilﬅ I live.—


  The young Beguine, continued the Corporal, perceiving it was of great ſervice to me—from rubbing, for ſome time, with two ﬁngers—proceeded to rub at length with three—till by little and little e brought down the fourth, and then rubbed with her whole hand: I will never ſay another word, an’ pleaſe your honour, upon hands again—but is was ſofter than ſatin.—


  Prithee, Trim, commend it as much as thou wilt, ſaid my uncle Toby; I all hear thy ﬅory with the more delight—The Corporal thanked his maﬅer moﬅ unfeignedly; but having nothing to ſay upon the Beguine’s hand but the ſame over again—he proceeded to the eﬀes of it.


  The fair Beguine, ſaid the Corporal, continued rubbing with her whole hand under my knee,—till I feared her zeal would weary her—“I would do a thouſand times more,” ſaid e, “for the love of Chriﬅ.” As e continued rubbing—I felt it ſpread from under her hand, an’ pleaſe your honour, to every part of my frame.—


  The more e rubbed, and the longer ﬅrokes e took—the more the ﬁre kindled in my veins—till at length, by two or three ﬅrokes longer than the reﬅ—my paon roſe to the higheﬅ pitch—I ſeized her hand—And then thou clapped’ﬅ it to thy lips, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby,—and madeﬅ a ſpeech.


  Whether the Corporal’s amour terminated preciſely in the way my uncle Toby deſcribed it, is not material; it is enough that it contained in it the eence of all the love-romances which ever have been wrote nce the beginning of the world.


  t. shandy, vol. 4, chap. 43.
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  MARIA.


  —THEY were the ſweeteﬅ notes I ever heard; and I inﬅantly let down the fore-glaſs to hear them more diﬅinly—’Tis Maria; ſaid the poﬅillion, obſerving I was liﬅening—Poor Maria, continued he, (leaning his body on one de to let me ſee her, for he was in a line betwixt us), is tting upon a bank playing her veſpers upon her pipe, with her little goat bede her.


  The young fellow utter’d this with an accent and a look ſo perfely in tune to a feeling heart, that I inﬅantly made a vow, I would give him a four-and-twenty ſous piece, when I got to Moulines.


  And who is poor Maria? ſaid I.


  The love and pity of all the villages around us; ſaid the poﬅillion—it is but three years ago, that the ſun did not ine upon ſo fair, ſo quickwitted and amiable a maid; and better fate did Maria deſerve, than to have her Banns forbid by the intrigues of the curate of the pari who publied them—


  He was going on, when Maria, who had made a ort pauſe, put the pipe to her mouth, and began the air again—they were the ſame notes;—yet were ten times ſweeter: It is the evening ſervice to the Virgin, ſaid the young man—but who has taught her to play it—or how e came by her pipe, no one knows; we think that heaven has aﬅed her in both; for ever nce e has been unſettled in her mind, it ſeems her only conſolation—e has never once had the pipe out of her hand, but plays that ſervice upon it almoﬅ night and day.


  The poﬅillion delivered this with ſo much diſcretion and natural eloquence, that I could not help decyphering ſomething in his face above his condition, and ould have fted out his hiﬅory, had not poor Maria’s taken ſuch full poeon of me.


  We had got up by this time almoﬅ to the bank where Maria was tting; e was in a thin white jacket, with her hair, all but two trees, drawn up into a lk net, with a few olive leaves twiﬅed a little fantaﬅically on one de—e was beautiful; and if ever I felt the full force of an honeﬅ heart-ache, it was the moment I ſaw her—


  —God help her! poor damſel! above a hundred maes, ſaid the poﬅillion, have been ſaid in the ſeveral pari churches and convents around, for her,—but without eﬀe; we have ﬅill hopes, as e is ſenble for ort intervals, that the Virgin at laﬅ will reﬅore her to herſelf; but her parents who know her beﬅ, are hopeleſs upon that ſcore, and think her ſenſes are loﬅ for ever.


  As the poﬅillion ſpoke this, Maria made a cadence ſo melancholy, ſo tender and querulous, that I ſprung out of the chaiſe to help her, and found myſelf tting betwixt her and her goat before I relapſed from my enthuaſm.


  Maria look’d wiﬅfully for ſome time at me, and then at her goat—and then at me—and then at her goat again, and ſo on, alternately—


  —Well, Maria, ſaid I, ſoftly—What reſemblance do you ﬁnd?


  I do entreat the candid reader to believe me, that it was from the humbleﬅ conviion of what a Beaﬅ man is,—that I aſk’d the queﬅion; and that I would not have let fallen an unſeaſonable pleaſantry in the venerable preſence of Miſery, to be entitled to all the wit that ever Rabelais ſcattered—and yet I own my heart ſmote me, and that I ſo ſmarted at the very idea of it, that I ſwore I would ſet up for wiſdom, and utter grave ſentences the reﬅ of my days—and never—never attempt again to commit mirth with man, woman, or child, the longeﬅ day I had to live.


  As for writing nonſenſe to them—I believe, there was a reſerve—but that I leave to the world.


  Adieu, Maria!—adieu, poor hapleſs damſel! ſome time, but not now, I may hear thy ſorrows from thy own lips—but I was deceived; for that moment e took her pipe and told me ſuch a tale of woe with it, that I roſe up, and with broken and irregular ﬅeps walk’d ſoftly to my chaiſe.


  t. shandy, vol. iv. c. 83.
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  MARIA.


  moulines.


  INEVER felt what the diﬅreſs of plenty was in any one ape till now—to travel it through the Bourbonnois, the ſweeteﬅ part of France—in the hey-day of the vintage, when Nature is pouring her abundance into every one’s lap, and every eye is lifted up—a journey through each ﬅep of which muc beats time to Labour, and all her children are rejoicing as they carry in their cluﬅers—to paſs through this with my aﬀeions ﬂying out, and kindling at every group before me—and every one of them was pregnant with adventures.


  Juﬅ heaven!—it would ﬁll up twenty volumes—and alas! I have but a few ſmall pages left of this to crowd it into—and half of theſe muﬅ be taken up with the poor Maria my friend Mr. Shandy met with near Moulines.


  The ﬅory he had told of that diſordered maid aﬀeed me not a little in the reading; but when I got within the neighbourhood where e lived, it returned ſo ﬅrong into my mind, that I could not reﬅ an impulſe which prompted me to go half a league out of the road, to the village where her parents dwelt, to enquire after her.


  ’Tis going, I own, like the knight of the Woeful Countenance, in queﬅ of melancholy adventures—but I know not how it is, but I am never ſo perfely conſcious of the exiﬅence of a ſoul within me, as when I am entangled in them.


  The old mother came to the door, her looks told me the ﬅory before e opened her mouth—She had loﬅ her huſband: he had died, e ſaid, of angui, for the loſs of Maria’s ſenſes, about a month before—She had feared at ﬁrﬅ, e added, that it would have plundered her poor girl of what little underﬅanding was left—but, on the contrary, it had brought her more to herſelf—ﬅill e could not reﬅ—her poor daughter, e ſaid, crying, was wandering ſomewhere about the road—


  —Why does my pulſe beat languid as I write this? and what made La Fleur, whoſe heart ſeemed only to be tun’d to joy, to paſs the back of his hand twice acroſs his eyes, as the woman ﬅood and told it? I beckoned to the poﬅillion to turn back into the road.


  When we had got within half a league of Moulines, at a little opening in the road leading to a thicket, I diſcovered poor Maria tting under a poplar—e was tting with her elbow in her lap, and her head leaning on one de within her hand—a ſmall brook ran at the foot of the tree.


  I bid the poﬅillion go on with the chaiſe to Moulines—and La Fleur to beſpeak my ſupper—and that I would walk after him.


  She was dreed in white, and much as my friend deſcribed her, except that her hair hung looſe, which before was twiﬅed within a lk-net.—She had, ſuperadded likewiſe to her jacket, a pale green riband, which fell acroſs her oulder to the waiﬅ; at the end of which hung her pipe.—Her goat had been as faithleſs as her lover; and e had got a little dog in lieu of him, which e had kept tied by a ﬅring to her girdle; as I looked at her dog, e drew him towards her with the ﬅring—“Thou alt not leave me, Sylvio,” ſaid e. I looked in Maria’s eyes, and ſaw e was thinking more of her father than of her lover or her little goat; for as e uttered them the tears trickled down her cheeks.


  I ſat down cloſe by her; and Maria let me wipe them away as they fell, with my handkerchief.—I then ﬅeep’d it in my own—and then in hers—and then in mine—and then I wip’d hers again—and as I did it, I ſelt ſuch undeſcribable emotions within me, as I am ſure could not be accounted for from any combinations of matter and motion.


  I am potive I have a ſoul; nor can all the books with which materialiﬅs have peﬅered the world ever convince me to the contrary.


  When Maria had come a little to herſelf, I aſked her if e remembered a pale thin perſon of a man who had ſat down betwixt her and her goat about two years before? She ſaid, e was unſettled much at that time, but remembered it upon two accounts—that ill as e was, e ſaw the perſon pitied her; and next, that her goat had ﬅolen his handkerchief, and e had beat him for the theft—e had wa’d it, e ſaid, in the brook, and kept it ever nce in her pocket to reﬅore it to him in caſe e ould ever ſee him again, which, e added, he had half promiſed her. As e told me this, e took the handkerchief out of her pocket to let me ſee it; e had folded it up neatly in a couple of vine leaves, tied round with a tendril—on opening it, I ſaw an S mark’d in one of the corners.


  She had nce that, e told me, ﬅray’d as far as Rome, and walk’d round St. Peter’s once—and return’d back—that e found her way alone acroſs the Apennines—had travell’d over all Lombardy without money—and through the ﬂinty roads of Savoy without oes—how e had borne it, and how e had got ſupported, e could not tell—but God tempers the wind, ſaid Maria, to the orn lamb.


  Shorn indeed! and to the quick, ſaid I; and waﬅ thou in my own land, where I have a cottage, I would take thee to it and elter thee: thou ouldﬅ eat of my own bread, and drink of my own cup—I would be kind to thy Sylvio—in all thy weaknees and wanderings I would ſeek after thee and bring thee back—when the ſun went down I would ſay my prayers; and when I had done thou ouldﬅ play thy evening ſong upon thy pipe, nor would the incenſe of my ſacriﬁce be worſe accepted for entering heaven along with that of a broken heart.


  Nature melted within me, as I utter’d this; and Maria obſerving, as I took out my handkerchief, that it was ﬅeep’d too much already to be of uſe, would needs go wa it in the ﬅream—and where will you dry it, Maria? ſaid I—I will dry it in my boſom, ſaid e—’twill do me good.


  And is your heart ﬅill ſo warm, Maria? ſaid I.


  I touch’d upon the ﬅring on which hung all her ſorrows—e look’d with wiﬅful diſorder for ſometime in my face; and then, without ſaying any thing, took her pipe, and play’d her ſervice to the Virgin—The ﬅring I had touch’d ceaſed to vibrate—in a moment or two Maria returned to herſelf—let her pipe fall—and roſe up.


  And where are you going, Maria? ſaid I.—She ſaid, to Moulines.—Let us go, ſaid I, together.—Maria put her arm within mine, and lengthening the ﬅring, to let the dog follow—in that order we entered Moulines.


  Though I hate ſalutations and greetings in the market-place, yet when we got into the middle of this, I ﬅopp’d to take my laﬅ look and laﬅ farewell of Maria.


  Maria, though not tall, was nevertheleſs of the ﬁrﬅ order of ﬁne forms—aﬄiion had touch’d her looks with ſomething that was ſcarce earthly—ﬅill e was feminine—and ſo much was there about her of all that the heart wies, or the eye looks for in woman, that could the traces be ever worn out of her brain, and thoſe of Eliza’s out of mine, e ould not only eat of my bread and drink of my own cup, but Maria ould lie in my boſom, and be unto me as a daughter.


  Adieu, poor luckleſs maiden!—imbibe the oil and wine which the compaon of a ﬅranger, as he journeyeth on his way, now pours into thy wounds—the Being who has twice bruiſed thee can only bind them up for ever.


  sent. journey, page 217.
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  SENSIBILITY.


  —DEAR Senbility! ſource inexhauﬅed of all that’s precious in our joys, or coﬅly in our ſorrows! thou chaineﬅ thy martyr down upon his bed of ﬅraw—and ’tis thou who lifts him up to heaven—eternal fountain of our feelings! ’tis here I trace thee—and this is thy “divinity which ﬅirs within me”—not, that in ſome ſad and ckening moments, “my ſoul rinks back upon herſelf, and ﬅartles at deﬅruion”—mere pomp of words!—but that I feel ſome generous joys and generous cares beyond myſelf—all comes from thee, great—great sensorium of the world! which vibrates, if a hair of our heads but falls upon the ground, in the remoteﬅ deſert of thy creation.—Touch’d with thee, Eugenius draws my curtain when I langui—hears my tale of ſymptoms, and blames the weather for the diſorder of his nerves. Thou giv’ﬅ a portion of it ſometimes to the rougheﬅ peaſant who traverſes the bleakeﬅ mountains—he ﬁnds the lacerated lamb of another’s ﬂock—This moment I beheld him leaning with his head againﬅ his crook, with piteous inclination looking down upon it!—Oh! had I come one moment ſooner!—it bleeds to death—his gentle heart bleeds with it—


  Peace to thee, generous ſwain!—I ſee thou walkeﬅ oﬀ with angui—but thy joys all balance it—for happy is thy cottage—and happy is the arer of it—and happy are the lambs which ſport about you.


  sent. journey, p. 226.
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  THE SUPPER.


  ASHOE coming looſe from the fore-foot of the thill-horſe, at the beginning of the aſcent of mount Taurira, the poﬅillion diſmounted, twiﬅed the oe oﬀ, and put it in his pocket; as the aſcent was of ﬁve or x miles, and that horſe our main dependence, I made a point of having the oe faﬅen’d on again, as well as we could; but the poﬅillion had thrown away the nails, and the hammer in the chaiſebox, being of no great uſe without them, I ſubmitted to go on.


  He had not mounted half a mile higher, when coming to a ﬂinty piece of road, the poor devil loﬅ a ſecond oe, and from oﬀ his other fore-foot; I then got out of the chaiſe in good earneﬅ; and ſeeing a houſe about a quarter of a mile to the left-hand, with a great deal to do, I prevailed upon the poﬅillion to turn up to it. The look of the houſe, and of every thing about it, as we drew nearer, ſoon reconciled me to the diſaﬅer.—It was a little farm-houſe ſurrounded with about twenty acres of vineyard, about as much corn—and cloſe to the houſe, on one de, was a potagerie of an acre and a half full of every thing which could make plenty in a French peaſant’s houſe—and on the other de was a little wood which furnied wherewithal to dreſs it. It was about eight in the evening when I got to the houſe—ſo I left the poﬅillion to manage his point as he could—and for mine, I walk’d direly into the houſe.


  The family conﬅed of an old grey-headed man and his wife, with ﬁve or x ſons and ſons-in-law and their ſeveral wives, and a joyous genealogy out of them.


  They were all tting down together to their lentil-ſoup; a large wheaten loaf was in the middle of the table; and a ﬂaggon of wine at each end of it promiſed joy thro’ the ﬅages of the repaﬅ—’twas a feaﬅ of love.


  The old man roſe up to meet me, and with a reſpeful cordiality would have me t down at the table; my heart was ſet down the moment I entered the room; ſo I ſat down at once like a ſon of the family; and to inveﬅ myſelf in the charaer as ſpeedily as I could, I inﬅantly borrowed the old man’s knife, and taking up the loaf, cut myſelf a hearty luncheon; and as I did it, I ſaw a teﬅimony in every eye, not only of an honeﬅ welcome, but of a welcome mix’d with thanks that I had not ſeem’d to doubt it.


  Was it this; or tell me, Nature, what elſe it was that made this morſel ſo ſweet—and to what magic I owe it, that the draught I took of their ﬂaggon was ſo delicious with it, that they remain upon my palate to this hour?


  If the ſupper was to my taﬅe—the grace which followed it was much more ſo.


  ☜


  THE GRACE.


  WHEN ſupper was over, the old man gave a knock upon the table with the haft of his knife, to bid them prepare for the dance: the moment the gnal was given, the women and girls ran all together into the back apartment to tie up their hair—and the young men to the door to wa their faces, and change their ſabots; and in three minutes every ſoul was ready upon a little eſplanade before the houſe to begin—The old man and his wife came out laﬅ, and placing me betwixt them, ſat down upon a ſopha of turf by the door.


  The old man had ſome ﬁfty years ago been no mean performer upon the vielle—and, at the age he was then of, touched it well enough for the purpoſe. His wife ſung now-and-then a little to the tune—then intermitted—and joined her old man again, as their children and grand-children danced before them.


  It was not till the middle of the ſecond dance, when for ſome pauſes in the movement wherein they all ſeem’d to look up, I fancied I could diﬅingui an elevation of ſpirit diﬀerent from that which is the cauſe or the eﬀe of mple jollity.—In a word, I thought I beheld Religion mixing in the dance—but as I had never ſeen her ſo engaged, I ould have look’d upon it now as one of the illuons of an imagination which is eternally mieading me, had not the old man, as ſoon as the dance ended, ſaid, that this was their conﬅant way; and that all his life long he made it a rule, after ſupper was over, to call out his family to dance and rejoice; believing, he ſaid, that a cheerful and contented mind was the beﬅ ſort of thanks to heaven that an illiterate peaſant could pay—


  —Or a learned prelate either, ſaid I.


  sent. journey, p. 227.
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  COTTAGE HAPPINESS.


  NATURE! in the midﬅ of thy diſorders, thou art ﬅill friendly to the ſcantineſs thou haﬅ created—with all thy great works about thee, little haﬅ thou left to give, either to the ſcythe or to the ckle—but to that little thou granteﬅ ſafety and proteion; and ſweet are the dwellings which ﬅand ſo elter’d.


  sent. journey, p. 233.
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  ILLUSION.


  SWEET pliability of man’s ſpirit, that can at once ſurrender itſelf to illuons, which cheat expeation and ſorrow of their weary moments!—Long—long nce had ye number’d out my days, had I not trod ſo great a part of them upon this enchanted ground; when my way is too rough for my feet, or too ﬅeep for my ﬅrength, I get oﬀ it, to ſome ſmooth velvet path which fancy has ſcattered over with roſe-buds of delights; and having taken a few turns in it, come back ﬅrengthen’d and refre’d—When evils preſs ſore upon me, and there is no retreat from them in this world, then I take a new courſe—I leave it—and as I have a clearer idea of the Elyan ﬁelds than I have of heaven, I force myſelf, like Aeneas, into them—I ſee him meet the penve ade of his forſaken Dido—and wi to recognize it—I ſee the injured ſpirit wave her head, and turn oﬀ lent from the author of her miſeries and dionours—I loſe the feelings for myſelf in her’s—and in thoſe aﬀeions which were wont to make me mourn for her when I was at ſchool.


  Surely this is not walking in a vain adow—nor does man diſquiet himſelf in vain by it—he oftener does ſo in truﬅing the iue of his commotions to reaſon only—I can ſafely ſay for myſelf, I was never able to conquer any one ngle bad ſenſation in my heart ſo decively, as by beating up as faﬅ as I could for ſome kindly and gentle ſenſation to ﬁght it upon its own ground.


  sent. journey, p. 165.
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  LE DIMANCHE.


  IT was Sunday; and when La Fleur came in the morning, with my coﬀee and roll and butter, he had got himſelf ſo gallantly array’d, I ſcarce knew him.


  I had covenanted at Montriul to give him a new hat with a lver button and loop, and four Louis d’ors pour s’adoniſer, when we got to Paris; and the poor fellow, to do him juﬅice, had done wonders with it.


  He had bought a bright, clean, good ſcarlet coat, and a pair of breeches of the ſame—They were not a crown worſe, he ſaid, for the wearing—I wi’d him hang’d for telling me—They look’d ſo fre, that though I knew the thing could not be done, yet I would rather have impoſed upon my fancy with thinking I had bought them new for the fellow, than that they had come out of the Rue de Friperie.


  This is a nicety which makes not the heart ſore at Paris.


  He had purchaſed moreover a handſome blue ſattin waiﬅcoat, fancifully enough embroidered—this was indeed ſomething the worſe for the ſervice it had done, but ’t was clean ſcour’d—the gold had been touch’d up, and upon the whole was rather owy than otherwiſe—and as the blue was not violent, it ſuited with the coat and breeches very well: he had ſqueez’d out of the money, moreover, a new bag and a ſolitaire; and had inﬅed with the Fripier, upon a gold pair of garters to his breeches knees—He had purchaſed muin ruﬄes, bien brodées, with four livres of his own money,—and a pair of white lk ﬅockings for ﬁve more—and, to top all, nature had given him a handſome ﬁgure, without coﬅing him a ſous.


  He entered the room thus ſet oﬀ, with his hair dreﬅ in the ﬁrﬅ ﬅile, and with a handſome bouquet in his breaﬅ—in a word, there was that look of feﬅivity in every thing about him, which at once put me in mind it was Sunday—and by combining both together, it inﬅantly ﬅruck me, that the favour he wi’d to aſk of me the night before, was to ſpend the day as every body in Paris ſpent it bedes. I had ſcarce made the conjeure, when LaFleur, with inﬁnite humility, but with a look of truﬅ, as if I ould not refuſe him, begg’d I would grant him the day, pour faire le galant vis-à-vis de ſa maitree.


  Now it was the very thing I intended to do myſelf vis-à-vis Madame de R****—I had retained the remiſe on purpoſe for it, and it would not have mortiﬁed my vanity to have had a ſervant ſo well dreſs’d as La Fleur was, to have got up behind it: I never could have worſe ſpared him.


  But we muﬅ feel, not argue in theſe embarraments—the ſons and daughters of ſervice part with liberty, but not with Nature, in their contras; they are ﬂe and blood, and have their little vanities and wies in the midﬅ of the houſe of bondage, as well as their taſk maﬅers—no doubt, they have ſet their ſelf-denials at a price—and their expeations are ſo unreaſonable, that I would often diſappoint them, but that their condition puts it ſo much in my power to do it.


  Behold!—Behold, I am thy ſervant—diſarms me at once of the powers of a maﬅer.—


  —Thou alt go, La Fleur! ſaid I.


  —And what miﬅreſs, La Fleur, ſaid I, canﬅ thou have pick’d up in ſo little a time at Paris? La Fleur laid his hand upon his breaﬅ, and ſaid ’twas a petite Demoiſelle at Moneur Le Count de B****’s—La Fleur had a heart made for ſociety; and, to ſpeak the truth of him, let as few occaons ip him as his maﬅer—ſo that ſome how or other;—but how—heaven knows—he had conneed himſelf with the demoiſelle upon the landing of the ﬅair-caſe, during the time I was taken up with my paport; and as there was time enough for me to win the Count to my intereﬅ, La Fleur had contrived to make it do to win the maid to his.—The family, it ſeems, was to be at Paris that day, and he had made a party with her, and two or three more of the Count’s houſehold, upon the boulevards.


  Happy people! that once a week at leaﬅ are ſure to lay down all your cares together, and dance and ng, and ſport away the weights of grievance, which bow down the ſpirit of other nations to the earth.


  sent. journ. p. 190.
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  THE MONK.


  calais.


  APOOR monk of the order of St. Francis came into the room to beg ſomething for his Convent. No man cares to have his virtues the ſport of contingencies—or one man may be generous as another man is puiant—ſed non, quo ad hanc—or be it as it may—for there is no regular reaſoning upon the ebbs and ﬂows of our humours; they may depend upon the ſame cauſes, for aught I know, which inﬂuence the tides themſelves—’twould oft be no diſcredit to us, to ſuppoſe it was ſo: I’m ſure at leaﬅ for myſelf, that in many a caſe I ould be more highly ſatisﬁed, to have it ſaid by the world, “I had had an aﬀair with the moon, in which there was neither n nor ame,” than have it paſs altogether as my own a and deed, wherein there was ſo much of both.


  —But be this as it may: The moment I caﬅ my eyes upon him, I was predetermined not to give him a ngle ſous, and accordingly I put my purſe into my pocket—button’d it up—ſet myſelf a little more upon my centre, and advanced up gravely to him: there was ſomething, I fear, forbidding in my look: I have his ﬁgure this moment before my eyes, and think there was that in it which deſerved better.


  The monk, as I judged from the break in his tonſure, a few ſcatter’d white hairs upon his temples, being all that remained of it, might be about ſeventy—but from his eyes, and that ſort of ﬁre that was in them, which ſeemed more temper’d by courteſy than years, could be no more than xty—Truth might lie between—He was certainly xty-ﬁve; and the general air of his countenance, notwithﬅanding ſomething ſeemed to have been planting wrinkles in it before their time, agreed to the account.


  It was one of thoſe heads, which Guido has often painted—mild, pale—penetrating, free from all common-place ideas of fat contented ignorance looking downwards upon the earth—it look’d forwards; but look’d, as if it look’d at ſomething beyond this world. How one of his order came by it, heaven above, who let it fall upon a monk’s oulders, beﬅ knows: but it would have ſuited a Bramin, and had I met it upon the plains of Indoﬅan, I had reverenced it.


  The reﬅ of his outline may be given in a few ﬅrokes; one might put it into the hands of any one to degn, for ’twas neither elegant or otherwiſe, but as charaer and expreon made it ſo: it was a thin, ſpare form, ſomething above the common ze, if it loﬅ not the diﬅinion by a bend forward in the ﬁgure—but it was the attitude of Intreaty; and as it now ﬅands preſent to my imagination, it gain’d more than it loﬅ by it.


  When he had entered the room three paces, he ﬅood ﬅill; and laying his left hand upon his breaﬅ, (a ender white ﬅaﬀ with which he journey’d being in his right)—when I had got cloſe up to him, he introduced himſelf with the little ﬅory of the wants of his convent, and the poverty of his order—and did it with ſo mple a grace—and ſuch an air of deprecation was there in the whole caﬅ of his look and ﬁgure—I was bewitch’d not to have been ﬅruck with it.


  —A better reaſon was, I had predetermined not to give him a ngle ſous.


  —’Tis very true, ſaid I, replying to a caﬅ upwards with his eyes, with which he had concluded his addreſs—’tis very true—and heaven be their reſource who have no other but the charity of the world, the ﬅock of which, I fear, is no way ſuﬃcient for the many great claims which are hourly made upon it.


  As I pronounced the words great claims, he gave a ight glance with his eye downwards upon the eeve of his tunick—I felt the full force of the appeal—I acknowledge it, ſaid I,—a coarſe habit, and that but once in three years with meagre diet—are no great matters: and the true point of pity is, as they can be earn’d in the world with ſo little induﬅry, that your order ould wi to procure them by preng upon a fund which is the property of the lame, the blind, the aged, and the inﬁrm—the captive who lies down counting over and over again the days of his aﬄiions, languies alſo for his are of it; and had you been of the order of Mercy, inﬅead of the order of St. Francis, poor as I am, continued I, pointing at my portmanteau, full cheerfully ould it have been open’d to you, for the ranſom of the unfortunate—The monk made me a bow—but of all others, reſumed I, the unfortunate of our own country, ſurely, have the ﬁrﬅ rights; and I have left thouſands in diﬅreſs upon our own ore—The monk gave a cordial wave with his head—as much as to ſay, No doubt, there is miſery enough in every corner of the world, as well as within our convent—But we diﬅingui, ſaid I, laying my hand upon the eeve of his tunick, in return for his appeal—we diﬅingui, my good father! betwixt thoſe who wi only to eat the bread of their own labour—and thoſe who eat the bread of other people’s, and have no other plan in life, but to get through it in oth and ignorance, for the love of God.


  The poor Franciſcan made no reply: a heic of a moment paſs’d acroſs his cheek, but could not tarry—Nature ſeemed to have had done with her reſentments in him; he ewed none—but letting his ﬅaﬀ fall within his arm, he preſs’d both his hands with regnation upon his breaﬅ, and retired.


  My heart ſmote me the moment he ut the door—Pa! ſaid I, with an air of careleneſs, three ſeveral times—but it would not do: every ungracious ſyllable I had utter’d, crouded back into my imagination: I reﬂeed, I had no right over the poor Franciſcan, but to deny him; and that the puniment of that was enough to the diappointed, without the addition of unkind language—I conder’d his grey hairs—his courteous ﬁgure ſeem’d to re-enter and gently aſk me what injury he had done me?—and why I could uſe him thus?—I would have given twenty livres for an advocate—I have behaved very ill, ſaid I within myſelf; but I have only juﬅ ſet out upon my travels; and all learn better manners as I get along.


  sen. jour. p. 5.

  

  


  THE MONK.


  THE good old monk was within x paces of us, as the idea of him croſs’d my mind; and was advancing towards us a little out of the line, as if uncertain whether he ould break in upon us or no.—He ﬅopp’d, however, as ſoon as he came up to us, with a world of frankneſs; and having a horn ſnuﬀ-box in his hand, he preſented it open to me—You all taﬅe mine—ſaid I, pulling out my box (which was a ſmall tortoiſe one) and putting it into his hand—’Tis moﬅ excellent, ſaid the monk: Then do me the favour, I replied, to accept of the box and all, and when you take a pinch out of it, ſometimes recolle it was the peace-oﬀering of a man who once uſed you unkindly, but not from his heart.


  The poor monk blu’d as red as ſcarlet. Mon Dieu! ſaid he, preng his hands together—you never uſed me unkindly.—I ould think, ſaid the lady, he is not likely. I blu’d in my turn; but from what movements, I leave to the few who feel to analyſe—Excuſe me, Madame, replied I—I treated him moﬅ unkindly; and from no provocations. ’Tis impoble ſaid the lady.—My God! cried the monk, with a warmth of aeveration which ſeem’d not to belong to him—the fault was in me, and in the indiſcretion of my zeal—the lady oppoſed it, and I joined with her in maintaining it was impoble, that a ſpirit ſo regulated as his, could give oﬀence to any.


  I knew not that contention could be rendered ſo ſweet and pleaſurable a thing to the nerves as I then felt it.—We remained lent, without any ſenſation of that fooli pain which takes place, when in ſuch a circle you look for ten minutes in one another’s faces without ſaying a word. Whilﬅ this laﬅed, the monk rubb’d his horn-box upon the eeve of his tunick; and as ſoon as it had acquired a little air of brightneſs by the friion—he made a low bow, and ſaid ’twas too late to ſay whether it was the weakneſs or goodneſs of our tempers which had involved us in this conteﬅ—but be it as it would—he begg’d we might exchange boxes—In ſaying this he preſented his to me with one hand, as he took mine from me in the other: and having kiſs’d it—with a ﬅream of good-nature in his eyes, he put it into his boſom—and took his leave.


  I guard this box as I would the inﬅrumental parts of my religion, to help my mind on to ſomething better: in truth, I ſeldom go abroad without it; and oft and many a time have I called up by it the courteous ſpirit of its owner to regulate my own, in the juﬅlings of the world; they had found full employment for his, as I learnt from his ﬅory, till about the forty-ﬁfth year of his age, when upon ſome military ſervices ill requited, and meeting at the ſame time with a diſappointment in the tendereﬅ of paons, he abandoned the ſword and the ſex together, and took ſanuary, not ſo much in his convent as in himſelf.


  I feel a damp upon my ſpirits, as I am going to add, that in my laﬅ return through Calais, upon inquiring after Father Lorenzo, I heard he had been dead near three months, and was buried, not in his convent, but, according to his dere, in a little cemetery belonging to it, about two leagues oﬀ: I had a ﬅrong dere to ſee where they had laid him—when upon pulling out his little horn box, as I ſat by his grave, and plucking up a nettle or two at the head of it, which had no buneſs to grow there, they all ﬅruck together ſo forcibly upon my aﬀeions, that I burﬅ into a ﬂood of tears—but I am as weak as a woman; and I beg the world not to ſmile, but pity me.


  s. journey, page, 34.


  ☜

  

  


  FELLOW-FEELING.


  THERE is ſomething in our nature which engages us to take part in every accident to which man is ſubje, from what cauſe ſoever it may have happened; but in ſuch calamities as a man has fallen into through mere misfortune, to be charged upon no fault or indiſcretion of himſelf, there is ſomething then ſo truly intereﬅing, that at the ﬁrﬅ ght we generally make them our own, not altogether from a reﬂeion that they might have been or may be ſo, but oftener from a certain generoty and tenderneſs of nature which diſpoſes us for compaon, abﬅraed from all conderations of ſelf: ſo that without any obſervable a of the will, we ſuﬀer with the unfortunate, and feel a weight upon our ſpirits we know not why, on ſeeing the moﬅ common inﬅances of their diﬅreſs. But where the ſpeacle is uncommonly tragical, and complicated with many circumﬅances of miſery, the mind is then taken captive at once, and were it inclined to it, has no power to make reﬅance, but ſurrenders itſelf to all the tender emotions of pity and deep concern. So that when one conders this friendly part of our nature without looking farther, one would think it impoble for man to look upon miſery without ﬁnding himſelf in ſome meaſure attached to the intereﬅ of him who ſuﬀers it—I ſay, one would think it impoble—for there are ſome tempers—how all I deſcribe them?—formed either of ſuch impenetrable matter, or wrought up by habitual ſelﬁneſs to ſuch an utter inſenbility of what becomes of the fortunes of their fellow creatures, as if they were not partakers of the ſame nature, or had no lot or conneion at all with the ſpecies.


  sermon, iii. p. 43.
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  THE UNMERCIFUL MAN.


  LOOK into the world—how often do you behold a ſordid wretch, whoſe ﬅrait heart is open to no man’s aﬄiion, taking elter behind an appearance of piety, and putting on the garb of religion, which none but the merciful and compaonate have a title to wear. Take notice with what ſanity he goes to the end of his days, in the ſame ſelﬁ track in which he at ﬁrﬅ ſet out—turning neither to the right hand nor to the left—but plods on—pores all his life long upon the ground, as if afraid to look up, leﬅ peradventure he ould ſee aught which might turn him one moment out of that ﬅrait line where intereﬅ is carrying him;—or if, by chance, he ﬅumbles upon a hapleſs obje of diﬅreſs, which threatens ſuch a diſaﬅer to him—devoutly pang by on the other de, as if unwilling to truﬅ himſelf to the impreons of nature, or hazard the inconveniences which pity might lead him into upon the occaon.


  sermon, iii. p. 46.


  ☜


  PITY.


  IN benevolent natures the impulſe to pity is ſo ſudden, that like inﬅruments of muc which obey the touch—the objes which are ﬁtted to excite ſuch impreons work ſo inﬅantaneous an eﬀe, that you would think the will was ſcarce concerned, and that the mind was altogether pave in the ſympathy which her own goodneſs has excited. The truth is—the ſoul is generally in ſuch caſes ſo buly taken up and wholly engroed by the obje of pity, that e does not attend to her own operations, or take leiſure to examine the principles upon which e as.


  sermon, iii. page 51.
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  COMPASSION.


  IN generous ſpirits, compaon is ſometimes more than a balance for ſelf preſervation. God certainly interwove that friendly ſoftneſs in our nature to be a check upon too great a propenty towards ſelf-love.


  sermon, v. page 89.
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  SLANDER.


  OF the many revengeful, covetous, falſe, and ill-natured perſons which we complain of in the world, though we all join in the cry againﬅ them, what man amongﬅ us ngles out himſelf as a criminal, or ever once takes it into his head that he adds to the number?—or where is there a man ſo bad, who would not think it the hardeﬅ and moﬅ unfair imputation, to have any of thoſe particular vices laid to his charge?


  If he has the ſymptoms never ſo ﬅrong upon him, which he would pronounce infallible in another, they are indications of no ſuch malady in himſelf—he ſees what no one elſe ſees, ſome ſecret and ﬂattering circumﬅances in his favour, which no doubt make a wide diﬀerence betwixt his caſe, and the parties which he condemns.


  What other man ſpeaks ſo often and vehemently againﬅ the vice of pride, ſets the weakneſs of it in a more odious light, or is more hurt with it in another, than the proud man himſelf? It is the ſame with the paonate, the degning, the ambitious, and ſome other common charaers in life; and being a conſequence of the nature of ſuch vices, and almoﬅ inſeperable from them, the eﬀes of it are generally ſo groſs and abſurd, that where pity does not forbid, it is pleaſant to obſerve and trace the cheat through the ſeveral turnings and windings of the heart, and dete it through all the apes and appearances which it puts on.


  sermon, iv. p. 72.
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  HOUSE OF MOURNING.


  LET us go into the houſe of mourning, made ſo by ſuch aﬄiions as have been brought in, merely by the common croſs accidents and diſaﬅers to which our condition is expoſed,—where, perhaps, the aged parents t brokenhearted, pierced to their ſouls with the folly and indiſcretion of a thankleſs child—the child of their prayers, in whom all their hopes and expeations centered:—perhaps a more aﬀeing ſcene—a virtuous family lying pinched with want, where the unfortunate ſupport of it having long ﬅruggled with a train of misfortunes, and bravely fought up againﬅ them,—is now piteouy borne down at the laﬅ—over-whelmed with a cruel blow which no forecaﬅ or frugality could have prevented.—O God! look upon his aﬄiions—behold him diﬅraed with many ſorrows, ſurrounded with the tender pledges of his love, and the partner of his cares—without bread to give them, unable, from the remembrance of better days, to dig;—to beg, aamed.


  When we enter into the houſe of mourning ſuch as this—it is impoble to inſult the unfortunate even with an improper look—under whatever levity and dipation of heart, ſuch objes catch our eyes,—they catch likewiſe our attentions, colle and call home our ſcattered thoughts, and exerciſe them with wiſdom. A tranent ſcene of diﬅreſs, ſuch as is here ſketched, how ſoon does it furni materials to ſet the mind at work? how necearily does it engage it to the conderation of the miſeries and misfortunes, the dangers and calamities to which the life of man is ſubje? By holding up ſuch a glaſs before it, it forces the mind to ſee and reﬂe upon the vanity,—the periing condition and uncertain tenure of every thing in this world. From reﬂeions of this ſerious caﬅ, how inſenbly do the thoughts carry us farther?—and from condering what we are—what kind of world we live in, and what evils befal us in it, how naturally do they ſet us to look forwards at what pobly we all be?—for what kind of world we are intended—what evils may befal us there—and what provion we ould make againﬅ them here, whilﬅ we have time and opportunity. If theſe leons are ſo inſeparable from the houſe of mourning here ſuppoſed—we all ﬁnd it a ﬅill more inﬅruive ſchool of wiſdom when we take a view of the place in that more aﬀeing light in which the wiſe man ſeems to conﬁne it in the text, in which, by the houſe of mourning, I believe, he means that particular ſcene of ſorrow, where there is lamentation and mourning for the dead. Turn in hither, I beſeech you, for a moment. Behold a dead man ready to be carried out, the only ſon of his mother, and e a widow. Perhaps a more aﬀeing ſpeacle a kind and indulgent father of a numerous family, lies breathleſs—ſnatched away in the ﬅrength of his age—torn in an evil hour from his children and the boſom of a diſconſolate wife. Behold much people of the city gathered together to mix their tears, with ſettled ſorrow in their looks, going heavily along to the houſe of mourning, to perform that laﬅ melancholy oﬃce, which, when the debt of nature is paid, we are called upon to pay to each other. If this ſad occaon which leads him there, has not done it already, take notice, to what a ſerious and devout frame of mind every man is reduced, the moment he enters this gate of aﬄiion. The buſy and ﬂuttering ſpirits, which in the houſe of mirth were wont to tranſport him from one diverting obje to another—ſee how they are fallen! how peaceably they are laid! In this gloomy manon full of ades and uncomfortable damps to eze the ſoul—ſee, the light and eaſy heart, which never knew what it was to think before, how penve it is now, how ſoft, how ſuſceptible, how full of religious impreons, how deeply it is ſmitten with ſenſe and with a love of virtue. Could we, in this cris, whilﬅ this empire of reaſon and religion laﬅs, and the heart is thus exerciſed with wiſdom and bued with heavenly contemplations—could we ſee it naked as it is—ﬅripped of its paons, unſpotted by the world, and regardleſs of its pleaſures—we might then ſafely reﬅ our cauſe upon this ngle evidence, and appeal to the moﬅ ſenſual whether Solomon has not made a juﬅ determination here, in favour of the houſe of mourning? not for its own ſake, but as it is fruitful in virtue, and becomes the occaon of ſo much good. Without this end, ſorrow I own has no uſe but to orten a man’s days—nor can gravity, with all its ﬅudied ſolemnity of look and carriage, ſerve any end but to make one half of the world merry, and impoſe upon the other.


  serm. ii. p. 33.
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  FRAILTY.


  THE beﬅ of men appear ſometimes to be ﬅrange compounds of contradiory qualities: and, were the accidental overghts and folly of the wiſeﬅ man,—the failings and imperfeions of a religious man,—the haﬅy as and paonate words of a meek man;—were they to riſe up in judgment againﬅ them,—and an ill-natured judge be ſuﬀered to mark in this manner what has been done amiſs—what charaer ſo unexceptionable as to be able to ﬅand before him?


  serm. xxxi. p. 33.
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  INSENSIBILITY.


  IT is the fate of mankind, too often, to ſeem inſenble of what they may enjoy at the eaeﬅ rate.


  serm. xlvi. p. 226.


  ☜

  

  


  UNCERTAINTY.


  THERE is no condition in life ſo ﬁxed and permanent as to be out of danger, or the reach of change:—and we all may depend upon it, that we all take our turns of wanting and dering. By how many unforeſeen cauſes may riches take wing!—The crowns of princes may be aken, and the greateﬅ that ever awed the world have experienced what the turn of the wheel can do.—That which hath happened to one man, may befal another; and, therefore, that excellent rule of our Saviour’s ought to govern us in all our aions,—Whatſoever ye would that men ould do to you, do you alſo to them likewiſe.—Time and chance happens to all;—and the moﬅ aﬄuent may be ﬅript of all, and ﬁnd his worldly comforts like ſo many withered leaves dropping from him.


  serm. xli. p. 209.
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  THE DEAD ASS.


  AND this, ſaid he, putting the remains of a cruﬅ into his wallet—and this ould have been thy portion, ſaid he, hadﬅ thou been alive to have ared it with me. I thought by the accent, it had been an apoﬅrophe to his child; but ’twas to his aſs, and to the very aſs we had ſeen dead in the road, which had occaoned La Fleur’s miſadventure. The man ſeemed to lament it much; and it inﬅantly brought into my mind Sancho’s lamentation for his; but he did it with more true touches of nature.


  The mourner was tting upon a ﬅone-bench at the door, with the aſs’s pannel and its bridle on one de, which he took up from time to time—then laid them down—look’d at them— and ook his head. He then took his cruﬅ of bread out of his wallet again, as if to eat it? held it ſome time in his hand—then laid it upon the bit of his aſs’s bridle—look’d wiﬅfully at the little arrangement he had made—and then gave a gh.


  The mplicity of his grief drew numbers about him, and La Fleur amongﬅ the reﬅ, whilﬅ the horſes were getting ready; as I continued tting in the poﬅ-chaiſe, I could ſee and hear over their heads.


  —He ſaid he had come laﬅ from Spain, where he had been from the furtheﬅ borders of Franconia; and had got ſo far on his return home, when his aſs died. Every one ſeem’d derous to know what buneſs could have taken ſo old and poor a man ſo far a journey from his own home.


  It had pleaſed heaven, he ſaid, to bleſs him with three ſons, the ﬁneﬅ lads in all Germany; but having in one week loﬅ two of them by the ſmall-pox, and the youngeﬅ falling ill of the ſame diﬅemper, he was afraid of being bereﬅ of them all; and made a vow, if heaven would not take him from him alſo, he would go in gratitude to St. Jago in Spain,


  When the mourner got thus far on his ﬅory, he ﬅopp’d to pay nature her tribute—and wept bitterly.


  He ſaid heaven had accepted the conditions, and that he had ſet out from his cottage with this poor creature, who had been a patient partner of his journey—that it had eat the ſame bread with him all the way, and was unto him as a friend.


  Every body who ﬅood about heard the poor fellow with concern—La Fleur oﬀered him money—The mourner ſaid he did not want it—it was not the value of the aſs—but the loſs of him.—The aſs, he ſaid, he was aured, loved him—and upon this told them a long ﬅory of a miſchance upon their paage over the Pyrenean mountains which had ſeparated them from each other three days; during which time the aſs had ſought him as much as he had ſought the aſs, and that they had neither ſcarce eat or drank till they met.


  Thou haﬅ one comfort, friend, ſaid I, at leaﬅ in the loſs of thy poor beaﬅ; I’m ſure thou haﬅ been a merciful maﬅer to him,—Alas! ſaid the mourner, I thought ſo, when he was alive—but now he is dead I think otherwiſe.—I fear the weight of myſelf and my aﬄiions together have been too much for him—they have ortened the poor creature’s days, and I fear I have them to anſwer for.—Shame on the world! ſaid I to myſelf—Did we love each other as this poor ſoul but lov’d his aſs—’twould be ſomething.


  sen. journey, p. 74.
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  HUMOURING IMMORAL APPETITES.


  THE humouring of certain appetites, where morality is not concerned, ſeems to be the means by which the Author of nature intended to ſweeten this journey of life,—and bear us up under the many ocks and hard joﬅlings, which we are ſure to meet with in our way.—And a man might, with as much reaſon, muﬄe up himſelf againﬅ ſunine and fair weather,—and at othertimes expoſe himſelf naked to the inclemencies of cold and rain, as debar himſelf of the innocent delights of his nature, for aﬀeed reſerve and melancholy.


  It is true, on the other hand, our paons are apt to grow upon us by indulgence, and become exorbitant, if they are not kept under exa diſcipline, that by way of caution and prevention ’twere better, at certain times, to aﬀe ſome degree of needleſs reſerve, than hazard any ill conſequences from the other extreme.


  sermon, xxxvii. p. 13.
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  UNITY.


  LOOK into private life,—behold how good and pleaſant a thing it is to live together in unity;—it is like the precious ointment poured upon the head of Aaron, that run down to his ſkirts;—importing that this balm of life is felt and enjoyed, not only by governors of kingdoms, but is derived down to the loweﬅ rank of life, and taﬅed in the moﬅ private recees;—all, from the king to the peaſant, are refreed with its blengs, without which we can ﬁnd no comfort in any thing this world can give.—It is this bleng gives every one to t quietly under his vine, and reap the fruits of his labour and induﬅry:—in one word, which beſpeaks who is the beﬅower of it—it is that only which keeps up the harmony and order of the world, and preſerves every thing in it from ruin and confuon.


  sermon, xli. p. 203.
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  OPPOSITION.


  THERE are ſecret workings in human aﬀairs, which over-rule all human contrivance, and counterplot the wiſeﬅ of our councils, in ſo ﬅrange and unexpeed a manner, as to caﬅ a damp upon our beﬅ ſchemes and warmeﬅ endeavours.


  sermon, xxxix. p. 170
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  Captain Shandy’s Juﬅification of his own Principles and Condu, in wiing to continue the War. Written to his Brother.


  IAM not inſenble, brother Shandy, that when a man, whoſe profeon is arms, wies, as I have done, for war—it has an ill aſpe to the world;—and that, how juﬅ and right ſoever his motives and intentions may be,—he ﬅands in an uneaſy poﬅure in vindicating himſelf from private views in doing it.


  For this cauſe, if a ſoldier is a prudent man, which he may be, without being a jot the leſs brave, he will be ſure not to utter his wi in the hearing of an enemy; for ſay what he will, an enemy will not believe him.—He will be cautious of doing it even to a friend,—leﬅ he may ſuﬀer in his eﬅeem:—But if his heart is overcharged, and a ſecret gh for arms muﬅ have its vent, he will reſerve it for the ear of a brother, who knows his charaer to the bottom, and what his true notions, diſpotions, and principles of honour are: What, I hope, I have been in all theſe, brother Shandy, would be unbecoming in me to ſay:—much worſe, I know, have I been than I ought,—and ſomething worſe, perhaps, than I think: But ſuch as I am, you, my dear brother Shandy, who have ſucked the ſame breaﬅs with me,—and with whom I have been brought up from my cradle,—and from whoſe knowledge, from the ﬁrﬅ hours of of our boyi paﬅimes, down to this, I have concealed no one aion of my life, and ſcarce a thought in it—Such as I am, brother, you muﬅ by this time know me, with all my vices, and with all my weaknees too, whether of my age, my temper, my paons, or my underﬅanding.


  Tell me then, my dear brother Shandy, upon which of them it is, that when I condemned the peace of Utrecht, and grieved the war was not carried on with vigour a little longer, you ould think your brother did it upon unworthy views; or that in wiing for war, he ould be bad enough to wi more of his fellow-creatures ain,—more aves made, and more families driven from their peaceful habitations, merely for his own pleaſure:—Tell me, brother Shandy, upon what one deed of mine do you ground it?


  If when I was a ſchool-boy, I could not hear a drum beat, but my heart beat with it—was it my fault? Did I plant the propenty there? Did I ſound the alarm within? or Nature?


  When Guy, Earl of Warwick, and Pariſmus and Pariſmenus, and Valentine and Orſon, and the Seven Champions of England were handed around the ſchool,—were they not all purchaſed with my own pocket money? Was that ſelﬁ, brother Shandy? When we read over the ege of Troy, which laﬅed ten years and eight months,—though with ſuch a train of artillery as we had at Namur, the town might have been carried in a week—was I not as much concerned for the Greeks and Trojans as any boy of the whole ſchool? Had I not three ﬅrokes of a ferula given me, two on my right hand and one on my left, for calling Helena a bitch for it? Did any one of you ed more tears for Heor? And when king Priam came to the camp to beg his body, and returned weeping back to Troy without it,—you know, brother, I could not eat my dinner.


  —Did that beſpeak me cruel? Or becauſe, brother Shandy, my blood ﬂew out into the camp, and my heart panted for war,—was it a proof it could not ache for the diﬅrees of war too?


  O brother! ’tis one thing for a ſoldier to gather laurels,—and ’tis another to ſcatter cypreſs.


  —’Tis one thing, brother Shandy, for a ſoldier to hazard his own life—to leap ﬁrﬅ down into the trench, where he is ſure to be cut in pieces:—’Tis one thing from public ſpirit and a thirﬅ of glory, to enter the breach the ﬁrﬅ man,—to ﬅand in the foremoﬅ rank, and march bravely on with drums and trumpets, and colours ﬂying about his ears:—’Tis one thing, I ſay, brother Shandy, to do this,—and ’tis another thing to reﬂe on the miſeries of war;—to view the deſolations of whole countries, and conder the intolerable fatigues and hardips which the ſoldier himſelf, the inﬅrument who works them, is forced (for x-pence a day, if he can get it) to undergo.


  Need I be told, dear Yorick, as I was by you, in Le Fever’s funeral ſermon, That ſo ſoft and gentle a creature, born to love, to mercy, and kindneſs, as man is, was not aped for this? But why did you not add, Yorick,—if not by nature—that he is ſo by necessity?—For what is war? what is it, Yorick, when fought as ours has been, upon principles of liberty, and upon principles of honour—what is it, but the getting together of quiet and harmleſs people, with their ſwords in their hands, to keep the ambitious and the turbulent within bounds? And heaven is my witneſs, brother Shandy, that the pleaſure I have taken in theſe things,—and that inﬁnite delight, in particular, which has attended my eges in my bowling green, has aroſe within me, and I hope in the Corporal too, from the conſciouſneſs we both had, that in carrying them on, we were anſwering the great ends of our creation.


  t. shandy, vol. iii. chap. 75.
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  MERCY.


  MY uncle Toby was a man patient of injuries;—not from want of courage,—where juﬅ occaons preſented, or called it forth,—I know no man under whoſe arm I would ſooner have taken elter;—nor did this ariſe from any inſenbility or obtuſeneſs of his intelleual parts;—he was of a peaceful, placid nature,—no jarring element in it,—all was mixed up ſo kindly within him; my uncle Toby had ſcarce a hear to retaliate upon a ﬂy:—Go,—ſays he one day at dinner, to an overgrown one which had buzzed about his noſe, and tormented him cruelly all dinner-time,—and which, after inﬁnite attempts, he had caught at laﬅ—as it ﬂew by him;—I’ll not hurt thee, ſays my uncle Toby, ring from his chair, and going acroſs the room, with the ﬂy in his hand,—I’ll not hurt a hair of thy head:—Go, ſays he, lifting up the ſa, and opening his hand as he ſpoke, to let it eſcape;—go, poor devil,—get thee gone, why ould I hurt thee?—This world ſurely is wide enough to hold both thee and me.


  *** This is to ſerve for parents and governors inﬅead of a whole volume upon the ſubje.


  t. shandy, vol. 1. chap. 37.
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  INDOLENCE.


  INCONSISTENT ſoul that man is!—languiing under wounds which he has the power to heal!—his whole life a contradiion to his knowledge!—his reaſon, that precious gift of God to him—(inﬅead of pouring in oil) ſerving but to arpen his ſenbilities,—to multiply his pains and render him more melancholy and uneaſy under them!—Poor unhappy creature, that he ould do ſo!—are not the neceary cauſes of miſery in this life enow, but he muﬅ add voluntary ones to his ﬅock of ſorrow;—ﬅruggle againﬅ evils which cannot be avoided, and ſubmit to others, which a tenth part of the trouble they create him, would remove from his heart for ever?


  t. shandy, vol. ii. chap. 14.
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  CONSOLATION.


  BEFORE an aﬄiion is digeﬅed,—conſolation ever comes too ſoon;—and after it is digeﬅed—it comes too late:—there is but a mark between theſe two, as ﬁne almoﬅ as a hair, for a comforter to take aim at.


  t. shandy, vol. ii. chap. 22.
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  THE STARLING.


  —BESHREW the ſombre pencil! ſaid I vauntingly—for I envy not its powers, which paints the evils of life with ſo hard and deadly a colouring. The mind ts terriﬁed at the objes e has magniﬁed herſelf, and blackened: reduce them to their proper ze and hue e overlooks them—’Tis true, ſaid I, correing the propotion—the Baﬅile is not an evil to be deſpiſed—but ﬅrip it of its towers—ﬁll up the foe—unbarricade the doors—call it mply a conﬁnement, and ſuppoſe ’tis ſome tyrant of a diﬅemper—and not of a man which holds you in it—the evil vanies, and you bear the other half without complaint.


  I was interrupted in the hey-day of this ſoliloquy, with a voice which I took to be of a child, which complained “it could not get out.”—I looked up and down the paage, and ſeeing neither man, woman, or child, I went out without further attention.


  In my return back through the paage, I heard the ſame words repeated twice over; and looking up, I ſaw it was a ﬅarling hung in a little cage—“I can’t get out—I can’t get out,” ſaid the ﬅarling.


  I ﬅood looking at the bird: and to every perſon who came through the paage it ran ﬂuttering to the de towards which they approached it, with the ſame lamentations of its captivity—“I can’t get out,” ſaid the ﬅarling—God help thee! ſaid I, but I will let thee out, coﬅ what it will; ſo I turned about the cage to get the door; it was twiﬅed and double twiﬅed ſo faﬅ with wire, there was no getting it open without pulling the cage to pieces—I took both hands to it.


  The bird ﬂew to the place where I was attempting his deliverance, and thruﬅing his head through the trellis, preed his breaﬅ againﬅ it, as if impatient—I fear, poor creature! ſaid I, I cannot ſet thee at liberty—“No, ſaid the ﬅarling—“I can’t get out—I can’t get out,” ſaid the ﬅarling.


  I vow I never had my aﬀeions more tenderly awakened; nor do I remember an incident in my life, where the dipated ſpirits, to which my reaſon had been a bubble, were ſo ſuddenly called home. Mechanical as the notes were, yet ſo true in tune to nature were they chanted, that in one moment they overthrew all my ſyﬅematic reaſonings upon the Baﬅile; and I heavily walked up ﬅairs, unſaying every word I had ſaid in going down them.


  Diſguiſe thyſelf as thou wilt, ﬅill, avery! ſaid I—ﬅill thou art a bitter draught! and though thouſands in all ages have been made to drink of thee, thou art no leſs bitter on that account.—’Tis thou thrice ſweet and gracious goddeſs, addreng myſelf to liberty, whom all in public or in private worip, whoſe taﬅe grateful, and ever will be ſo, till nature herſelf all change—no tint of words can ſpot thy ſnowy mantle, or chymic power turn thy ſceptre into iron—with thee to ſmile upon him as he eats his cruﬅ, the ſwain is happier than his monarch, from whoſe court thou art exiled—Gracious heaven! cried I, kneeling down upon the laﬅ ﬅep but one in my aſcent—Grant me but health, thou great Beﬅower of it, and give me but this fair goddeſs as my companion—and ower down thy mitres, if it ſeems good unto thy divine providence, upon thoſe heads which are aching for them.
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  THE CAPTIVE.


  THE bird in his cage purſued me into my room; I ſat down cloſe by my table, and leaning my head upon my hand, I began to ﬁgure to myſelf the miſeries of conﬁnement. I was in a right frame for it, and ſo I gave full ſcope to my imagination.


  I was going to begin with the millions of my fellow-creatures, born to no inheritance but avery: but ﬁnding, however aﬀeing the piure was, that I could not bring it near me, and that the multitude of ſad groups in it did but diﬅra me—


  —I took a ngle captive, and having ﬁrﬅ ut him up in his dungeon, I then looked through the twilight of his grated door to take his piure.


  I beheld his body half waﬅed away with long expeation and conﬁnement, and felt what kind of ckneſs of the heart it was which ariſes from hope deferr’d. Upon looking nearer I ſaw him pale and feveri: in thirty years the weﬅern breeze had not once fann’d his blood—he had ſeen no ſun, no moon, in all that time—nor had the voice of friend or kinſman breathed through his lattice—his children—


  —But here my heart began to bleed—and I was forced to go on with another part of the portrait.


  He was tting upon the ground upon a little ﬅraw, in the furtheﬅ corner of his dungeon, which was alternately his chair and bed: a little calendar of ſmall ﬅicks were laid at the head, notch’d all over with the diſmal days and nights he had paed there—he had one of theſe little ﬅicks in his hand, and with a ruﬅy nail he was etching another day of miſery to add to the heap. As I darkened the little light he had, he lifted up a hopeleſs eye towards the door, then caﬅ it down—ook his head, and went on with his work of aﬄiion. I heard his chains upon his legs, as he turned his body to lay his little ﬅick upon the bundle—He gave a deep gh—I ſaw the iron enter into his ſoul—I burﬅ into tears—I could not ſuﬅain the piure of conﬁnement which my fancy had drawn.
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  THE DWARF.


  IWAS walking down that which leads from the Carouſal to the Palais Royal, and obſerving a little boy in ſome diﬅreſs at the de of the gutter, which ran down the middle of it, I took hold of his hand, and help’d him over. Upon turning up his face to look at him after, I perceived he was about forty—Never mind, ſaid I; ſome good body will do as much for me, when I am ninety.


  I feel ſome little principles within me, which incline me to be merciful towards this poor blighted part of my ſpecies, who have neither ze or ﬅrength to get on in the world—I cannot bear to ſee one of them trod upon; and had ſcarce got ſeated bede an old French oﬃcer at the Opera Comique, ere the diſguﬅ was exerciſed, by ſeeing the very thing happen under the box we ſat in.


  At the end of the orcheﬅra, and betwixt that and the ﬁrﬅ de-box, there is a ſmall eſplenade left, where, when the houſe is full, numbers of all ranks take ſanuary. Though you ﬅand, as in the parterre, you pay the ſame price as in the orcheﬅra. A poor defenceleſs being of this order had got thruﬅ ſomehow or other into this luckleſs place—the night was hot, and he was ſurrounded by beings two feet and a half higher than himſelf. The dwarf ſuﬀered inexprebly on all des; but the thing which incommoded him moﬅ was a tall corpulent German, near ſeven feet high, who ﬅood direly betwixt him and all pobility of ſeeing either the ﬅage or the aors. The poor dwarf did all he could to get a peep at what was going forwards, by ſeeking for ſome little opening betwixt the German’s arm and his body, trying ﬁrﬅ one de, then the other; but the German ﬅood ſquare in the moﬅ unaccommodating poﬅure that can be imagined——the dwarf might as well have been placed at the bottom of the deepeﬅ draw-well in Paris; ſo he civilly reach’d up his hand to the German’s eeve, and told him his diﬅreſs——The German turn’d his head back, look’d down upon him as Goliah did upon David—and unfeelingly reſumed his poﬅure.


  I was juﬅ then taking a pinch of ſnuﬀ out of my monk’s little horn box—And how would thy meek and courteous ſpirit, my dear monk! ſo temper’d to bear and forbear!—how ſweetly would it have lent an ear to this poor ſoul’s complaint!


  The old French oﬃcer ſeeing me lift up my eyes with an emotion, as I made the apoﬅrophe, took the liberty to aſk me what was the matter—I told him the ﬅory in three words; and added, how inhuman it was.


  By this time the dwarf was driven to extremes, and in his ﬁrﬅ tranſports, which are generally unreaſonable, had told the German he would cut oﬀ his long queue with his knife—The German look’d back coolly, and told him he was welcome, if he could reach it.


  An injury arpened by an inſult, be it to who it will, makes every man of ſentiment a party: I could have leaped out of the box to have redreed it.—The old French oﬃcer did it with much leſs confuon; for leaning a little over, and modding to a centinel, and pointing at the ſame time with his ﬁnger to the diﬅreſs—the centinel made his way up to it.—There was no occaon to tell the grievance—the thing told itſelf; ſo thruﬅing back the German inﬅantly with his muſket—he took the poor dwarf by the hand, and placed him before him—This is noble! ſaid I, clapping my hands together—And yet you would not permit this, ſaid the old oﬃcer, in England.


  —In England, dear Sir, ſaid I, we t all at our eaſe.


  The old French oﬃcer would have ſet me at unity with myſelf, in caſe I had been at variance,—by ſaying it was a bon mot—and as a bon mot is always worth ſomething at Paris, he oﬀered me a pinch of ſnuﬀ.


  sent. journey, p. 113.


  ☜

  

  


  CHARITY.


  WHEN all is ready, and every article is diſputed and paid for in the inn, unleſs you are a little ſour’d by the adventure, there is always a matter to compound at the door, before you can get into your chaiſe, and that is with the ſons and daughters of poverty, who ſurround you. Let no man ſay, “Let them go to the devil”—’tis a cruel journey to ſend a few miſerables, and they have had ſuﬀerings enow without it: I always think it better to take a few ſous out in my hand; and I would counſel every gentle traveller to do ſo likewiſe; he need not be ſo exa in ſetting down his motives for giving them—they will be regiﬅer’d elſewhere.


  For my own part, there is no man gives ſo little as I do; for few that I know have ſo little to give: but as this was the ﬁrﬅ public a of my charity in France, I took the more notice of it.


  A well-a-way! ſaid I. I have but eight ſous in the world, ewing them in my hand, and there are eight poor men and eight poor women for ’em.


  A poor tatter’d ſoul without a irt on, inﬅantly withdrew his claim, by retiring two ﬅeps out of the circle, and making a diſqualifying bow on his part. Had the whole parterre cried out Place aux dames, with one voice, it would not have conveyed the ſentiment of a deference for the ſex with half the eﬀe.


  Juﬅ heaven! for what wiſe reaſons haﬅ thou order’d it that beggary and urbanity, which are at ſuch variance in other countries, ould ﬁnd a way to be at unity in this?


  —I inﬅed upon preſenting him with a ngle ſous, merely for his politee.


  A poor little dwarﬁ, briſk fellow, who ﬅood over-againﬅ me in the circle, putting ſomething ﬁrﬅ under his arm, which had once been a hat, took his ſnuﬀ-box out of his pocket, and generouy oﬀered a pinch on both des of him: it was a gift of conſequence and modeﬅly declined—The poor little fellow preſs’d it upon them with a nod of welcomeneſs—Prenez en—Prenez, ſaid he, looking another way; ſo they each took a pinch—Pity thy box ould ever want one! ſaid I to myſelf; ſo I put a couple of ſous into it—taking a ſmall pinch out of his box, to enhance their value, as I did it—He felt the weight of the ſecond obligation more than that of the ﬁrﬅ—’twas doing him an honour—the other was only doing him a charity—and he made me a bow down to the ground for it.


  —Here! ſaid I, to an old ſoldier with one hand, who had been compaign’d and worn out to death in the ſervice—here’s a couple of ſous for thee, Vive le Roi! ſaid the old ſoldier.


  I had then but three ſous left; ſo I gave one, mply pour l’amour de Dieu, which was the footing on which it was begg’d—The poor woman had a diocated hip: ſo it could not be well, upon any other motive.


  Mon cher et tres charitable Moneur—There’s no oppong this, ſaid I.


  My Lord Anglois—the very ſound was worth the money—ſo I gave my laﬅ ſous for it. But in the eagerneſs of giving, I had overlook’d a pauvre honteux, who had no one to aſk a ſous for him, and who, I believed, would have peri’d, ere he could have aſk’d one for himſelf: he ﬅood by the chaiſe a little without the circle, and wiped a tear from a face which I thought had ſeen better days—Good God! ſaid I—and I have not one ngle ſous left to give him—But you have a thouſand! cried all the powers of nature ﬅirring within me—ſo I gave him—no matter what—I am aamed to ſay how much, now—and was aamed to think how little, then: ſo if the reader can form any conjeure of my diſpotion, as theſe two ﬁxed points are given him, he may judge within a livre or two what was the preciſe ſum.


  I could aﬀord nothing for the reﬅ, but Dieu vous benie—Et le bon Dieu vous benie encore—ſaid the old ſoldier, the dwarf, &c. The pauvre honteux could ſay nothing—he pull’d out a little handkerchief, and wiped his face as he turned away—and I thought he thank’d me more than them all.
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  REFLECTIONS ON DEATH.


  THE Corporal—


  —Tread lightly on his aes, ye men of genius,—for he was your kinſman:


  Weed his grave clean ye men goodneſs,—for he was your brother.—Oh Corporal! had I thee but now,—now, that I am able to give thee a dinner and proteion,—how would I cheri thee! thou ould’ﬅ wear thy Monterocap every hour of the day, and every day of the week,—and when it was worn out, I would purchaſe thee a couple like it:—but alas! alas! alas! now that I can do this, in ſpite of their reverences—the occaon is loﬅ—for thou art gone;—thy genius ﬂed up to the ﬅars from whence it came;—and that warm heart of thine with all its generous and open veels, compreed into a clod of the valley!


  —But what is this—what is this, to that future and dreadful page, where I look towards the velvet pall, decorated with the military engns of thy maﬅer—the ﬁrﬅ—the foremoﬅ of created beings; where, I all ſee thee, faithful ſervant! laying his ſword and ſcabbard with a trembling hand acroſs his coﬃn, and then returning pale as aes to the door, to take his mourning horſe by the bridle, to follow his hearſe, as he direed thee;—where—all my father’s ſyﬅems all be baﬄed by his ſorrows; and, in ſpite of his philoſophy, I all behold him, as he inſpes the lackered plate, twice taking his ſpeacles from oﬀ his noſe, to wipe away the dew which nature has ed upon them—When I ſee him caﬅ in the roſemary with an air of diſconſolation, which cries through my ears,—O Toby! in what corner of the world all I ſeek thy fellow?


  —Gracious powers! which erﬅ have opened the lips of the dumb in his diﬅreſs, and made the tongue of the ﬅammerer ſpeak plain—when I all arrive at this dreaded page, deal not with me, then, with a ﬅinted hand.
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  OBSERVATION AND STUDY.


  —WHAT a large volume of adventures may be graſped within this little ſpan of life, by him who intereﬅs his heart in every thing, and who, having eyes to ſee what tinſe and chance are perpetually holding out to him as he journeyeth on his way, mies nothing he can fairly lay his hands on.—


  —If this wont turn out ſomething—another will—no matter—’tis an eay upon human nature—I get my labour for my pains—’tis enough—the pleaſure of the experiment has kept my ſenſes, and the beﬅ part of my blood awake, and laid the groſs to eep.


  I pity the man who can travel from Dan to Beereba, and cry, ’Tis all barren—and ſo it is; and ſo is all the world to him who will not cultivate the fruits it oﬀers. I declare, ſaid I, clapping my hands cheerily together, that was I in a deſert, I would ﬁnd out wherewith in it to call forth my aﬀeions—If I could do no better, I would faﬅen them upon ſome ſweet myrtle, or ſeek ſome melancholy cypreſs to conne myſelf to—I would court their ade, and greet them kindly for their proteion—I would cut my name upon them, and ſwear they were the lovelieﬅ trees throughout the deſert: if their leaves wither’d, I would teach myſelf to mourn, and when they rejoiced, I would rejoice along with them.
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  FEELING AND BENEFICENCE.


  WAS it Mackay’s regiment, quoth my uncle Toby, where the poor grenadier was ſo unmercifully whipp’d at Bruges about the ducats?—O Chriﬅ! he was innocent! cried Trim, with a deep gh,—And he was whipp’d, may it pleaſe your honour, almoﬅ to death’s door.—They had better have ot him outright, as he begged, and he had gone direly to heaven, for he was as innocent as your honour.—I thank thee, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby. I never think of his, continued Trim, and my poor brother Tom’s misfortunes, for we were all three ſchool-fellows, but I cry like a coward.—Tears are no proof of cowardice, Trim, I drop them oft times myſelf, cried my uncle Toby—I know your honour does, replied Trim, and ſo am not aamed of it myſelf.—But to think, may it pleaſe your honour, continued Trim, a tear ﬅealing into the corner of his eye as he ſpoke—to think of two virtuous lads, with hearts as warm in their bodies, and as honeﬅ as God could make them—The children of honeﬅ people, going forth with gallant ſpirits to ſeek their fortunes in the world—and fall into ſuch evils! poor Tom! to be tortured upon a rack for nothing—but marrying a Jew’s widow who ſold ſauſages—honeﬅ Dick Johnſon’s ſoul to be ſcourged out of his body, for the ducats another man put into his knapſack!—O!—theſe are misfortunes, cried Trim, pulling out his handkerchief,—theſe are misfortunes, may it pleaſe your honour, worth laying down and crying over.


  —’Twould be a pity, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, thou ould’ﬅ ever feel ſorrow of thy own—thou feeleﬅ it ſo tenderly for others.—Alack-o-day, replied the Corporal, brightening up his face—your honour knows I have neither wife or child—I can have no ſorrows in this world. As few as any man, Trim, replied my uncle Toby; nor can I ſee how a fellow of thy light heart can ſuﬀer, but from the diﬅreſs of poverty in thy old age—when thou art paed all ſervices, Trim,—and haﬅ outliv’d thy friends.—An’ pleaſe your honour, never fear, replied Trim, cheerily—But I would have thee never fear, Trim, replied my uncle Toby, and therefore, continued my uncle Toby, throwing down his crutch, and getting upon his legs as he uttered the word therefore—in recompence, Trim, of thy long ﬁdelity to me, and that goodneſs of thy heart I have had ſuch proofs of—whilﬅ thy maﬅer is worth a illing—thou alt never aſk elſewhere, Trim, for a penny. Trim attempted to thank my uncle Toby,—but had not power—tears trickled down his cheeks faﬅer than he could wipe them oﬀ—he laid his hands upon his breaﬅ—made a bow to the ground, and ut the door.


  t. shandy, v. ii. c. 39.
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  SLAVERY.


  CONSIDER avery,—what it is,—how bitter a draught, and how many millions have been made to drink of it;—which if it can poiſon all earthly happineſs when exerciſed barely upon our bodies, what muﬅ it be, when it comprehends both the avery of body and mind?—to conceive this, look into the hiﬅory of the Romi church and her tyrants (or rather executioners), who ſeem to have taken pleaſure in the pangs and convulons of their fellow-creatures.—Examine the Inquition, hear the melancholy notes ſounded in every cell.—Conder the angui of mock trials, and the exquite tortures conſequent thereupon mercileſy inﬂied upon the unfortunate, where the racked and weary ſoul has ſo often wied to take its leave,—but cruelly not ſuﬀered to depart.—Conder how many of theſe helpleſs wretches have been haled from thence in all periods of this tyrannic uſurpation, to undergo the maacres and ﬂames to which a falſe and a bloody religion has condemned them.


  —Let us behold him in another light.—


  If we conder man as a creature full of wants and neceties (whether real or imaginary), which he is not able to ſupply of himſelf, what a train of diſappointments, vexations and dependencies are to be ſeen, iuing from thence to perplex and make his being uneaſy!—How many juﬅlings and hard ﬅruggles do we undergo in making our way in the world!—How barbarouy held back!—How often and baſely overthrown, in aiming only at getting bread!—How many of us never attain it—at leaﬅ not comfortably,—but from various unknown cauſes—eat it all our lives long in bitterneſs!


  sermon, 10. page, 202.
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  OPPRESSION VANQUISHED.


  IHAVE not been a furlong from Shandy-hall, nce I wrote to you laﬅ—but why is my pen ſo perverſe? I have been to *****, and my errand was of ſo peculiar a nature, that I muﬅ give you an account of it.—You will ſcarce believe me, when I tell you, it was to outjuggle a juggling attorney; to put craft, and all its power, to deﬁance; and to obtain juﬅice from one—who has a heart foul enough to take advantage of the miﬅakes of honeﬅ mplicity, and who has raiſed a conderable fortune by artiﬁce and injuﬅice. However, I gained my point!—it was a ﬅar and garter to me!—the matter was as follows.—


  “A poor man, the father of my Veﬅal, having by the ſweat of his brow, during a courſe of many laborious years, ſaved a ſmall ſum of money, applied to this ſcribe to put it out to uſe for him: this was done and a bond given for the money.—The honeﬅ man, having no place in his cottage which he thought ſuﬃciently ſecure, put it in a hole in the thatch, which had ſerved inﬅead of a ﬅrong box, to keep his money.—In this tuation the bond remained till the time of receiving his intereﬅ drew nigh.—But alas!—the rain which had done no miſchief to his gold, had found out his paper-ſecurity, and had rotted it to pieces!”—It would be a diﬃcult matter to paint the diﬅreſs of the old countryman upon this diſcovery;—Le came to me weeping, and begged my advice and aﬅance!—it cut me to the heart!


  Frame to yourſelf the piure of a man upwards of xty years of age—who having with much penury and more toil, with the addition of a ſmall legacy, ſcraped together about fourſcore pounds to ſupport him in the inﬁrmities of old age, and to be a little portion for his child when he ould be dead and gone—loﬅ his little hoard ot once; and to aggravate his misfortune, by his own negle and incaution.—“If I was young, Sir, (ſaid he) my aﬄiion would have been light—and I might have obtained it again!—but I have loﬅ my comfort when I moﬅ wanted it!—my ﬅaﬀ is taken from me when I cannot go alone; and I have nothing to expe in future life, but the unwilling charity of a Pari-Oﬃcer.”—Never in my whole life, did I wi to be rich, with ſo good a grace, as at this time!—What a luxury would it have been to have ſaid to this aﬄied fellow creature,—“There is thy money—go thy ways—and be at peace.”—But, alas! the Shandy family were never much encumbered with money; and I (the pooreﬅ of them all) could only aﬅ him with good council:—but I did not ﬅop here.—I went myſelf with him to ****, where by perſuaon, threats, and ſome art, which (by the bye) in ſuch a cauſe, and with ſuch an opponent, was very juﬅiﬁable—I ſent my poor client back to his home, with his comfort and his bond reﬅored to him.—Bravo!—bravo!


  If a man has a right to be proud of any thing,—it is of a good aion, done as it ought to be, without any baſe intereﬅ lurking at the bottom of it.


  letter vi. to his friends.
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  A SUBJECT FOR COMPASSION.


  IF there is a caſe under heaven which calls out aloud for the more immediate exerciſe of compaon, and which may be looked upon as the compendium of all charity, ſurely it is this: and I am perſuaded there would want nothing more to convince the greateﬅ enemy to theſe kind of charities that it is ſo, but a bare opportunity of taking a nearer view of ſome of the more diﬅreſsful objes of it.


  Let him go into the dwellings of the unfortunate, into ſome mournful cottage, where poverty and aﬄiion reign together. There let him behold the diſconſolate widow—tting—ﬅeeped in tears;—thus ſorrowing over the infant e knows not how to ſuccour.—“O my child, thou art now left expoſed to a wide and a vicious world, too full of ſnares and temptations for thy tender and unpraiſed age. Perhaps a parent’s love may magnify thoſe dangers—but when I conder thou art driven out naked into the midﬅ of them without friends, without fortune, without inﬅruion, my heart bleeds beforehand for the evils which may come upon thee. God, in whom we truﬅed, is witneſs, ſo low had his providence placed us, that we never indulged one wi to have made thee rich,—virtuous we would have made thee;—for thy father, my huſband, was a good man, and feared the Lord,—and though all the fruits of his care and induﬅry were little enough for our ſupport, yet he honeﬅly had determined to have ſpared ſome portion of it, ſcanty as it was, to have placed thee ſafely in the way of knowledge and inﬅruion—But alas! he is gone from us, never to return more, and with him are ﬂed the means of doing it:—For, Behold the creditor is come upon us, totake all that we have.” Grief is eloquent, and will not ealy be imitated.—But let the man who is the leaﬅ friend to diﬅrees of this nature, conceive ſome diſconſolate widow uttering her complaint even in this manner, and then let him conder, if there is any ſorrow like this ſorrow, wherewith the Lord has aﬄied her? or whether there can be any charity like that, of taking the child out of the mother’s boſom, and reſcuing her from theſe apprehenons? Should a heathen, a ﬅranger to our holy religion and the love it teached, ould he, as he journeyed, come to the place where she lay, when he ſaw, would he not have compaon on her? God forbid a Chriﬅian ould this day want it! or at any time look upon ſuch a diﬅreſs, and paſs by on the other de. Rather let him do, as his Saviour taught him, bind up the wounds, and pour comfort into the heart of one, whom the hand of God has ſo bruiſed. Let him praiſe what it is, with Elijah’s tranſport, to ſay to the aﬄied widow,—See, thy Son liveth! liveth by my charity, and the bounty of this hour, to all the purpoſes which make life derable,—to be made a good man, and a proﬁtable ſubje: on one hand, to be trained up to ſuch a ſenſe of his duty, as may ſecure him an intereﬅ in the world to come; and with regard to this world, to be ſo brought up in it to a love of honeﬅ labour and induﬅry, as all his life long to earn and eat his bread with joy and thankfulneſs.


  sermon v. page 112.


  ☜

  

  


  COMPASSION.


  ICANNOT conceive but that the very mechanical motions which maintain life, muﬅ be performed with more equal vigour and freedom in that man whom a great and good ſoul perpetually inclines to ew mercy to the miſerable, than they can be in a poor, ſordid, ſelﬁ wretch, whoſe little contraed heart melts at no man’s aﬄiion; but ts brooding ſo intently over its own plots and concerns, as to ſee and feel nothing; and in truth, enjoy nothing beyond himſelf: and of whom one may ſay what that great maﬅer of nature has, ſpeaking of a natural ſenſe of harmony, which I think with more juﬅice may be ſaid of compaon, that the man who had it not,—


  —Was ﬁt for treaſons, ﬅratagems and ſpoils: The MOTIONS of his ſpirits are dull as night; And his aﬀeions dark as erebus:


  —Let no ſuch man be truﬅed:—


  sermon v. p. 102
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  HAPPINESS.


  THE great purſuit of man is after happineſs: it is the ﬁrﬅ and ﬅrongeﬅ dere of his nature;—in every ﬅage of his life, he ſearches for it as for hid treaſure;—courts it under a thouſand diﬀerent apes,—and though perpetually diſappointed,—ﬅill perﬅs,—runs after and enquires for it afre—aſks every paenger who comes in his way, Who will ew him any good? who will aﬅ him in the attainment of it or dire him to the diſcovery of this great end of all his wies?


  He is told by one to ſearch for it among the more gay and youthful pleaſures of life, in ſcenes of mirth and ſprightlineſs, where happineſs ever predes, and is ever to be known by the joy and laughter which he will ſee at once painted in her looks. A ſecond, with a graver aſpe, points out to the coﬅly dwellings which pride and extravagance have ereed:—tells the enquirer that the obje he is in ſearch of inhabits there,—that happineſs lives only in company with the great, in the midﬅ of much pomp and outward ﬅate. That he will ealy ﬁnd her out by the coat of many colours e has on, and the great luxury and expenſe of equipage and furniture with which e always ts ſurrounded.


  The Miſer blees God!—wonders how any one would miead and wilfully put him upon ſo wrong a ſcent—convinces him that happineſs and extravagance never inhabited under the ſame roof;—that if he would not be diſappointed in his ſearch, he muﬅ look into the plain and thrifty dwelling of the prudent man, who knows and underﬅands the worth of money, and cautiouy lays it up againﬅ an evil hour: that it is not the proﬅitution of wealth upon the paons, or the parting with it at all that conﬅitutes happineſs—but that it is the keeping it together, and the having and holding it faﬅ to him and his heirs for ever, which are the chief attributes that form this great idol of human worip, to which ſo much incenſe is oﬀered up every day.


  The Epicure, though he ealy reiﬁes ſo groſs a miﬅake, yet at the ſame time he plunges him, if poble, into a greater; for hearing the obje of his purſuit to be happineſs, and knowing of no other happineſs than what is ſeated immediately in his ſenſes—he ſends the enquirer there;—tells him ’tis in vain to ſearch elſewhere for it, than where nature herſelf has placed it—in the indulgence and gratiﬁcation of the appetites, which are given us for that end: and in a word—if he will not take his opinion in the matter—he may truﬅ the word of a much wiſer man, who has aured us—that there is nothing better in this world, than that a man ould eat and drink and rejoice in his works, and make his ſoul enjoy good in his labour—for that is his portion.


  To reſcue him from this brutal experiment—ambition takes him by the hand and carries him into the world,—ews him all the kingdoms of the earth and the glory of them,—points out the many ways of advancing his fortune and raing himſelf to honour,—lays before his eyes all the charms and bewitching temptations of power, and aſks if there can be any happineſs in this world like that of being careed, courted, ﬂattered, and followed?


  To cloſe all, the philoſopher meets him buﬅling in the full career of this purſuit—ﬅops him—tells him, if he is in ſearch of happineſs, he is far gone out of his way. That this deity has long been banied from noiſe and tumults, where there was no reﬅ found for her, and was ﬂed into folitude far from all commerce of the world; and, in a word, if he would ﬁnd her, he muﬅ leave this buſy and intriguing ſcene, and go back to that peaceful ſcene of retirement and books, from which he ﬁrﬅ ſet out.


  In this circle too often does a man run, tries all experiments, and generally ts down wearied and diatisﬁed with them all at laﬅ—in utter deſpair of ever accompliing what he wants—nor knowing what to truﬅ to after ſo many diſappointments; or where to lay the fault, whether in the incapacity of his own nature, or in the inſuﬃciency of the enjoyments themſelves.


  sermon i. p. i.
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  TRIBUTE OF AFFECTION.


  MY heart ﬅops me to pay to thee, my dear uncle Toby, once for all, the tribute I owe thy goodneſs;—here let me thruﬅ my chair ade, and kneel down upon the ground, whilﬅ I am pouring forth the warmeﬅ ſentiments of love for thee, and veneration for the excellency of thy charaer, that ever virtue and nature kindled in a nephew’s boſom.—Peace and comfort reﬅ for evermore upon thy head!—Thou enviedﬅ no man’s comforts,—inſultedﬅ no man’s opinions.—Thou blackenedﬅ no man’s charaer,—devouredﬅ no man’s bread: gently, with faithful Trim behind thee, didﬅ thou amble round the little circle of thy pleaſures, joﬅling no creature in thy way:—for each one’s ſervice thou hadﬅ a tear,—for each man’s need, thou hadﬅ a illing. Whilﬅ I am worth one, to pay a weeder,—thy path from thy door to thy bowling green all never be grown up.—Whilﬅ there is a rood and a half of land in the Shandy family, thy fortiﬁcations, my dear uncle Toby, all never be demoli’d.


  t. shandy, vol. ii. chap. 27.
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  POWER OF SLIGHT INCIDENTS.


  IT is curious to obſerve the triumph of ight incidents over the mind;—What incredible weight they have in forming and governing our opinions, both of men and things—that triﬂes light as air, all waft a belief into the ſoul, and plant it ſo immoveable within it,—that Euclid’s demonﬅrations, could they be brought to batter it in breach, ould not all have power to overthrow it.


  t. shandy, vol. 2. chap. 62.
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  CROSSES IN LIFE.


  MANY, many are the ups and downs of life, and fortune muﬅ be uncommonly gracious to that mortal who does not experience a great variety of them:—though perhaps to theſe may be owing as much of our pleaſures as our pains: there are ſcenes of delight in the vale as well as the mountain; and the inequalities of nature may not be leſs neceary to pleaſe the eye—than the varieties of life to improve the heart. At beﬅ we are but a ort-ghted race of beings, with juﬅ light enough to diſcern our way—to do that is our duty, and ould be our care; when a man has done this, he is ſafe, the reﬅ is of little conſequence—


  
    “Cover his head with a turf or a ﬅone,


    “It is all one, it is all one!

  


  letter iv. to his friends.
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  THE CONTRAST.


  THINGS are carried on in this world, ſometimes ſo contrary to all our reaſonings, and the ſeeming probabilities of ſucceſs,—that even the race is not to the ſwift, nor the battle to the ﬅrong;—nay, what is ﬅranger ﬅill—nor yet bread to the wiſe, who ould laﬅ ﬅand in want of it,—nor yet riches to the men of underﬅanding, who you would think beﬅ qualiﬁed to acquire them,—nor yet favour to men of ſkill, whoſe merit and pretences bid the faireﬅ for it,—but that there are ſome ſecret and unſeen workings in human aﬀairs, which baﬄe all our endeavours, and turn ade the courſe of things in ſuch a manner,—that the moﬅ likely cauſes diſappoint and fail of producing for us the eﬀe which we wied, and naturally expeed from them.


  You will ſee a man, of whom was you to form a conjeure from the appearances of things in his favour,—you would ſay was ſetting out in the world, with the faireﬅ proſpe of making his fortune in it;—with all the advantages of birth to recommend him,—of perſonal merit to ſpeak for him,—and of friends to pu him forwards: you will behold him, notwithﬅanding this, diſappointed in every eﬀe you might naturally have looked for, from them; every ﬅep he takes towards his advancement, ſomething invible all pull him back, ſome unforeſeen obﬅacle all riſe up perpetually in his way, and keep there.—In every application he makes—ſome untoward circumﬅance all blaﬅ it.—He all riſe early,—late take reﬅ,—and eat the bread of carefulneſs,—yet ſome happier man all ﬅill riſe up, and ever ﬅep in before him, and leave him ﬅruggling to the end of his life, in the very ſame place in which he ﬁrﬅ began it.


  The hiﬅory of a ſecond, all in all reſpes be the contraﬅ to this. He all come into the world with the moﬅ unproming appearance,—all ſet forwards without fortune, without friends,—without talents to procure him either the one or the other. Nevertheleſs, you will ſee this clouded proſpe brighten up inſenbly, unaccountably before him; every thing preſented in his way all turn out beyond his expeations, in ſpite of that chain of unſurmountable diﬃculties which ﬁrﬅ threatened him,—time and chance all open him a way,—a ſeries of ſucceſsful occurrences all lead him by the hand to the ſummit of honour and fortune, and, in a word, without giving him the pains of thinking, or the credit of projeing, it all place him in a ſafe poeon of all that ambition could wi for.


  sermon viii. page 152.
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  SELFISHNESS AND MEANNESS.


  THAT there is ſelﬁneſs and meanneſs enough in the ſouls of one part of the world, to hurt the credit of the other part of it, is what I all not diſpute againﬅ; but to judge of the whole from this bad ſample, and becauſe one man is plotting and artful in his nature;—or, a ſecond openly makes his pleaſure or his proﬁt the whole center of all his degns;—or becauſe a third ﬅrait-hearted wretch ts conﬁned within himſelf,—feels no misfortunes, but thoſe which touch himſelf; to involve the whole race without mercy under ſuch deteﬅed charaers, is a concluon as falſe as it is pernicious; and was it in general to gain credit, could ſerve no end, but the rooting out of our nature all that is generous, and planting in the ﬅead of it ſuch an averon to each other, as muﬅ untie the bands of ſociety, and rob us of one of the greateﬅ pleaſures of it, the mutual communications of kind oﬃces; and by poiſoning the fountain, rendering every thing ſuſpeed that ﬂows through it.


  sermon vii. page 137.
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  VICE NOT WITHOUT USE.


  THE lives of bad men are not without uſe,—and whenever ſuch a one is drawn, not with a corrupt view to be admired,—but on purpoſe to be deteﬅed—it muﬅ excite ſuch a horror againﬅ vice, as will ﬅrike indirely the ſame good impreon. And though it is painful to the laﬅ degree to paint a man in the ades which his vices have caﬅ upon him, yet when it ſerves this end, it carries its own excuſe with it.


  sermon ix. page 173.
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  EFFECTS OF MISFORTUNE.


  WHAT by ſucceve misfortunes; by failings and croſs accidents in trade; by miſcarriage of projes:—what by unſuitable expences of parents, extravagances of children, and the many other ſecret ways whereby riches make themſelves wings and ﬂy away; ſo many ſurpring revolutions do every day happen in families, that it may not ſeem ﬅrange to ſay, that the poﬅerity of ſome of the moﬅ liberal contributors here, in the changes which one century may produce, may pobly ﬁnd elter under this very plant which now they ſo kindly water. Nay, ſo quickly ſometimes has the wheel turned round, that many a man has lived to enjoy the beneﬁt of that charity which his own piety projeed.


  sermon v. page 98.
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  YORICK’S OPINION OF GRAVITY.


  SOMETIMES, in his wild way of talking, he would ſay that gravity was an errant ſcoundrel; and he would add, of the moﬅ dangerous kind too,—becauſe a y one; and that he verily believed, more honeﬅ, well-meaning people were bubbled out of their goods and money by it in one twelvemonth, than by pocket-picking and op-lifting in ſeven. In the naked temper which a merry heart diſcovered, he would ſay, there was no danger,—but to itſelf:—whereas the very eence of gravity was degn, and conſequently deceit;—’twas a taught trick to gain credit of the world for more ſenſe and knowledge than a man was worth; and that, with all its pretenons,—it was no better, but often worſe than what a French wit had long ago deﬁned it, viz.—A myﬅerious carriage of the body to cover the defes of the mind.


  t. shandy, vol. 1. c. 11.
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  REFLECTION UPON MAN.


  WHEN I reﬂe upon man; and take a view of that dark de of him which repreſents his life as open to ſo many cauſes of trouble—when I conder how oft we eat the bread of aﬄiion, and that we are born to it, as to the portion of our inheritance—when one runs over the catalogue of all the croſs reckonings and ſorrowful items with which the heart of man is over-charged, ’tis wonderful by what hidden reſources the mind is enabled to ﬅand it out, and bear itſelf up, as it does againﬅ the impotions laid upon our nature.


  t. shandy, vol. 11. chap. 42.
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  REVENGE.


  REVENGE from ſome baneful corner all level a tale of dionour at thee, which no innocence of heart or integrity of condu all ſet right.


  —The fortunes of thy houſe all totter,—thy charaer, which led the way to them, all bleed on every de of it,—thy faith queﬅioned,—thy works belied,—thy wit forgotten,—thy learning trampled on. To wind up the laﬅ ſcene of thy tragedy, cruelty and cowardice, twin ruﬃans, hired and ſet on by malice in the dark, all ﬅrike together at all thy inﬁrmities and miﬅakes: the beﬅ of us, lie open there,—and truﬅ me,—truﬅ me,—when, to gratify a private appetite, it is once reſolved upon, that an innocent and an helpleſs creature all be ſacriﬁced, ’tis an eaſy matter to pick up ﬅicks enow from any thicket where it has ﬅrayed, to make a ﬁre to oﬀer it up with.


  t. shandy, v. 1. c. 12.
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  EJACULATION.


  TIME waﬅes too faﬅ: every letter I trace tells me with what rapidity life follows my pen; the days and hours of it, more precious, my dear Jenny! than the rubies about thy neck, are ﬂying over our heads like light clouds of a windy day, never to return more—every thing prees on—whilﬅ thou art twiﬅing that lock,—ſee! it grows grey; and every time I kiſs thy hand to bid adieu, and every abſence which follows it, are preludes to that eternal ſeparation which we are ortly to make.


  t. shandy, v. iv. c. 67.
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  FATALITY.


  THERE is a fatality attends the aions of ſome men: order them as they will, they paſs through a certain medium which ſo twiﬅs and refras them from their true direions—that, with all the titles to praiſe which a reitude of heart can give, the doers of them are nevertheleſs forced to live and die without it.


  t. shandy, v. i. c. 10.
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  CONJUGAL HAPPINESS.


  IT muﬅ have been obſerved by many a peripateric philoſopher, that nature has ſet up by her own unqueﬅionable authority certain boundaries and fences to circumſcribe the diſcontent of man: e has eﬀeed her purpoſe in the quieteﬅ and eaeﬅ manner by laying him under almoﬅ inſuperable obligations to work out his eaſe, and to ſuﬅain his ſuﬀerings at home. It is there only that e has provided him with the moﬅ ſuitable objes to partake of his happineſs, and bear a part of that burden which, in all countries and ages, has ever been too heavy for one pair of oulders. ’Tis true we are endued with an imperfe power of ſpreading our happineſs ſometimes beyond her limits, but ’tis ſo ordered, that from the want of languages, conneions, and dependencies, and from the diﬀerence in education, cuﬅoms and habits, we lie under ſo many impediments in communicating our ſenſations out of our own ſphere, as often amount to a total impobility.


  sen. journey, p. 13.


  ☜


  LIFE.


  WHAT is the life of man! is it not to ift from de to de!—from ſorrow to ſorrow?—to button up one cauſe of vexation;—and unbutton another!


  t. shandy, vol. ii. chap. 66.
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  TRIM’S EXPLANATION

  of the

  FIFTH COMMANDMENT.


  —PR’YTHEE, Trim, quoth my father,—What do’ﬅ thou mean, by “honouring thy father and mother?”


  Allowing them, an’ pleaſe your honour, three halfpence a-day out of my pay, when they grow old.—And didﬅ thou do that, Trim? ſaid Yorick.—He did indeed, replied my uncle Toby.— Then, Trim, ſaid Yorick, ſpringing out of his chair, and taking the Corporal by the hand, thou art the beﬅ commentator upon that part of the Decalogue; and I honour thee more for it, Corporal Trim, than if thou hadﬅ had a hand in the Talmud itſelf.


  t. shandy, vol. iii. chap. 32.
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  HEALTH.


  OBleed health! thou art above all gold and treaſure; ’tis thou who enlargeﬅ the ſoul,—and openeﬅ all it’s powers to receive inﬅruion, and to reli virtue.—He that has thee has little more to wi for! and he that is ſo wretched as to want thee,—wants every thing with thee.


  t. shandy, vol. iii. chap. 33.
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  LOVE.


  ’TIS ſweet to feel by what ﬁne-ſpun threads our aﬀeions are drawn together.


  sen. jour. p. 126.
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  SOLITUDE.


  CROWDED towns, and buſy ſocieties, may delight the unthinking, and the gay—but ſolitude is the beﬅ nurſe of wiſdom.


  letter iii. to his friends.
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  TRIBULATION.


  THE way to Fame is like the way to Heaven—through much tribulation.


  letter ix.
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  FRIENDSHIP.


  FRIENDSHIP is the balm and cordial of life, and without it, ’tis a heavy load not worth ſuﬅaining.


  letter lxxx.
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  SOLITUDE.


  IN ſolitude the mind gains ﬅrength, and learns to lean upon herſelf:—in the world it ſeeks or accepts of a few treacherous ſupports—the feigned compaon of one—the ﬂattery of a ſecond—the civilities of a third—the friendip of a fourth—they all deceive, and bring the mind back to retirement, reﬂeion, and books.


  letter lxxxii.
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  FLATTERY.


  DELICIOUS eence! how refreing art thou to nature! how ﬅrongly are all its powers and all its weaknees on thy de! how ſweetly doﬅ thou mix with the blood, and help it through the moﬅ diﬃcult and tortuous paages to the heart.


  sen. jour. p. 210.
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  PERFECTION.


  MAN has a certain compaſs, as well as an inﬅrument; and the ſocial and other calls have occaon by turns for every key in him; ſo that if you begin a note too high or too low, there muﬅ be a want either in the upper or under part, to ﬁll up the ſyﬅem of harmony.—A polied nation makes every one its debtor; and bedes, urbanity itſelf, like the fair ſex, has ſo many charms, it goes againﬅ the heart to ſay it can do ill; and yet, I believe, there is but a certain line of perfeion, that man, take him altogether, is empowered to arrive at—if he gets beyond, he rather exchanges qualities, than gets them. I muﬅ not preſume to ſay, how far this has aﬀeed the French—But ould it ever be the caſe of the Engli, in the progreſs of their reſentments, to arrive at the ſame poli which diﬅinguies the French, if we did not loſe the politee de caeur, which inclines men more to humane aions, than courteous ones—we ould at leaﬅ loſe that diﬅin variety and originality of charaer, which diﬅinguies them, not only from each other, but from all the world bedes.


  sen. jour. p. 171.
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  FORGIVENESS.


  THE brave only know how to forgive;—it is the moﬅ reﬁned and generous pitch of virtue human nature can arrive at.—Cowards have done good and kind aions*,—cowards have even fought—nay ſometimes even conquered; but a coward never forgave.—It is not in his nature;—the power of doing it ﬂows only from a ﬅrength and greatneſs of ſoul, conſcious of its own force and ſecurity, and above the little temptations of reſenting every fruitleſs attempt to interrupt its happineſs.


  serm. xii. p. 244.
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  FAVOURS.


  IN returning favours, we a diﬀerently from what we do in conferring them: in the one caſe we mply conder what is beﬅ,—in the other what is moﬅ acceptable. The reaſon is, that we have a right to a according to our own ideas of what will do the party moﬅ good, in the caſe where we beﬅow a favour;—but where we return one, we loſe this right, and a according to his conceptions, who has obliged us, and endeavour to repay in ſuch a manner as we think it moﬅ likely to be accepted in diſcharge of the obligation.


  serm. xiii. p. 260.
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  RUSTIC FELICITY.


  MANY are the lent pleaſures of the honeﬅ peaſant; who riſes cheerfully to his labour:—look into his dwelling,—where the ſcene of every man’s happineſs chieﬂy lies;— he has the ſame domeﬅic endearments,—as much joy and comfort in his children,—and as ﬂattering hopes of their doing well,—to enliven his hours and glad his heart, as you could conceive in the moﬅ aﬄuent ﬅation.—And I make no doubt, in general, but if the true account of his joys and ſuﬀerings were to be ballanced with thoſe of his betters,—that the upot would prove to be little more than this,—that the rich man had the more meat,—but the poor man the better ﬅomach;—the one had more luxury,—more able phycians to attend and ſet him to rights;—the other, more health and ſoundneſs in his bones, and leſs occaon for their help;—that, after theſe two articles betwixt them were balanced,—in all other things they ﬅood upon a level:—that the ſun ines as warm,—the air blows as fre, and the earth breathes as fragrant upon the one as the other; and that they have an equal are in all the beauties and real beneﬁts of nature.


  serm. xliv. p. 260.
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  DIFFERENCE IN MEN.


  POVERTY, exile, loſs of fame or friends, the death of children, the deareﬅ of all pledges of a man’s happineſs, make not equal impreons upon everytemper.—You will ſee one man undergo, with ſcarce the expence of a gh,—what another, in the bitterneſs of his ſoul, would go mourning for all his life long:—nay, a haﬅy word, or an unkind look, to a ſoft and tender nature, will ﬅrike deeper than a ſword to the hardened and ſenſeleſs.—If theſe reﬂeions hold true with regard to misfortunes,—they are the ſame with regard to enjoyments:—we are formed diﬀerently,—have diﬀerent taﬅes and perceptions of things;—by the force of habit, education, or a particular caﬅ of mind,—it happens that neither the uſe or poeon of the ſame enjoyments and advantages, produce the ſame happineſs and contentment;—but that it diﬀers in every man almoﬅ according to his temper and complexion: ſo that the ſelf-ſame happy accidents in life, which all give raptures to the choleric or ſanguine man, all be received with indiﬀerence by the cold and phlegmatic;—and ſo oddly perplexed are the accounts of both human happineſs and miſery in this world,—that triﬂes, light as air, all be able to make the hearts of ſome men ng for joy;—at the ſame time that others, with real blengs and advantages, without the power of ung them, have their hearts heavy and diſcontented.


  Alas! if the principles of contentment are not within us,—the height of ﬅation and worldly grandeur will as ſoon add a cubit to a man’s ﬅature as to his happineſs.


  sermon xliv. p. 258


  ☜

  

  


  AGAINST HASTY OPINION.


  THERE are numbers of circumﬅances which attend every aion of a man’s life, which can never come to the knowledge of the world,—yet ought to be known, and well weighed, before ſentence with any juﬅice can be paed upon him.—A man may have diﬀerent views and a diﬀerent ſenſe of things from what his judges have; and what he underﬅands and feels and what paes within him, may be a ſecret treaſured up deeply there for ever—A man, through bodily inﬁrmity, or ſome compleional defe, which perhaps is not in his power to corre, may be ſubje to inadvertencies,—to ﬅarts—and unhappy turns of temper; he may lay open to ſnares he is not always aware of; or, through ignorance and want of information and proper helps, he may labour in the dark:—in all which caſes, he may do many things which are wrong in themſelves, and yet be innocent;—at leaﬅ an obje rather to be pitied than cenſured with ſeverity and ill will.—Theſe are diﬃculties which ﬅand in every one’s way in the forming a judgment of the charaers of others.


  sermon xliv. p. 255.


  ☜

  

  


  VANITY.


  VANITY bids all her ſons to be generous and brave,—and her daughters to be chaﬅe and courteous.—But why do we want her inﬅruions?—Aſk the comedian who is taught a part he feels not.—


  sermon xvii, page, 45.


  ☜


  AFFECTED HONESTY.


  LOOK out of your door,—take notice of that man: ſee what diſquieting, intriguing, and ifting, he is content to go through, merely to be thought a man of plain-dealing:—three grains of honeﬅy would ſave him all this trouble—alas! he has them not.—


  sermon xvii, page, 45.


  AFFECTED PIETY.


  BEHOLD a ſecond, under a ow of piety hiding the impunities of a debauched life:—he is juﬅ entering the houſe of God:—would he was more pure—or leſs pious:—but then he could not gain his point.


  ibid. page, 46.


  ☜


  AFFECTED SANCTITY.


  ABSERVE a third going on almoﬅ in the ſame track, with what an inﬂexible ſanity of deportment he ſuﬅains himſelf as he advances:—every line in his face writes abﬅinence;—every ﬅride looks like a check upon his deres: ſee, I beſeech you, how he is cloak’d up with ſermons, prayers, and ſacraments; and ſo bemuﬄed with the externals of religion, that he has not a hand to ſpare for a worldly purpoſe;—he has armour at leaﬅ—Why does he put it on? Is there no ſerving God without all this? Muﬅ the garb of religion be extended ſo wide to the danger of its rending?—Yes truly, or it will not hide the ſecret—and, what is that?—That the ſaint has no religion at all.


  sermon xvii p. 46.


  ☜


  OSTENTATIOUS GENEROSITY.


  —BUT here comes generosity; giving—not to a decayed artiﬅ—but to the arts and ſciences themſelves.—See,—he builds not a chamber in the wall apart for the prophet; but whole ſchools and colleges for thoſe who come after. Lord! how they will magnify his name!—’tis in capitals already; the ﬁrﬅ—the higheﬅ, in the gilded rent-roll of every hoſpital and aſylum.—


  —One honeﬅ tear ed in private over the unfortunate, is worth it all.


  sermon xvii. page, 47.


  ☜

  

  


  OPINION.


  WE are perpetually in ſuch engagements and tuations, that ’tis our duties to ſpeak what our opinions are—but God forbid that this ever ould be done but from its beﬅ motive—The ſenſe of what is due to virtue, governed by diſcretion and the utmoﬅ fellowfeeling: were we to go on otherwiſe, beginning with the great broad cloak of hypocriſy, and ſo down through all its little trimmings and facings, tearing away without mercy all that look’d ſeemly,—we ould leave but a tatter’d world of it.


  sermon xvii. p. 50


  ☜

  

  


  DEFAMATION,


  DOES humanity clothe and aducate the unknown orphan?—Poverty thou haﬅ no genealogies:—See! is he not the father of the child? Thus do we rob heroes of the beﬅ part of their glory—their virtue. Take away the motive of the a, you take away all that is worth having in it;—wreﬅ it to ungenerous ends, you load the virtuous man who did it with infamy:—undo it all—I beſeech you: give him back his honour,—reﬅore the jewel you have taken from him—replace him in the eye of the world—


  It is too late.


  ibid. p. 52


  ☜


  TYRANNY.


  IT is the mild and quiet half of the world, who are generally outraged and borne down by the other half of it: but in this they have the advantage; whatever be the ſenſe of their wrongs, that pride ﬅands not ſo watchful a centinel over their forgiveneſs, as it does in the breaﬅs of the ﬁerce and froward; we ould all of us, I believe, be more forgiving than we are, would the world but give us leave; but it is apt to interpoſe its ill-oﬃces in remions, eſpecially of this kind: the truth is, it has its laws, to which the heart is not always a party; and as ſo like an unfeeling engine in all caſes without diﬅinion, that it requires all the ﬁrmneſs of the moﬅ ſettled humanity to bear up againﬅ it.


  sermon xviii, p. 61.


  ☜

  

  


  RELIGION.


  THERE are no principles but thoſe of religion to be depended on in caſes of real diﬅreſs, and that theſe are able to encounter the worﬅ emergencies; and to bear us up under all the changes and chances to which our life is ſubje.


  sermon xv. p. 12.


  ☜


  ELOQUENCE.


  GREAT is the power of eloquence; but never is it ſo great as when it pleads along with nature, and the culprit is a child ﬅrayed from his duty, and returned to it again with tears.


  sermon xx. p. 101


  ☜

  

  


  GENEROSITY.


  GENEROSITY ſorrows as much for the overmatched, as Pity herſelf does.


  ibid.


  ☜

  

  


  SOCIETY.


  NOTWITHSTANDING all we meet with in books, in many of which, no doubt, there are a good many handſome things ſaid upon the ſweets of retirement, &c.... yet ﬅill “it is notgood for man to be alone:” nor can all which the cold-hearted pedant ﬅuns our ears with upon the ſubje, ever give one anſwer of ſatisfaion to the mind; in the midﬅ of the loudeﬅ vauntings of philoſophy, Nature will have her yearnings for ſociety and friendip;—a good heart wants ſome obje to be kind to—and the beﬅ parts of our blood, and the pureﬅ of our ſpirits, ſuﬀer moﬅ under the deﬅitution.


  Let the torpid monk ſeek heaven comfortleſs and alone.—God ſpeed him! For my own part, I fear, I ould never ſo ﬁnd the way: let me be wiſe and religious—but let me be Man: wherever thy Providence places me, or whatever be the road I take to get to thee—give me ſome companion in my journey, be it only to remark to, How our adows lengthen as the ſun goes down;—to whom I may ſay, How fre is the face of Nature! How ſweet the ﬂowers of the ﬁeld! How delicious are theſe fruits!


  sermon xviii. p. 60.


  ☜


  DISSATISFACTION.


  IPITY the men whoſe natural pleaſures are burdens, and who ﬂy from joy (as theſe ſplenetic and moroſe ſouls do), as if it was really an evil in itſelf.


  sermon xxii. p. 145.


  ☜

  

  


  SORROW AND HEAVINESS OF HEART.


  IF there is an evil in this world, ’tis ſorrow and heavineſs of heart.—The loſs of goods,—of health,—of coronets and mitres, are only evil, as they occaon ſorrow;—take that out—the reﬅ is fancy, and dwelleth only in the head of man.


  Poor unfortunate creature that he is! as if the cauſes of angui in the heart were not enow—but he muﬅ ﬁll up the meaſure with thoſe of caprice; and not only walk in a vain adow,—but diſquiet himſelf in vain too.


  We are a reﬅleſs ſet of beings; and as we are likely to continue ſo to the end of the world,— the beﬅ we can do in it, is to make the ſame uſe of this part of our charaer, which wiſe men do of other bad propenties—when they ﬁnd they cannot conquer them,—they endeavour, at leaﬅ, to divert them into good channels.


  If therefore we muﬅ be a ſolicitous race of ſelf-tormentors,—let us drop the common objes which make us ſo,—and for God’s ſake be ſolicitous only to live well.


  sermon xxii. p. 145.


  ☜

  

  


  ROOTED OPINION NOT EASILY ERADICATED.


  HOW diﬃcult you will ﬁnd it to convince a miſerly heart, that any thing is good which is not proﬁtable? or a libertine one, that any thing is bad, which is pleaſant?


  sermon xxiii. page, 163.


  ☜

  

  


  DEATH.


  THERE are many inﬅances of men, who have received the news of death with the greateﬅ eaſe of mind, and even entertained the thoughts of it with ſmiles upon their countenances,—and this, either from ﬅrength of ſpirits and the natural cheerfulneſs of their temper,—or that they knew the world, and cared not for it—or expeed a better—yet thouſands of good men, with all the helps of philoſophy, and againﬅ all the aurances of a well-ſpent life, that the change muﬅ be to their account,—upon the approach of death have ﬅill lean’d towards this world, and wanted ſpirits and reſolution to bear the ock of a ſeparation from it for ever.


  sermon xvii. page, 37.


  ☜

  

  


  SORROW.


  SWEET is the look of ſorrow for an oﬀence, in a heart determined never to commit it more!—upon that alter only could I oﬀer up my wrongs.


  sermon xviii. p. 64.


  ☜


  SIMPLICITY.


  SIMPLICITY is the great friend to Nature, and if I would be proud of any thing in this lly world, it ould be of this honeﬅ alliance.


  sermon xxiv. p. 187.


  ☜

  

  


  COVETOUSNESS.


  TO know truly what it is, we muﬅ know what maﬅers it ſerves;—they are many, and of various caﬅs and humours,—and each one lends it ſomething of its own complexional tint and charaer.


  This, I ſuppoſe, may be the cauſe that there is a greater and more whimcal myﬅery in the love of money, than in the darkeﬅ and moﬅ nonſencal problem that ever was pored on.


  Even at the beﬅ, and when the paon ſeems to ſeek ſomething more than its own amuſement,—there is little—very little, I fear, to be ſaid for its humanity.—It may be a ſport to the Miſer,—but conder,—it muﬅ be death and deﬅruion to others.—The moment this ſordid humour begins to govern—farewell all honeﬅ and natural aﬀeion! farewell, all he owes to parents, to children, to friends!—how faﬅ the obligations vani! ſee—he is now ﬅripped of all feelings whatever:—the rill cry of juﬅice—and the low lamentation of humble diﬅreſs, are notes equally beyond his compaſs.—Eternal God! ſee!—he paes by one whom thou haﬅ juﬅ bruiſed, without one penve reﬂeion:—he enters the cabin of the widow whoſe huſband and child thou haﬅ taken to thyſelf,—exas his bond, without a gh!—Heaven! if I am to be be tempted,—let it be by glory,—by ambition,—by ſome generous and manly vice:—if I muﬅ fall, let it be by ſome paon which thou haﬅ planted in my nature, which all not harden my heart, but leave me room at laﬅ to retreat and come back to thee!


  sermon. xix. page, 81.


  ☜


  HUMILITY.


  HE that is little in his own eyes, is little too in his deres, and conſequently moderate in his purſuit of them: like another man he may fail in his attempts and loſe the point he aimed at,—but that is all,—he loſes not himſelf,—he loſes not his happineſs and peace of mind with it,—even the contentions of the humble man are mild and placid.—Bleed charaer! when ſuch a one is thruﬅ back, who does not pity him?—when he falls, who would not ﬅretch out a hand to raiſe him up?


  sermon xxv. p. 193


  ☜

  

  


  PATIENCE AND CONTENTMENT.


  PATIENCE and Contentment,—which like the treaſure hid in the ﬁeld for which a man ſold all he had to purchaſe—is of that price that it cannot be had at too great a purchaſe, nce without it, the beﬅ condition in life cannot make us happy,—and with it, it is impoble we ould be miſerable even in the worﬅ.


  sermon xv. p. 16.


  ☜

  

  


  HUMILITY CONTRASTED WITH PRIDE.


  WHEN we reﬂe upon the charaer of Humility,—we are apt to think it ﬅands the moﬅ naked and defenceleſs of all virtues whatever,—the leaﬅ able to ſupport its claims againﬅ the inſolent antagoniﬅ who ſeems ready to bear him down, and all oppotion which ſuch a temper can make.


  Now, if we conder him as ﬅanding alone,—no doubt, in ſuch a caſe he will be overpowered and trampled upon by his oppoſer;—but if we conder the meek and lowly man, as he is—fenced and guarded by the love, the friendip and wies of all mankind,—that the other ﬅands alone, hated, diſcountenanced, without one true friend or hearty well-wier on his de;—when this is balanced, we all have reaſon to change our opinion, and be convinced that the humble man, ﬅrengthened with ſuch an alliance, is far from being ſo overmatched as at ﬁrﬅ ght he may appear;—nay I believe one might venture to go further and engage for it, that in all ſuch caſes, where real fortitude and true perſonal courage were wanted, he is much more likely to give proof of it, and I would ſooner look for it in ſuch a temper than in that of his adverſary. Pride may make a man violent,—but Humility will make him ﬁrm:—and which of the two, do you think, likely to come oﬀ with honour?—he who as from the changeable impulſe of heated blood, and follows the uncertain motions of his pride and fury,—or the man who ﬅands cool and colleed in himſelf; who governs his reſentiments, inﬅead of being governed by them, and on every occaon as upon the ﬅeady motives of principle and duty.


  sermon xxv. p. 193


  WITH regard to the provocations and oﬀences which are unavoidably happening to a man in his commerce with the world,—take it as a rule,—as a man’s pride is,—ſo is always his diſpleaſure; as the opinion of himſelf riſes,—ſo does the injury,—ſo does his reſentment: ’tis this which gives edge and force to the inﬅrument which has ﬅruck him,—and excites that heat in the wound which renders it incurable.


  See how diﬀerent the caſe is with the humble man: one half of theſe painful conﬂis he aually eſcapes; the other part fall lightly on him:—he provokes no man by contempt; thruﬅs himſelf forward as the mark of no man’s envy; ſo that he cuts oﬀ the ﬁrﬅ fretful occaons of the greateﬅ part of theſe evils; and for thoſe in which the paons of others would involve him, like the humble rub in the valley, gently gives way, and ſcarce feels the injury of thoſe ﬅormy encounters which rend the proud cedar, and tear it up by its roots.


  sermon xxv. p. 190.


  ☜

  

  


  PRIDE.


  THE proud man,—ſee!—he is ſore all over; touch him—you put him to pain: and though of all others, he as as if every mortal was void of all ſenſe and feeling, yet is poeed with ſo nice and exquite a one himſelf, that the ights, the little negles and inﬅances of diſeﬅeem, which would be ſcarce felt by another man, are perpetually wounding him, and oft-times piercing him to his very heart.


  sermon xxiv. p. 174.


  Pride is a vice which grows up in ſociety ſo inſenbly;—ﬅeals in unobſerved upon the heart upon ſo many occaons;—forms itſelf upon ſuch ﬅrange pretenons, and when it has done, veils itſelf under ſuch a variety of unſuſpeed appearances,—ſometimes even under that of Humility itſelf;—in all which caſes, Self-love, like a falſe friend, inﬅead of checking, moﬅ treacherouy feeds this humour,—points out ſome excellence in every ſoul to make him vain, and think more highly of himſelf than he ought to think;—that, upon the whole, there is no one weakneſs into which the heart of man is more ealy betray’d—or which requires greater helps of good ſenſe and good principles to guard againﬅ.


  sermon xxiv. p. 177.


  ☜

  

  


  BEAUTY.


  BEAUTY has ſo many charms, one knows not how to ſpeak againﬅ it; and when it happens that a graceful ﬁgure is the habitation of a virtuous ſoul, when the beauty of the face ſpeaks out the modeﬅy and humility of the mind, and the juﬅneſs of the proportion raiſes our thoughts up to the art and wiſdom of the great Creator, ſomething may be allowed it,—and ſomething to the embelliments which ſet it oﬀ;—and yet, when the whole apology is read,—it will be found at laﬅ, that Beauty, like Truth, never is ſo glorious as when it goes the plaineﬅ.


  sermon xxiv. p. 187.


  ☜

  

  


  WISDOM.


  LESSONS of wiſdom have never ſuch power over us, as when they are wrought into the heart, through the ground—work of a ﬅory which engages the paons: Is it that we are like iron, and muﬅ ﬁrﬅ be heated before we can wrought upon? or, Is the heart ſo in love with deceit, that where a true report will not reach it, we muﬅ cheat it with a fable, in order to come at truth?


  sermon xx. p. 93.


  ☜


  HUNGER.


  OF all the terrors of nature, that of one day or other dying by hunger, is the greateﬅ, and it is wiſely wove into our frame to awaken man to induﬅry, and call forth his talents; and though we ſeem to go on careleſy, ſporting with it as we do with other terrors,—yet, he that ſees this enemy fairly, and in his moﬅ frightful ape, will need no long remonﬅrance to make him turn out of the way to avoid him.


  sermon xx. p. 98.


  ☜

  

  


  DISTRESS.


  NOTHING ſo powerfully calls home the mind as diﬅreſs: the tenſe ﬁbre then relaxes,—the ſoul retires to itſelf,—ts penve and ſuſceptible of right impreons: if we have a friend, ’tis then we think of him; if a benefaor, at that moment all his kindnees preſs upon our mind.


  sermon xx. p. 97.


  ☜


  IMPOSTURE.


  IMPOSTURE is all dionance, let what maﬅer ſoever of it undertake the part; let him harmoniſe and modulate it as he may, one tone will contradi another; and whilﬅ we have ears to hear, we all diﬅingui it: ’tis truth only which is conﬅent and ever in harmony with itſelf: it ts upon our lips, like the natural notes of ſome melodies, ready to drop out, whether we will or no;—it racks no invention to let ourſelves alone, and needs fear no critic, to have the ſame excellency in the heart, which appears in the aion.


  sermon xvii. p. 48.


  ☜

  

  


  CONTENTMENT.


  THERE is ſcarce any lot ſo low, but there is ſomething in it to ſatisfy the man whom it has befallen; providence having ſo ordered things, that in every man’s cup, how bitter ſoever, there are ſome cordial drops—ſome good circumﬅances, which, if wiſely extraed, are ſuﬃcient for the purpoſe he wants them,—that is, to make him contented, and if not happy, at leaﬅ regned.


  sermon xv. p. 19.


  ☜

  

  


  EVILS.


  UNWILLINGLY does the mind digeﬅ the evils prepared for it by others;—for thoſe we prepare ourſelves,—we eat but the fruit which we have planted and watered:—a attered fortune—a attered frame, ſo we have but the ſatisfaion of attering them ourſelves, paſs naturally enough into the habit, and by the eaſe with which they are both done, they ſave the ſpeator a world of pity: but for thoſe, like Jacob’s, brought upon him by the hands from which he look’d for all his comforts,—the avarice of a parent—the unkindneſs of a relation,—the ingratitude of a child,—they are evils which leave a ſcar;—bedes, as they hang over the heads of all, and therefore may fall upon any;—every looker-on has an intereﬅ in the tragedy;—but then we are apt to intereﬅ ourſelves no otherwiſe, than merely as the incidents themſelves ﬅrike our paons, without carrying the leon further:—In a word—we realize nothing:—we gh—we wipe away the tear,—and there ends the ﬅory of miſery, and the moral with it.


  sermon xxii. p. 134.


  ☜

  

  


  OPPRESSION.


  SOLOMON ſays, Oppreon will make a wiſe man mad.—What will it do then to a tender and ingenuous heart, which feels itſelf negleed,—too full of reverence for the author of its wrongs to complain?—ſee, it ts down in lence, robbed by diſcouragements, of all its natural powers to pleaſe,—born to ſee others loaded with carees—in ſome uncheery corner it nouries its diſcontent,—and with a weight upon its ſpirits, which its little ﬅock of fortitude is not able to withﬅand,—it droops, and pines away.—Sad viim of caprice!


  sermon xxii. p. 136.


  ☜


  VIRTUE AND VICE.


  WHOEVER conders the ﬅate and condition of human nature, and upon this view, how much ﬅronger the natural motives are to virtue than to vice, would expe to ﬁnd the world much better than it is, or ever has been.—For who would ſuppoſe the generality of mankind to betray ſo much folly, as to a againﬅ the common intereﬅ of their own kind, as every man does who yields to the temptation of what is wrong.


  sermon xxxiii. p. 61.


  ☜

  

  


  SIN.


  NO motives have been great enough to reﬅrain thoſe from n who have ſecretly loved it, and only ſought pretences for the praice of it.


  sermon xxxiii. p. 62.


  ☜


  SINCERITY.


  AN inward ncerity will of courſe inﬂuence the outward deportment; but where the one is wanting, there is great reaſon to ſuſpe the abſence of the other.


  sermon xliii. p. 246.


  ☜

  

  


  WISDOM.


  THERE is no one proje to which the whole race of mankind is ſo univerſally a bubble, as to that of being thought wiſe; and the aﬀeation of it is ſo vible, in men of all complexions, that you every day ſee ſome one or other ſo very ſolicitous to eﬅabli the charaer, as not to allow himſelf leiſure to do the things which fairly win it;—expending more art and ﬅratagem to appear ſo in the eyes of the world, than what would ſuﬃce to make him ſo in truth.


  It is owing to the force of this dere, that you ſee in general, there is no injury touches a man ſo ſenbly, as an inſult upon his parts and capacity: tell a man of other defes, that he wants learning, induﬅry or application,—he will hear your reproof with patience.—Nay you may go further: take him in a proper ſeaſon, you may tax his morals,—you may tell him he is irregular in his condu,—paonate or revengeful in his nature—looſe in his principles;—deliver it with the gentleneſs of a friend,—pobly he’ll not only bear with you,—but, if ingenuous, he will thank you for your leure, and promiſe a reformation;—but hint,—hint but at a defe in his intelleuals,—touch but that ſore place,—from that moment you are look’d upon as an enemy ſent to torment him before his time, and in return may reckon upon his reſentment and ill-will for ever; ſo that in general you will ﬁnd it ſafer to tell a man, he is a knave than a fool,—and ﬅand a better chance of being forgiven, for proving he has been wanting in a point of common honeﬅy, than a point of common ſenſe.—Strange ſouls that we are! as if to live well was not the greateﬅ argument of wiſdom;—and, as if what reﬂeed upon our morals, did not moﬅ of all reﬂe upon our underﬅandings!


  sermon xxvi. p. 207.
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  corporal trim’s

  REFLECTIONS ON DEATH.


  MY young maﬅer in London is dead! ſaid Obadiah.—


  —A green ſattin night-gown of my mother’s, which had been twice ſcoured, was the ﬁrﬅ idea which Obadiah’s exclamation brought into Suſannah’s head.—Then, quoth Suſannah, we muﬅ all go into mourning.—


  —O! ’twill be the death of my poor Miﬅreſs, cried Suſannah.—my mother’s whole wardrobe followed.—What a proceon! her red damaſk,—her orange-tawny,—her white and yellow-luteﬅrings,—her brown taﬀata,—her bone-laced caps, her bed-gowns,—and comfortable underpetticoats,—Not a rag was left behind.—“No,—e will never look up again,” ſaid Suſannah.


  We had a fat, fooli ſcullion—my father, I think, kept her for her mplicity;—e had been all autumn ﬅruggling with a dropſy.—He is dead!—ſaid Obadiah,—he is certainly dead!—So am not I, ſaid the fooli ſcullion.


  —Here is ſad news, Trim! cried Suſannah, wiping her eyes, as Trim ﬅepp’d into the kitchen,—maﬅer Bobby is dead and buried,—the funeral was an interpolation of Suſannah’s we all have all to go into mourning, ſaid Suſannah.


  I hope not, ſaid Trim.—You hope not! cried Suſannah earneﬅly.—The mourning ran not in Trim’s head, whatever it did in Suſannah’s.—I hope—ſaid Trim, explaining himſelf, I hope in God the news is not true. I heard the letter read with my own ears, anſwered Obadiah; Oh! he’s dead, ſaid Suſannah—As ſure, ſaid the ſcullion, as I am alive.


  I lament for him from my heart and my ſoul, ſaid Trim, fetching a gh.—Poor creature!—poor boy! poor gentleman!


  —He was alive laﬅ Whitſuntide, ſaid the coachman.—Whitſuntide! alas! cried Trim, extending his right arm, and falling inﬅantly into the ſame attitude in which he read the ſermon,—what is Whitſuntide, Jonathan, (for that was the coachman’s name), or Shrovetide, or any tide or time paﬅ, to this? Are we not here now, continued the Corporal, (ﬅriking the end of his ﬅick perpendicularly upon the ﬂoor, ſo as to give an idea of health and ﬅability)—and are we not—(dropping his hat upon the ground) gone! in a moment!—’Twas inﬁnitely ﬅriking! Suſannah burﬅ into a ﬂood of tears.—We are not ﬅocks and ﬅones.—Jonathan, Obadiah, the cook-maid, all melted.—The fooli fat ſcullion herſelf, who was ſcouring a ﬁ-kettle upon her knees, was rouſed with it.—The whole kitchen crouded about the Corporal.


  —To us, Jonathan, who know not what want or care is,—who live here in the ſervice of two of the beﬅ of maﬅers—(bating in my own caſe his majeﬅy King William the Third, whom I had the honour to ſerve both in Ireland and Flanders)—I own it, that from Whitſuntide to within three weeks of Chriﬅmas,— ’tis not long—’tis like nothing;—but to thoſe, Jonathan, who know what death is, and what havock and deﬅruion he can make, before a man can well wheel about,—’tis like a whole age.—O Jonathan! ’twould make a good-natured man’s heart bleed, to conder, continued the Corporal, (ﬅanding perpendicularly), how low many a brave and upright fellow has been laid nce that time!—And truﬅ me, Suſy, added the Corporal, turning to Suſannah, whoſe eyes were ſwimming in water,—before that time comes round again,—many a bright eye will be dim.—Suſannah placed it to the right de of the page—e wept—but e curt’ed too.—Are we not, continued Trim, looking ﬅill at Suſannah,—are we not like a ﬂower of the ﬁeld—a tear of pride ﬅole in betwixt every two tears of humiliation—elſe no tongue could have deſcribed Suſannah’s aﬄiion—is not all ﬂe graſs?—’Tis clay,—’tis dirt.—They all look’d direly at the ſcullion,—the ſcullion, had juﬅ been ſcouring a ﬁ-kettle—It was not fair.—


  —What is the ﬁneﬅ face that ever man looked at!—I could hear Trim talk ſo for ever, cried Suſannah,—what is it! (Suſannah laid her hand upon Trim’s oulder)—but corruption?—Suſannah took it oﬀ.


  —Now I love you for this—and ’tis this delicious mixture within you, which makes you dear creatures what you are—and he who hates you for it—all I can ſay of the matter is—That he has either a pumpkin for his head—or a pippen for his heart,—and whenever he is dieed ’twill be found ſo.


  For my own part, I declare it, that out of doors, I value not death at all:—not this .. added the Corporal, ſnapping his ﬁngers,—but with an air which no one but the Corporal could have given to the ſentiment.—in battle, I value death not this ... and let him not take me cowardly, like poor Joe Gibbins, in ſcouring his gun.—What is he? A pull of a trigger—a pu of a bayonet an inch this way or that—makes the diﬀerence.—Look along the line—to the right—ſee! Jack’s down! well,—’tis worth a regiment of horſe to him.—No—’tis Dick, Then Jack’s no worſe. Never mind which,—we paſs on,—in hot purſuit the wound itſelf which brings him is not felt,—the beﬅ way is to ﬅand up to him,—the man who ﬂies, is in ten times more danger than the man who marches up into his jaws.—I’ve look’d him, added the Corporal, an hundred times in the face,—and know what he is—He’s nothing, Obadiah, at all in the ﬁeld.—But he’s very frightful in a houſe, quoth Obadiah.—I never mind it myſelf, ſaid Jonathan, upon a coach-box.


  I pity my miﬅreſs.—She will never get the better of it, cried Suſannah.—Now I pity the Captain the moﬅ of any one in the family, anſwered Trim.—Madam will get eaſe of heart in weeping,—and the Squire in talking about it,—but my poor maﬅer will keep it all in lence to himſelf.—I all hear him gh in his bed for a whole month together, as he did for Lieutenant Le Fever. An’ pleaſe your honour, do not gh ſo piteouy, I would ſay to him as I laid bede him. I cannot help it, Trim, my maﬅer would ſay,—’tis ſo melancholy an accident—I cannot get it oﬀ my heart.—Your honour fears not death yourſelf.—I hope, Trim, I fear nothing, he would ſay, but the doing a wrong thing.—Well, he would add, whatever betides, I will take care of Le Fever’s boy.—And with that, like a quieting draught, his honour would ſall aeep.


  I like to hear Trim’s ﬅories about the Captain, ſaid Suſannah.—He is a kindly-hearted gentleman, ſaid Obadiah, as ever lived.—Aye,—and as brave a one too, ſaid the Corporal, as ever ﬅept before a platoon. There never was a better oﬃcer in the king’s army,—or a better man in God’s world; for he would march up to the mouth of a cannon, though he ſaw the lighted match at the very touch-hole,—and yet, for all that, he has a heart as ſoft as a child for other people.—He would not hurt a chicken.—I would ſooner, quoth Jonathan, drive ſuch a gentleman for ſeven pounds a year—than ſome for eight.—Thank thee, Jonathan! for thy twenty illings,—as much, Jonathan, ſaid the Corporal, aking him by the hand, as if thou hadﬅ put the money into my own pocket.—I would ſerve him to the day of my death out of love. He is a friend and a brother to me,—and could I be ſure my poor brother Tom was dead,—continued the Corporal, taking out his handkerchief,—was I worth ten thouſand pounds, I would leave every illing of it to the Captain.—Trim could not refrain from tears at this teﬅamentary proof he gave of his aﬀeion to his maﬅer.—The whole kitchen was aﬀeed.


  tris. shandy, vol. iii. c. 7.
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  MR. SHANDY’s RESIGNATION

  for the

  LOSS OF HIS SON.


  PHILOSOPHY has a ﬁne ſaying for every thing—For Death it has an entire ſet.


  “’Tis an inevitable chance—the ﬁrﬅ ﬅatute in Magna Charta—it is an everlaﬅing a of parliament—All muﬅ die.”


  “Monarchs and princes dance in the ſame ring with us.”


  “—To die, is the great debt and tribute due unto nature: tombs and monuments, which ould perpetuate our memories, pay it themſelves; and the proudeﬅ pyramid of them all, which wealth and ſcience have ereed, has loﬅ its apex, and ﬅands obtruncated in the traveller’s horizon.—Kingdoms and provinces, and towns and cities, have they not their periods? and when thoſe principles and powers, which at ﬁrﬅ cemented and put them together, have performed their ſeveral Revolutions, they fall back.—”


  “Where is Troy, and Mycenae, and Thebes, and Delos, and Perſepolis, and Agrigentum?—What is become of Nineveh and Babylon, of Cyzicum, and Mitylenae? The faireﬅ towns that ever the ſun roſe upon, are now no more: the names only are left, and thoſe [for many of them are wrong ſpelt] are falling themſelves by piece-meals to decay, and in length of time will be forgotten, and involved with every thing in a perpetual night: the world itſelf—muﬅ muﬅ come to an end.”


  “Returning out of Aa, when I ſailed from Aegina towards Megara, I began to view the country round about. Aegina was behind me, Megara was before, Pyraeus on the right hand, Corinth on the left.—What ﬂouriing towns now proﬅrate upon the earth! Alas! alas! ſaid I to myſelf, that man ould diﬅurb his ſoul for the loſs of a child, when ſo much as this lies awfully buried in his preſence.— Remember, ſaid I to myſelf again—remember thou art a man.—”


  “My ſon is dead!—ſo much the better;—’tis a ame in ſuch a tempeﬅ to have but one anchor.”


  “But he is gone for ever from us!—be it ſo. He is got from under the hands of his barber before he was bald—he is, but riſen from a feaﬅ before he was ſurfeited—from a banquet before he had got drunken.”


  “The Thracians wept when a child was born—and feaﬅed and made merry when a man went out of the world; and with reaſon. Death opens the gate of fame, and uts the gate of envy after it,—it unlooſes the chain of the captive, and puts the bondſman’s taſk into another man’s hands.”


  “Shew me the man, who knows what life is, who dreads it, and I’ll ew thee a priſoner who dreads his liberty.”


  the end.
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  L E T T E R S

  OF THE LATE

  Mr. LAURENCE STERNE.

  


  To W. C. Eſq.


  Coxwould, July 1, 1764.


  IAm ſafe arrived at my bower—and I truﬅ that you have no longer any doubt about coming to embower it with me. Having, for x months together, been running at the ring of pleaſure, you will ﬁnd that repoſe here which, all young as you are, you ought to want. We will be witty, or clacal, or ſentimental, as it all pleaſe you beﬅ. My milk-maids all weave you garlands; and every day after coﬀee I will take you to pay a vit to my nuns. Do not, however, indulge your fancy beyond meaſure, but rather let me indulge mine, or, at leaﬅ, let me give you the hiﬅory of it, and the fair ﬅerhood who dwell in one of it’s vionary corners. Now, what is all this about? you’ll ſay—have a few moments patience, and I will tell you.


  You muﬅ know then, that, on pang out of my back door, I very ſoon gain a path, which, after conduing me through ſeveral verdant meadows and ady thickets, brings me, in about twenty minutes, to the ruins of a monaﬅery, where, in times long paﬅ, a certain number of cloiﬅered females had devoted their—lives—I ſcarce know what I was going to write—to religious ſolitude.—This ſaunter of mine, when I take it, I call paying a vit to my nuns.


  It is an awful ſpot—a rivulet ﬂows by it, and a lofty bank, covered with wood, that riſes abruptly on the oppote de, gives a gloom to the whole, and forbids the thoughts, if they were ever ſo diſpoſed, from wandering away from the place. Solitary ſanity never found a nook more appropriated to her nature!—It is a place for an antiquary to ſojourn in for a month—and examine with all the ſpirit of ruﬅy reſearch. But I am no antiquary, as you well know—and, therefore, I come here upon a diﬀerent and a better errand—that is—to examine myſelf.


  So I lean, lackadaycally, over a gate, and look at the pang ﬅream—and forgive the ſpleen, the gout, and the envy of a malicious world. And, after having taken a ﬅroll beneath mouldering arches, I ſummon the ﬅerhood together, and take the faireﬅ among them, and t down with her on a ﬅone beneath a bunch of alders—and do—what? you’ll ſay—why I examine her gentle heart, and ſee how it is attuned; I then gueſs at her wies, and play with the croſs that hangs at her boſom—in ort—I make love to her.


  Fie, for ame! Triﬅram—that is not as it ought to be:—Now I declare, on the contrary, that it is exaly what it ought to be; for, though philoſophers may ſay, among the many other fooli things philoſophers have ſaid, that a man who is in love is not in his right ſenſes—I do aert, in oppotion to all their ſaws and ſee-ſaws, that he is never in his right ſenſes, or I would rather ſay his right ſentiments, but when he is purſuing ſome Dulcinea or other. If that ould be the caſe with you at this moment, I will forgive your ﬅaying from me; but if this letter ould ﬁnd you at the inﬅant when your laﬅ ﬂame is blown out, and before a new one is lighted up, and you ould not take poﬅ and come to me and my nuns, I will abuſe you in their name and my own, to the end of the chapter—though I believe, after all, at the end of the chapter, I ould feel myſelf


  
    aﬀeionately your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER II.


  Coxwould, July 17, 1764.


  AND ſo you have been at the ſeats of the learned.—If I could have gueed at ſuch an intention, I would have contrived that ſomething in an epiﬅolary ape ould have met you there, with half a dozen lines recommending you to the care of the Maﬅer of Jeſus.—He was my tutor when I was at College, and a very good kind of man. He uſed to let me have my way, when I was under his direion, and that ewed his ſenſe, for I was born to travel out of the common road, and to get ade from the highway path, and he had ſenſe enough to ſee it, and not to trouble me with trammels. I was neither made to be a thill-horſe, nor a fore-horſe; in ort I was not made to go in a team, but to amble along as I liked; and ſo that I do not kick, or ſpla, or run over any one, who in the name of common ſenſe has a right to interrupt me?—Let the good folks laugh if they will, and much good may it do them. Indeed, I am perſuaded, and I think I could prove, nay, and I would do it, if I were writing a book inﬅead of a letter, the truth of what I once told a very great ﬅateſman, orator, politician, and as much more as you pleaſe—that every time a man ſmiles—much more ſo—when he laughs—it adds ſomething to the fragment of life.


  But the ﬅaying ﬁve days at Cambridge does not come within the immediate reach of my crazy comprehenon, and you might have employed your time much, much better, in urging your mettleſome tits to wards Coxwould.


  I may ſuppoſe that you have been picking a hole in the ſkirts of Gibb’s cumbrous architeure, or meaſuring the façade of Trinity College Library, or peering about the gothic perfeions of King’s College Chapel, or, which was doing a better thing, pping tea and talking ſentimentally with the Miſs Cookes, or diﬅurbing Mr. Gray with one of your enthuaﬅic vits—I ſay diﬅurbing him, for with all your own agreeableneſs, and all your admiration of him, he would rather have your room than your company. But mark me, I do not ſay this to his glory, but to his ame. For I would be content with any room, ſo I had your company.


  But tell me, I beſeech you, what you did with S—— all this time. The looking at the heavy walls of muzzing Colleges, and gazing at the mouldy piures of their founders, is not altogether in his way; nor did he wander where I have whilom wandered, on Cam’s all verdant banks with willows crowned, and call the muſe: Alas, he’d rather call a waiter—and how ſuch a milkſop as you could travel—I mean be ſuﬀered to travel, two leagues in the ſame chaiſe with him, I know not—but from that admirable and kind pliability of ſpirit which you poeſs whenever you pleaſe, but which you do not always pleaſe to poeſs. I do not mean that a man ould wear a court dreſs when he is going to a puppet-ow; but, on the other hand, to keep the beﬅ ſuit of embroidery for thoſe only whom he loves, though there is ſomething noble in it, will never do. The world, my dear friend, will not let it do. For while there are ſuch qualities in the human mind as ingratitude and duplicity, unlimited conﬁdence and this patriotiſm of friendip, which I have heard you rave and rant about, is a very dangerous buneſs.


  I could preach a ſermon on the ſubje—to ſay the truth, I am got as grave as if I were in my pulpit. Thus are the projes of this life deﬅroyed. When I took up my pen, my humour was gay, friſky, and fanciful—and now I am iding into all the ſee-ſaw gravity of ſolemn councils. I want nothing but an aſs to look over my pales and ſet up a braying to keep me in countenance.


  Leave, leave your Lincolnire ſeats, and come to my dale; S——, I know, is heartily tired of you. Bedes I want a nurſe, for I am not quite well, and have taken to milk-coﬀee. Remember me, however, to him kindly, and to yourſelf cordially, for


  
    I am yours, moﬅ truly,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER III.


  To W. C. Eſq.


  Coxwould, Aug. 5, 1764.


  AND ſo you t in S——’s temple and drink tea, and converſe clacally:—now I ould like to know what is the nature of this diſorder which you call clacality;—if it conﬅs in a rage to converſe on ancient ſubjes in a modern manner; or on modern ſubjes in an antient one;—or are you both out of your ſenſes, and do you fancy yourſelves with Virgil and Horace at Sinuea, or with Tully and Atticus at Tuſculum? Oh how it would delight me to peep at you from behind a laurel bu, and ſee you ſurrounded with columns and covered by a dome, quaﬃng the extra of a Chineſe weed, and talking of men who boaﬅed the inſpiration of the Falernian grape!


  What a couple of vapid, inert beings you muﬅ be!—I ould really give you up for loﬅ, if it were not for the conﬁdence I have in the reinvigorating powers of my ſociety, to which you muﬅ now have immediate recourſe, if you wi for a reﬅoration. Make haﬅe then, my good friend, and ſeek the aid of your phycian ere it be too late.


  You know not the intereﬅ I take in your welfare. Have I not ordered all the linen to be taken out of the preſs, and rewaed before it was dirty, that you may have a clean table cloth every day, with a napkin into the bargain? And have I not ordered a kind of windmill, that makes my head ach again with its clatter, to be placed in my ﬁne cherry-tree, that the fruit may be preſerved from the birds, to furni you a deſert? And do you not know that you will have curds and cream for your ſupper? Think on theſe things, and let S—— go to Lincoln ſeons by himſelf, and talk clacally with country juﬅices. In the mean time we will philoſophize and ſentimentalize;—the laﬅ word is a bright invention of the moment in which it was written, for yours or Dr. Johnſon’s ſervice,—and you all t in my ﬅudy and take a peep into the world as into a ow-box, and amuſe yourſelf as I preſent the piures of it to your imagination. Thus will I teach you to laugh at its follies, to pity its errors, and deſpiſe its injuﬅice;—and I will introduce you, among the reﬅ, to ſome tender-hearted damſel, on whoſe cheeks ſome bitter aﬄiion has placed a tear;—and having heard her ﬅory, you all take a white handkerchief from your pocket to wipe the moiﬅure from her eyes, and from your own:—and then you all go to bed, not to the damſel, but with an heart conſcious of thoſe ſentiments, and poeed of thoſe feelings, which will give ſoftneſs to your pillow, ſweetneſs to your umbers, and gladneſs to your waking moments.


  You all t in my porch, and laugh at attic veﬅibules. I love the clacs as well as any man ought to love them,—but among all their ﬁne ſayings, their ﬁne writings, and their ﬁne verſes, their moﬅ enthuaﬅic admirer would not be able to ﬁnd me half a dozen ﬅories that have any ſentiment in them,—and ſo much for that.


  If you don’t come ſoon, I all ſet about another volume of Triﬅram without you. So God bleſs you, for


  
    I am your’s moﬅ truly,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER IV.


  To —— ———.


  Coxwould, near Eangwould,

  Auguﬅ 8, 1764. 


  IAM grieved for your downfall, though it was only out of a park-chair—May it be the laﬅ you will receive in this world; though, while I write this wi, my heart heaves a deep gh, and I believe it will not be read by you, my friend, without a milar accompaniment.


  Alas! alas! my dear boy, you are born with talents to ſoar aloft with; but you have an heart, which, my apprehenons tell me, will keep you low.—I do not mean, you know I do not, any thing baſe or grovelling;—but, inﬅead of winging your way above the ﬅorm, I am afraid that you will calmly ſubmit to its rigours, and houſe yourſelf afterwards in ſome humble ed, and there live contented, and chaunt away the time, and be loﬅ to the world.


  How the wind blows I know not; and I have not an inclination to walk to my window, where, perhaps, I might catch the courſe of a cloud and be ſatisﬁed,—but here I am up to my knees—I ould rather ſay up to my heart, in a ſubje, which is ever accompanied with ſome aﬄiing vaticination or other. I am not afraid of your doing any wrong but to yourſelf. A ſecret knowledge of ſome circumﬅances which you have never communicated to me, have alarmed my aﬀeion for you—not from any immediate harm they can produce, but from the conviion they have forced upon me, concerning your diſpotion, and the nicer parts of your charaer. If you do not come ſoon to me, I all take the wings of ſome ﬁne morning and ﬂy to you; but I ould rather have you here; for I wi to have you alone; and if you will let me be a Mentor to you for one little month, I will be content—and you all be a Mentor to me the reﬅ of the year; or, if you will, the reﬅ of my days.


  I long, moﬅ anxiouy, my dear friend, to teach you—not to give an opiate to thoſe ſenbilities of your nature, which make me love you as I do; nor to check your glowing fancy, that gives ſuch grace to poli’d youth; nor to yield the beverage of the fountain for the near of the caſk; but to uſe the world no better, or to pleaſe you a very little better, than it deſerves.—But think not, I beſeech you, that I would introduce my young Telemachus to ſuch a foul and ſquint-eyed piece of pollution as Suſpicion. Avaunt to ſuch a baſe ungenerous paon! I would ſooner carry you to Calypſo at once, and give you at leaﬅ a little pleaſure for your pains. But there is a certain little ſpot to be found ſomewhere in the mid-way between truﬅing every body and truﬅing nobody; and ſo well am I acquainted with the longitudes, latitudes, and bearings of this world of ours, that I could put my ﬁnger upon it, and dire you at once to it; and I think I could give you ſo many good reaſons why you ould go there, that you would not hetate to ſet oﬀ immediately, and I would accompany you thither, and ſerve as a Cicerone to you. I wi therefore much, very much, to talk with you about that and other ſerious matters.


  As for your bodily inﬁrmity, never mind it; you may come here by gentle ﬅages, and without inconvenience; and I will be your ſurgeon, or your nurſe; and warm your verjuice every evening, and bathe your ſprain with it, and talk of theſe things. So tell me, I pray you, the day that I am to meet you at York. In the mean time, and always may a good Providence prote you—It is the ncere wi of


  
    Your aﬀeionate,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER V.


  To W. C——. Eſq.


  Wedneſday Morning:


  THIS letter will meet you at Hewit’s, inﬅead of myſelf; for I have taken ſome how or other, and I know not how, a very violent cold, and cannot come; and as I would receive you with my beﬅ looks, if poble, as well as my beﬅ welcome, I am nurng myſelf into ſome ſort of reﬅoration againﬅ your arrival; though my cough torments me without mercy, and I am ſo hoarſe at this moment, that I can ſcarce make myſelf heard acroſs my table.


  This phthic of mine will ſooner or later, and, perhaps, ſooner than either I or you, my friend, may think, bear me to my laﬅ aſylum from a ſplenetic world. You will ſay, perhaps, that I am ſplenetic alſo in my turn by writing thus gravely;—but as I well know this vile cough is the engine which that ſcare-crow death employs to atter my poor frame, and bring it to his dominion, how can I be merry or ſatisﬁed?—It is true, I love laughing and merry-making, and all that, as well as any ſoul upon earth; nevertheleſs, I cannot think of piping and taboring it out of the world, like the ﬁgures in Holbein’s dance. Bedes I have been ſo uſed to my own way, that I don’t like to be put out of it, by being made to cough ſo villainouy as I do, more than half my time. It is moﬅ inurbane in him,—by Heaven, it is cowardly in the raſcal, to rob me of thoſe ſpirits, with which I have ſo often defeated him.


  And this is not all,—for I have forty volumes more to write; nay, and have abſolutely promiſed the world to do it; and I have my engagements to you as well as to the world—and to myſelf as well as to you both; and how all I keep my word as an author and a gentleman, and what is of more conſequence than either—as a friend,—if I cannot ake oﬀ this piece of anatomy: Bedes, no one can do theſe things for me but myſelf; the buneſs is beyond all power of attorney; for if I were to leave ﬁfty executors to my laﬅ will and teﬅament, and if they were to be joined by a regiment of adminiﬅrators and agns, they could not take up their pens and do as I would do.


  But what a wayward fancy mine is!—and with what a ſeducing pen am I writing—for I am got leagues without number from the idea which danced before me, when I ﬁrﬅ began this letter. And here I am wrong again:—for what great diﬅance can there be between the grave of my grandfather and my own; and it was to his tomb that I wied to condu you!


  I know full well, that all ſprained your ancle may be, it will be wholly impoble for you to paſs through York, without popping your head into its cathedral, and indulging your mind with a few of thoſe reﬂeions which ſuch a building is calculated to inſpire. Now, when you are there, tell a verger to condu you to the tomb of Archbiop Sterne. He is the ſame whoſe piure you ſaw at Cambridge, and which you were pleaſed to ſay, bore ſo ﬅrong a reſemblance to me. In the marble whole length ﬁgure which digniﬁes the monument, you will ﬁnd the likeneſs ﬅill ﬅronger: and if I drop in this corner of the world, I ould like to be depoted in that corner of the church, and eep out my laﬅ eep bede my pious anceﬅor.


  He was an excellent prelate and an honeﬅ man:—I have not half his virtues, if report ſpeaks true of us both, which, for his ſake, I hope it does—and for my own, I hope it does not. Though, to uſe an expreon which dropped from the lips and at the table of a brother Arch-prelate of his, and one of his ſucceors, “My ideas are ſometimes rather too diſorderly for a man in orders.” In his Grace’s Concio ad clerum, I do not ﬁnd myſelf a very principal ﬁgure, but in his private hours, he is always moﬅ cordial to me.


  The day after to-morrow, I all hope to embrace you at my gate; till then, my dear friend, may God bleſs you—and always.


  
    Your’s, moﬅ aﬀeionately,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER VI.


  To —— ———.


  Coxwould, Monday Morning.


  ISHALL forgive the tardineſs of your paage hither, if it be true, as a ﬅill ſmall voice of a York gop has informed me, that you repoſe, with your inﬁrm limb, on a ſofa, in Mrs. ——’s withdrawing room, and have your coﬀee and tea handed you by her two daughters, and one of them has charms enough for the three Graces—and that they play on their harpchord, and, with voices ﬅolen from heaven, ng duets to you, while you, ﬅretched on damaſk, command, as it were, that little world of beauty and good ſenſe which ſurrounds you.


  You cannot, my good friend, have known the charming people, with whom you are ſo happy, more than eight and forty hours at moﬅ. Now I make this obſervation, merely to have the pleaſure of making another, which is, that you have learned the art, and a very comfortable one it is, of ſetting yourſelf at eaſe with worthy ſpirits, when you have the good fortune to meet them. Indeed, I may claim the credit of having taught you the maxim, that life is too ort to be long in forming the tender and happy conneions of it. ’Tis a miſerable waﬅe of time, as well as a very baſe buneſs, to be looking at each other, as an uſurer looks at a ſecurity, to ﬁnd a ﬂaw in it. No:—if you meet a heart worth being admitted into, and you really feel yourſelf worthy of admion, the matter is arranged in ﬁve hours, as well as ﬁve years.


  Hail, ye gentle ſympathies, that can approach two amiable hearts to each other, and chaſe every diſcordant idea from an union that nature has degned by the ſame happy colouring of charaer that e has given them!—But lucus a non lucendo—I have received a kind of di da ſort of letter from Garrick—out of which all my chemiﬅry cannot extra a ſympathetic atom. I am glad, however, to have an opportunity of writing a ort anſwer to him, that I may addreſs a long poﬅſcript to his cara ſpoſa.


  I love Garrick on the ﬅage, better than any thing in the world, except Mrs. Garrick oﬀ it; and if there is any one heart in the world I ould like to get a corner of—it would be hers. But I am too great a nner to do more than approach the portal of ſo much excellence—there to bend one knee at leaﬅ, and ejaculate at a diﬅance from the altar.


  I have often thought on what this ſpirit of idolatry, which is continually bearing me to the feet of ſome fair image or other, will do with me twenty years hence; and whether, after having had, during my younger days, a damſel to ſmooth my pillow—I ould ﬁnd one, in my age, to put on my ipper. However, I need not trouble myſelf or you about theſe conjeures; for I well know there is not life in me to make the experiment.


  This inﬅant brings me a letter from your kind hoﬅeſs, who is determined not to let you go till I come to fetch you.—Tomorrow, by noon, therefore, I all embrace you, and her—and—the damſels.


  
    I am, moﬅ cordially yours,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTTER VII.


  To —— ———, Eſq.


  Crazy Caﬅle.


  THOUGH I hope and truﬅ you believe that I am not only diſpoſed to laugh with thoſe who laugh, but to weep with thoſe who weep;—yet it is moﬅ true, my dear friend, that I could not but ſmile as I read the account you ſent me of your diﬅreſs and diſappointment; and when I gave your letter to Hall, for you ſee I am at Crazy Caﬅle, he laughed the tears into his eyes.


  Now you muﬅ not ſuppoſe, nor can you imagine, that either of us triﬂed with your ſuﬀerings, for you know I love you, and Hall ſays you are a lad of promiſe; but we were merry at the amiable mplicity of your nature, in wondering that there is ever any villainy in a villainous world; and at the idea, how little a time you were deﬅined to poeſs that delicious—for I will call it with all its ſcrapes and duperies, a delicious ſentiment. You have juﬅ opened the volume of life, and ﬅartle to ﬁnd a blot in the ﬁrﬅ page; alas! alas! as you proceed, you will ﬁnd whole pages ſo blotted and blurred, that you will ſcarce be able to diﬅingui the charaers. ’Tis a ſorry buneſs I muﬅ confeſs, to plant ſuſpicion in a breaﬅ that has never known it, and to check the glow of hope which animates the beginning of the journey, by pointing out the interruptions and dangers that will be necearily encountered in the courſe of it: But this is the duty of friendip, and ariſes from the nature of our exiﬅence and the ﬅate of the world. If, however, after all, you can acquire an uſeful experience, and be taught to put yourſelf on your guard, at the expence of a few ſcore guineas, you have made a good bargain:—ſo be content, and no more of your complainings.


  But you will tell me, perhaps, that it is not the matter of the loſs, but the manner of it, that you conder as a misfortune: The being treated ſo ill, and with ſo much ingratitude, is the buneſs that aﬄis you. Hall, who is ﬅill laughing, bids me tell you for your comfort, that he who dupes muﬅ be a raſcal; and he who is duped may be an honeﬅ man; but he is a cynic, and adminiﬅers his doſe in his own way. Now, was I to conſole you in mine, I ould tell you, that gratitude is not ſo common a virtue in the world as it ought to be, for all our ſakes: but ingratitude, my dear friend, is not an oﬀſpring of the preſent moment; it ſeems to have exiﬅed from the beginning, and will continue to diſgrace the world when we have long been in the valley of Jehoſaphat:—nay, you muﬅ have read—indeed I know that I have written a ſermon upon the ſubje—that of the lepers who were healed, but one returned to give thanks for his reﬅoration. I do not, however, tell you theſe things that you may ﬁnd conſolation in the miſerable habits of mankind, but that you may not ſuppoſe yourſelf worſe uſed than the reﬅ of the world, which is very common with young men like yourſelf, who feel at every pore, and have not yet had that collion with untoward circumﬅances which awakens caution, or begets patience.


  And ſo much for you and your miſeries, which I doubt not will have been dipated by the bewitching ſmiles of ſome fair damſel or other, before my grave ſee-ſaw letter all reach you. Let me know, I beg of you, your plan of operations for the winter, if you have one. You may, I think—though you may think otherwiſe—ﬂy from the joys and damps of this ungenial climate, and winter ſerenely with me in Languedoc; your company would do me good, and mine would do you no harm:—at leaﬅ I think ſo; and we all return to London time enough to peep in at Ranelagh, and look at the birth-day. In ort, write to me upon the ſubje, and dire to me here, for here I am to be during this ooting month of September; ſo God bleſs you, and give you patience if you want it.


  
    I remain,


    Yours, moﬅ cordially,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER VIII.


  To W—— C——, Eſq.


  Coxwould, June 11, 1765.


  SO Burton * really told you with a grave face, and an apparent mortiﬁcation, that I had ridiculed my Iri friends at Bath for an hour together, and had made a large company merry at Lady Lepel’s † table during an whole afternoon at their expence. By Heaven’s ’tis falſe as miſrepreſentation can make it. It is not in my nature, I truﬅ, to be ſo ungrateful, as I ould be, if abſent or preſent, I were to be ungracious to them. That I ould make Burton look grave, whoſe countenance is formed to mark the ſmiles of an amiable and an honeﬅ heart, is not within my chapter of pobilities:—I am ſure it is not in that of my intentions to ſay any thing that is inurbane of ſuch a man as he is:—for, in my life, did I never communicate with a gentleman of qualities more winning, and diſpotions more generous. He invited me to his houſe with kindneſs, and he gave me a truly graceful welcome; for it was with all his heart. He is as much formed to make ſociety pleaſant as any one I ever ſaw; and I wi he were as rich as Croeſus, that he might do all the good an unbounded generoty would lead him to do. I never paed more pleaſant hours in my life than with him and his fair countrywomen; and foul befall the man who ould let drop a word in diſpraiſe of him or them!—And there is the charming widow Moor, where, if I had not a piece of legal meadow of my own, I ould rejoice to batten the reﬅ of my days;—and the gentle elegant Gore, with her ﬁne form and Grecian face, and whoſe lot I truﬅ it will be to make ſome man happy, who knows the value of a tender heart:—Nor all I forget another widow, the intereﬅing Mrs. Veſey, with her vocal, and ﬁfty other accompliments.—I abuſe them!—it muﬅ not be told,—for it is falſe,—and it ould not be believed, for it is unnatural.—It is true I did talk of them, for an hour together, but no ſarcaſm or unlucky ſallies mingled with my ſpeech:—Yes, I did talk of them as they would wi to be talked of,—with ſmiles on my countenance, praiſe on my tongue, hilarity in my heart, and the goblet in my hand.—Bedes, I am myſelf of their own country:—My father was a conderable time on duty with his regiment in Ireland; and my mother gave me to the world when e was there, on duty with him. I beg of you, therefore, to make all theſe good people believe that I have been at leaﬅ miſunderﬅood, for it is impoble that Lady Barrymore could mean to miſrepreſent me.


  Read Burton this letter if you have an opportunity, and aure him of my moﬅ cordial eﬅeem and reſpe for him and all his ſocial excellencies: and whiſper ſomething kind and gentle for me, as you well know how, to my fair countrywomen; and let not an unmerited prejudice or diſpleaſure againﬅ me remain any longer in their tender boſoms.—When you get into diſgrace of any kind, be aured that I will do as much for you.


  I am here as idle as eaſe of heart can make me:—I all wait for you till the beginning of next month; when, if you do not come, I all proceed to while away the reﬅ of the ſummer at Crazy Caﬅle and Scarborough. In the beginning, the very beginning of Oober, I mean to arrive in Bond-ﬅreet with my Sermons; and when I have arranged their publication, then—hey go mad for Italy—whither you would do well to accompany me.—In the mean time, however, I hope, and wi to ſee you here; it will after all, be much better than playing the Strephon with phthical nymphs at the Briﬅol Fountain. But do as you may—


  
    I am,


    Moﬅ ncerely your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER IX.


  To —— ———.


  IDID not anſwer your letter as you dered me, for at the moment I received it, I really thought all my projes, for ſome time to come, were burned to a cinder; or, which is the better expreon of the two, had evaporated in ſmoke;—for, not half an hour before an aﬀrighted meenger, on a breathleſs horſe, had arrived to acquaint me, that the parſonage houſe at—was on ﬁre, when he came away, and burning like a bundle of faggots; and while I was preparing to ſet oﬀ to ſee my houſe, after it was burned down, your letter arrived to conſole me on my way; for it gave me every aurance that, if I were left without an hole to put my head into, or a rag to cover my—body, you would give me a comfortable room in your houſe, and a clean irt into the bargain.


  In ort, by the careleneſs of my curate, or his wife, or ſome one within his gates, I am an houſe out of pocket—I ſay, literally, out of pocket; for I muﬅ rebuild it at my own coﬅs and charges, or the church of York, who originally gave it me, will do thoſe things, which in good ſenſe ought not to be done; but which the wiſe-acres who compoſe it, will tell me they have a right to do. My loſs will be upwards of two hundred pounds, with ſome books, &c. &c.—ſo that you may now lay ade all your apprehenons about what I all do with the wealth that my ſermons have brought, and are to bring to me.—I told you then that ſome devili accident or other would provide me with the ends of getting rid of the means; and I had a croſs accident in my head at the time, which I did not communicate to you; but it is not that which has fallen out, nor any thing like it;—though this may fall out too, for aught I know, and then the fee mple of my ſermons will be gone for ever.


  Now theſe ſermons of mine, were moﬅ of them written in the very houſe that is burned down, and all of them preached, I fear again and again, in the very church to which it belonged; and they now anſwer a purpoſe I never dreamed or thought of; but ſo it is in this world, and thus are things hinged and hung together—or rather unhinged or unhung; for I have my doubts at preſent, whether we all ſee the dying gladiator next winter. The matter, however, that concerns me moﬅ in the buneſs, is the ﬅrange unaccountable condu of my poor unfortunate curate, not in ſetting ﬁre to the houſe, for I do not accuſe him of it, God knows, nor any one elſe; but in ſetting oﬀ the moment after it happened, and ﬂying like Paul to Tarſus, through fear of a proſecution from me.


  That the man ould have formed ſuch an idea of me, as to ſuppoſe me capable, if I did not ſooth his ſorrows, of adding another to their number, wounded me ſorely. For, amidﬅ all my errors and ſollies, I do not believe there is any thing, in the colour or complexion of any part of my life, that would juﬅify the adow of ſuch an apprehenon.—Bedes he deprived me of all the comfort I made out to myſelf from the misfortune; which was, as it pleaſed Heaven to deprive him of one houſe, to take him and his wife, and his little one, into another—I mean into that where I lived myſelf. And he who now reads my heart, and will one day judge me for the ſecrets of it—he well knows that it did not grow cold within me, on account of the accident, till I was informed that this lly man was a fugitive, from the fear of my wrath.


  The family of the C——s were kind to me beyond meaſure, as they have always have been. They are a ſort of people that you would like extremely; and before the ſummer is paﬅ, I hope to preſent you to them. Though, if I recolle aright, you know the charming damſel of the houſe already; and the reﬅ of it, though not ſo young or ſo fair, are as amiable as e is.—As I cannot leave you in poeon of a better ſubje for your reﬂeion, &c. I all ſay adieu, and God bleſs you.—In a few days you all hear again from


  
    Your aﬀeionate and faithful


    L. STERNE.

  


  I write this from York—where you may write to me.


  ☜


  LETTER X.


  To —— ———, Eſq.


  IHAVE received, my dear friend, your kind anſwer to my letter. And you muﬅ know that it was juﬅ ſuch an one, as I wied to receive from you:—Nay, it was juﬅ ſuch an one as I expeed you would write to me. I ould have been diſappointed if it had been in any other ſorm or ape of friendip. But underﬅand me, if you pleaſe; I ould have been diſappointed for your ſake, and not for my own: for though I am charmed that you ould have made me thoſe unreſerved oﬀers of friendip, which are ſo gracious in you, I am almoﬅ as much pleaſed that my Exchequer is in that ate of ſuﬃciency as not to require them.


  I have made my bargain for rebuilding my parſonage, and ſettled all arrangements with all parties concerned, in a manner more to my ſatisfaion than I could have expeed. I was rather in haﬅe to ſettle this account, that there might be no riſque of leaving my wife and Lydia a dilapidation for their fortune: for I have no reaſon to believe that the *** of *** would be more kind to them when friendleſs and unproteed, than they had been to the huſband of the one, and the father of the other, who, when he was a poor Curate, had pride enough to deſpiſe their Reverences, and wit enough to make others laugh at them. But may God forgive them, as I do!—Amen.


  I wrote to Hall an account of my diſaﬅer;—and his anſwer bid me ﬁnd out a conceit on the occaon, and comfort myſelf with it. Tully, the Orator, the Politician, the Philoſopher, the Moraliﬅ, the Conſul, &c. &c. &c. adopted as he candidly tells us every one, who reads his works, this mode of conſolation, when he loﬅ his daughter; and, if we may believe him, with ſucceſs. Now this ſame Tully, you muﬅ know, was like my father; I mean Mr. Shandy, of Shandy Hall, who was as well pleaſed with a misfortune that gave him an opportunity of diſplaying his eloquence, as with a bleng that obliged him to hold his tongue. Both theſe great men were fond of conceits I mean their own; ſo I will tell you a ﬅory of a Conceit, not of Cicero’s nor my Father’s, but of the Lord of Crazy.


  You muﬅ know then, that this ſame friend of mine, and, I may add, of your’s alſo, in a moment of lazy pride, took it into his head that he would have a town chariot, to ſave his feet by day, and to carry him to Ranelagh in the evening. For this purpoſe, after conſulting a coach-maker, he had allotted one hundred and forty pounds; and he wrote me word of it. On my arrival in town, about three months after this communication, I found a card of invitation from Lord Spencer to dine with him on the following Sunday; and I had no ſooner read it, than Hall’s ﬁne crane-neck’d chariot came bounce as it were, upon my recolleion; ſo I ſallied forth to aſk him how he did, and to borrow his carriage, that I might pay my vit in pomp as well as Pontiﬁcalibus. I found him at home, made a friendly enquiry or two, and told him of the little arrangement I had formed; when he replied with one of his Cynical ſmiles, that his mortiﬁcation was in the extreme, for that his chariot was gone poﬅ to Scotland. I ﬅared, and he laughed,—not at me, but at his own conceit; and you all have it, ſuch as it is:


  I muﬅ inform you then, that at the moment when the coach-maker, was receiving his laﬅ inﬅruions, he himſelf received a letter; which letter acquainted him that his ſon, who was quartered at Edinburgh, had got into a terrible riot there; to get out of the conſequences of which, demanded almoﬅ the preciſe ſum that had been deﬅined for the chariot. So that the hundred and forty pounds, which had been ſet a part to build a chariot in London, were employed to repair broken windows, broken, lamps and broken heads, in Edinburgh; and Hall comforted himſelf with the conceit that his chariot was gone poﬅ to Scotland. So much for comforts and conceits;—and happy is it for us when we can, by any means, conceit ourſelves into comfort. I could ſay more upon this matter, but my paper is almoﬅ ﬁlled; and I have only ſpace to expreſs a wi, that your life may never want any of theſe petty helps to make it as happy as, if I greatly miﬅake not, it muﬅ be honourable—Let me ſee you ſoon; and, in the mean time, and at all times, may God be with you.


  
    Your’s moﬅ aﬀeionately,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XI.


  To —— ———, Eſq.


  Coxwould, near Eangwould.


  YOU are not ngular in your opinion about my wonderful capacity for poetry.—Beauclerk, and Lock, and I think Langton, have ſaid what you have ſaid on the ſubje, and founded their opinion, as you have done, on the ſragment of an Introduion to the Ode to Julia, in Triﬅram Shandy. The unity of the epiſode would have been wounded, if I had added another line; and if I had added a dozen, my charaer as a poetical genius, which, by the bye, I never had, would have been loﬅ for ever—or rather would never have been ſuſpeed.


  Hall had alſo milar ideas on this very matter, and, on the ﬅrength of his opinion, ventured once to giveme an unﬁnied poem of his own, and bade me go on with it—and ſo I did, heltering and ſkeltering at a moﬅ terrible rate;—In ort, I added ſome xty or fourſcore lines to the buneſs, which he called doggrel, and which I think he called rightly; however, he choſe to let them ﬅand, to uſe his own phraſe, as a curioty; ſo into the preſs they went, and helped to compoſe the worﬅ ſquib our crazy friend ever let oﬀ. I do not, however, mention theſe things to leen the merit of your opinion, by pointing out its milarity to that of others. You need not be aamed to think with ſuch men, if even they ould be wrong, which, on this particular ſubje, I moﬅ ſolemnly believe you all to be. Cum his errare is ſomething—and all that—


  I once, it is true, wrote an epitaph, which I liked myſelf, but the perſon, at whoſe requeﬅ I did it, ſacriﬁced it to one of his own, which he liked better, but which I did not—ſo my lines were thrown ade, and his own nerveleſs rhime was engraved on a marble, which deſerved a better inſcription; for it covered the duﬅ of one, whoſe gentle nature, and amiable qualities, merited more than common praiſe, or common-place eulogium. However, I ed a tear over the ſepulchre, which, if the dead could have known it, would have been more acceptable than the moﬅ ſplendid diion that ever glared on monumental alabaﬅer.


  I alſo wrote a kind of Shandean, ngſong, dramatic piece of rhyme for Mr. Beard—and he ſung it at Ranelagh, as well as on his own ﬅage, for the beneﬁt of ſome one or other. He aſked for ſomething of the kind, and I knew not how to refuſe him; for, a year before, he had in a very reſpeful manner, and without any previous acquaintance, preſented me with the freedom of Covent-Garden Theatre. The a was gracious; and I liked it the better, becauſe the monarch of Drury-Lane had known me for ſome years, and bedes had, for ſome time, occupied a front ſeat in my page, before he oﬀered me the freedom—not of Drury Lane houſe, but of Drury-Lane pit. I told him, on the occaon, that he aed great things and did little ones:—ſo he ﬅammered and looked fooli, and performed, at length, with a bad grace, what his rival manager was ſo kind as to do with the beﬅ grace in the world—But no more of that—he is ſo complete on the ﬅage, that I ought not to mention his patch-work oﬀ it.


  However, to return to my ſubje—if I can; for digreon is interwoven with my nature; and to get to my point, or ﬁnd my way back to it, when I have wandered ade, as other men do, is not in the line of my faculties.—But though I may not be a poet, the clerk of my pari is—not abſolutely in my conceit—but, which is better, in that of his neighbours; and, which is the beﬅ of all—in his own. His muſe is a profeonal one, for e only inſpires him to indite hymns; and it is appropriate, for e leads him to ſuch ſubjes as are ſuitable to his ſpiritual oﬃce, and which, like thoſe of his brethren Sternhold and Hopkins, may be ſaid or ſung in churches. In ort, there had been a terrible diſeaſe among the cattle, and our pari had ſuﬀered greatly, ſo that this parochial bard thought it a proper ſubje for a ſpiritual ſong, which he accordingly compoſed, and gave it out on the Sunday following, to the praiſe and glory of God, as an hymn of his own compong. Not only the murrain itſelf, but the ſuﬀerers by the calamity, were vociferated through the aies in all the pomp and devotion of ruﬅic pſalmody. The laﬅ ﬅanza, which is the only one I recolle, rather unhinged my devotion, but it ſeemed to rivet that of the congregation, and therefore I had no right to complain. I leave it with you as a bonne bouche, and wi you a good night.


  
    Here’s Jemmy How has loﬅ a cow,


    And ſo has Johnny Bland;


    Therefore we’ll put our truﬅ in God,


    And not in any other man.

  


  
    Yours,


    L. S.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XII.


  To —— ———, Eſq.


  Coxwould, Wedneſday Night.


  ISENT you, my dear friend, as you requeﬅ it, the Epitaph which I mentioned in my laﬅ epiﬅle to you. I write it from recolleion; and, though it may not contain the preciſe expreon, it will certainly poeſs the ſentiment of the original compotion—and that is of the moﬅ conſequence. I remember well it came from the heart, for I moﬅ ncerely loved the amiable perſon, whoſe virtues deſerved a better inſcription, and, according to a very common courſe of things, found a worſe. But here it is—


  
    Columns and labour’d urns but vainly ow,


    An idle ſcene of fabricated woe:—


    The ſweet companion and the friend ncere


    Need no mechanic arts to force the tear.


    In heartfelt numbers, never meant to ine,


    ’Twill ﬂow eternal o’er an hearſe like thine,


    ’Twill ﬂow while gentle goodneſs has one friend,


    Or kindred tempers have a tear to lend.

  


  Hall liked it, I remember—and Hall always knows what ought to be liked, and, in certain humours, will be candid upon theſe ſentimental ſubjes, and acknowledge that he feels them. He is an excellent ſcholar and a good critic: but his judgment has more ſeverity than it ought to have, and his taﬅe leſs delicacy than it ould poeſs. He has, alſo, great humanity, but, ſomehow or other, there is ſo often ſuch a mixture of ſarcaſm in it, that there are many who will not believe he has a ngle ſcruple of it in his compotion.—Nay, I am acquainted with ſeveral, who cannot be perſuaded but that he is a very inſenble, hard-hearted man, which I, who have known him long, and known him well, aure you he is not.—He may not always poeſs the grace of charity, but he feels the reality of it, and continually performs benevolent aions, though not always, I muﬅ confeſs, in a benevolent manner. And here is the grief of the buneſs. He will do a kindneſs with a ſneer, or a joke, or a ſmile; when, perhaps, a tear, or a grave countenance, at leaﬅ, would better become him. But this is his way; it is the language of his charaer; and, though one might wi it to be otherwiſe, yet I cannot tell what right any of us have to paſs a ſevere ſentence upon it, for no other reaſon in the world, but becauſe our own failings are of a diﬀerent complexion. And ſo much for all that.


  I am preparing to prance it for a week or ten days at Scarborough. If you paſs your autumn at Mulgrave-Hall, take that place in your way, and I will accompany you on your vit, and then to Crazy Caﬅle, and ſo home: and then to London—and then God knows where—but it all be where it pleaſes him: this is clerically ſaid, however, and it would be well for the beﬅ of us, if it were thought and condered as often as it was ſaid. But ſo it is, that the lips and the heart, which ought never to be aſunder, are ſometimes wandering at diﬀerent corners of the earth. Mine however are in the cloſeﬅ conjunion, when I oﬀer you my moﬅ aﬀeionate regard. So good night, and may the vions of a good ſpirit attend you.


  
    Moﬅ truly your’s


    L. STERNE:

  


  ☜


  LETTTER XIII.


  To —— ———, Eſq.


  Scarborough,


  ISHALL not reply, my dear friend, to all the kind things you think and ſay of me.—I truﬅ, indeed, that I deſerve ſome of them; and I am well pleaſed to ﬁnd that you think I deſerve them all.—But however that may be, I dere you to cheri thoſe benevolent ſentiments which you have ſo warmly expreed in the paper before me, both for your own ſake, and that of the perſon who is the ſubje of them.


  Your commands, in general, ould be obeyed without reﬂeion—but in this particular inﬅance, a rare gleam of prudence has ot acroſs me, and, I beg leave to reﬂe for a few moments on the ſubje—and were I to take wiſdom upon me, and reﬂe for a few days—the reſult, I am ſure, would be, that I ould not obey your commands at all.


  The giving advice, my good friend, is the moﬅ thankleſs generoty in the world—becauſe in the ﬁrﬅ place, it coﬅs you nothing; and, in the next, it is juﬅ ſuch a thing as the perſon to whom you preſent it will think that he does not want. This, you ſee, is my way of reaſoning; but I believe, from my heart, that it will apply too well to the ſubje between us.


  There are ſuch things in the world as wrong heads and right hearts—and wrong hearts and right heads.—Now, for myſelf, and ſpeaking under the inﬂuence of my own particular feelings, I would rather be of the right heart family, with all their blunders, errors and confuons; but if I want a buneſs to be done, or a plan to be executed, give me the right head:—if there is a right heart into the bargain, ſo much the better: but it is upon the former that I muﬅ rely—and whether the latter be right or wrong, is not a matter of abſolute conderation. This is not, my dear friend, quite orthodox, according to your ſyﬅem, but as you proceed, every day will tend to encreaſe the propinquity of this opinion to your own.


  Now, I am rather diſpoſed to think, without leaning to the uncharitable de of the queﬅion, that poor—is of the Wrong-head family.—I know his heart—and I am ſure his preſent ſcrape ariſes from the good diſpotions of it. Nevertheleſs, though I think myſelf a dab at giving good counſel in ſuch caſes as his, I cannot bring myſelf to preſcribe on the occaon—It is impoble to do it, without informing him of the nature of his diſeaſe, which is neither more nor leſs than abſolute wrong-headedneſs; and, were I to do it, he would exhibit another ſymptom of his diſorder, by throwing my preſcription out of the window, and perhaps threatening the ſame miſchief to the phycian himſelf.


  If you have inﬂuence ſuﬃcient to induce him to apply to me, I will moﬅ readily exert my beﬅ for him; and I can then do the bitter buneſs, and give the the unpalatable doſe with a good grace. Here then we will, if you pleaſe, let the matter reﬅ for the preſent.


  I write in haﬅe, and on my pillow, that you may, as ſoon as poble, be acquainted with my ſentiments in a matter wherein you have a greater dependence upon me than I fear the event will juﬅify.—So good morning, and God bleſs you.—


  I received a letter, yeﬅerday, from poor dear Lydia.—It is an amiable madcap—and God bleſs her alſo.—Once more adieu.


  
    Yours, &c.


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XIV.


  Scarborough, Aug. 29, 1765.


  YOU reﬁne too much, my dear friend,—you do indeed.—Your reaſoning is ingenious, and produces a neat, pretty, plauble train of argument, that would make a ﬁgure in a company of female philoſophers; but if committed to paper, would be pardonable only when written on the fan of ſome pedantic Dulcinea. You run into divions, when a mple modulation would anſwer better; that is, would produce more pleang eﬀes both in yourſelf, and the ſentimental ſpirit whom you might wi to pleaſe.


  Opinion, my dear fellow, ſomehow or other, rules all mankind; and not like a kind maﬅer, or, which would be more congenial, a gentle miﬅreſs, but like a tyrant, whoſe wi is power, and whoſe gratiﬁcation is ſervility.—Opinion leads us by the ears, the eyes,—and, I had almoﬅ ſaid, by the noſe. It warps our ununderﬅandings, confounds our judgments, dipates experience and turns our paons to its purpoſe. In ort, it becomes the governeſs of our lives, and uſurps the place of reaſon, which it has kicked out of oﬃce.—This is among the ﬅrange truths which cannot be explained but by that mortifying deſcription which time will diſplay to your experience hereafter, with ten times the credit that would accompany any preſent endeavours of mine to the ſame purpoſe.


  If you would know more of the matter and can bring yourſelf to riſque the opinion, which, by the bye, I do not adviſe you to do, aſk A—— why he ſubmits, with ſuch a placid ſubſervience, to the little wench who lives with him? You know—and all his friends know—that he has but half, nay not half the enjoyments of life, through the fear of her vengeance, whatever it may be. He has fortune, underﬅanding, and courage:—he loves ſociety, and adds greatly to the pleaſures of it,—and yet, how often does he leave it half-enjoyed! Nay, to come more home to the buneſs, how often has he left our pleaſant clacal meetings, before they have ariſen to their uſual glow, in order to humour this little piece of diſgrace, whom he has not the reſolution to ſend back to the banks of the Wye, where the ﬁfty pounds a year he might give her, would make her queen of the village!—We pitty poor A——, we argue with him, we wonder at him—do we not?—But in this we deceive ourſelves,—for the wiſeﬅ and beﬅ of us are governed by ſome little dirty drab of an opinion, whoſe governance is equally diſgraceful, and may be much more injurious—as it will, perhaps, give a colour to the whole current of our lives. A miﬅreſs, with all her arts and faſcinations, may, in time, be got rid of; but opinion, once rooted, becomes a part of ourſelves—it lives and dies with us.


  It muﬅ be acknowledged, that I have been rather ſermonic this ﬁne morning, but you know how and where to apply what has been written, and I leave the whole to your praice, if you think proper; and if you do not—but what have I to do with ifs?—It is an exceptious monoſyllable, and I ﬂing it from me.


  B—— is here, and tells me that he left you continually driving between London and Richmond—What beauty of the Hill has enchanted you there? Or what ſwan of the lver Thames are you dying for?—I take it very ill of you that you never favour me with a ngle communication concerning your Dorothies or your Delias: I proteﬅ moﬅ ſeriouy that I will never write to you again, till you give me an hiﬅory of your chains; and who it is has bound you at preſent on the river’s bank—tell me who the Naiad is.


  Mr. F——, the Apoﬅolic F——, as Lady —— calls him, in his way to ——, hinted to me ſomething ſerious. He talked of a marriage,—to which I replied, God forbid!—But do not, I pray, be angry with my exclamation; for it was neither a thoughtleſs, or a peevi one, but an impulſe of that ncere regard which you more than deſerve from me.—With your diſpotions, and in your tuation, I hardly think there is a woman in the kingdom who would be an happy match for you: and if you think proper to aſk me, I will, hereafter, tell you why:—at preſent I all content myſelf with telling you that


  
    I am,


    moﬅ cordially your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XV.


  September 9, 1765.


  IMEAN my dear friend, that this epiﬅle ould meet you, and greet you, a day or two at leaﬅ before you leave town; and I wi it, from that ſpirit of miſerable ſelf-intereﬅ, which you know governs and dires me in all I do.—But, leﬅ you ould not like this reaſon, I will give you another, and which may be ncarer the truth; at leaﬅ I hope ſo.


  I want very much to know whether B—— has arranged the matter with Foley the banker, at Paris, about Mrs. Sterne’s remittance, as I ordered him. You muﬅ know that I ſuſpe he has been dilatory, not from dioneﬅy, for I believe him to be as honeﬅ a poor creature as was ever vamped into the form he wears: but, perhaps, his exchequer might not be in a convenient ﬅate to anſwer my orders; and if ſo, I only beg to be informed of the truth; which, as he does not anſwer my letters, he appears to be afraid to tell.


  I have received a letter from Toulouſe which does not comfort my ſpirits; and I have reaſon to apprehend from thence, that there is ſome negle at the fountain head of my treaſury, which I muﬅ beg you to enquire into; and, if you ſee occaon, to corre, in order that the little rill of ways and means may not be interrupted between London and Languedoc—that is, between me and Mrs. Sterne, and my poor dear Lydia.


  They write me word that they have drawn upon Foley, as I dered, who tells them he has no eﬀes to anſwer the bill; but that, if they are in diﬅreſs, he will accommodate them for my ſake. This is very handſome dealing, and I am rather proud of it;—but, in the mean time, there is an uncertainty which is very unpleaſant—I mean to the poor women, who are at ſuch a diﬅance, that a great deal of anxious ſuſpence muﬅ be ſuﬀered before the miﬅake can be reiﬁed.


  Bedes, ——, theſe things breed words, and queﬅions, as well as ſuſpicions, and all that.—My dear Lydia contents herſelf with a gentle complaint or ſo; but her mother does not hetate to diſcharge a volume of reproaches. Now the truth is, that I deſerve neither the one nor the other,—and had managed the matter for the ſupply of their wants, and the ridding myſelf of all future anxiety in the buneſs, in as plain a manner as my hand-writing and ſpirit of calculation could make it.—However, it has abated the ardour of my Knight Errantry for the preſent, and thrown more than a ckly thought or two on my imagination.


  I am prodigal of words, my dear friend, in a matter wherein a mere hint is all that would be neceary for you to exert yourſelf. So do me the honour to ſee that it is abſolutely done without a moment’s delay; and if B—— ould hetate the tythe of an inﬅant,—do that for me, my friend, which I would do for you on a milar occaon.—So God bleſs you.—My heart will not ſuﬀer me to oﬀer you an apology, becauſe I know it will be ungracious to your’s.—Once more farewell!


  
    Moﬅ cordially your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XVI.


  To —— ———, Eſq.


  Coxwould, Wedneſday Evening.


  IHAVE received the Letter which you informed me I ould receive from Door L——, and return you both my beﬅ thanks for it.—He is certainly a man of Learning and an excellent Critic, and would do well to employ his leiſure hours on Virgil; or rather, if I underﬅand him well, on Horace; and he would give us ſuch a Commentary on both thoſe Authors as we have not, and perhaps, may never have, if he does not ſet about it.


  But Triﬅram Shandy, my friend, was made and formed to baﬄe all criticiſm:—and I will venture to reﬅ the book on this ground,—that it is either above the power or beneath the attention of any critic or hypercritic whatſoever.—I did not faion it according to any rule.—I left my fancy, or my Genius, or my feelings,—call it what you may,—to its own free courſe, without a ngle intruding reﬂeion, that there ever had been ſuch a man as Ariﬅotle in the world.


  When I mounted my Hobby Horſe, I never thought, or pretended to think, where I was going, or whether I ould return home to dinner or ſupper, the next day, or the next week:—I let him take his own courſe; and amble, or curvet, or trot, or go a ſober, ſorrowful Lackadaycal pace as it pleaſed him beﬅ.—It was all one to me, for my temper was ever in uniſon with his manner of courng it,—be it what it might. I never pricked him with a ſpur, or ﬅruck him with a whip; but let the rein lay looſely on his neck, and he was wont to take his way without doing injury to any one.


  Some would laugh at us as we paed along,—and ſome ſeemed to pity us—and now and then a melancholy tender hearted paenger would look at us and heave a gh.—Thus have we travelled together—but my poor Ronante did not, like Balaam’s Aſs, ﬅand ﬅill if he ſaw an Angel in the way, but direly pued up to her;—and if it were but a damſel, tting by a fountain, who would let me take a refreing draught from her cup, e was, ſurely an Angel to me.


  The grand Error of Life is, that we look too far:—We ſcale the Heavens,—we dig down to the centre of the Earth, for Syﬅems,—and we forget ourſelves.—Truth lies before us; it is in the high way path; and the Ploughman treads on it with his clouted Shoon.


  Nature deﬁes the rule and the Line;—Art raiſes its ﬅruures, and forms its works on their aid:—but Nature has her own Laws, which Art cannot always comprehend, and Criticiſm can never reach.


  Door L—— acknowledges, however, that my Sermon on Conſcience is a moﬅ admirable compotion; but is of opinion that it is degraded by being made a part of Triﬅram Shandy—Now, if you pleaſe; be ſo good as to note my anſwer:—If this ſermon is ſo excellent, and I myſelf believe it to be ſo,—becauſe Judge Burnet, who was a man of taﬅe and erudition, as well as Law, dered me to print it;—I ſay, if it be a good Sermon, it ought to be read; and nce it appeared in the pages of Triﬅram Shandy, it has been read by thouſands; whereas the fa is, that when it was publied by itſelf, it was read by no one.


  I have anſwered Door L—— with all the reſpe which his amiable Charaer and admirable Talents deſerve; but I have told him, at the ſame time, that my book was not written to be tried by any known Laws of Scholaﬅic Criticiſm; and that if I thought any thing I might hereafter write would be within their reach, I would throw the Manuſcript that is now before me into the ﬁre, and never dip my pen into my Ink-ﬅand again, but for the purpoſe of auring ſome uncritical, and uncriticing friend, like yourſelf, of my ncere and cordial regard.—At this moment I make that oﬀering to you,—So God be with you.


  L. S.


  I begin to peep out of my hermitage a little; for Lord and Lady Fauconberg are come down, and bring with them, as uſual, a large ﬅore of amiable, eaſy, and hoſpitable virtues.—I wi you were here to partake of, and add to them.


  ☜


  LETTER XVII.


  To —— ——— Eſq.


  Monday Evening.


  YOU have hit my fancy moﬅ wonderfully, in the account you have given me of Lady ——; the Juno charaer not only prevails, but abſolutely predominates. The Minerva qualities are all ſecondary,—and as to any Cyprian diſpotions, I know nothing about them.


  She certainly poees a very good underﬅanding, and is not without attainments; but both the one and the other derive all their conſequence from her manners.—She has ſomewhat of an imperious diſpotion, which would be either lently deſpiſed by ſome, or violently oppoſed by others, if e did not give a grace to it that annihilates any unpleaſant ſenſation that might attempt to riſe in the breaﬅ of a by-ﬅander, or which is better, bytter: but this is not all, for it calls forth alſo, that kind of reſpeful ſubmion, which does not leen us in our own opinion for having praiſed it.


  I never, in my life, felt the merit of exterior decoration ſo much as in my converſations and communications with this Lady; and I really do not know any potion, in the preſent ſchool of faion, where a young man might learn ſo much as in her drawing room, or without meaning any miſchievous equivoque, her dreng room.—It is really no common ſatisfaion to me to reﬂe that my young friend is an Eléve of ſuch an inﬅrureſs.


  There is a time and circumﬅance of life, and that period and circumﬅance are now yours, when nothing but the eaſy, ſociety, and little tender friendips of an accomplied woman are wanting to render a charaer complete:—and without ſaying a word more than I think on the buneſs,—I cannot but expreſs my ſatisfaion that you are in ſuch hands as will probably produce the very eﬀes which ſo ncere a friend as myſelf can wi and dere.


  It has ever been a maxim with me, nce I knew any thing of the world, that we are all of us as much in want of a Schoolmiﬅreſs at the ﬁni, as we do at the commencement of our education. And as you are ſo fortunate as to have Lady —— to teach you the Horn-book of high life, you will bid fair to ſpell it and put it together, ſo as to become the charm of all ſociety:—and you will loſe, what I ſo much wi you to loſe, the attention to one, and the negle of the many; which though there may be ſomething amiable in the principle, is not adapted to the general intercourſe of life.


  Lady M—— F—— might forward buneſs, and Lady C—— I am ſure is ready to do it—ſo that in ſuch a ſoil, in ſuch a ſeaſon, and with ſuch cultivations, what has not partial friendip a right to expe. And now what can I do better than leave you in ſuch good and excellent company, and dere you, in return to preſent my reſpeful compliments to them all,—and to receive yourſelf the moﬅ cordial regard of


  
    your very ncere


    and aﬀeionate


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XVIII.


  To —— ———


  Coxwould, Wedneſday Noon.


  IUNDERSTAND, from Mr. Phipps, * that you are abſolutely engaged to paſs the Summer, or rather the Autumn, with him at Mulgrave-Hall; ſo that I now conder a previous vit to me as a matter on which I may depend, and to which believe me, I look with real ſatisfaion. We will while away a month or x weeks at my vicarage in a manner which, I truﬅ, will not be unpleang or unproﬁtable to you.


  However, in ſaying this, or rather writing it, I addreſs myſelf to the excellence of your heart, which I cannot enough admire, and that cultivated underﬅanding of which I have the greateﬅ hopes.—I know the pleaſures you will quit, and the ſocieties you muﬅ ſacriﬁce, to come and paſs any part of the Summer with me; but, at the ſame time, I do not doubt of your vit,—and that a Shande an Tête á Tête has its charms for you


  I remember a circumﬅance, which I all never think of without the utmoﬅ pride in my own heart, and the moﬅ ncere aﬀeion for yours;—but, bedes that it ﬂattered me in the higheﬅ degree, it proved that you poeed a ſource of ſentiment which, whatever may befall you in life, muﬅ preſerve you in honour and happineſs:—with ſuch a delicious quality, misfortune will never be able to bear you down; nor will folly, paon, or even vice, though they may for a time obſcure or leen the excellence of your charaer, poeſs the power of deﬅroying it.—I allude to a little delicate touch of ſentiment that eſcaped you laﬅ winter,—which though I have mentioned it with every poble eulogium to others, again and again, I have never before hinted it even to you; the moment, however, is now come, when my ſpirit urges me to ſpeak of it; and I do it with thoſe diſpotions which are congenial to the ſubje, and, I truﬅ, natural to myſelf.


  You cannot abſolutely have forgotten an evening vit which you paid me laﬅ January, in Bond Street, when I was ill in bed;—nor ought it to eſcape your occaonal reﬂeion that you ſat by my bed-de the whole night, performing every a of the moﬅ friendly and pious attention.—I then thought that the ſcare-crow death was at my heels;—nay, I thought the villain had got me by the throat,—and I told you as much.—However, it pleaſed Heaven, that I ould not be ſnatched from the world at that moment; though I ſpoke my own honeﬅ opinion when I vaticinated my deﬅiny by expreng little hopes of getting to the winter’s end—I believe, my dear friend, ſaid I, that I all ſoon be oﬀ.—I hope not, you replied, with a ſqueeze of my hand and a gh of your heart, which went to the very bottom of mine:—but,—you were pleaſed to add leﬅ that ould be the caſe, I hope you will do me the favour to let me be always with you, that I may have every atom of advantage and comfort your ſociety may aﬀord me, while Heaven permits it to laﬅ.—


  I ſpoke no reply, for I could not,—but my heart made one then, and will continue to do ſo,—till it is become a clod of the Valley.


  Hence it is, that I do not doubt but you will quit the ring of pleaſure without regret, to come and t with me beneath my Honey-Suckle, which is now ﬂaunting like a Ranelagh beauty, and accompany me in paying my nuns their penve evening vit.—We can go to veſpers with them, and return home to our curds and cream with more delicious ſentiments than all the pleaſures of the world, and the beauties thereof, in their vaineﬅ moments, can truly aﬀord.


  I am buſy about another couple of volumes to amuſe, and, as I hope, to inﬅru a gouty and a ſplenetic world;—in which, I ſolemnly declare, I have no Ambition to remain, but for the love I bear to ſuch friends as you; and, perhaps, the vanity, which I am vain enough not to call an idle one, of adding a few more leaves to the wreath which I have been able to weave for my own little glory.


  Come, then, and let me read the pages to you as they fall from my pen; and be a Mentor to Triﬅram, as you have been to Yorick.—At all events,—I am ſure you cannot come to York without coming to me; and I all triumph completely over Lady Lepel, &c. if I draw you for a month from the bright centre to which you are ſo naturally attraed. So God bleſs you,—and believe me, with all ncerity, to be


  
    Moﬅ aﬀeionately your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XIX.


  To —— ———


  Biopthorp, Thurſday night.


  ISAW the charming Mrs. Veſey but for a moment, and e contrived with her voice and her thouſand other graces to dis—order me; and what e will have to anſwer for on the occaon, I all not employ my caſuiﬅry to determine;—nor all I aſk my good friend the Archbiop, from whoſe houſe, and amidﬅ whoſe kindneſs and hoſpitality I addreſs this to you.


  I envy, however, your ſaunter together round an empty Ranelagh, though I ould have liked it the better, becauſe it was empty, and would give the imagination and every delicious feeling, opportunity to make one forget there was another being in the room—but ourſelves.


  You will, I am ſure, more than underﬅand me when I mention that ſenſe of female perfeion,—I mean, however, when the female is tting or walking bede you,—which ſo poees the mind that the whole Globe ſeems to be occupied by none but two.—When your hearts, in perfe uniſon, or, I ould rather ſay, harmony with each other, produce the ſame chords,—and bloom with the ſame ﬂowers of thought and ſentiment.


  Theſe hours,—which virtuous, tender minds have the power of ſeparating from the melancholy ſeaſons of life,—make ample amends for the weight of cares and diſappointments, which the happieﬅ of us are doomed to bear.—They caﬅ the brighteﬅ ſunine on the dreary landſcape,—and form a kind of refuge from the ﬅormy wind and tempeﬅ.


  With ſuch a companion, is not the primroſe bank and the cottage, which humble virtue has raiſed on its de, ſuperior to all that ſplendour and wealth has formed in the palaces of monarchs—The ſcented heath is then the Perfumed Araby, and, though the Nightingale ould refuſe to lodge among the branches of the poor ſolitary tree that overadows us,—if my fair minﬅrel did but pour forth the melting ﬅrain, I would not look to the muck of the ſpheres for raviment.


  There is ſomething, my dear friend, moﬅ wonderfully pleaſant in the idea of getting away from the world;—and though I have ever found it a great comfort, yet I have been more vain of the buneſs, when I have done it in the midﬅ of the world.—But this aberration from the crowd, while you are ſurrounded and preed by it, is only to be accomplied by the magic of female perfeion.—Friendip, with all its powers,—mere friendip, cannot do it.—A more reﬁned ſentiment muﬅ employ its inﬂuence to wrap the heart in this delicious oblivion.—It is too pleang to laﬅ long,—for envious, eepleſs care is ever on the watch to awake us from the bewitching trance.


  You, my friend, poeſs ſomething of the reality of it: and I, while I enjoy your happineſs, apply to fancy for the purpoſe of creating a copy of it.—So I t myſelf down upon the turf, and place a lovely fair one by my de,—as lovely, if poble, as Mrs. V——, and having plucked a ſprig of blooms from the Maybu, I place it in her boſom, and then addreſs ſome tender tale to her heart,—and if e weeps at my ﬅory, I take the white handkerchief e holds in her hand and wipe the tears from oﬀ her cheek: and then I dry my own with it:—and thus the delightful vion gives wing to a lazy hour, calms my ſpirits, and compoſes me for my pillow.


  To wi that care may never plant a thorn upon yours, would be an idle employment of votive regard;—but that you may preſerve the virtue which will blunt their points, and continue to poeſs the feelings which will, ſometimes, pluck them away, is a wi not unworthy of that friendip, with which


  
    I am,


    your moﬅ aﬀeionate,


    L. STERNE.

  


  P.S. Lydia writes me word e has got a lover.—Poor dear Girl!—


  ☜


  LETTER XX.


  To —— ———.


  Sunday Evening.


  DO not imagine, my dear Boy—and do not ſuﬀer, I beſeech you any pedantic, cold-hearted fellow to perſuade you—that ſenbility is an evil. You may take my word on this ſubje, as you have been pleaſed to do on many others—that ſenbility is one of the ﬁrﬅ blengs of life—as well as the brighteﬅ ornament of the human charaer.


  You do not explain matters to me, which, by the bye, is not fair; but I ſuppoſe, from the tenor of your letter, which is now bede me, that you have been made a dupe of by ſome artful perſon—who, I am diſpoſed to think, is ſome cunning baggage—and that, under the impreons of this game that has been played you, your vanity is alarmed, and your underﬅanding piqued; and then, you lay all this dire grievance, in a very petti manner, let me tell you, at the door of your ſenbility. And, which is worſe than all the reﬅ, you write to me as if you really believed yourſelf to be in earneﬅ, in all the ſee-ſaw obſervations you have written to me on the ſubje.


  Be aured, my dear friend, if I thought the ſentiments of your laﬅ letter were not the ſentiments of a ckly moment—if I could be made to believe, for an inﬅant, that they proceeded from you, in a ſober, reﬂeing condition of your mind—I ould give you over as incurable, and bani all my hopes of your ring into that proud honour, and brilliant reputation, which, I truﬅ, you will one day poeſs.


  I was almoﬅ going to write—and wherefore ould I not—that there is an amiable kind of cullibility, which is as ſuperior to the ow precaution of worldly wiſdom, as the ſound of Abel’s Viol di Gamba, to the braying of an aſs on the other de of my paling.


  If I ould, at any time, hear a man pique himſelf upon never having been a dupe—I ould grievouy ſuſpe that ſuch an one will, ſome time or other, give cauſe to be thought, at beﬅ, a mean-ſpirited, dirty raſcal.


  You may think this a ﬅrange dorine—but, be that as it may—I am not aamed to adopt it.—What would you ſay of any charaer, who had neither humanity, generoty, nor conﬁdence?—Why you would ſay—I know you would—ſuch a man


  
    Is ﬁt for treaſons, ﬅratagems, and ſpoils—

  


  And yet impotion—dupery—deception—call it by what name you will—attends upon theſe virtues like their adow. For virtue, my dear friend, like every other poeon in this world, though it is the moﬅ valuable of all—is of a mixed nature; and the very inconveniences of it, if they deſerve that name, form the bas on which its importance and natural excellence is eﬅablied.


  Senbility is oftentimes betrayed into a fooli thing;—but its folly is amiable, and ſome one or other is the better for it. I am not for its excees—or a blind ſubmion to its impulſe, which produces them;—yet, ſome how or other, I ould be ﬅrongly diſpoſed to hug the being, who would take the rag oﬀ his back—to place it on the ivering wretch who had nought to cover him.


  Diſcretion is a cold quality—but I have no objeion to the poeng as much of it—as will dire your ﬁner feelings to their proper objes;—but here let its oﬃce ﬁni; if it proceeds a ﬅep further there may be miſchief;—it may cool that currrent which is the life-blood of all virtue, and will, I truﬅ, warm your heart, till it is become a clod of the valley.


  Senbility is the ſource of thoſe delicious feelings which give a brighter colour to our joys, and turn our tears to rapture.—Though it may, now and then, lead us into a ſerape, as we paſs through life—you may be aured, my dear friend, it will get us out of them all, at the end of it;—and that is a matter which wiſer men than myſelf will tell you is well worth thinking about.


  So leaving you to your contemplations—and wiing them, and every thing you do, an happy iue—I remain, with great truth,


  
    your aﬀeionate,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXI.


  To —— ———.


  Bond Street, Thurſday Morning.


  SO, my dear friend, you are pleaſed to be very angry with the Reviewers;—ſo am not I.—but as your diſpleaſure proceeds from your regard for me,—I thank you, as I ought to do,—again and again.


  I really do not know to whom I am perſonally indebted for ſo much obliging illiberality.—Nor can I tell whether it is the ſociety at large, or a ſplenetic Individual, to whom I am to acknowledge my obligation.—I have never enquired who it is or who they are:—and if I knew him or them,—what would it gnify?—and wherefore ould I give their names immortality in my writings, which they will never ﬁnd in their own.—Let the Aes bray as they like;—I all treat their worips as they deſerve, in my own way and manner,—and in a way and manner that they will like leſs than any other.


  There is a certain race of people, who are ever aiming to treat their betters in ſome ſcurvy way or other—but it has ever been a praice with me, not to mind a little dirt thrown upon my coat,—ſo that I keep my lining unrumpled.—And ſo much for that envy, ignorance and ill-nature, for which, what I have written, is far too much.


  I am rejoiced, however, for twenty good reaſons, which I will tell you hereafter, that London lies in your way between Oxforire and Suﬀolk, and one of them I will tell you now—which is, that you can be of very great ſervice to me; ſo I would dere you to prepare yourſelf to do me a kindneſs; if I did not know that you are always in ſuch a ﬅate of preparation.


  The town is ſo empty, that though I have been in it, full four and twenty hours, I have ſeen only three people I know—Foote on the ﬅage—Sir Charles Davers at St. James’s Coﬀee-houſe, and Williams, who was an haﬅy bird of paage, on his ﬂight to Brigthelmﬅone, where I am told he is making love in right earneﬅ, to a very ﬁne woman, and with all the ſucceſs his friends can wi him. Our races at York were every thing we could dere them to be in the ball-room, and every thing we did not dere them to be on the ground. The rain ſaid nay, with a vengeance, to the ſports of the courſe, for all the water-ſpouts of the heavens ſeemed to be let looſe upon it. However in the amuſements under cover, we were all as merry as heart could wi. I had promiſed a certain perſon that you ould be there, and was obliged to parry a ſcore or two of reproaches on your account.


  But though I forgot to tell it you before, I am by no means well, and if I do not get away from this climate before winter ſets in, I all never ſee another ſpring in this world; and it is to forward my journey to the South, that I requeﬅ you to make haﬅe to me from the Weﬅ.


  Alas, alas, my friend! I begin to feel that I loſe ﬅrength in theſe annual ﬅruggles and encounters with that miſerable ſcare-crow, who knows as well as I do, that, do what I can he will ﬁnally get the better of me, and all of us. Indeed, he has already beat the vizard from my helmet, and the point of my ſpear is not as it was wont to be. But while it pleaſes heaven to grant me life, it will, I truﬅ, grant me ſpirits to bear up againﬅ the ſawey circumﬅances of it, and preſerve to my laﬅ ſeparating gh, that ſenbility to whatever is kind and gracious, which, when once it poees the heart, makes, I truﬅ, ample amends for a large portion of human error.


  You may, indeed, believe, that while I am ſenble of any thing, I all be ſenble of your friendip; and I have every reaſon to think, that ould my term be drawing nigh to its period, you will continue to love me while I live, and when I am no more, to cheri the memory of


  
    Your ever faithful


    and aﬀeionate


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXII.


  To —— ———


  Sunday Morning.


  IF you wi to have the repreſentation of my ſpare, meagre-form—which, by the bye, is not worth the canvas it muﬅ be painted on—you all be moﬅ welcome to it; and I am happy in the reﬂeion, that when my bones all be laid low, there may be any reſemblance of me, which may recall my image to your friendly and ſympathizing recolleion.


  But you muﬅ mention the buneſs to Reynolds yourſelf; for I will tell you why I cannot. He has already painted a very excellent portrait of me, which, when I went to pay him for, he dered me to accept, as a tribute, to uſe his own elegant and ﬂattering expreon, that his heart wied to pay to my genius. That man’s way of thinking and manners, are at leaﬅ equal to his pencil.


  You ſee therefore the delicacy of my tuation, as well as the necety, if the genius of Reynolds is to be employed in the buneſs, of your taking it entirely upon yourſelf. Or if your friendly impatience which you expreſs with ſo much kindneſs, will let you wait till we make our tour to Bath, your favorite Gainorough may do the deed.


  Or why not your little friend Coſway, who is ring faﬅ into fame and fortune. But be it as you pleaſe, and arrange it according to your own fancy.


  At all events, I all treat myſelf when I get to Rome with my own buﬅo, if Nollikens does not make a demand for it that may be inconﬅent with my Exchequer. The ﬅatuary decorations of my grandfather the Archbiop’s monument, in the Cathedral at York, which you admire ſo much, have given birth, I believe, to this whim of mine; and this piece of marble, which my vanity—for let it be vanity if you pleaſe—deﬅines for myſelf, may be placed by the hand of friendip, and by yours perhaps, near my grave—and ſo much for that.


  But I was born for digreons, and I, therefore, tell you at once, not raly, or prematurely, but with all due ſobriety and reﬂeion, that Lord —— is of a low, baſe, pimping nature. If he had been nothing but a fool, I ould have ſaid—Have mercy upon him: but he has juﬅ underﬅanding ſuﬃcient to make him anſwerable for what he does, and not ſuﬃcient to perceive the ſuperiority of what is great over what is little.—If ever that man riſes into a good or a noble aion, I would be bound to be condered as a retailer of ſcandal, and an ill-natured man, as long as I live, and as long as my memory lives; but no more of him I beſeech you—and the hour tells me to write no more of any thing, for I muﬅ haﬅen where I ought to have been half an hour ago—ſo God bleſs you, and believe me, where ever I am, to be


  
    Moﬅ cordially yours,


    L. STERNE

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXIII.


  To —— ———


  Monday Morning.


  THE ﬅory, my dear friend, which you heard related, with ſuch an air of authority, is like many other true ﬅories, abſolutely falſe. Mr. Hume and I never had a diſpute—I mean a ſerious, angry or petulant diſpute, in our lives:—indeed I ould be moﬅ exceedingly ſurprized to hear that David ever had an unpleaſant contention with any man;—and if I ould be made to believe that ſuch an event had happened, nothing would perſuade me that his opponent was not in the wrong: for, in my life, did I never meet with a being of a more placid and gentle nature; and it is this amiable turn of his charaer, that has given more conſequence and force to his ſcepticiſm, than all the arguments of his ſophiﬅry.—You may depend on this as a truth.


  We had, I remember well, a little pleaſant ſparring at Lord Hertford’s table at Paris; but there was nothing in it that did not bear the marks of good-will and urbanity on both des.—I had preached that very day at the Ambaador’s Chapel, and David was diſpoſed to make a little merry with the Parſon; and, in return, the Parſon was equally diſpoſed to make a little mirth with the Inﬁdel; we laughed at one another, and the company laughed with us both—and, whatever your informer might pretend, he certainly was not one of that company.


  As for his other hiﬅory, that I preached an oﬀenve ſermon at the Ambaador’s Chapel—it is equally founded in truth; for Lord Hertford did me the honour to thank me for it again and again. The text, I will own, was an unlucky one, and that was all your informer could have heard to have juﬅiﬁed his report.—If he fell aeep immediately after I repeated it—I will forgive him.


  The fa was as follows:


  Lord Hertford had juﬅ taken and furnied a magniﬁcent Hotel; and as every thing, and any thing gives the faion of the moment at Paris, it had been the faion for every one to go to ſee the Engli Ambaador’s new hotel.—It occupied the curioty, formed the amuſement, and gave a ſubje of converſation to the polite circles of Paris, for a fortnight at leaﬅ.


  Now it fell to my lot, that is to ſay, I was requeﬅed to preach, the ﬁrﬅ day ſervice was performed in the chapel of this new hotel.—The meage was brought me when I was playing a ſober game of Whiﬅ with the Thornhills, and whether it was that I was called rather abruptly from my afternoon’s amuſement to prepare myſelf for this buneſs, for it was to be on the next day; or from what other cauſe I do not pretend to determine, but that unlucky kind of ﬁt ſeized me, which you know I can never reﬅ, and a very unlucky text did come into my head,—and you will ſay ſo when you read it.


  
    “And Hezekiah ſaid unto the Prophet, I have ewn them my veels of gold, and my veels of lver, and my wives and my concubines, and my boxes of ointment, and whatever I have in my houſe, have I ewn unto them: and the Prophet ſaid unto Hezekiah, thou haﬅ done very foolily.”

  


  Now, as the text is a part of Holy writ, that could not give oﬀence; though wicked wits are ſometimes diſpoſed to ill-treat it with their own ſcurvy miſrepreſentations.—And as to the diſcourſe itſelf, nothing could be more innocent, and David Hume favoured it with his grace and approbation.


  But here I am got, I know not how, writing about myſelf for whole pages together—whereas the only part of my letters that can juﬅify my being an egotiﬅ, is, when I aure any gentle ſpirit, or faithful friend, as I now do you, that I am her, or his, or your


  
    Moﬅ aﬀeionate,


    humble ſervant.


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXIV.


  To —— ———.


  Wedneſday Noon.


  BELIEVE me, my dear friend, I have no great faith in Doors. Some eminent ones of the faculty aured me, many years ago, that if I continued to do as I was then doing, I ould not live three months. Now the fa is, that I have been doing exaly what they told me I ought not to do, for thirteen years together—and here I am, as thin, it is true, but as ſaucy as ever; and it will not be my fault, if I do not continue to give them the lie for another period of equal duration.


  It is Lord Bacon, I think, who obſerves,—at leaﬅ be it who it may that made the obſervation, it is not unworthy the great man whoſe name I have juﬅ written—That Phycians are old women, who t by your bed-de till they kill you, or Nature cures you.


  There is an uncertainty in the buneſs that often baﬄes experience, and renders genius abortive—Tho’ I mean not, believe me, to be ſevere on a ſcience which is ſometimes made the means of doing good. Nay, the ſcience itſelf condered, naturally and phycally, is the eye of all the reﬅ. But I do not always hold my peace when I reﬂe on thoſe ſelf-conceited, upﬅart profeors of it, who ﬂy and bounce, and give themſelves airs, if you do not read the direions upon the label of a phial, which contains the matter of their preſcriptions, with as much reverence, as if it had been penned by St. Luke himſelf.


  Goddeſs of Health—let me drink thy healing and ſuﬅaining beverage at the pure fountain which ﬂows at thy command! Give me to breathe the balmy air, and to feel the enlivening ſun—and ſo I will!—for if I do not ſee you in ﬁfteen days, I will, on the xteenth, ﬅep quickly into the Dover coach, and proceed without you to the banks of the Rhone, where you may follow me if you pleaſe—and if you do not, the diﬀerence between us will be—that while you are pang your Chriﬅmas-day in fencing againﬅ fogs, by warm cloaths and large ﬁres, I all be tting on the graſs, courting no warmth but the allcheering one which proceeds from the grand luminary of nature.


  So think on theſe things I beſeech you—and let me know about it, for I will not remain gaſping another month in London, even for your ſake,—or for your company, which,—I might add, would be for my own ſake.


  In the mean time, and at all times, may God bleſs you.


  
    I am,


    moﬅ cordially your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXV.


  To —— ———.


  Wedneſday Noon.


  IAM always getting into a ſcrape, not from a careleſneſs of oﬀending, as ſome good-humoured people have ſuſpeed, for I do not wi to give oﬀence, but from the want of being underﬅood.—Pope has well expreed the hardip of being forced


  
    —to trudge


    Without a ſecond and without a judge.

  


  I think the quotation is corre.—Indeed, a man may proceed well enough without a ſecond. Genius is oftentimes ſo far from wanting ſuch an aﬅant, that it is frequently clogged by it;—but to be without a judge is a mortiﬁcation which comes home with much ſeverity to the boſoms of thoſe who feel, or fancy, which is pretty near the ſame thing, that judgment—I mean impartial, adequate judgment, would be their reward.


  To be eternally miſunderﬅood, and which naturally follows, to be eternally miſrepreſented by ignorance, is far, far worſe than to be andered by malice.—Calumny is more than oftentimes, for it is almoﬅ always the ſacriﬁce which vice pays to virtue, and folly oﬀers up to wiſdom.—A wiſe man while he pities the eﬀorts of ander, will feel a kind of conſequence from the exertion of them;—like the philoſopher who is ſaid to have raiſed a monument to his own fame, with the ﬅones, which the malignity of his competitors had thrown at him.


  The divorce between virtue and reputation is too common to be wondered at—though it is too unjuﬅ not to be lamented: but that being a circumﬅance which connes itſelf with ſomething like the general order of Providence, we are able to conſole ourſelves under it, by hope and regnation. But in the little, and comparatively ſpeaking, the petty buneſs of human fame—the mind may be juﬅiﬁed in kicking at the perverons to which its honeﬅ and beﬅ endeavours are ſo continually ſubje.


  I do moﬅ ncerly aure you, that I have ſeldom been ſo proud of myſelf and the little diſplay of my talents,—whatever they may be—as I was in the very circumﬅance which has given ſo much uneaneſs. I intended no ſeverity—I was all complacency and good humour—my ſpirits were in uniſon with every generous and gracious thought,—and, ſo far was I from poeng the idea of giving oﬀence—and to a Lady —— that there never was a moment of my life, perhaps, when I was ſo diſpoſed to buckle on my armour, and mount my Ronante, to go and ﬁght the cauſe of injured or captive beauty.—But inﬅead of all this, here am I condered as the very monﬅer whom I myſelf was ready to combat and to deﬅroy.


  You will, therefore, be ſo good as to communicate theſe thoughts, in as much better a manner as you pleaſe, to Mrs. H——, and aure her, that e has only done what ſo many have done before her—that is, e has miſconceived, or, as that word may produce a miſconception—e has miſunderﬅood me.


  So far I am moﬅ willing to travel in the high-way of apology; and, if e is diſpoſed to ſmile, I will receive her returning favour, with all due acknowledgments; but if e ould think it clever, or witty, or conſequential, to continue to be oﬀended—I will not fail to remember her in a poﬅſcript to my chapter on the right and wrong end of a woman; which, though my uncle Toby, from a certain combination of circumﬅances could never be made to underﬅand, I will explain to the world in ſuch a manner, that they who run may read.


  I am not, however, unintelligible to all. There are ſome ſpirits who want no key either to my ſpeech or my writings; and they—I mean the ſpirits—are of the ﬁrﬅ order. This is ſome comfort, and that comfort increaſes both in its weight and meaſure, on the reﬂeion that you are one of them.


  But my paper and poﬅman’s bell both warn me to do—what I ought to have done at leaﬅ a page ago—and that is to write adieu; ſo adieu, and God bleſs you.


  
    I am,


    moﬅ cordially yours,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXVI.


  To —— ———


  Thurſday Nov. 1.


  WERE I a Miniﬅer of State—inﬅead of being a country-parſon;—or rather, though I do not know that it is the better thing of the two,—were I king of a country, not like Sancho-Pancha, without a will of my own, but with all the rights, privileges and immunities belonging to ſuch a tuation, I would not ſuﬀer a man of genius to be pulled to pieces, or pulled down, or even whiﬅled at, by any man who had not ſome ſort of genius of his own.—That is to ſay, I would not ſuﬀer blockheads of any denomination to ew their heads in my territories.


  What—will you ſay—is there no ſaving clauſe for the ignorant and the unlettered?—No ſpot ſet apart for thoſe on whom ſcience has not beamed; or the current of whoſe genius poverty has frozen?—My dear friend, you do not quite underﬅand me,—and I beg of you not to ſuppoſe—that all men are blockheads who are not learned—and that no man who is learned can be a blockhead.


  My deﬁnitions are not borrowed from the common room of a College, or the dull muzzing pericranium of a wordmongering diionary maker, but from the book of Nature, the volume of the world, and the pandes of experience. There I ﬁnd a blockhead to be a man, (for I am not at preſent in a humour to involve the poor women in the deﬁnition) who thinks he has what, in fa, he has not—and who does not know how to make a right uſe of that which he has.


  It is the mode of applying means to ends that marks the charaer of ſuperior underﬅanding.—The poor ſcare-crow of a beaﬅ that Yorick rode ſo long and to the laﬅ, being once ſet in the right road, will ſooner get to the end of his journey, than the ﬂeeteﬅ race-horſe of Newmarket, who has taken an oppote direion.


  Wiſdom very often cannot read or write, and Folly will often quote you paages from all the dead, and half the living languages. I beg therefore, you will not ſorm a bad,—that is to ſay a falſe idea of this kingdom of mine—for whenever I get it, you may be ſure of being well appointed, and living at your eaſe, as every one muﬅ do there, who lives to his honour.—But to the point.


  To the point, did I ſay?—Alas! there is ſo much zig-zag in my deﬅiny, that it is impoble for me to keep going on ﬅrait through one poor letter—and that to a friend; but ſo it is—for here is a vitor arrived to whom I cannot ſay nay—and who obliges me to write adieu, a page or two, or three, perhaps, before I intended to do it. I muﬅ therefore fold up my paper as it is—and all only add, God bleſs you—which, however, is the conﬅant and ncereﬅ wi of


  
    your aﬀeionate,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXVII.


  To —— ———.


  Dijon, Nov. 9, 1765.


  My Dear Friend,


  Irecommend it to you,—not, perhaps, above all things, but very auredly above moﬅ things,—to ﬅick to your own underﬅanding a little more than you do; for, believe me, an ounce of it will anſwer your purpoſe better than a pound weight of other people’s. There is a certain timidity which renders early life amiable, as a matter of ſpeculation; but is very inconvenient indeed, not to ſay dangerous, according to the preſent humour of the world, in matters of praice.


  There is a manly conﬁdence, which, as it ſprings from a conſciouſneſs of poeng certain excellent qualities and valuable attainments, we cannot have too early; and there is no more impropriety in oﬀering manifeﬅations of it to the world, than the putting on your helmet in the day of battle. We want it as a proteion—I ſay as a proteion, from the inſults and injuries of others; for, in your particular circumﬅances, I conder it merely as a defenve quality—to prevent you from being run down, or run over, by the ﬁrﬅ ignorant blockhead or inſolent coxcomb, who perceives your modeﬅy to be a reﬅraint on your ſpirit.


  But this by the way.—The application of it is left to your own diſcernment and good ſenſe, of which I all not write what I think, and what ſome others think, whoſe teﬅimony will wear well.


  I am ſo much better pleaſed nce I ſet my foot on the Continent, that it would do you good to ſee—and more good ﬅill to hear me; for I have recovered my voice in this genial climate; and ſo far am I now from ﬁnding a diﬃculty to make myſelf heard acroſs the table, that I am almoﬅ ﬁt to preach in a cathedral.


  Here they are all hey—go—mad.—The vintage has been abundant, and is now at the cloſe. Every eye beams delight, and every voice is attuned to joy.—Though I am running away as faﬅ as I can well go, and am withal ſo preed by the raſcal, death! that I ought not in prudence to take time to look behind me; yet cannot I reﬅ the temptation of getting out of my chaiſe, and tting for a whole evening on a bank, to ſee thoſe happy people dance away the labours of the day: and thus they contrive, for two or three hours at leaﬅ out of the four and twenty, to forget, God bleſs ’em, that there are ſuch things as labour and care in the world.


  This innocent oblivion of ſorrow is one of the happieﬅ arts of life; and philoſophy, in all its ﬅorehouſe of human remedies, has nothing like unto it. Indeed, I am perſuaded that mirth—a ſober, well regulated mirth—is perfely acceptable to the kind Being that made us;—and that a man may laugh and ng, and dance too—and, after all, go to Heaven.


  I never could—and I never can—nay, I potively never will, believe that we were ſent into this world to go ſorrowing through it. On the contrary, every obje around me—the rural dance, and the ruﬅic minﬅrelſy, that I behold and hear from my window, tell me that man is framed for joy. Nor all any crack-brained Carthuan Monk,—or all the Carthuan Monks in the world,—perſuade me to the contrary.


  Swiﬅ ſays, vive la bagatelle. I ſay, vive la joie; which I am ſure is no bagatelle; but, as I take it, a very ſerious thing, and the ﬁrﬅ of human poeons.


  May your treaſury, my dear friend, continue to have good ﬅore in it—and, like the widow’s cruſe, may it fail not!


  At Lyons I expe to ﬁnd ſome tidings of you, and from thence I will diſpatch ſome further tidings of myſelf.—So in the mean time, and at all times, may God bleſs you.—Believe me,


  
    I all ever remain moﬅ truly


    And aﬀeionately your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXVIII.


  To —— ———.


  Lyons, Nov. 15.


  Ihave travelled hither moﬅ deliciouy—though I have made my journey in a déſoblégeant, and of courſe, alone. But when the heart is at reﬅ, and the mind is in harmony with itſelf, and every ſubordinate feeling is well attuned, not an obje oﬀers itſelf to the attention but may be made to produce pleaſure—Bedes, ſuch is the charaer of this happy people, that you ſee a ſmile on every countenance, and hear the notes of joy from every tongue.—There is an old woman, at this moment, playing on the viol before my window, and a groupe of young people are dancing to it, with more appearance, and, I believe, more reality of pleaſure, than all your brilliant aemblies at Almack’s can boaﬅ.


  I love my country as well as any of her children—and I know the ſolid, charaeriﬅic virtues of its people;—but they do not play the game of happineſs with that attention or ſucceſs which is praiſed and obtained here.—I all not enter into the phycal or moral diﬀerence between the two nations—but I cannot, however, help obſerving that, while the French poeſs a gaity of heart, that always weakens and ſometimes baﬄes ſorrow, the Engli ﬅill anſwer the deſcription of the old Frenchman, and really continue to divert themſelves moult triﬅement.


  Nay, how often have I ſeen at a York Aembly, two young people dance down thirty couple, with as grave countenances as if they did it for hire, and were, after all, not ſure of being paid: and here have I beheld the ſun-burnt ſons and daughters of labor riſe from their ſcanty meal with not a pulſe in their hearts that did not beat to pleaſure;—and, with the brighteﬅ looks of ſatisfaion, make their wooden oes reſponve to the ſound of a broken-winded hautboy.


  All the world all never perſuade me there is not a Providence, and a gracious one too, which governs it. With every bleng under the ſun we look grave, and reaſon ourſelves into diatiaion; while here—with ſcarce any bleng but the Sun—on eﬅ content de ſon ètat.


  But the kind Being who made us all, gives to each the portion of happineſs, according to his wiſe and good pleaſure; for no one—and nothing is beneath his allprovidential care;—he even tempers the wind to the orn lamb.


  By ſuch reﬂeions, and under ſuch inﬂuences, I am perverted from my purpoſe; for when I drew my chair to the table, and dipped my pen into the inkhorn, I breathed nothing but complaint, and it was my ſole degn to tell you ſo—for I have ſent—a la poﬅe reﬅante again and again, and there is no letter from you. But though I am impatience itſelf to continue my journey towards the Alps, and cannot pobly indulge my curious ſpirit till I hear from you, yet ſuch is the eﬀe of my ſympathetic nature, that I have caught all the eaſe and good humour of the people about me, and ſeem to be tting here, in my black coat and yellow ippers, as contented as if I had not another ﬅep to take; and, God knows, I have a pretty circuit to make, my friend, before I may embrace you again.


  It is not, as you well know, my praice to icratch out any thing I write, or I would eraſe the laﬅ dozen lines; as, the very moment I had concluded them, your letter and two others arrived, and brought me every thing I could wi.—I would really linger, if I thought you would overtake me. At all events, we all meet at Rome—at Rome—and I all now take the wings of to-morrow morning to forward my progreſs thither.


  I ncerely hope this paper may be thrown away upon you,—that is, I wi you may be come away before it has made its paage to England.—At all events, my dear boy, we all meet at Rome. So till then—fare thee well:—there and every where—I all be,


  
    Your moﬅ faithful and aﬀeionate


    Ls L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXIX.


  To —— ———


  Bond Street.


  IHAVE a great mind to have done with joking, laughing and merry-making, for the reﬅ of my days, with either man, woman, or child; and ſet up for a grave, formal, ſee-ſaw charaer; and diſpenſe ﬅupid wiſdom, as I have hitherto been ſaid to have done ſenble nonſenſe, to my country-men and country-women.


  To tell you the truth—I began this letter yeﬅerday morning, and was interrupted in getting to the end of it, by half a dozen idle people, who called upon me to lounge and to laugh; though one of them forced me home with him to dine with his ﬅer, whom I found to be a being of a ſuperior order, and who has abſolutely made the ſomething like a reſolution with which I began this letter, not worth the feather of the quill with which it was written.


  She is, in good faith, charming beyond my powers of deſcription; and we had ſuch an evening, as made the cup of tea e gave me more delicious than near.


  By the bye, e wies very much to become acquainted with you—not, believe me, from any repreſentations or biography of mine, but from the warm encomiums e has received of you from others, and thoſe, as e ſays, of the ﬁrﬅ order. After all this, however, you may be ſure that my teﬅimony was not wanting.—So that, when you will give an opportunity, I all have the honour of preſenting you to kiſs her hand, and add another devout woripper at the temple of ſuch tranſcendant merit.


  I am really of opinion that, if there is a woman in the world formed to do you good, and to make you love her into the bargain—which, I believe, is the only way of doing you any good—this is the pre-eminent and bewitching charaer.—Indeed, were you to command my ſeeble powers to deliniate the lovely being whoſe aﬀeions would well repay thee for all the heart-achs and diſquieting apprehenons that may and will aﬄi thee in thy paage through life, it would be this fair and excellent creature. My Knight Errant ſpirit has already told her that e is a Dulcinea to me—but I would moﬅ willingly take oﬀ my armour and break my ſpear, and regn her as an Angel to you.


  I need not ſay any thing, I truﬅ, of my aﬀeion for you; and I have, juﬅ now, ſome ngular ideas on your ſubje, which kept me awake laﬅ night, when I ought to have been found aeep—but I all reſerve them for the communication of my ﬁrede, or your’s, as it may be; and I wi, as devoutly as ever I wied any thing in my life, that my ﬁre was to brighten before you this very evening.


  In the name of fortune,—for want of a better at the moment,—what buneſs have you to be ﬁfty leagues from the capital, at a time when I ﬅand ſo much in need of you, for your own ſake.


  I hear you exclaim—whom is all this about?—And I ſee you half determined to throw my letter into the ﬁre, becauſe you cannot ﬁnd her name in it. This is all, my good friend, as it ought to be—for you may be aured that I never intended to write her name on this eet of paper. I have told you of the divinity, and you will ﬁnd the reﬅ inſcribed on the altar.


  I was never more ſerious in my life; ſo let the wheels of your chariot roll as rapidly as poﬅ-horſes can make them, towards this town; where if you come not ſoon, I all be gone; and then I know not what may become of all my preſent good intentions towards you;—future ones, it is true, I all have in plenty—for, at all events, in all circumﬅances, and every where,


  
    I am,


    Moﬅ cordially,


    and aﬀeionately your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXX.


  To —— ———


  Friday.


  THESE may be piping times to you, my dear friend, and I rejoice at it—but they are not dancing ones to me.


  You will perceive, by the manner in which this letter is written, that if I dance—Holbein’s piper muﬅ be the ﬁdler.


  Since I wrote to you laﬅ, I have burﬅ another veel of my lungs, and loﬅ blood enough to pull down a very ﬅrong man: what it has done then with my meagre form, clad as it is with inﬁrmities, may be better imagined than deſcribed.—Indeed, it is with diﬃculty and ſome intervals of repoſe that I can trail on my pen; and, if it were not for the anxious forwardneſs of my ſpirits; which aids me for a few minutes by their precious Mechaniſm, I ould not be able to thank you at all:—I know I cannot thank you as I ought, for your four letters which have remained ſo long unanſwered, and particularly for the laﬅ of them.


  I really thought, my good friend, that I ould have ſeen you no more. The grim ſcare-crow ſeemed to have taken poﬅ at the foot of my bed, and I had not ﬅrength to laugh him oﬀ as I had hitherto done:—ſo I bowed my head in patience, without the leaﬅ expeation of moving it again from my pillow.


  But ſomehow or other he has, I believe, changed his purpoſe for the preſent—and we all, I truﬅ, embrace once again. I can only add, that, while I live, I all be


  
    Moﬅ aﬀeionately your’s,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXXI.


  To —— ———


  Bond-ﬅreet, May 8.


  IFelt the full force of an honeﬅ heart-ach on reading your laﬅ letter.—The ﬅory it contains may be placed among the moﬅ aﬀeing relations of human calamity, and the happieﬅ eﬀorts of human benevolence. I happened to have it in my pocket yeﬅerday morning when I breakfaﬅed with Mrs. M——; and, for want of ſomething ſo good of my own, I read the whole of your letter to her,—but this is not all; for, what is more to the purpoſe, (that is, to the purpoſe of your honour) e dered to read it herſelf, and then e entreated me not to delay the earlieﬅ opportunity to preſent you to her breakfaﬅ-table, and the miﬅreſs of it to you. I told her of the aukward diﬅance of an hundred miles, at leaﬅ, that lay between us; but I promiſed and vowed,—for I was obliged to do both,—that the moment I could lay hold of your arm, I would lead you to her veﬅibule.—I really begin to think I all get ſome credit by you.


  Love, I moﬅ readily acknowledge, is ſubje to violent paroxyſms, as well as ow fevers; but there is ſo much pleaſure attendant upon the paon in general, and ſo many amiable ſympathies are conneed with it; nay,—it is ſometimes ſo ſuddenly, and oftentimes ſo ealy cured, that I cannot, for the life of me, pity its diſaﬅers with the ſame tone of commiſeration, which accompanies my conſolatory vits to other leſs oftenble ſources of diﬅreſs.—In the laﬅ ſad ſeparation of friends, hope comforts us with the proſpe of an eternal reunion, and religion encourages the belief of it:—but, in the melancholy hiﬅory which you relate, I behold what has always appeared to me, to be the moﬅ aﬀeing ght in the gloomy region of human misfortune: I mean the pale countenance of one who has ſeen better days, and nks under the deſpair of ſeeing them return. The mind that is bowed down by unmerited calamity, and knows not from what point of the compaſs to expe any good, is in a ﬅate, over which the Angel of pity eds all his owers—Unable to dig, and to beg aamed—what a deſcription!—what an obje for relief;—and how great the rapture to relieve it!


  I do not, my dear boy,—indeed I do not—envy your feelings, for I truﬅ that I are them; but if it were poble for me to envy you any thing that does you ſo much honour, and makes me love you, if poble, ſo much better than I did before—it is the little fabric of comfort and happineſs which you have ereed in the depths of miſery. The whole may occupy, perhaps, but little ſpace in this world—but, like the muﬅard ſeed, it will grow up and rear its head towards that Heaven, to which the Spirit that planted it will ﬁnally condu you.


  Robinſon called upon me yeﬅerday, to take me to dinner in Berkeley-ſquare;—and, while I was arranging my drapery, I gave him your letter to read. He felt it as he ought, and not only dered me to ſay, every handſome thing on his part to you, but he ſaid a great many handſome things of you himſelf, during dinner and after it, and drank your health. Nay, as his wine warmed him, he talked loud, and threatened to drink water—like you—the reﬅ of his days.


  But while I am relating ſo many ﬁne things to ﬂatter your vanity, let me, I beſeech you, mention ſomething to ﬂatter my own;—and this is neither more or leſs than a very elegant lver ﬅandi, with a motto engraved upon it, which has been ſent me by Lord Spencer. This mark of that Nobleman’s good diſpotion towards me, was diſplayed in a manner, which enhanced the value of the gift, and heightened my ſenſe of the obligation. I could not thank him for it as I ought; but I wrote my acknowledgements as well as I could, and promiſed his Lordip that, as it was a piece of plate the Shandy family would value the moﬅ, it ould certainly be the laﬅ they will part with.


  I had another little buneſs to communicate to you, but the poﬅman’s bell warns me to write adieu—ſo God bleſs you, and preſerve you, as you are;—and this wi, by the bye, is ſaying no ſmall matter in your favour; but it is addreed for, and to you, with the ſame truth that guides my pen in auring you, that I am, moﬅ ncerely and cordially, your faithful friend,


  
    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXXII.


  To —— ———


  Bond Street.


  THERE is a certain pliability of the aﬀeions, my dear friend, which, with all its inconveniences,—and I will acknowledge a thouſand,—forms a wonderful charm in the human charaer.—To become a dupe to others, who are almoﬅ always worſe, and, very often, more ignorant than yourſelf, is not only mortifying to one’s pride, but frequently deﬅruive to one’s fortune. Nevertheleſs, there is ſomething, in the very face, and, which is worſe, in the mind, of ſuſpicion, of ſuch a deteﬅable complexion and charaer, that I could never bear it; and whenever I have obſerved miﬅruﬅ in the heart, I would never rap at the door of it, even to pay, if I could help it, a morning vit, much leſs to take my lodging there.


  
    Niger eﬅ, hune tu Romane caveto.

  


  This ſort of cullibility moﬅ certainly lays you open to the degns of knaves and raſcals; and they are, alas! to be found in the hedges and highway des, and will come in without the trouble of ſending for them.—The happy mean between mad goodnature and mean ſelf-love, is of diﬃcult attainment; though Mr. Pope ſays,—that Lord Bathurﬅ poeed it in an eminent degree,—and I believe it. Indeed, it is for my honour that I ould believe it, as I have received much kindneſs, and many generous attentions from that venerable, and excellent nobleman:—as I never poeed this happy quality myſelf, I can only recommend it to you, without oﬀering any inﬅruions on a duty, of which I cannot oﬀer myſelf as an example.—This is not altogether clerical,—I mean as clergymen do,—but no matter.


  B—— is exaly one of theſe harmleſs, inoﬀenve people, who never frets or fumes, but bears all his loes with a moﬅ Chriﬅian patience, and ſettles the account in this manner,—that he had rather loſe any thing than that benevolence of diſpotion, which forms the happineſs of his life. But how will all this end?—for you know, as I know, that when once you have won his good opinion, you may impoſe upon him ten times a day,—if nine did not ſuit your purpoſe. The real friends of virtue, of honour, and what is beﬅ in the human charaer, ould form a phalanx round ſuch a man, and preſerve him from the harpy plottings of arpers and villains.


  But there is another ſpecies of cullibility that I never can be brought to pity, which ariſes from the continual aim to make culls of others. It is not that gentle, conﬁdential, unſuſpicious ſpirit, which I have already hinted to you, but an overweening, wicked, indious diſpotion, which, by being continually engaged in the miſerable buneſs of deceiving others, either outwits itſelf, or is outwitted by the very objes of its own fallacious intentions.


  There is not, believe me, a more ﬅraight way to the being a dupe yourſelf, than the reﬅing your hopes or pleaſure in making dupes of others.


  Cunning is not an honourable qualiﬁcation; it is a kind of left-handed wiſdom, which even fools can ſometimes praiſe, and villains always make the foundation of their degns:—But, alas! how often does it betray its votaries to their dionour, if not to their deﬅruion.


  Though an occaonal ﬅratagem may be ſometimes innocent, I am ever diſpoſed to ſuſpe the cauſe where it muﬅ be employed; for, after all, you will, I am ſure, agree with me, that where artiﬁce is not to be condemned as a crime, the necety, which demands it, muﬅ be condered as a misfortune.


  I have been led to write thus Socratically from the tenor of your letter; though, if my paper would allow me, I would take a friſk, and vary the ſcene; but I have only room to add, that I dined in Brook-ﬅreet laﬅ Sunday, where many gracious things were ſaid of you, not only by the old folks, but, which is better, by the young virgins. I went afterwards, not much to my credit, to Argyle Buildings, but there were no virgins there. So may God forgive me, and bleſs you,—now, and at all times.—Amen.


  
    I remain,


    Moﬅ truly and cordially,


    Your’s


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXXIII.


  To —— ———.


  Coxwould, Auguﬅ 19, 1766.


  AMONG your Whimcalities, my dear friend, for you have them as well as Triﬅram,—there is not one of them which poees a more amiable tendency, than that gentle ſpirit of modern Romance which, hadﬅ thou lived in days of Yore, would have made thee the verieﬅ Knight Errant, that ever brandied a ſpear, or wore a vizard.


  The very ſame ſpirit that has led thee from hence to the Briﬅol Fountain, for no other earthly purpoſe, but to let a Phthycal maiden lean upon thine arm, and receive the healing waters from thine hand, would, in a former age, have urged thee to traverſe foreﬅs and ﬁght with monﬅers, for the ſake of ſome Dulcinea whom thou hadﬅ never ſeen; or perhaps have made a redcroſs-Knight of thee, and carried thee over lands and ſeas to Paleﬅine.—


  For to tell thee the truth, enthuaſm, is in the very ſoul of thee:—if thou wert born to live in ſome other planet, I might encourage all its glowing, high-coloured vulgarities;—but in this miſerable, backbiting, cheating, pimping world of ours, it will not do,—indeed, indeed it will not.—And full well do I know, nor does this vaticination eſcape me without a gh, that it will lead thee into a thouſand ſcrapes,—and ſome of them may be ſuch, as thou wilt not ealy get out of;—and ould the fortunes of thine houſe be aken by any of them,—with all thy pleaſant enjoyments;—what then? you may ſay; nay I think I hear you ſay ſo,—why thy friends will then loſe thée.


  For if foul fortune ould take thy ﬅately palfrey, with all its gay and gilded trappings from beneath thee; or if, while thou art eeping by moon-light beneath a tree,—it ould eſcape from thee, and ﬁnd another maﬅer;—or if the miſerable Banditti of the world ould plunder thee,—I know full well that we ould ſee thee no more;—for thou wouldﬅ then ﬁnd out ſome diﬅant cell, and become an Hermit; and endeavour to perſuade thyſelf, not to regret the ſeparation from thoſe friends, who will ever regret their ſeparation from thee.


  This enthuaﬅic ſpirit, is in itſelf a good ſpirit;—but there is no ſpirit whatever,—no, not a termagant ſpirit, that requires a more aive reﬅraint, or a more diſcreet regulation.


  And ſo we will go next ſpring, if you pleaſe, to the fountain of Vaucluſa, and think of Petrarch, and, which is better, apoﬅrophiſe his Laura.—By that time, I have reaſon to think my wife will be there, who, by the bye, is not Laura;—but my poor dear Lydia will be with her, and e is more than a Laura to her fond father.


  Anſwer me on theſe things, and may God bleſs you.—


  
    I remain,


    With the moﬅ cordial truth,


    Your aﬀeionate


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXXIV.


  To —— ———


  Sunday Evening:


  THERE is a certain kind of oﬀence which a man may,—nay, which he ought to forgive:—But ſuch is the jealous honour of the world, that there is a ſort of injury, commonly called an aﬀront, which, if it proceeds from a certain line of charaer, muﬅ be revenged.—But let me entreat thee to remember that hardneſs of heart is not worth thine anger, and would diſgrace thy vengeance.—To turn upon a man who poees it, would not, like Saint Paul, be kicking againﬅ the pricks,—but, which is far worſe, againﬅ a ﬂint.—Thou didﬅ right, therefore my dear boy,—in letting the matter paſs as thou haﬅ done.


  As far as my obſervation has reached, and the circle of it is by no means, a narrow one—an hard heart is always a cowardly heart.—Generoty and courage are aociate virtues; and the charaer which poees the former, muﬅ, in the nature of mental arrangements, be adorned with the latter.


  If I perceive a man to be capable of doing a mean aion,—if I ſee him imperious and tyrannical; if he takes advantage of the weak to oppreſs, or of the poor to grind, or of the downcaﬅ to inſult,—or is continually on the hunt after excuſes not to do what he ought,—I determine ſuch a man, though he may have fought ﬁfty duels, to be a coward.—It is by no means a proof that a man is brave becauſe he does not refuſe to ﬁght;—for we all know that cowards have fought, nay,—that cowards have conquered,—but a coward never performed a generous or a noble aion:—and thou haﬅ my authority to ſay,—and thou mighteﬅ ﬁnd a worſe, that a hard-hearted charaer never was a brave one. I ſay, thou mayﬅ juﬅly call ſuch a man a coward,—and, if he ould be ſpirited into a reſentment of thy words—fear him not.—Triﬅram all brighten his armour, and ſcour the ruﬅ from oﬀ his ſpear, and aid thee in the combat.


  And now let me aſk thee, my good friend, how it happens that thy fancy has of late taken to the Dormitory.—I thought the very names of Petrarch and Laura, and the enchanting ſcene of Vaucluſa’s fountain, which is ſuch a clacal ſpot to all tender minds, muﬅ have inſpired thee with a ﬂow of ſentiment, that would have meandered through every page of thy laﬅ letter;—but inﬅead of it, here have I been ſaluted with a ﬅring, of ﬅiﬀ, ﬅarched notions of honour, and God knows what—that you could have found no where but in converng with the young Lords in great periwigs,—and the old Ladies in bouncing fardingals,—who have ſo long inhabited—’s long, long Gallery.


  However, when you are tired of ſuch company, and ﬅalking about upon a matted ﬂoor, you may come here and contemplate the Autumn leaf; and relax yourſelf with looking at me while I prepare another volume or two to leen the ſpleen of a ſplenetic world.—For with all its faults, I am willing to do it that good at leaﬅ,—if it will let me;—and, if it will not,—I all leave you to pity it. So fare thee well,—and God bleſs you.


  
    I remain,


    Thine moﬅ aﬀeionate,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXXV.


  To Lady C—— H——


  Saturday Noon.


  HERE am I now aually at my writing table,—all I divulge the ſecret?—in ſomething between the fortieth and forty-ﬁfth year of my life,—I all leave your Ladyip, if you pleaſe, to imagine all the reﬅ;—and, in this advancing ﬅate of my age, am I to addreſs myſelf to all thoſe charms which are compoſed by the happieﬅ combination of youth and beauty.—


  But if you ould conder this as a preſumption, I will quit thoſe beauties which belong only to early life, and make my application to qualities, which are of every period, and poeſs that lengthened charm, which makes one overlook the wrinkles of age, and turns the hoary hair into Auburn Trees. That you will always poeſs the one as you now do the other, I have heard acknowledged wherever I have heard your name mentioned: nor do I remember that your praiſe was ever accompanied with the exception of a ngle but—from any of the many various forms and apes, which envy plants in every corner to ſnarl at excellence.


  But while your Ladyip, by a kind of miraculous power, can ſubdue envy with reſpe to yourſelf,—you many ſometimes, without meaning it, encourage its attacks upon others.—For my part, nothing can be more certain than that I all be envied with a vengeance, when it is known with what a gracious condeſcenon you have indulged my requeﬅ: but envy, on ſuch an occaon, will add to my laurels inﬅead of withering them:—it is like the ſcar of glory; and, I am as proud of the one, as the patriot hero has reaſon to be of the other.


  To conﬁne myſelf, however, to the purpoſe of this paper.


  Permit me to thank your Ladyip moﬅ cordially, for permiting me to ſolicit the honour of your proteion—as for attempting to thank you for having granted it, that is not in my power; both my pen and my lips ﬁnd it impoble to obey the impulſe of my heart on the occaon.—Perhaps the time may come, when ſome of the Shandy family may poeſs a ſuﬃcient eloquence; to oﬀer you that homage, which is very devoutly felt, but cannot be adequately expreed,—indeed it cannot, by


  
    Your Ladyip’s moﬅ faithful,


    and obedient humble ſervant,


    L. STERNE

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXXVI.


  To —— ———


  Wedneſday,—  

  paﬅ 9 at Night—and not very well.


  THAT woman is a timid animal, I am moﬅ ready, my dear friend, to acknowledge,—but, like other timid animals, is more dangerous, in certain tuations, than thoſe who poeſs a greater degree of natural courage.—I would, therefore, counſe thee for this, among a thouſand other reaſons, never to make a woman thine enemy, if thou canﬅ pobly help it.—Not that I ſuſpe thee to be capible of an uncourteous a, to any of the lovelier ſex,—on the contrary, I think thee qualiﬁed, and diſpoſed too, beyond moﬅ men I ever knew, to charm them, and do them good: and it is, perhaps, on that, as much as any other account, that I warn thee againﬅ giving them oﬀence.—For I have more than once obſerved, and mentioned with ſome concern, a propenty in thy charaer to colle thy warm aﬀeions in one particular circle, and to be careleſs of, which, as it relates to women, is the ſame thing as to be ungracious to thoſe, who are not included in it.


  There is ſomething amiable,—nay, there may be ſomething noble in the principle of ſuch a condu; but it is too reﬁned for a world like our’s; in which, ort as life is, we may ealy live long enough, to ﬁnd the inconvenience and diﬅreſs of it. He who attaches himſelf entirely to one obje—or even to a few,—may, from ingratitude, caprice, or death, be ſoon left alone: and he will come with an ill-grace, when necety compels him, to ſeek for kindneſs and ſociety, where he formerly appeared to diſdain both.


  If a ſmall cohort of friends could be certain of continuing together, till they all ſunk, into one common grave, your preſent theory might form not only a gallant, and a pleaſant, but a praicable ſyﬅem; this, however, my dear fellow, cannot be, and, as for living alone when all our friends are gone, it is neither more, or leſs, than making life a living tomb, which, in my mind, is far,—far worſe, than a dead one.


  But to return to my ſubje.


  Woman is a timid animal,—and, therefore, I truﬅ and am ſure thy generous nature, laying ade every other conderation, will never do any thing degnedly to diﬅreſs it.—Indeed, it does not appear to me, that there can be a poble tuation, which will juﬅify any kind of inattention to the ſex, that may give them pain.—For be aured, and I will reﬅ my experience of woman kind, of which I am not a little proud, on the opinion, that the paon for any individual of the ſex, whatever her perfeions may be, which makes thee relax in thy gracious behaviour to the reﬅ, will never promote thy real happineſs:—it may aﬀord thee a certain ſeaſon, though I believe a very ort one, of tumultuous rapture, and then thou wilt awake from thy delirium, to all the grievances of a fretful ſpirit.


  Women look at leaﬅ for attentions;—they conder them as an inherent birthright, given to their ſex by the laws of polied ſociety; and when they are deprived of them, they moﬅ certainly have a right to complain—and will be, one and all, diſpoſed to praiſe that revenge, which is not, by any means, to be treated with contempt. It would be very unpleaſant for me to hear in any female ſociety, that my friend was a ﬅrange, eccentric, ngular, unpleaſant charaer;—and I rather think that he himſelf would not be pleaſed to ﬁnd, that ſuch a deſcription was given, and believed of him.—I do not mean to urge,—indeed, I well know you cannot ſuſpe me of ſo groſs an error,—that the ſame regard is to be equally dealt to all: this is far from being my ſyﬅem;—but I aﬃrm on the other hand—that all are not to be diſregarded for one; for it will ſeldom happen, that the aﬀeion of that one, will recompenſe thee for the enmity of all the reﬅ.—Love one, if you pleaſe, and as much as you pleaſe—but, be gracious to all.


  Aﬀeion may, ſurely, condu thee through an avenue of women, to her who poees thy heart, without tearing the ﬂounces of any of their petticoats. The diſplaying courteſy to all whom you meet, will delay you very little in your way, to the arms of her whom you love—and, if I miﬅake not, will attune your ſenbilities, to the higher enjoyment of the raptures you will ﬁnd there.


  We have all of us, enemies enough, my good friend, from the inevitable courſe of human events, without our encreang the number by ſo ﬅrange, and unproﬁtable condu, as that of negleing any of the moﬅ triﬂing oﬃces of familiar life.


  Bedes,—to come more home to thine heart,—let me obſerve to thee,—that charity, and humanity, which, by the bye, are one, and the ſame thing, are ſaid to be the foundation of thoſe qualities, which form what is called a well-bred man.—If, therefore, you ould, on any account, get into the habit of negleing the latter,—you may ﬅand more than a chance of its being ſaid, that you do not poeſs the former, which, you know to be the brighteﬅ jewel in the human charaer.—And this I am certain would wound thee in thy very ſoul.


  —My dear boy, negle not theſe, and other things, which, thou mayﬅ call, little things;—for little things, believe me, are, oftentimes, of great importance, in the arrangements of life.


  You have been frequently pleaſed to tell me, as a matter of praiſe, that, in my deſcriptions, I am natural to a nicety,—and, when I tell of picking up an handkerchief, or wiping a tear from the cheek of a diﬅreed damſel, with a white one—or the ﬅicking a pin into a pincuion,—and ſuch things, I am far ſuperior to any other writer.—Apply then, I beſeech thee, this obſervation to thyſelf, and give me an opportunity of retorting the eulogium upon thee. This, is the ncere wi of thy friend.


  So may God bleſs thee, and dire the beﬅ feelings of thy heart, to the beﬅ purpoſes of thy life.


  
    I am,


    Your’s, moﬅ aﬀeionately,


    L. STERNE.

  


  The poﬅman’s bell tells me I have not time to read what I have written; but I will truﬅ to both our hearts, that there is nothing which either ought to be aamed of.


  ☜


  LETTER XXXVII.


  To MRS V——


  Monday Morn.


  WHEN all the croud, my fair lady, was hurried into the gardens, to hear the muck of ſquibs and crackers—and to ſee the air illuminated by rockets, and balloons,—I was ﬂattered, exquitely ﬂattered, to ﬁnd you contented to ſaunter lackadaycally with me, round an exhauﬅed Ranelagh, and give me your gentle, amiable, elegant ſentiments, in a tone of voice, that was originally intended for a Cherub. How you got it I know not—nor is it my buneſs to enquire; I am ever rejoiced to ﬁnd, any emanation of the other world, in any corner of this, be it where it may;—but particularly, when it proceeds through any female organ,—where the eﬀe muﬅ be more powerful, becauſe it is always moﬅ delicious.


  Now after this little emanation of my ſpirit, which may not be quite ſo celeﬅial as it ought, I truﬅ you will not think me ungracious, in dering you to excuſe my promiſed duties, at your drawing-room this evening. The truth is,—my cough has ſeized me ſo violently by the throat, that, though I could hear you ng, I ould not be able, to tell you the eﬀes, of your muc, upon my heart. Indeed,—I can ſcarce produce a whiſper, loud enough, to make the ſervant bring my gruel.


  I have now been ſo long acquainted with this crazy frame of mine, that I know all its tricks,—and, I foreſee, that I have a week’s indulgence, at leaﬅ, to beﬅow upon it.—However, on Sunday next, I truﬅ,—I may be-caock myſelf, in my cloak, and be chaired to your warm cabinet, where, I hope to poeſs voice enough, to aure you, of the ncere eﬅeem, and admiration, I feel for you,—whether I can tell you ſo, or no. Colds, and coughs, and catarrhs, may tie up the tongue, but the heart is above the little inconveniences, of its priſon-houſe, and will one day eſcape from them all. ’Till that period, I all beg leave to remain, with great truth,


  
    Your moﬅ faithful,


    And obedient, humble ſervant,


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXXVIII.


  To —— ———.


  Sunday Evening.


  THE poor in ſpirit, and the poor in purſe, with nine out of ten,—nay, with ninety-nine, in an hundred of the world, are ſo alike, that, by praing the virtues of the former, a man generally gets, all the credit, or rather diſcredit of the latter.


  Here are very few, my friend, who have that nice inght into charaers, as to be able to diſcern the various, but approaching ades, that diﬅingui them from each other—and, ſorry am I to ſay it, but, there are ﬅill fewer, who have the humanity to make them employ their diſcernment, where it ought to be employed, in favour of the heart.


  This moderation of temper, which is always aociated to ﬅerling merit, is made to win the love of the few, but is too apt, at the ſame time, to be not only the dupe, but the contempt of the many. He, who comes not forward with his pretenons, is either ſuppoſed to poeſs none,—or to be prevented by ſome awkward, or diſgraceful circumﬅances, from oﬀering them.—The ignorant, the upﬅart, and the auming will, not be made to believe, that the humble can have merit.—As they themſelves wear, the tinſel ſuit of tawdry qualiﬁcations, upon their backs, they look no further for the qualities of others—Which, by the bye, is natural enough.


  The wicked, and the knavi, will not ſuppoſe, that a man on the ſcore of conſcience, or virtue, can be ſuch an idiot, as to praiſe ſubmion, and keep back brilliant talents from exerciſe, becauſe he cannot enliﬅ them in an honeﬅ cauſe;—or, that when he is employing them in an humble way,—it is not with ſome degn of artiﬁce, or from ſome motive that is baſe;—ſo that the modeﬅ, diﬃdent, and Chriﬅian charaer, ﬅands but little chance of what is called good fortune in the world.—Indeed, Chriﬅianly ſpeaking, there is no great promiſe made to it, in this petty circle of time;—Such virtues, are to look, to more durable honours, when this world is faded away,—and it is their conſolation and their delight, here, that ſuch a reward awaits them. Alas,—without this hope, how could the good bear as they do, the thouſand untoward circumﬅances, that are continually preng upon them,—and, chang away the ſmile from the cheeks, and placing tears in their ﬅead.


  But I am interrupted,—or I believe,—inﬅead of a letter—you would have had a ſermon; but it is Sunday evening,—and therefore with,—a God bleſs you,—I conclude myſelf,


  
    Your aﬀeionate—


    L. STERNE.

  


  ☜


  LETTER XXXIX.


  To —— ———


  Saturday Evening.


  IHAVE had, my friend, another attack, and though I am, in a great meaſure recovered, it has hinted to me one thing, at leaﬅ, which is,—that if I am ra enough to riſk the Winter in London, I all never ſee another Spring. *


  But be that as it may,—as my family is now in England, and as I have my ſentimental journey;—which, I think with you, will be the moﬅ popular of my works, to give to the world:—I know not how it will be poble for me, to run ſo counter to my intereﬅ, my aﬀeions, and my vanity—as to ſet my face ſouthward before March,—and I think if I get to that period, I may bid the ſcare-crow, deﬁance, for another ſeven, or eight months,—and then I may leave him in the fogs, and go where, as he ſo often followed me in vain, he will not follow me again. And this idea cheers my ſpirit—not, believe me, that I am uneaſy about death, as death;—but, that I think, for a dozen years to come—I could make a very tolerable, good uſe of life.


  But be that as it pleaſes God.


  Bedes I have promiſed your,—and ſure I may add, my charming friend, Mrs. V——,to pay her a vit in Ireland,—which,—I mean that you ould do with me.


  It is not that you introduced me to her acquaintance,—which is ſomething; it is not her enchanting voice which, humanly ſpeaking may be more,—nor that e has come herſelf, in the form of a pitying angel, and made my Tiſan for me during my illneſs,—and played at picquet with me, in order to prevent my attempt to talk, as e was told it would do me harm;—which is moﬅ of all—that makes me love her ſo much as I do;—but it is a mind attuned to every virtue, and a nature of the ﬁrﬅ order,—beaming through a form of the ﬁrﬅ beauty. In my life did I never ſee any thing—ſo truely graceful as e is, nor had I an idea, ’till I ſaw her—that grace could be ſo perfe in all its parts, and ſo ſuited to all the higher ordinances of the ﬁrﬅ life, from the ſuperintending impulſe of the mind. For I will anſwer for it, that education, though called forth to the utmoﬅ exertions, has played a very ſubordinate part, in the compotion of her charaer. All its beﬅ eﬀorts are—as it were—in the back ground, or rather are loﬅ in the general maſs of thoſe qualities, which predominate over all her acceory accompliments.


  In ort if I had ever ſo great an inclination to croſs the gulph, while ſuch a woman beckoned me to ﬅay,—I could not depart.


  The world, however has abſolutely killed me, and ould ſuch a report have reached you, I know full well, that it would have grieved you ſorely,—and I wi you not to ed a tear for me in vain.—That you will drop more than one over thy friend Yorick, when he is dead, ſooths him while he is yet alive;—but I truﬅ that, though there may be ſomething in my death, whenever it happens,—to diﬅreſs you, there will, be ſomething, alſo in the remembrance of me, to comfort you, when I am laid beneath the marble.


  But why do I talk of marble,—I ould ſay beneath the ſod.


  
    For cover my head with a turf, or a ﬅone,


    ’Twill be all one—


    ’Twill be all one.

  


  Till then, at leaﬅ, I all be, with great truth,


  
    Your moﬅ aﬀeionate,


    L. STERNE.

  


  FINIS.


  ☜


  
    * All the eﬀes of ﬅrangers (Swiſs and Scotch excepted) dying in France, are ſeized by virtue of this law, tho’ the heir be upon the ſpot—the proﬁt of theſe contingencies being farm’d, there is no redreſs.


    * A chaiſe, ſo called in France, from its holding but one perſon.


    * Vide S——’s Travels.


    * Poﬅ horſe.


    * Noſegay.


    * Hackney-coach.


    * Plate, napkin, knife, fork, and ſpoon.


    * The Romi Rituals dire the baptizing of the child, in caſes of danger, before it is born;—but upon this proviſo, That ſome part or other of the child’s body be ſeen by the baptizer:—But the Doors of the Sorbonne, by a deliberation held amongﬅ them, April 10, 1733,—have enlarged the powers of the midwives, by determining, That though no part of the child’s body ould appear,—that baptiſm all, nevertheleſs, be adminiﬅered to it by injeion,—par le moyen d’une petite canulle,—Anglicè a ſquirt.—’Tis very ﬅrange that St. Thomas Aquinas, who had ſo good a mechanical head, both for tying and untying the knots of ſchool-divinity,—ould, after ſo much pains beﬅowed upon this,—give up the point at laﬅ, as a ſecond La choſe impoble,—“Infantes in maternis uteris exiﬅentes (quoth St. Thomas!) baptizari pount nullo modo.”—O Thomas! Thomas!


    If the reader has the curioty to ſee the queﬅion upon baptiſm by injeion, as preſented to the Doors of the Sorbonne, with their conſultation thereupon, it is as follows.


    * Vide Deventer, Paris edit., 4to, 1734, p. 366.


    * Pentagraph, an inﬅrument to copy Prints and Piures mechanically, and in any proportion.


    * The author is here twice miﬅaken;—for Lithopædus ould be wrote thus, Lithopaedii Senonens Icon. The ſecond miﬅake is, that this Lithopædus is not an author, but a drawing of a petriﬁed child. The account of this, publied by Albous, 1580, may be ſeen at the end of Cordaeus’s works in Spachius. Mr. Triﬅram Shandy has been led into this error, either from ſeeing Lithopædus’s name of late in a catalogue of learned writers in Dr. ——, or by miﬅaking Lithopædus for Trinecavellius,—from the too great militude of the names.


    * Vide Vol. II. p. 159.


    * As the genuineneſs of the conſultation of the Sorbonne upon the queﬅion of baptiſm, was doubted by ſome, and denied by others—’twas thought proper to print the original of this excommunication; for the copy of which Mr. Shandy returns thanks to the chapter clerk of the dean and chapter of Rocheﬅer.


    * Vide Locke.


    * As Hafen Slawkenbergius de Nas is extremely ſcarce, it may not be unacceptable to the learned reader to ſee the ſpecimen of a few pages of his original; I will make no reﬂeion upon it, but that his ﬅory-telling Latin is much more conciſe than his philoſophic—and, I think, has more of Latinity in it.


    * Hafen Slawkenbergius means the Benediine nuns of Cluny, founded in the year 940, by Odo, abbé de Cluny.


    * Mr. Shandy’s compliments to orators—is very ſenble that Slawkenbergius has here changed his metaphor—which he is very guilty of:—that as a tranator, Mr. Shandy has all along done what he could to make him ﬅick to it—but that here ’twas impoble.


    * Nonnulli ex noﬅratibus eadem loquendi formulâ utun. Quinimo & Logiﬅæ & Canoniﬅæ—Vid. Parce Barne Jas in d.L. Provincial. Conﬅitut. de conjec. vid. Vol. Lib. 4. Titul. 1. n. 7. quâ etiam in re conſpir. Om de Promontorio Nas. Tichmak. ﬀ. d. tit. 3. fol. 189. pam. Vid. Glos. de contrahend. empt, &c. necnon J. Scrudr, in cap. § refut. per totum. Cum his cons. Rever. J. Tubal, Sentent. & Prov. cap. 9. ﬀ. 11, 12. obiter. V. & Librum, cui Tit. de Terris & Phras. Belg. ad ﬁnem, cum comment, N. Bardy Belg. Vid. Scrip. Argentotarens. de Antiq. Ecc. in Epiſc. Archiv. ﬁd coll. per Von Jacobum Koinoven Folio Argent. 1583. præcip. ad ﬁnem. Quibus add. Rebuﬀ in L. obvenire de Signif. Nom. ﬀ. fol. & de jure Gent. & Civil. de protib. aliena feud. per federa, teﬅ. Joha. Luxius in prolegom, quem velim videas, de Analy. Cap. 1, 2, 3. Vid. Idea.


    * Hæc mira, ſatiſque horrenda. Planetarum coitio ſub Scorpio Aﬅeriſmo in nona cœli ﬅatione, quam Arabes religioni deputabant eﬃcit Martinum Lutherum ſacrilegum hereticum, Chriﬅianæ religionis hoﬅem acerrimum atque prophanum, ex horoſcopi direione ad Martis coitum, religiomus obiit, ejus Anima ſceleﬅima ad infernos navigavit—ab Aleo, Tiphone & Megara ﬂagellis igneis cruciata perenniter.


    —Lucas Gaurieus in Traatu aﬅrologico de præteritis multorum hominum accidentibus per genituras examinatis.


    * Ce Fœtus n’étoit pas plus grand que la paume de la main; mais ſon pere l’ayant éxaminé en qualité de Médecin, & ayant trouvé que c’etoit quâlque choſe de plus qu’un Embryon, le ﬁt tranſporter tout vivant à Rapallo, ou il le ﬁt voir à Jerôme Bardi & à d’autres Médecins du lieu. On trouva qu’il ne lui manquoit rien d’eentiel à la vie; & ſon pere pour faire voir un eai de ſon experience, entreprit d’achever l’ouvrage de la Nature, & de travailler à la formation de l’Enfant avec le même artiﬁce que celui dont on ſe ſert pour faire écclorre les Poulets en Egypte. Il inﬅruit une Nourie de tout ce qu’elle avoit à faire, & ayant fait mettre ſon ﬁls dans un pour proprement accommodé, il reut à l’élever & à lui faire prendre ſes accroiemens neceaires, par l’uniformité d’une chaleur étrangere meſurée éxaement ſur les dégrés d’un Thermométre, ou d’un autre inﬅrument équivalent. (Vide Mich. Giuﬅinian, ne gli Scritt. Liguri à Cart. 223. 488.)


    On auroit toujours été très ſatisfait de l’induﬅrie d’un pere  experimenté dans l’Art de la Generation, quand il n’auroit pû prolonger la vie à ſon ﬁls que pour quelques mois, ou pour peu d’années.


    Mais quand on ſe repreſente que l’Enfant a vecu près de quatre-vingts ans, & qu’il a composé quatre-vingts Ouvrages diﬀerents tous fruits d’une longue leure—il faut convenir que tout ce qui eﬅ incroyable n’eﬅ pas toujours faux, & que la Vraiſemblance n’eﬅ pas toujours du côté de la Verité.


    Il n’avoit que dix neuf ans lorſqu’il compoſa Gonopſychanthropologia de Origine Animæ humanæ.


    (Les Enfans celebres, revûs & corrigés par M. de la Monnoye de l’Academie Françoiſe.)


    * Vide Menagiana, Vol. I.


    * Vide Swinburn on Teﬅaments, Part 7, §8.


    † Vide Brook, Abridg. Tit. Adminiﬅr. N. 47.


    * Mater non numeratur inter conſanguineos, Bald. in ult. C. de Verb. gniﬁc.


    * Vide Brook, Abridg. tit. Adminiﬅr. N. 47.


    * This book my father would never conſent to publi; ’tis in manuſcript, with ſome other tras of his, in the family, all, or moﬅ of which will be printed in due time.


    * Mr. Shandy is ſuppoſed to mean ******** *** Eſq.; member for ******,—and not the Chineſe Legiator.


    * Χαλεπῆς νόσου, καὶ δυσιάτου ἀπαλλαγὴν, ἣν ἄνθρακα καλοῦσιν.—Philo.


    † Τὰ τεμνόμενα τῶν ἐθνῶν τολυγονώτατα, καὶ πολυανθρωπότατα εἶναι.


    ‡ Καθαριότητος εἵνεκεν.—Bochart.


    * Ὁ Ἶλος, τὰ αἰδοῖα περιτέμνεται, ταὐτὸ ποιῆσαι καὶ τοὺς ἅμ’ αυτῷ συμμάχους καταναγκάσας.—Sanchuniatho.


    * Nous aurions quelque interêt, ſays Baillet, de montrer qu’il n’a rien de ridicule s’il étoit veritable, au moins dans le ſens énigmatique que Nicius Erythræus a tâché de lui donner. Cet auteur dit que pour comprendre comme Lipſe, il a pû compoſer un ouvrage le premier jour de ſa vie, il faut s’imaginer, que ce premier jour n’eﬅ pas celui de ſa naiance charnelle, mais celui au quel il a commencé d’uſer de la raiſon; il veut que ç’ait été à l’âge de neuf ans; et il nous veut perſuader que ce fut en cet âge, que Lipſe ﬁt un poëme.—Le tour eﬅ ingénieux, &c. &c.


    * Vid. Pellegrina.


    * Alluding to the ﬁrﬅ edition.


    * Vid. Book of French poﬅ roads, page 36, edition of 1762.


    * Chief Magiﬅrate in Toulouſe, &c. &c. &c.


    * Non orbis gentem, non urbem gens habet ullam

       —————ulla parem.


    * The ſame Don Pringello, the celebrated Spani archite, of whom my coun Antony has made ſuch honourable mention in a ſcholium to the Tale inſcribed to his name.—Vid. p. 129, ſmall edit.


    * Vid. Vol. VI. p. 152.


    * Vid. Pope’s Portrait.


    * Rodope Thracia tam inevitabili faſcino inﬅrua, tam exaè oculus intuens attraxit, ut  in illam quis incidiet, ﬁeri non poet, quin caperetur.—I know not who.


    * This will be printed with my father’s Life of Socrates, &c. &c.


    * Mr. Shandy muﬅ mean the poor in ſpirit; inaſmuch as they divided the money amongﬅ themſelves.


    * He loﬅ his hand at the battle of Lepanto.


    * This muﬅ be a miﬅake in Mr. Shandy; for Graaf wrote upon the pancreatick juice, and the parts of generation.


    * Preached in Lent.


    * Preached on Good Friday.


    * Preached in Lent.


    * Vid. Tillotſon’s ſermon on this ſubje.


    * N. B. Moﬅ of theſe reﬂeions upon the miſeries of life, are taken from Wollaﬅon.


    * Chriﬅian hero.


    * Vide 2 Chronicles ix. 21.


    * Charily ſermon, at St. Andrew’s, Holborn.


    * 2 Kings, vi. 7.


    * A friend of the Author of the Divine Legation ſuſpeing, from report, that Sterne had a degn to make that learned prelate Triﬅram’s tutor, in the continuation of his work; hinted his ſuſpicions to him in a letter, to which this is an anſwer.


    * York.


    † Dr. Fount——n, Dean of York.


    ‡ Dr. T—ph—m.


    * Apb. H—tt—n.


    * Abp, H—rr—g.


    * Dr. Braith—t.


    * Mr. Eirdm—e.


    † Lawrence Sterne.


    * See Page 11.


    * The late reverend Laurence Sterne, A. M. &c. author of that truly original, humourous, heteroclite work, called The Life and Opinions of Triﬅram Shandy, of A Sentimental Journey through France and Italy (which, alas! he did not live to ﬁni) and of ſome volumes of Sermons. Of his ſkill in delineating and ſupporting his charaers, thoſe of the father of his hero, of his uncle Toby, and of corporal Trim (out of numberleſs others) aﬀord ample proof: To his power in the pathetic, whoever all read the ﬅories of Le Fevre, Maria, the Monk, and the dead Aſs, muﬅ, if he has feelings, bear ſuﬃcient teﬅimony: And his Sermons throughout (though ſometimes, perhaps, chargeable with a levity not entirely becoming the pulpit) breathe the kindeﬅ ſpirit of Philanthropy, of good will towards man. For the few exceptional parts of his works, thoſe ſmall blemies


    
      Quas aut incuria fudit,


      Aut humana parum cavit natura—

    


    ſuﬀer them, kind critic, to reﬅ with his aes!


    The above eulogium will, I doubt not, appear to you (and perhaps alſo to many others) much too high for the literary charaer of Sterne; I have not at preſent either leiſure or inclination to enter into argument upon the queﬅion; but, in truth I condered myſelf as largely his debtor for the tears and the laughter he ſo frequently excited, and was derous to leave behind me (for ſo long at leaﬅ as this triﬂe all remain) ſome ſmall memorial of my gratitude: I will even add, that, although I regard the memory of Shakeſpeare with a veneration little ort of idolatry, I eﬅeem the Monk’s horn-box a relick “as devoutly to be wied” as a pipe-ﬅopper, a walking-ﬅick, or even an ink-ﬅand of the mulberry-tree.


    * Mrs Medalle thinks an apology may be neceary for publiing this letter—the beﬅ e can oﬀer is—that it was written by a fond parent (whoſe commendations e is proud of) to a very ncere friend.


    * This alluon is improper. A philtre originally gniﬁes a love potion—and it is uſed as a noun from the verb philtrate—it muﬅ gnify a ﬅrainer, not a ſucker—cloth is ſometimes uſed for the purpoſe of draining by means of its pores or capillary tubes, but its aion is contrary to philtration. His meaning is enough; but as he drew up this fragment without ﬅopping his pen, as I was informed, it is no wonder he erred in the application of ſome of his terms.


    * Chriﬅian hero.


    * The late amiable and excellent Lord Cunningham.


    † The late Lady Mulgrave.


    * The Late Lord Mulgrave.


    * In the very beginning of the following Spring, he died at his lodgings in Bond-ﬅreet.
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