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L I F E

OF THE LATE
REV. MR. LAURENCE STERNE,

WRITTEN BY HIMSELT.

B.OGER STERNE (grandson to Archbishop Sterne)
Lieutenant in Handaside’s regiment, was married to Ag-
nes Hebert, widow of a captain of a good family : her
family name was, I believe, Nuttle — thongh upon re.
collection, that was the name of her father-in-law, who
was a noted sutler in Flanders, in Queen Anne’s wars,
where my father married his wife's danghter (N. B. he
was in debt to him) which was in September 25, 1711,
01d Style. — 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 Clonmel, in the South of Ireland, at which town
I was born, November 24, 1713, a few days after my
mother arrived from Duankirk. — My birth-day was emin-
ous to my poor father, who was, the day after our ar-
rival , 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 ; she was born at Lisle in
French Flanders, July 10, 1712, Old Style. — This child
was most unfortunate — she married one Weemans, in
Dublin — who used her most unmercifully — spent his
substance, became a bankrupt, and left my poor sister to
shift for herself, — which she was able to do but for a
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few mounths, for she went to a friend’s louse in the
country, and died of a broken heart. She was a most
beantiful woman — of a fine fignre, and deserved a better
fate. — The regiment in which my father served being
broke, he left Ireland as soon as 1 was able to be earried,
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 George Jaques, and an heiress. There
we sojourned for above ten months, when the regiment
was established, and our honshold decamped with bag
and baggage for Dublin — within a mouth of our arrival,
—my father left us, being ordered to Exeter, where in a
sad winter, my mother and her two children followed
lim , travetling from Liverpool by land to Plymouth.
(Melancholy description of this jouruey not necessary to
be transmitted here.) In twelve months we were all sent
back to Dublin. — My mother with three of us (for she
laid in at Plymouth of a boy, Joram), took ship at Bristol,
for Ireland, and had a narrow escape of being cast away,
by a leak springing up in the vessel. At length, after
many perils and struggles, we got to Dublin. There my
father took a large louse, furnished it, and in a year
and a half’s time spent a great deal of mouey. — In the
year 1719, all unhinged again ; the regiment was ordered,
with many others, to the Isle of Wight, in order to cmn-
bark for Spain, in the Vigo expedition. We accompanied
the regiment, and were driven into Milford Haven, but
Ianded at Bristol, from thence by land to Plymouth again,
and to the Isle of Wight — were I remember we stayed
encamped some time before the embarkation of the troops
— (in this expedition from Bristol to Hampshire we lost
peor Joram — a pretty boy, four years old, of the small-
pox) my mother, sister, and myself, remained at the
Isle of Wight during the Vigo expedition, and until the
regiment had god back to Wicklow in Ireland, from
whenee my father sent for ws. We had poor Joram’s
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loss supplied daring our stay in the Isle of Wight, by
the birth of a girl, Anne, born September 23, 1719. —
This pretty blossom fell at the age of three years, in
thie barracks of Dublin — she 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,
aud had all been cast away by a most violent storm,
hut, throngh the intercessions of my mother, the captain
was prevailed npon to turn back into Wales, where we
stayed a month, and at length got to Dublin, and tra-
velled 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, 1720, when Devijcher,
so0 called after Colonel Devijeher, was born; from thence
we decamped to stay half a year with Mr. Featherston,
n clergyman, about seven miles from Wicklow, who
being a relation of my mother’s, invited us to his par-
sonage at Animo. — It was in this parish, during our
stay, that I had that wonderful eseape ia falling through
a mill-race, whilst the mill was going, and of being
taken np unhurt — the story is incredible, hut known
for truth in all that part of Ireland — where hundreds
of the common people flocked ta seec me. — From hence
we followed the regiment to Dublin, where we lay in
the barracks a year. In this year, 1721, 1 learncd to
write, cte. The regiment was ordered in 1722 to Car-
rickfergus, in the north of lreland; we all decamped,
but got no further than Drogheda, theuce ordered to
Mullengar , forty miles west, where by Providence we
stumbled upon a kind relation, a collateral descendant
from Archbishop Sterme, who took us all to his castle,
and kindly entertained us for a year — and sent us to
the regiment at Carrvickfergus, loaded with kindnesses
ete. — a most rueful and tedious journey had we all, ir
Mareh to Carrickfergus, where we arrived in six or
seven days — little Devijelier here died; he was three
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years old — he had been left behind at nurse at a frni-
house mear Wicklow, but was fetched to us by my
father. The summer after — another child seut to fill
his place, Suvsan; this babe too left us behind in this
weary journey — The autumn of that year, or the spring
afterward, I forget which, my father got leave of his
colonel to fix me at school — which he did near lalifax,
with an able master; with whom 1 stayed some time, till
by God's carc of me, my cousin Steine, of Elvington,
bhecame a father to me, and sont me to the nuiversily,
cte. etc. To pursue the thread of our story, my father’s
regiment was the year after ordered to Londonderry,
where another sister was brought forth, Catharine, still
living, but most nwhappily estranged from me by my
uncle’s wickedness, and her own folly — from this sta-
tion the regiment was sent te defend Gibraltar, at the
siege, where my father was run throngh the body by
Captain Phillips, in a duel, the quarrel began abont a
gaose, with much dilficulty he survived — thoungh with a
partial constitntion, which was not able to withstand
the hardships it was but to — for he was sent to Jamaica,
where he sosn fell by the country fever, which took
away his senses first, and mode a child of him, and theu,
in a month or fwo, walking aboot continnally without
ecomplaining , till the moment he sat down in an arm
chair and breathed hiv last — which was at Port Autonio,
on thie north of the Island. — My father was a little smart
man, — active to the last degree, in all exercises — most
patient of fatizue and disappointments, of which it
pleased Goad to give him full measure — he was in his
temper somewhat rapid and hasty — but of a kindly,
sweet disposition, void of all design; and so innocent in
his own iutentions, that he suspected no oue : so that
vou micht have chcated him ten times in a day, if nine
had not been sufficient for your purpose — My poor father
died, Mareh 1731. —
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1 remained at Halifax till about the latter end of the
vear. and cannot omit mentioning this anecdote of my-
self and schoolmaster — He had the ceiling of the school-
room new white-washed — the ladder remained there —
I one uulucky day monnted it, and wrote with a brush,
in large capital letters, LAU. STERNE, for which the
usher severely whipped me. My master was very much
hurt at this, and said, before me, that never should
that name be effaced ; for I was a boy of genins, and
he was sare I should come to preferment — this expres-
sion made we forget the stripes I had received. In the
year thivty-fwo ¥) my cousin sent me to the university,
where I stayed some time. 'Twas there that I commenced

a friendship with Mr. 1I%##FE | which has been wmost last-
ing on both sides. — 1 then came to York, and my nucle
got me the living of Sutton — and at York 1 became ac-
quainted with your wother, and courted her for two
years — she owned she liked me, but thought herself not
rich enough, or me foo poor, to be joined together — she
went to her sister’s in S—, and I wrote to her often —
I believe then she was partly determined to have me,
but wonld not say so — at her return she fell into a
consumption — and one evening that I was sitting by her,
with an almost broken heart to see her so ill, she said,
« My dear Lawey. 1 can uever be yours, for T verily be-
lieve I have not long to live — bnt 1 have left you every
shilling of my fortune: . — upon that she shewed me her
will — this gemerosity overpowered me. 1t pleased God
that she recovered, and 1 married her in the year 1741.

My uncle ¥#) and myself were them upon very good

") Ile was admilled of Jesus College , in the uuiversity of Cam.
bridge, July 6, 1738, under the tuilion of Ms, Cannon.
%) Jaques Stevne, L, L, D. He was Prebendacy of Durham, Canun

Residentiavy, Precenlor and Prebendary of York, Rector of Rife,
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terms , for he soon got me the prebendavy of York — hut
he quarrelled with me afterwards, becanse 1 would not
write paragraphs in the newspapers — though he was a
party-man, 1 was not, and detested such dirty wovk:
thinking it beneath me #). From that period, he became,
my bitterest enemy. By my wife’s means I got the liv-
ing of Stillington — a friend of hers in the south had
promised her, that if she married a clergyman in York-
shire, when the living became vacant he would make
her a compliment of it. 1 remained near twenty years af
Sutten, deing duty at both places — I had then very good
heaith. Books, painting, fiddling, and sheoting, were
oy amnsements ; as to the squive of the parish, I cannot
say we were upon a very friendly footing — but at Stil-
lington, the family of the C—s shewed us every kind-
ness — '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, | took a house at York, for
your mother and yourself, and went up fo Loudon to
publish my two first volumes of Shandys In that year
Lord Falconbridge presented me with the euracy of Cox-
would — a sweet retirement in comparison of Sutton. Iu
1762 1 went to France, before the peace was concluded,
and you both followed me. 1 left you both in Frauce,
and in two years after, I went to ltaly for the recovery
of my lealth — and when 1 called npon you, 1 tried to
engage your mother to return to England with me, —
she and yourself are at length come — and 1 have the
inexpressible joy of seeing my girl every thing 1 wished
her.

and Rector of Hornsea cum Riston, both in the East Riding of
the county of York. He died June 9, 1759,

*) It hath however Leen insiunated, that he for some time wrote a
periodical electioneering paper at York, in defence of the Whig

Interest, Monthly Review, Vol, 53, p. 314,
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I hhave set down these particulars, relaling to my fu-
mily and self, for mny Lydia, in case heveafter she might
have @ curiosily, or Linder motive, to know them.

Mr. Sterne left York about the ¢nd of the year 1767,
and came to London in ovder to publish The Sentimental
Journey, which he had written during the preceding
summer at his favourite living at Coxwould. His health
had been for some time declining, but he continued to
visit his fiiends, and retained his usual flow of spirits.
In February, 1768, he began to perceive the approaches
of death, and with the concern of a good man, and the
solicitude of an affectionate parent. devoted his attention
to the {uture welfare of his dauvglhter. After a short
struggle with his disorder, his debilitated and worn-out
frame submitted to fate on the 1Sth day of March, 1768,
at his lodgings in Bond-street. e was buried at the new
burying-ground, belonging to the parish of St. George,
Hanover.squarc, on the 22d of the same month, in the
most private manner; and hath since been indebted to
strangers for a monument very unworthy of his memory;

on which the following lines are inscribed :

Near {o this Place,
Lies the body of
The Reverend Laurence Sterne, A. M.
Died September 13th #), 17¢8
Aged 53 Years.

« Ah! wmolliler ossa quiescant..

If a sound head, warm heart, and breasi humane,
Unsuliied worth, and sonl without a stain;

If mental powers could ever justly claim

The well won tribute of immortal fame,

*) This dale is evroucous, sea fina the Giteenth of this page
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Sterne was the man, who, with gigantic stride,
Mowed down luxuriant follies far and wide.

Yet what, though keenest knowledge of mankind
Unseal’d to him the springs that move the mind;
What did it cost him? ridicul’d, abus’d,

By fools insulted, and by prudes aceus’d.

In his, mild reader, view thy future fate,

Like him despise, what 'twere a sin to hate.

This monumental stone was erected by two brother
masons ; for although he did not live to be a member of
their society, yet as his all incomparable performances
evidently prove him to have acted by rnle and square,
they rejoice in this opportunity of perpetnating his high
and irveproachable character to after ages.
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GLEANINGS FROM STERNE.

SERMON XLIV.

THE WAYS OF PROVIDENCE JUSTI-
FIED TO MAN.

Psalm LXXXIII. 12, 13.

Behold, liese are the ungodly who prosper in the world,
they increase in riches.

Verily I have cleansed my heart in vain, and washed my
hands in innocency.

THIS complaint of the Psalmist's concerning the pro-
miscuous distribution of God’s blessings to the just and
unjust, — that thie sun shounld shine without distinction
upoit the good and the bad,—and rains descend upon the
righteous and unrighteous man,—is a subject that has
atforded much matter for inquiry, and at one time or other
has raised doubts to dishearten and perplex the minds of
men. If the sovereign Lord of all the earth does look on,
whenee so mueh disorder in the face of things? —why is
it permitted, that wise and good men should De left often
a prey to so many miseries aund distresses of life, —whilst
the guilty and foolish 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 punishments to take place after this
life, — wherein all these inequalities shall be made even,
where the circumstances of every man’s case shall be
considered , and where God shall Dbe justified in all his
ways, and every mouth shall be stopped.

this was not so, if the ungodly were to prosper in
the world, and have riches in possession— and no distine-
tion to he made hereafter, — to what purpose would it
have been to have maintained our integrity ?—Lo! then,
indeed , should I have cleansed my hearf in vain, and
washed my hands in innocency.

It is farther said, and what is a more direct answer
to the point, — that when God created man, that he might
make him capable of receiving happiness at his hands
hereafter , — e endowed him with liberty and freedom of

1
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choice, withont which he could not have been a ercature
accountable for his actions ; —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 eould no ways be prevented, but by
the total subversion of human liberty ; — that should God
make bare his arm, and interpose on 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,
since they would act under force and nceessity, and nog
from the determinations of their own mind ; — that, upan
this supposition, —a man could with no more reason ex-
pect to go to heaven for acts of temperance, justice, and
liamanity, than for the ordinary impulses ot hunger and
thirst, which nature divected — that God has dealt wirth
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 acting, and then left him to take which course his
reason and direction shall peint out.

1 shall desist from enlarging any further upon either
of the foregoing argoments in vindication of God's pro-
vidence, which are urged so aften with so mnch force
and conviction, as to leave no room for a reasonmable
reply ; — since 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
arc placed.

In all charges of this kind, we generally take two
things for granted ; — 1st, That in the instances we pive,
we know certainly the good from the bad;— and, 2dly,
The respective state of their enjoyments or sufferings.

I shall, therefore, in the remaining part of my disconrse,
take up your time with a short inquiry into the diffien}-
ties of coming not only at the true characters of men,—
but likewise of knowing either the degrees of their veal
happiness, or misery, in this life.

The first of these will teach us candour in our judg.
ments of others , — the second, to which | shall confine
myself, will teach us humility In our reasomings upon the
wnis of God.

For though miseries ot the good, and the prosperity
of the wicked, are not in general to be denied :—yet I
shall endeavour to shew, that the particular instances we
are apt to produce, when we cry out in the wards of the
Psalmist, Lo! these are the ungodly,—these prosper, and
are happy in the world ; —I say, I shall endeavour to shew,
fhat we are so ignorant of the articles of the charge, —
and the evidence we go upon to make them good is so
lame and defective, — as to be sufficient by itself to eheck
all propensity to expostulate with God's providence, allow.
ing there was no other way of clearing up the matfer
reconcileably to his attributes.
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And, first,—what certain and infallible marks have we
of the gooduess or haduess of the bhulk of mankind?

If we trust to fame aud reports, — If they are good,
how do we kiiow but they may proceed from partial
friendship or flattery ? — when bad, from envy or malice,
from ill-natured surmises and constrnetions of things?
and on both sides, from small matters nggrandized through
mistake, — and sometimes throungh the unskilful relation
of even truth itself? — From some or all of which causes,
it happens, that the characters of men, like the histories
of the Kgyptians, are to be received and read with cau-
tion ; — they nre generally dressed ont and disfignred with
s0 many dreams and fables, that every ordinary reader
shall not be able to distinguish truth from falsehood. —
But allowing these reflections to be too severe in this
matter, — that no such a thing as envy ever lesscued a
man’s character, or malice blackened it: — yet the charac-
ters of men are not easily peuetrated., as they depead
often upon the retired, unseen parts of a man’s life. —
The best and truest piety is most secret, and the worst
of actions , for different reasons, will be so too. — Some
men are modest, and seem to take pains ta hide their
virtues ; and, from a nataral distanee and reserve in their
tempers, scarce sufter their good qualities to be known: —
others, on the countrary, put in practice a thousand little
arts to counterfeit virtnes which they have nat,— the
better to conceal those vices they really have; — and this
under fair shows of sanctity, good nature, generosity, or
some virtue or other,— too specious to be seen throngh, —
too amiable and disinterested to lbe suspected. — These
hints may be sufficient to shew how hard it is to come
at the matter of fact: —but one may go a step further,—
and say, that even that, in many cases, conld we come
to the knowledge of it, is not sufficient by itself to pro-
nounce a man either good or bacdh — There are nnmbers
of circnmstances which attend every action of a man’s life,
which can never come to the knowledge of the world, —
vet onght to he kwown, and well weighed, before sentence
with any justice can be passed npon 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 passes with him, may be a secret treasured np
deeply there for ever.— A man. throogh bodily infirmity,
or some complexional defect, which perhaps is not in his
power to corvect, — may be subject to inadvertencies,—
to starts, —and uuhappy turns of temper; he may lie 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 vet be innocent, —
at least an object 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
characters of others.— But, for once, let us suppose them

*
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all to be got over, so that we could see the bottom of
every man’s heart;—let ns allow that the word, rogue
or honest man, was wrote so legihly in every man’s face,
that mo one could possibly mistake it;— yet still the hap-
piness of both the one and the other, which is the only
fact 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 decisions are little mare than random gunesses, — For
who can search the heart of man! — it is treacherous even
to ourselves, and much more likely to impose npon aothers.
— Fven in laughter (if you will believe Solomon) the heart
is sorrowful; — tee mind sits drooping wiilst the counte-
nance is gay:—and even he who is the ohjeet of envy to
those who look mo further than the surface of his estate,
— may appear at the same time worthy of compassion to
those who kiow lhis private recesses, — Besides this, a
man’s unhappiness is not ta be ascertained so much from
what is known to have befallen him, —as from his parti.
cular tnrn and cast of mind, and capacity of bearing it.—
Paverty, exile, loss of fame or friends, the death of
children, the dearest of all pledges of & man’s happiness,
make not equal impressions upon every temper. — Yon
will see one man undergo, with scarce the expence of a
sigh, —what another, in tlic bitterness of his sunl, would
go mourning for all his life long : —uay, a hasty word,
or an unkind lock, to a soft and tender nature, will strike
deeper than a sword to the hardened and senseless, — 1f
these reflections 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 parti-
cular cast of mind , — it happens that neither the use or
possession of the same enjoyment and advantages, pro-
duce the same happiness and contentment; but that it
differs in every man aimost according to his temper and
complexion : —so that the self-same lbappy accidents in
life, which shall give raptures fo the choleric or sangnine
man, shall be reccived with indifference by the cold and
phlegmatic ; — and so oddly perplexed are the accounts of
both human hLappiness and misery in this world,— that
trifles, light as air, shall be able to make the hearts of
some men sing for joy;— at the same time that others,
with real blessings and advantages, without the power of
using 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 ns how little a way we have gone
towards the proof of a man’s l}appmess,—in barely
saying, — Lo! this man prospers in the world, and this
man has riches in possession.

hen a man has got much above us, we take it for

granted , — that he sees some glorious prospects, and
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feels some mighty pleasures from his height; — whereas,
could we get up ta him, it is great odds whether we
should find any thing to make us tolerable amends for
the pains and trouble of climbing up so high. — Nothing,
perbaps, but more dangers and more tronbles still; and
such a giddiness of head besides, as to make a wise man
wish he was well down again upen the level. — To calcu-
late, therefore, the happiness of mankind by their stations
and honours, is the mast deceitful of all rules ; — great,
no doubt, is the happiness which a moderate fortune,
and moderate desires, with a consciousness of virtue, will
secure a man. — Many are the silent pleasures of the
honest peasant, who rises cheerfully to his labour:—look
into his dwelling, — where the scene of every man’s hap-
piness chiefly lies,— he has the same domestic endear-
ments, — as much joy and comfort in his children, — and
as flattering hopes of their doing well, to enliven his hours
and to glad his lieart, as you counld conceive in the most
affluent station. — And I make no doubt, in general, but
it the trne acconnt of his jovs and sufferings were to be
balanced with these of his betters, that the upshot wonld
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 physicians to
attend and set him to rights;—the other, more health
and soundness in his bones, and less occasion for their

help ; — that, after these two articles betwixt them
were balanced , — in all other things they stood npon a
level : — that the sun shines as warm, —the air blows as

fresh, and the carth breathes as fragant npon the one
as the other ;—and that they have an equal share in all
the beanties and real bencfits of nature. — These hints
may be sufficient to shew what I proposed from them,
— the difficnities which attend us in judging truly either
of the happlness or the misery of the bulk of mankind, —
the evidence being still more defective in this case (as
the matter of fact is too hard to come at) — than even in
that of judging of their true characters ; of both which,
in general, we have such imperfect knowledge as will
teach nus 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 nmequally in this world, is one
of the strongest nataral argunments for a fotare state, —
and therefore is not to be overthrown ; nevertheless, —
1 am persuaded the charge is far from being as great as
at first sight it may appear; — or if it is,— that our views
of things 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 lad men were as great as onr general
complaints make them ; — and, what is not the case, —
that we were able to clear up the matter, or answer it
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irreconcileably with God's justice and providence, — what
shall we infer ?— Why, the most becoming conclusion is,
— that it is one instance more. out of many others, of our
ignorance : — why should this, or any other religious diffi-
culty he canunot comprehend , — why should it alarm him
more than ten thousand other difticnltics which every day
elude his more exact and attentive search? — Daes not the
meanest flower in the field, or the smallest blade of grass,
baflle the understanding of the most pevetrating mind ?—
Can the deepest inquiries after nature tell us, upon what
particular size and motion of parts the various colours
and tastes of vegetables depend ; —why one shrub is
Inxative, — another restringent; — why arsenic or helle-
bore should lay waste this noble frame of ours, — or opitm
lock up all the inroads to our senses, — and plunder us,
in so merciless a manner, of reason and understanding?
—Nay. have not thie maost obvious things that come in
our way, dark sides, which the quickest sight canuot
penctrate 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 opininns of thy own wisdam. that thou wouldst
correct the measures of the Almighty, go then, —take a
full view of thyself in this glass; — consider thy own fa-
culties, how narrow aund imperfect; —how much they are
chequered with truth and falsehood ; — how little arvives
at thy knowledge, and how darkly and confusedly thon
discernest even that little as in a glass : — consider 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 ingnivies,—what fresh subjects
of amazement. —and what fresh reasons to believe there
are more yet behind, which thou canst never comprehend.
— Consider, these are but part of his ways; — how little
a portion is heard ot him! Canst thon, by searching,
find out God? wouldst thou know the Almighty to per-
fection? — 'Tis as high as lecaven, what canst thon do? —
’tis_deeper than hell, how canst thon kuow it?

Could we but see the mysterions workings af Provi-
denece, and were we able to comprehiend the whole plan
of his infinite wisdom and goodness. which possibly may
be the case in thie 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 ery out with the Apostle, in that rapturous ex-
clamation, — 0! the depth of the riches both of the good-
ness and wisdom of God | — how unsearchable are his ways,
and his paths past finding out!

Now to God, etc.
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AFFLICTION AND CONSOLATION.

TueRE is not an object in this world which God can
he supposed to look down upon with greater pleasure,
than that of a good man involved in misfortunes, sur-
rounded on all sides with difficnlties — yet eheerfully
bearing up his head, and struggling against them with
firmuess and constancy of mind. — Certainly, to our con-
ceptions, such objects must be truly engaging : — and the
reason of so cxalted an encominm from this hand, is
easily to be guessed : 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
niturce, the sicknesses, disappointments, sorrows for the
loss of children or property, with the numberless other
calamities and cross accidents to which the life of man
is subject, were in themselves so great. — and so litte
solid comfort to be administered from the mere refine-
ments of phitosophy in such emergencies, that there was no
virtue which required greater efforts, or which was found
so difficult to be atchieved upon moral principles — which
had no foundation to sustain this great weight, which the
infirmities of onur nature laid npon it. And for this reason,
‘tis observable, that there is no subject, upon which the
moral writers of antiquity lave cxhausted so mueh of
their cloguence, or where they have spent so much time
and paius, as in this of endeavouring to reconcile men to
these evils, Insomuch, that from thence, in most modern
languages, the patient enduring of affliction, has by de-
grees obtained the name of philosophy, and almost mono-
polized the word to itself, as if it were the chief end or
compendinm of all the wisdom which philosophy had to
ofter.  And, indeed, considering what lights they had,
some of them wrote extremely well ; yet, as what they
said proceeded more from the lLiead than the heart, ‘twas
generaily more calevlated ta silence a man in his troubles,
thau ta convinee and teach him how to bear them. And,
therefore, however subtile and ingenious their arguments
might appear in the reading, ’tis to be feared they lost
muel of their efficaey, when tried in the application. 1f
a man were thmst back in the world by disappointments,
or—as was Joub's case — had suffered a sud:lien change
in his fortunes, from an affluent condition were brought
down by a train of cruel accidents, and pinched with po-
verty — philosopliy 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, shonld equally
enable him to behave well in the days of his adversity: —
that it was the property only of weak and base spirits,
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who were insolent in the one, to be dejected and aver-
thrown by the other ; whereas great and generous sonls
were at all times calm and equal. — As they enjoyed the
advantages of life with indifference, — they were alle to
resign 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 should any more receive relief from
such a lecture, 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 physician a
nice dissertation upon his ecase, The philosophic conso-
lations in sickness, or in afflictions for the death of friends
and kindred, were just as efficacious ; — and were rather
in general to be considered as good sayings than good
remedies. — So that, if a man were bereaved of a pro-
mising child, in whom all his hopes and expectations
centered, — or a wife were left destitute to mounrn the loss
and protection of a kind and tender husband, Seneca or
Epictetus would tell the pensive parent and disconsolate
widow—that tears and lamentation for the dead were fruit-
less and absurd ; that to die was the necessary and un-
avoidable debt of nature: — and as it could admit of no
remedy , — ’twas impions and foolish to grieve and fret
themselves upon it.

Upon such sage counsel, as well as many other les-
sons of the same stamp, the same reflection might he
applied, which is said to have been made by one of the
Roman emperors, to one who administered the same con-
solations to him, on a like occasion,—to whom, advising
him to be comforted, and make himself easy, since the
event had been brought about by a fatality, and could not
be helped, — he replied, « That this was so far fram les-
«sening his trouble, — that it was the very circumstance
= which occasioned it., — So that upon the whale — 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 indebied 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 instructors. And therefore I should make
no scruple to assert, that one such instance of patience
and resignation at this, which the Scripture gives us in
the person of Job, not of one moast pompously declaiming
upon the contempt of pain and poverty, hut of a man
suuk in the lowest condition of humanity, to behold him
when stripped of his estate, his wealth, his friends, his
children — cheerfully holding up his head, and entertaining
his hard fortune with firmuess and serenity; — and this,
not from a stoical stupidity, but a just sense of God’s pro-
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vidence, and a persuasion of his justice and goodness in
all his dealings — such an example, I say, as this, is of
more universal use; speaks trner to the heart, than all
the heroie precepts which the pedantry of philosophy has

to offer.
Sermon XV.

DISCONTENTEDNESS.

1 Piry the man whose natural pleasures are burdens,
and wha fly from joy (as these splenetic and morose
souls do) as if it was really an evil in itself.

Sermon XXII.

THE PRECEPTOR.

You see ’tis high time, said my father, addressing him-
self 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.

Now as 1 consider the person who is to be abont my
son, as the wtirror in which he is to view himself from
moruing to night, and by which he is to adjust his looks,
his carriage, and perhaps the inmost sentiments of his
hieart : —1 would have one, Yorick, if possible, polished
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 pavts, both in acting and
speaking, which argues a man well wilhin. There are a
thousand nnnoticed openings, continued my father, which
let a penetrating eve at once into a man’s soul; and I
maiutain it. added he, that a man of sense does not lay
down Lis hat in coming into a room, —or take it np at
poing out of it, but something escapes, which discovers
Liim.

I wiil have him, continued my father, eheerful, face-
tious, jovial ; at the same time, prudeat, attentive to bu-
siness, vigilaut, acute, argute, inventive, quick in resol-
ving doubts and speculative questions, —he shall be wisc,
and judicions, and learned: — And why not humble, and
moderate, and gentle tempered, and good ? said Yorick:
— And why neot, cried my uncle Toby, free, and generous,
and bonntiful, and brave?— Ile shall, my dear Toby, cried
my father, getting up and shaking him by his hand.—Then,
brother Shandy, answered my wuncle Toby, raising himself
off the chair, and laying down his pipe to take hold of

1%



10 THE STORY OF LE FEVRE.

my father’s other hand —I humbly beg 1 may recommend
poor Le Fevre’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 proposition was
made ; —yon will see why, when you read Le Fevre’s story.

THE STORY OF LE FEVRE.

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 sit-
ting behind him at a small sideboard, 1 say sitting — for
in consideration of the Corporal's lame knee (which some-
times gave him exquisite pain) — when my uncle Toby
dined or supped alone he would never suffer the Corporal
to stand ; and the poor fellow's veneration 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
Qoby supposed the Corporal's leg was at rest, he would
look back, and detect him standing behind him with the
most dutiful respect : this bred more little squabbles be-
twixt them, than all other causes for five and twenty
years together—But this is mneither here nor there —why
do I mentjon it ? — Ask my pen, —it governs me, I govern
not it.

He was one evening sitting thus at supper, when the
Iandlord of a little inn in the village eame into the par-
lour with an empty phial in his hand, to beg a glass or
two of sack ; 'Tis for a poor gentleman, —1 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
since, or had a desire to taste any thing, till just now,
that he has a fancy for a glass of sack and a thin toast:
—« ] think., says he, taking his hand from his forehead,
«wit would comfort me.. —

— If I couid ncither beg, borrow, or buy such a thing,
— added the landlord, 1 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 shalt drink the poor gentle-
man’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 titey will do
him goad.

Though 1 am persuaded, said my uncle Toby, as the
landlord shut the door, he is a very compassionate fel-
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low, — 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 short a time shonld win so
much upon the affections 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, com-
ing back into the parlour with the Corporal, — but I can
ask his som again, — He has a son with him then? said
my uncle Toby. — A boy, replied the landlord, of abont
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 bedside 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, wilhout being ordered, took away,
without saying one word; and in a few minutes after
brought him his pipe and tobaceo.

Trim! said my unele Toby, I have a project in my
liead, as it is a bad night, of wrapping myself up warm
in my roquelaunre, and paying a visit to this poor gentle-
man. — Your honour’s roquelaure, replied the Corporal, has
not once been on, since the night before your hononr
received your wound, when we mounted guard in the
trenches before the gate of St. Nicholas : — and besides,
it is so cold and rainy a night, that what with the roque-
laure, 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, since the account
the landlord has given me.— I wish 1 had not known so
much of this affair,—added my uncle Toby, or that I had
known more of it: — How shall we manage it? Leave it,
an't please your honour, to me, quoth the Corporal ; —
Il take my hat and stick, and go to the house and re-
conmoitre, and act accordingly ; and I will bring your
honour a full aceonnt in an hour. — Thoun shalt go, Trim,
said my uncle Toby, and here’s a shilling for thee to
drink with his servant.— 1 shall get it all out of him, said
the Corporal, shutting the door.

It was not till my uucle Toby had knocked the ashes
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 intelligence concerning
the poor sick Lientenant. —Is he in the army, then? said
my uncle Toby. —He is. said the Corporal.— And in what
regiment? said my uncle Toby. — Vil teil yonr honour,
replied the Corporal, every thing straight forward, as I
learnt it. — Then, Trim, I will fill another pipe, said my
uucle Toby, and not interrupt thee till thou hast done;
so sit down at thy ease, I'rim, in the window-secat, and
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begin thy story again. The Corporal made his old bow.
which geuerally spoke as plain as a bow could speak it
— Your honour is good: — And having done that, hie sat
down as le was ordered, — and began the story to my
uncle Toby over again, in pretty near the same words.

L despaired at first. said the Corporal, of being able to
bring back any intelligence to your honour, about the
Licntenant and his son: for wheén I asked wlhere his ser.
vant was, from whom I made myself sure of knowing every
thing which was proper to be asked — That's a vight di-
stinction, Trint, said my uncle Toby — 1 was answered,
an’t please your hononr. that he had no servant with him ;
— that he had come to the inn with hired horses, which,
finding himselt unable to proceed (to join, I suppose, the
regiment ), he hiad dismissed the morning after he came.
1t I get better, my dear, said he, as he gave his purse to
his son to pay tlic man, — we can hire horses from hence.
But, alas! the poor gentleman will never get from lhience,
said the landlady to me, — for | heard the death- watch
all night long ; —and when he dies, the youth, his son,
will certainly die with him ; for he is broken - learted al-
ready.

I was hearing tlis account, continued the Corporal,
when the youth came into the kitchen, to orvder the thin
toast the landlord spoke of ;— but | will do it for my
father myself, said the yonth. —Pray let me save you the
trouble, young gentleman, said |, taking up a fork fov the
purpose, and oftering him my chair to sit down upon by
the fire, whilst I did it. —1 believe, Sir, said he, very ma-
destly, I can please him best myself: — I am sure, said
L, 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 an infant in the
army, and the name of a soldier, Trin, sounded in his
ears like the name of a friend!— I wish I had him here.

— I never in the longest mareh, said the Corporal, had
so great a mind fo my dinner, as I had to erv with him
for company : — What could be the matter with me, an’
please your howour? Nothing in the world., Trim, said
my uncle Toby, blowing his nose, — but that thou art a
good-natured tellow.

When [ gave him the toast, continued the Carperal, 1
thought it was proper to tell him I was Captain Shundy's
servant, and that your honour (though a stranger) was
extremely sorry for his father ; — and that if there was any
thing in your house or cellar—(and thon might'st have added
my purse too, said my nuele Toby,) — le was heartily wel-
come to it : — [le made a very low bow, {which was made to
your honour,) but no answer, — for his heart was full —
50 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. Yorich's curate was smoking a
pipe by the kitehen fire,— but =aid uot a word good nop
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bad to comfort the youth.—I thought it wrong, added the
Corporal — 1 think so too. said my uncle Toby.

When the Lietitenant had taken his glass of sack and
toast, he felt himself a little revived, and sent into the
kitchen, to let mie know, that in about ten minutes he
shonld be glad if | would step np stairs. — I believe, said
the landlord, he is going to say his pravers, — for there
was a book laid upoa the chairv by his bedside, and, as I
shut the door, I saw his son take up a cushion. —

1 thought , said the’curate, that you geutlemen of the
army, Mr. Trim, never said your pravers at all. — 1 heard
the poor gentleman say his prayvers last night, said the
landiady, very devontly, and with my own ears, or | could
not have believed it. — Are you sure of it? replied the en-
rate.— A soldier, an’ please yonr reverence, said I, prays
as often (of his own accord) as a parson ; — and when
he is fighting for his king, and for his lite, and for his
lenour teo; he has the most reason to pray to God of any
one in the whole world. —Twas well said of thee, Trin,
said my vncle Toby.— But when a soldier, said I, an’ please
your reverence , lias been standing for twelve hours to-
gether in the trenches, up to his knees in eold water, —
or engaged, said I, for months together in long and dange-
rous marches ; harassed, perhaps, in his rear to-day:
harassing others to-morrow : — detached here; — counter-
manded there; — resting this might out upon his arms ;
beat up in his shirt the next ; — bennmbed in his joints;

eiliaps without straw in his tent to kneel on ; must say
\is prayers /oo and when he can.—1 believe, said 1, (for
1 was pigned, quoth the Corporal, for the reputation of
the army ) [ believe, an’ please your reverence, said I,
that when a soldier gets time to pray, — he prays as hearti-
Iy as a parson,—though not with all his fuss and hypo-

~ Thour shouldst not have said that, Trim, said my
uncle Toby,— for God only knows who is a hypoerite,
and who is not : At the great and general review of ns
all, Corporal, at the day of judgment, (and nat till thew)
— it will be seen who have dene their duties in this world,
and who have nat ; and we shall be advanced, Trim, ac-
cavdingly, — I liope we shall, said Trim. — 1t is in the
Scripture, said my uncle Toby; and 1 will show it thee
to-morrow : — In the mean time we may depend upon it,
Trim, for our comfort. said my uncle Toby, that God Al-
mighty is so good and just a governor of the world, that
if we have but done our dutics in it.—it will never be in-
quired into, whether we have done them in a ved eoat or
a black one : — I hope not, said the Corporal.—But go on,
Lrim, said my wncle Toby, with thy story.

When 1 went np, 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 handkerchief beside it : — The youth
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was just stooping down to take up the cushion, upan
which I supposed he had been kneeling ; — the book was
laid npon the bed ; — and as he rose, in taking up the
cushion 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-side: — If you are Captain Shandy’s
servant, said he, you must present my thanks to your
master, with my little boy's along with them, for his
courtesy to me ; — if he was of Leven’s — said the Lieu-
tenant — I told him your honour was. — Then, said he,
1 served three campaigns with him in Flanders, and re-
member him, — but ’tis most likely as 1 had not the hionour
of any acgquaintance with him, that he knows nothing of
me. — You will tell him, however, that the person his good
nature has lafd under obligations to him, is one Le Fevre,
a lientenant in Angus’s — but he knows we not, — said he,
a second time, musing ; — possibly he may my story, added
he, — pray tell the captain, I was the Ensign at Breda,
whose wife was most unfortunately killed with a musket-
shot, as she lay in my arms in my tent, — 1 remember the
story, an’t please your hanour, said 1, very well. — Do
you sa? said he, wiping his eyes with his handkerchief;
— then well may I.—In saying this, he drew a little ring
ont of his basom, which seemed tied with a black rvibband
abount his neck, and kiss’d it twice.— Ilere, Billy, said he,
the boy flew across the room to the bed-side, and falliog
down upon his knee. took the ring in his hand, and kiss’d
it too, — then kiss’d his father, and sat down upon the
bed and wept.

1 wish, said my uncle Toby, with a deep sigh —1I wish,
Trim, 1 was asleep.

Your hononr, replied the Corporal, is too much con-
cerned ; — shall I pour your honour out a glass of sack
to your pipe? Do, Trim, said my unele Toby.

I remember, said my uncle Poby, sighing again, the
story of the Ensign and his wife,— and particularly well,
that he, as well as she, npon some aceount or other (I
forget what), was universally pitied by the whole regi-
meat ; — but finish the story thou art upon: — *Tis finished
already, said the Corporal, — for | could stay no longer,—
so wished his honony a good night; young Le Ferre 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 ronte to join their regi-
ment 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? eried my nncle Toby.

It was to my uncte Toby’s eternal honour, that he set
aside every other concern, and only considered how he
himself should relieve the poor Lieutenant and bis son.

That kind Being, who is a friend to the friendless, shall
recompence thee far this!
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Thou hast left this matter short, said my uncle Toby
to the Corporal, as he was putting him to bed, —and [
will tell thee in what, Trim —In the first place, when thou
madest an offer of my services to Le Fevre, — as sickness
and travelling are both expeunsive, and thou knowest he
was but a poor Lientenant, with a son to subsist 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,
thon 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,— thoun 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 of-
feredst him whatever was in my house, — thou shouldst
have offered him my house too: — A sick brother officer
should 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, his boys, and mine together,
we might recrnit him again at once, and set him upon
his legs. —

—Ina fortnight or three weecks, added my uncle Toby,
smiling, — he might march. — He will never march, an't
please your honour, in this world, said the Corporal : — He
will march, said my uncle Toby, vising up from the side
of the bed, with one shoe off : — An’t please your honour,
said the Corporal, he will never march, but to his grave:
Ile shall march, cried my uncle Toby, marching the foot
which had a shoe on, though without advancing an inch
— lie shall march to his regiment. — He cannot stand it,
said the Corporal : — He shall be snpported, said my uncle
Toby : — He'll drop at last, said the Corporal, and what
will become of his boy ? — He shall not drop, said my uncle
Toby . firmly. A.well-a'day — do what we can for him,
said Trim, maintaining his point, — the poor soul will die.
He shall not die, by G—, cried my nnele Toby.

— The Accusing Spirit, which flew up to Heaven’s
chancery with the oath, blush’d as he gave it in, — and
the Recording Angel, as he wrate it down, dropp'd a tear
upon the word, and blotted it out for ever.

— My uncle Toby went to his burean, pnt his purse
into hiis breeches pocket, and having ordered the Corporal
to go early in the morning for a physician, —he went to
bed, and fell aslecp.

The sun looked bright, the morning after to every eye
in the village but Le Fevre’s and his afflicted son’s ; the
hand of death press'd heavy on lis eye-lids.—and hardly
counld the wheel at the cistern turn round its circle,.—
wlhen my unele Toby, who had rose wp an hour before
his wonted time, cntered the Lieutenant’s room and with-
ont preface or apalogy, sat himself down upon the chair by
the bed-side, and independently of all modes and customs,
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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 inquiries, went on aud told him of the little plan
which he had been concerting with the Corporal the night
before for him. —

— You shall go iome directly, Le Fenre, said my uncle
Toby, to my house, — and we’'ll send for a doctor to see
what’s the matter, — and we'll have an apothecary, — and
the Corporal shall be your nurse ;—and I'll be your ser-
vant, Le Fevre.

There was a frankness in my uncle Toby, — not the
efect of familiavity, but the cause of it,— which let you
at once into his soul, and shewed vou the goodness of his
nature ; to this there was something in his looks and
voice, and manner, superadded, which eternally beckaned
to the unfortunate to come and take shelter under him ;
so that before my uncle Toby had half finished the kind
offers he was muking to the father, the son had insensibly
pressed up close to iis knees, and had taken hold of the
breast of his coat, aud was pulling it towavds him. — The
blood and spirits of Le Fevre, which were waxing cold,
and were retreating to their last citadel, the hearvt. rallied
back ; — the film torsook his eives for a wmoment; — he
looked up wishfally in my oncle Toby's face, — then cast
a look upon lis boy,—and that ligament, line as it was,
was never broken.—

Natnre instantly ebb’d again, — the film returned to its
place,— the pulse flutter'd — stopp’d — went on — throbb’'d—
stopp'd again —mov’d — stopp’d — shall I go on? — No,

All that is necessary to be added is as follows.—

That my uncle Toby, with young Le Fepre in his hand,
attended the poor Licutenant, 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 Fewrs, and betwixt Le Fepre and all mankind, —
there remained unothing more in my wncle Toby's hands,
than an old regimeantal coat and a sword ; so that my
uncle Toby found little opposition from the world in tak-
ing administration. The coat my nncle Toby gave the
Corporal : — Wear it, Trimn, said my uncle Toby, as long
as it will hold together, for the sake of the poor Lien-
tenant. — And this, said my uncle Toby, taking up the
sword in Lis hand, and drawing it out of the scabbard
as he spoke— and this, Lo Fevre, I'll save for thee —'tis
all the fortune, my dear Le Fepre, which God has left
thee ; but if he has given thee a heart to fight thy way
with it in the world, — and thou dost it like & man of
bonour, ~ ’tis enough for us,

As soon as my uncle Toby had laid a foundation, he
sent him to a public school, where, except Whitsuntide
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and Christmas, at which times the Corporal was pune-
tually dispatched for him — he remained to the spring of
the year seventcen; when the stories of the Emperor’s
sending his army into Hungary against the Turks, kind-
ling 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 for-
tune under Eugene. — Twice did my nncle Toby forget his
wound, and ery out, Le Fevre! I will go with thee, and
thou shalt fight beside me. — And twice did he lay his
hand upon his groin, hung down his head in sorrow and
disconsolation. —

My uncle Toby took down the sword from the crook,
where it had hung untounched ever since the Lieutenant's
death, and delivered it to the Corporal to brighten nup ;—
and having detained Le Fevre a single fortnight to cquip
him, and contract for his passage to Leghorn he put the
sword into his hand: — If than art brave, Le Fenre, said
my uncle Toby, this will not fail thee; — but Fortune,
said he, musing a little — Fortune may — And if she does,
added my uncle Toby, embracing him, come back again
to me, Le Fevre, and we will shape thee another course.

The greatest injury could not have oppressed the heart
of Le Fevre, more than my nncle Toby’s paternal kind-
ness ; — he parted from my uncie Toby, as the best of
sons from the best of fathers —hoth dropped tears — and
as my uncle Toby gave him his last kiss, he slipped sixty
gnineas, 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 Fevre got up to the lmperial army just time enongh
to try what metal his sward was made of at the defeat
of the Turls betore Belgrade ; but a series of unmerited
niischances had pursned him from that moment, and trod
close upon his heels for four years together after : he had
withstood these huffetings to the last, till sickness over.
took him at Marseilles ; from whence he wrote my nncle
Toby word, he had lost his time, his services, his health,
and, in short, every thing but his sword; — and was
waiting for the first ship to retura back to him.

Le Fevre was hourly expected, and was nppermost 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
Tohy thought my father at first somewhat fanciful in the
accomplishments he required, lhe forbore mentioning Le
Fevre’s name,—till the character, by Y orick's interpaosition,
ending unexpectedly in one, who should be gentle-tempered,
and generous, and good, it impressed the image of Le
Fepre and his interest upon my uncle Toby so forcibly,
he rose instantly off his ehair; and laying down his pipe,
in order to take hold of both my father’s hands — I beg,
brother Shandy, said my unecle Toby, I may recommend
poor Le Fevre’s son to you — 1 beseech .yan do, added
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Yorick. — He has a good heart, said my uncle Toby. —
And a brave one too. an't please your hononr, said the
Corporal. — The best hearts, Trim, arc ever the bravest,
replied my uacle Toby.

Tristramn Shundy, Vol. 111. Chap. 49.

THE PULSE.

PARIS,

Haxc, ye small sweet courtesies of life, for smooth do
ye make the road of it! like grace and beauty which beget
iuclinations to love at first sight : ’tis ye who open this
door, and let the stranger in.

— Pray, Madam, said I, have the goodness to tell me
which way 1 must turn to go to the Opera Comique. — Most
willingly, Monsieur, said she, laying aside her work. —

I had given a cast with my eye into half a dozen shops,
as 1 eame along, in search of a face mot likely to be
ordered by such an interruption ; till at last, this hitting
my faney, I had walked in.

She was working a pair of ruffles, as she sat in a low
chair on the far side of the shop, facing the door. —

— Tres volontiers, most willingly, said she, laying her
work down upon a chair next her. and rising up from
the low chair she was sitting in. with so cheerful a move-
ment, and so cheerful a look, that had I beeu laying out
fifty lonis-d’ors with her, I should have said — «T'his woman
is grateful.,

You mnst turn, Mousicur, said she, going with we to
the door of the shop, and pointing the way down the street
I was to take — von must turn first to your left hand —
mais prencz garde — there are two turns; and be so
good as to take the second — then go down a liitle way
aid you'll see a church, and when vou are past it. pive
yourself the trouble to turn directly to the right. and that
will lead you to the foot of the Pont newsf. which you
must cross—and there any body will do himself the plea-
sure to shew yon —

She repeated her instructions 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 shut
them out—she seemed really interested, that 1 should not
lose myself.

I will not soppose it was the woman’s beauty, nat-
withstanding she was the handsomest Grisset, I think,
I ever saw, which had anch to do with the sense I had
of her courtesy ; only I remember, when I told her how
much 1 was obliged to her, that I looked very full in her
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eves, —and that I repeated my thanks, as often as she
Itad done her instractions.

1 had not got ten paces from the door, before 1 fonnd
I had forgot every tittle of what she had said; — so look-
ing back, and sceing her still standing at the door of the
shap. as if to look whether | went right or not — | returned
back to ask her whether the first tnrn was to my right
or left — for that 1 had absolutely forgot. — Is it possible?
said she, half laughing.—Tis very possible, replied 1, when
a man is thinking more of a woman than of her good
advice.

As this was the real truth — she took it, as every
woman takes a matter of right, with a slight courtsey.—
— Attendez, said she, laying her hand npen my arm to
detain me, whilst she called a lad out of the back shop
to ged ready a parcel of gloves — I am just going to send
him, said she, 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 shall attend yon to the place, — So
I walked in with her to the far side of the shop, and
taking up the ruftle in wy hand which she laid upon the
chair, ns if 1 had a mind to sit, she sat down herself in
Iter low chair, and [ instantly sat myself down beside her.

— He will be ready, Monsicur, said she, in a moment.
And in that moment. replied I, most willingly wounld 1 say
something very civil to yon for all these conrtesies. Any
one may do a casunal act of good-nature, but a continna-
tion of them shews ir is a part of the temperature; and
certainly, added I, if it is the same blood which comes
from the heavt, which descends ta the extremes (tonch-
ing her wrist), 1 am sure you wmnst have one of the best

ulses of any woman in the world, — Feel it, said she,
holding out her arm. So laying down wmy hat, | took
hold of her fingers in one hand, and applied the two fore-
fingers of the other to the artery.

— Would to Heaven, my dear Engenins, thou hadst
passed by. and beheld me sitting, in my black coat, and
in my lack-a-dav-sical mauner, counting the throbs of it,
one by one, with as mneh true devotion as if [ had been
watching the critical ebb or flow of her fever. — How
wouldst thou have langhed and moralized upon my new
profession! — And thon shouldst have langhed and me-
ralized on. — Trust me, my dear Eugenius, I shonld have
said, “There are worse occupations in this world, than
« feeling a woman's pudse..— But a Grisset’s, thon wouldst
have said—and in an open shop! Yovick, —

— So much the better; for when my views are direct,
Eugenius, 1 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 unex-
pected from a back parlour iuto the shop, put me a little
out of my reckoning., — 'Twas nohody but her husband,
she said,—so ] began a fresh scorce — Monsienr is so gaod,
gnoth she, as he passed by us, to give himself the tronble
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of feeling my pulse.— The hnsband took off his hat, and
making me a bow, said | 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 ont — aud 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
thase who do not.

In London, a shop-keeper and a shop-keeper’s wife scem
to be one bone and one flesh : in the several endowments
of mind and body, sometimes the one, sometimes the othier
has It , so as in general to be upon a par, and to tally
with each other as ncarly as man and wife need to do.

In Paris, there are scarce two orders of beings more
different : for this legislative and execntive powers of the
shop not resting in the husband, he seldom comes there
— in some dark and dismal room behind, le sits, com-
merceless, in his thenm night- cap ; the same rough son
of Nature that Natare left him.

The genins of a people. where nothing but the monarchy
is saliqgue, having ceded this department, with sundry
others, totally to the women — by a continual higgling
with customers of all ranks and sizes from morning to
night, like so many rough pebbles shaok long together
in a bag, by amicable collisions they have worn down
their asperities and sharp angles, and not only become
round and smooth, but wiil receive, some of them, a po-
lish like a urilliant. — Monsicur Le Mari is little better
than the stone under your foot.

— Surely — surely, man! it is nat good for thee to sit
alone, — thou wast made for social interconrse and gentle
greetings ; and this improvement of our natures fram it,
I appeal to as my evidence.

— And low does it beat, Monsieur? sald she. — With
all the benignity, said I, looking quietly in her eyes, that
1 expected — 8he was going to say something civil in re-
turn — but the lad came into the shop with the gloves —
A propos, said 1. 1 want a couple of pair myself.

The beautiful Grisset rose np when 1 said this, and
going behind the connter. reached down a pareel and un-
tied it : [ advanced to the side over-against her: they were
all too large, The Dbeantiful Grisset measured them one
by one across my hand. — It would not alter the dimen-
sions.— She begged 1 would try a single pair, which seemed
to be least.— She held it open — my bhand slipped into it
at once. — It will not do, said 1, shaking my head a little.
No, said she, doing the same thing.

There are certain combined looks of simple subtlety—~
where whim, and sense, and scriousness. and nonsense
are so blended, that all the languages of Babel set loose
together could not express them — they are communicated
and caught so instantaneously, that you cau scarce
say which party is the infector. I leave it to your men
of words to swell pages about it — it is enough in the
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present to say again, the gloves would not do; so folding
our hands within our arms, we hoth lolld upon the
counter — it was marrow, and there was just room for
the parcel to lie between ns

The beautiful Grisset looked sometimes nt the gloves,
then sideways to the window, then at the gloves — and
then at me. [ was not disposed to break silence — [ {ol-
lowed her example. So I looked at the gloves, then to
the window, then at the gloves and then at her, — and
50 on altenntely

1 found I lost considerably in every attack — she had
a quick black eye, and shot through two such long and
silken eye -lasles with such penetration, that she looked
into my very heart and reins.— 1t may seem strange, but
1 could actually feel she did. —

It is mo matter, said I, taking up a couple of the pairs
next me, and putting tllem into my pocket.

I was sensible the beautifnl Grisset had not ask'd above a
single livre above the price. — | wish’d she had ask’d a livre
more, and was puzzling my brains how to bring the mat-
ter about. ——Do you think, my dear Sir, said she, mis-
taking my embarrassment, that I counld ask a sous too
much of a stranger — and of a stranger whase 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 1; and if you were, vou are welcome.
— So counting the money into her hand, and with a lower
bow than one generally makes to a shopkeeper’s wife, I
went out, and her lad with his parcel followed me.

Sent. Journey, Page 95.

THE PIE MAN.

Sceing A man standing with a basket on the other side
of the street, in Versailles, as if he had something to sell,
I bid La Fleur go up to him and inquire 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. — 1t is impossible,
La Fleur ! said 1. — La Fleur could no more acconnt for
the phenomenon than myself; but persisted 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 pafes which the Chevalier was selling;
80 could not be mistaken in that.

Such a reverse in man's life awakens a better principle
than curiosity : 1 could not lelp looking for some time at
him as | sat‘in the remise — the more I looked at him,
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his crofr, and his basket, the stronger they wove thent-
selves iuto my brain.—1 got out of the remise, and went
towards him.

Ile was begirt with a clean linen apron, which fell
below his knees, and with a sort of bib which went half
way up his breast; upon the top of this, but a little be-
low the hem, hung his croix. Ilis basket of little patés
was covered over with a white damask napkin; aunother
of thie same kind was spread at the bottom ; and there
was a look of proprete and neatuess thronghout , that oue
might have bought his palés of him, as much from ap-
petite as sentiment.

He wmade an offer of them to neither; but stood still
with them at the corner of aun hotel, for those to buy who
chose it, without solicitation.

He was abont forty-eight — of a sedate look, something
approaching to gravity, —1 did not wouder. — 1 went up
rather to the basket than him, and having lifted up the
napkin and taken one of his pateés into my hand. — I begged
he would explain the appearance which affected me.

He told me, in a few words, that the best part of his
life had passcd in the service, in which after spending a
small patrimony, he had obtained a company and the
eroix with it; but that, at the conclusion of the last
peace, his regiment being reformed, and the whole corps,
with those of some other regiments left without any pro-
vision,—-he found himself in a wide world without friends,
without a livre — and indecd. said he, without any thing
but this — (pointing, as he said it, to his croix): the poar
Chevalicr won my pity, and he finished the scene with
winning my esteem too.

The king, he said, was the most generous of Princes;
but his generosity could neither relicve nor reward every
one, and it was only his misfortune to be amongst the
number. He had a little wile, he said. whom he loved,
who did the palisseric ; and added, he felt no dishonour
in defending her and himself from want in this way —
unless Proyidence had offered him a better,

It would be wicked to withhold a pleasure from the
good, in passing over what happened to this poor Chevalier
of St. Louis about nine months after.

it seems. he usually took his stand towards the iron
gates which lead np to the palace : and as his ¢roix had
canght the eyes of numbers, numbers liad made the same
inguivy which I had done. — He had told them the same
story, and always with so muech modesty and good sense,
that it had reached at last the King’s ears — who hear-
ing the Chevalier kad been a gallant officer, and respected
by the whole regiment as a man of honour and integrity —
he broke up his little trade by a pension of fifteen hundred
livres a year.

Sent. Jowrney, Page 148,
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THE SWORD.

RENNES.

WaeN states and empires have their periods of de-
clension. and feel in their turns what distress and poverty
is, — I stop not to tell the eanscs which gradually brought

the honse ' L¥#FE n Brifanny into decay. The Marquis
& I3 had fought up against his condition with great

firmness ; wishing to preserve, and still shew to the world
some little fragment of what bis ancestors had been — their
indiscretions had put it out of his power. There was
enaugh left for the little exigencies of obscurity. — But he
had two boys who loaked wp to him for light — he thought
they deserved it. He had tried Lis swoird — it could not
open the way — the mownting was too expensive — and
simple cconomy was nat a match for it —there was no
resource but eommerce.

In any other province in France, save Britanny, this
was smiting the root for ever of the little tree his pride
and affection wished to see re-blossom.— But in Britanny
there bheing a provision for this, he availed himself of it}
and taking an occasion when the States were assembled
at Rennes, the Marquis, attended with his two boys, en-
tered the court; and having pleaded the vight of an an-
cient law of the duchy, which, tho’ seldom claimed, he
said, was no less in force, lic took his sword fromn lis
side. — Ilere, said he, take it ; and be trusty guardians of
it, till better times put me in coadition to reclaim it.

The President accepted the Marquis’s sword —he staid
a few minutes to see it deposited in the archives of the
house, and departed.

The Marquis and his whole family embarked the next
day for Martinico, and in about uineteen or twenty years
of sunccessful application to business, with some unlooked-
for bequests from distant branches of his house — returned
home to reclaim his nobility, and to snpport it.

It was an incident of good fortume which wiil never
happen to any fraveller but a sentimental one, that I should
be at Rennes at the very time of this solemn requisition.
— I call it solemn — it was so to me.

The Marquis cntered the court with his whole family:
he supported his lady — his eldest son supported his sister,
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 silence.  When the Marquis had
approached within six paces of the tribunal he gave the
Marchioness to his voungest son, and advancing three
steps hefore his family — he reclaimed his sword. — His
sword was given him, and the moment he got it into lis
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hand, he drew it almost out of the scabbard - ‘twas the
shining face of a friend e had once given np — he looked
attentively along it, begiuming at the hilt, as if to sec
whether it was the same — when observing a little rust
which it had contracted near the point, he brought it near
his eye, and bending his head down over it, — I think 1
saw a tear fall upon the place : 1 could not be deceived
by what followed.

«1 shall finckw, 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 follow-
ing him, walked out.

O how I envied him his feelings!

Sent. Journey, Page 153.

THE ASS.

I was stopped at the gate of Lyons by a poor ass, wha
had just turned in with a couple of large pauniers upon
his back, to collect elecemosynary turnip.tops, and cabbage-
leaves; and stood dubious, with his two fore-feet on the
inside of the threshold, and with his two hinder- feet to-
wards 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 unaffectedly in his looks and carriage, which
pleads so mightily for him, that it always disarms me ;
and to that degree, that I do mot like to speak unkindly
to him : on the contrary, meet him where I will — whether
in tawn or eomntry, in cart or under panniers — whether
in liberty or bondage —1 have ever something civil to say
to him on my part; and as one word begets another (if
he has little to do as 1) — 1 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 occasion. — la truth, it is the only creature of all the
classes of beings below me, with whom I can do this:
for parrots, jackdaws, cte. I never exchange a word with
them —nor with the apes, etc. for pretty near the same
reason ; they act by rote, as the others speak by it, and
equally make me silent ; nay, my dog and my cat, though
I value them both — (Cand for my dog, he would speak if
he could) — yet somehow or other , they neither of them
possess the talent for conversation —1 can make nathing
of a discourse with them.
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But with an ass I ean commune for ever. Come, lonesty!
said I, — seeing it was impracticable to pass betwixt him
and the gate —art thou for coming in, or going ont?

The ass twisted his head round to look up the street.—

Well —replied [—we’ll wait a minute for thy driver.

— lle turned his head thoughttul abont, aund loohed wist-
fully tlic opposite way.

I understand thee perfectly, answered ] —if thou takest
a wroug step in the atfair, he will cudgel thee to death.—
Well! a minute is but a minute, and if it saves a fellow-
creature & drubbing, it shall not be set down as ill spent.
He was eating the stem of an artichoke as this discourse
went on. and, in the litzlc peevish contentions of nature
betwixt hunger and unsavoriness, had dropt it out of his
mouth half a dozen times, and picked 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, 1 dare say, as soot —for he had cast aside the stem,
and thon hast not a friend perhaps in all this world that
will give thee a macaroon. — In saying this, 1 pulled ont
a paper of them, which I had just purchased, and gave
him one — and at this moment that I am telling it, my
lieart 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 presided
in the act.

‘When the ass had eaten his macaroon, I pressed 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 short in my hand
— he locked np pensive in my face — « Don’t thrash me
with it, but if you will; you may.. —If I do, said I, I'll
be d—d. The word was but ane half of it pronounced,
when a person coming in, let fall a thundering bastinado
upon the poor devil's erupper, which put an end to the
ceremony. Out upon it! ecried L.

Tristram Shandy, Vol. IV. Chap. 13.

THE ABUSES OF CONSCIENCE:
A 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

2
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eurl up your nose, man, and read it with snch a sneering
tone, as if the parson was going to abuse the Apostle.
1le is, an’t please your honour, replied Trim.

Pugh! said my father, smiling.

Sir, quath Doctor 8lop, Trim is certainly in the right;
for the writer (who 1 perceive is a Protestant by the
snappish manner in which he takes up the Apostle,) is
certainly going to abuse him ; —il this trcatment of himn
has not done it already. Bunt from whence , replied my
father, have you concluded so soon, Dactor Siop, that the
writer is of our ehurch? — for aught I can see yet, — he
may be of any church. — Beeause, auswered Doctor Sloy,
if he was ol ours, —he durst no more take such a licence,
than a bear by his beard; Ilf in our communion, Sir, a
man was to insult an apostle,—a saint,—or even the par-
ing of a saint’s nail, —he would have his eyes seratched
out. — What by the saint? quoth my uncle Taby. No, re-
olied Doctor Siop, he wounid have an old house over his
head. Pray, is the Inquisition an ancient building, an-
swered my uncle Toby; or is it a modern one? —1I know
nothing of architecture, replicd Doctor Slop. — An't please
your honours, Tloth Trim, the inquisition is the vilest.—
Prithee, spare thy description, Trim, I hate the very name
of it, said my father.— No matter for that, answered Doctor
Slop,— it has its uses ; for though I'm no great advocate
for it, yet, in such a case as this, he wounld soon be tanght
better manners ; and I ean tell him, if he went on at that
rate, would be flung into the inquisition for his pains.
God help him then, quoth my uncle Toby. Amen, added
Trim ; for Heaven above knows, 1 have a poor brother
who has been fourteen years a captive in it.— 1 never heard
one word of it before, said my uncle Tpby, hastily : How
came he there, Trim?—0, Sir! the story will make your
heart bleed , — as it has made mine a thousand times; —
the short of the story is this ;— That my brother Tom
went over a servant to Lishbon — and married a Jew's
widow, who kept a small shop, and sold sansages, 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
directly to the Inquisition, where, God help him, con-
tinued Trim, fetching a sigh 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
Le could well wipe them away. — A dead silence in the
room ensued for some minutes. — Certain proof of pity!
Come, Trim, quoth my father, after he saw the poor fel-
low’s grief had got a little vent, — read on, — and put this
melancholy story out of thy head. —1 grieve that I inter-
rupted thee : but prithce begin the Sermon again ; — for
if the first sentence in it is matter of abuse, as thou sayest,
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I have a great desire to know what kind of provacation
the Apostle has given.

Corporal T'rim wiped his face. and retnrned his hand-
kerchief into his pocket, and, making a bow as he did it, —
he began again.]

THE ABUSES OF CONSCIENCE:
A 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 con-
“ science Or TO.n

[1 am positive I am right, quoth Dr. Siop.]

«1f a man thinks at all, he cannot well be a stranger
«fo the true state of this acconnt ; — he must be privy to
« his own thoughts and desires — he must remember his
«past puvsuits, and know certainly the true springs and
*motives, which in general have governed the actions of
«his life.. [I defy him, without an assistant, quoth
Dr. Slop.]

«In other matters we may be deceived by false ap-
« pearances ; 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 facts within
«herself ; — is conscions of the web she has wove ; —
*knows its texture and fineness, and the exact share which
= every passion has had in working upon the several de-
«signs which virtue or vice has planned before her..

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

« Now, — as conscience is nothing else but the know-
«Jedge which the mind has within herself of this; and
»the judgment, either of approbation or censure, which it
= unavoidably makes upon the successive actions of our
«lives ; ’tis plain, yon will say, from the very terms of
«the proposition, — whenever this inward testimony goes
« against a man, and he stands selfaccused, — that he must
“mnecessarily be a guilty man, — «And, on the contrary,
“when the report is favourable on his side, and his heart
acondemns him not; — that it is not a matter of trust,
«as the Apostle intimates, but a matter of certainly and
«fact that the conscience is good, and that the man must
“be good also.»

*
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{Then the Apostle is altogether in the wrong, I sup-
pose, quoth Dr. Sfop, and the Protestant divine is in the
right. Sir, have patience, replied my father ; for I think
it will presently appear that Saint Panl and the Protestant
divine are both of an opinion. — As nearly so, quoth Doctor
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 Toly,
than the liberty of the pulpit; for it does nat appear that
the sermon is printed or ever likely to be.

o on, Trim, quoth my father.]

« At first sight this may seem to be a true state of the
«case ; and 1 make no donbt but the knowledge of right
«and wrong is so truly impressed upon the mind of man,
«—that did no such thing ever happen. as that the con-
“science of a man, by long habits of sin, might (as the
«seripture assures it may) insensibly become hard;— and
«like some tender parts of his body, by much stress and
«continnal hard usage, lose, by degrees, that nice seuse
«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 onr upper regions, and encom-
« pass them about with elouds and thick darkness: — could
no such thing as favour and affection enter this sacred
court : did Wit disdain to take a bribe in it: — — or was
ashamed to show its face as an advocate for an unwar-
«rantable enjoyment : or, lastly, were we assured that
«interest stood always unconcerned whilst the cause was
«hearing, —and that passion never got into the judgment-
aseat, and proncunced sentence in the stead of reason,
« which is always supposed to preside and determine upon
«the case ; — was this truly so, as the objection must sup-
«pose ; — no doubt then the religious and moral state of
«a man would be cxactly what he himself esteemed it: —
«and the guilt or innocence of every man’s lite could be
«known, in general, by no better measure, than the de-
« grees of his own approbation and censure..

«1 own, in ome casec, whenever a maw's conscience
«does aceuse him (as it seldom errs on that side) that
«he is guilty ; and, unless in melancholy and hypachon-
«driac cases, we may safely pronounce upon it, that there
wis always sufficient grounds for the accusation,

« But the converse of the proposition will net hold true 3—
«namely, that whenever there is guilt, the conscience must
=accuse : and if it does not, that a man is therefore in-
~nocent, — This is not fact. — So that the common con-
=solation 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, —is falla-
«cious ;— and as current as the inference is, and as in-
« fallible as the rule appears at first sight; yet when you
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~look mearer to it, and try the truth of this rule upon
«plain facts, you see it liable to so much error from a
« false application ;— the principle upon which it goes so
woften perverted; — the whole force of it last, and some-
« times so vilely east away, that it is painful to produce
« the commion examples from human life, which confirm
« the acevunt.

» A man shall be vicious and utterly debauched in his
« principles ; — exceptionable in his conduct to the world;
ashall live shameless, in the open commission of a sin,
« which no reason or pretence can justify,—a sin by which,
«contrary to all the workings of humanity, he shall ruin
« for ever the deluded partner of his guilt; — rob her of
aher best dowry; and not only cover her own head with
« dishonour,— but involve a whole virtuous family in shame
«and sorrow for lher sake. Surely, you will think con-
« science 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 Blijah reproached the
«good Baal, — this domestic god was cither lalking , or
« pursuing, or was on a journey, or peradventure he slept
wand could not be awole. Perhaps He was going ont in
« company with Honour to.fight a dniel ; to pay aff some
«debt at play;—or dirty annuity, the bargain of his lust:
«perhaps Conscience all this time was engaged at home,
» talking alond against petty larceny, and exceuting ven-
« geance upon some such puny crimes as his fortune and
«rank of life sccured him against all temptation of com-
«mitting ; so that he lives as merrily, . — [If he was of
our church. though, quoth Dr. Slop, he conld not] —«sleeps
«as soundly in his bed ; and at last meets death as un-
«concernedly ,— perhaps much more sa, than a much
« better man..

[All this is impossible with ns, quoth Dr. Slop, turning
to my father, — the case could not happen in our cliurch
— It happens in ours, however. replied my father, but
too often. — 1 own, quoth Dr. Stop, ( struck a little with
my father’s frank acknowledgment) that a man in the
Ramish chureh may live as badly ; — but then he cannot
easily die so.—'Tis little matter, replicd my father, with
an air of indifference, —how a rascal dies.— ] mean, an-
swered Dr. Slop, he would be denied the benefits of the
last sacraments. — Pray how many have you in all? said
my unecle Toby, for I always forget. — Seven, answered
Dr. Stop. — Humph ! — said my uncle Toby ; though not
accented as a note of acquiescence, — but as an interjection
of that partienlar species of surprize. when a man in look-
ing into a drawer finds more of a thing than he expected.
— Humph! replied my uncle Toby. Dr. Stop, who had an
ear, understood my uncle Toby as well as if e 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
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virtues ?—Seven mortal sins ?— Seven golden candlesticks?
— Seven heavens ? —'Tis more than | know, replied my
uncle Toby. — Are there not seven wonders of the world?—
Seven days of the creation? — Seven plancts? — Seven
plagues ? — That there are, quoth wy father, with a most
affectetl gravity. But prithee, continued he, go on with
the rest of thy characters, Trim.|

« Another is sordid, vnmerciful,.. (here Trim waved his
right hand ) «a strait-licarted, selfish wretch, incapable
~ either of private friendship, or public spivit. Take notice
«how he passes by the widow and orphan in their distress,
«and secs all the miseries incident to human life without
«a sigh or a prayer.. [An’t please your honours, cried
Trim, I think this a viler man than the other.]

«8hall not couscience rise np and sting him on such
woccasions?— No; thauk God, there is no occasion. I pay
“epery man his own ; — [ hare no fornication to answer
«to my conscience; — no fuithless vows or pronises to
“make wp, — I have debauched 10 man's wife or child ;
«thank God, I am not as other men. adulterers , unjust,
“or even wus this liberline, who stands before me. A third
«is crafty and desiguing in his nature. View his whole
«life, —’tis mothing but a cunning coutexture of dark arts
~and unequitable subterfuges. basely to defeat the true
«intent of all laws, — plain dealings. and the safe enjoy-
ament of onr several properties. -— You will see such a
«one working out a frame of little designs upon the
«ignorance and perplexities of the poor and needy man:
« —shall raise a fortune npon the inexperience of a youth,
nor the mususpecting temper of his friend, who wonid
«have trusted him with his life. When old age comes an,
=aud repeuntance calls him to look back upon this black
=acconnt, and state it over again with his conscience —
« Conscience looks into the Sfututes at Large ; — finds no
«express faw broken by what he has done; — perceives
wno penalty or forieiture 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, sits there invuluerable,
= fortified with Cases and Reports so strongly on all sides;
«—that it is not preaching can dispossess it of its hold..

[ The character af this last man, said Dr. Slop, inter-
rupting 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 possibly continue so long blinded, — three times
in a year, at least, he must go to confession. Will that
restore it to sight? quoth my uncle Toby. — Go on, TTl.ln,
quoth my father. 'Tis very short, replied Trim. — I wish
it was longer, quoth my unecle Toby, for I like it hugely.
— Trim went on.]

«A fourth man shall want even this refuge; shall break
= through all the ceremany of slow chicane; — scorns the
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« doubtful workings of seeret plots and cautious trains to
«bring about his purpose : — See the bare-faced villain,
«liow he cheats, lies, perjures, robs, murders!— Horrid !
«— but indeed much better was mnot to be expected, in
«the present case —the poor man was in the dark! — his
«Priest had got the keeping of his conscience ; — and all
~hie 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 aill con.
«sclence, was enough to carry him to heaven. What; —
«if he perjures ! —‘Vlly ; — he had a mental reservation
«in it. — Lut 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 act, receive a wound it-
agelf ] — Ave. but the man has carried it to a confession ;
« the wound digests there, and will do well enough, and
=in a short time be quite healed up by absolation. — O
= Popery ! what hast thou to auswer for? — When, not
«content with the two many natural and fatal ways,
« through which tlie heart of man is every day thus treacher-
«ous to itself above all things; — thon hast wilfully set
< apen the wide gate of deceit before the face of this nn-
« wary traveller, too apt, God Enows, to go astray of
« himself ; and confidently speak peace to himself, when
«there is no peace.

«QF this, the common instances which I have drawn
«out of life are too notorious to require much evidence.
«1f any one doubts the reality of them, or thinks it iin-
« possible for @ man to be such a bubble to himself, —1I
« ppust vefer hin & woment ¢o his own reflections, and
«will then venture to trust my appeal with his own heart.

«Let him consider, in how different a degree of de-
« testation numbers of wicked actions stand th though
“equatly bad and vicious in their own natures
= soon find, that such of them as strong inclination and
=custom have prompted him to commit, are generally
« dressed aut and painted with all the false beaunties which
«a soft and flattering hand can give them ; —and that
= the others, to which he feels no propensity . appear, at
«ance . naked and deformed, surrcunded with all the true
< circumstances of fully and dishenour.

« When David surprised Scaul sleeping in the cave, and
went off the skirt of his robe — we read his heart smote
e him for what he had done. — But in the matter of Urial,
“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
a the alarm, his heart smote him not. A whole year had
«almost passed, from the fitst commission of that erime,
nto the time Nathan was sent to reprove him ; and we
“read not once of the least sorrow or compunetion of
«heart which he testified during all that time, for what
«lie had done.

« Thns Conscience, this once able mionitor,—placed on
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~high as a judge within us, and intended by your Maker
«as a just and eqnitable one too, —by an unhappy train
wof canses and impediments, takes often such imperfect
« cognizance of what passes, — does its office so negli-
«gently, sometimes so corrnptly, — that it is not to be
atrusted alone ; and therefore we find there is a necessitv,
«an absolute nccessity, of joining anather principle with
«it, to aid, if not govern, its determinations.

«So that if vou would form a just judgment of what is
« of infinite importance to you nat to bie misled in — name-
«ly, in what degree of real merit you stand either as an
«honest man, an nseful citizen, a faithful subject 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 npon these re-
« ports ; — and then if thy heart condemns thee not, which
«is the case the Apostle snpposes, — the rule will be in-
« fallible.. —[Here Dr. Slop fell asleep]— « thou wilt Lave
« confidence towards God ; that is, have just grounds to
« believe the judgment thou hast passed apon thyself, is
«the judgment of God ; — and nothing else but an anti-
«cipation of that righteous sentence, which will be pro-
«nounced npon thee hereafter by that Being, to whom
«thou art finally to give an account of thy actions.

« Blessed is the man, indeed, then, as the anthor of the
«hook of Ecclesiasticus expresses it, who is not pricled
wwith the multitude of his sins : Blessed is the mun whose
«heart hath not condemned him ; whether he be rich, or
«hether le be poor, if he have a good heart (a heart
«thus gunided and informed) he shall at all times rejoice
«in a cheerful countenanee ; his mind shall tell him more
«than seven watchmen that sit upon a tower on high. .
— [A tower has no strength, quoth my uncle Tuby. unless
’tis flank’d.]

“—1In the darkest doubts it shall conduct him safer
« than a thousand casuists, and give the state he livesin
«a better security for his behaviour than all the clauses
~and restrictions put together, which lawmakers are forced
« to multiply : — FFarced , I say, as things stand ; human
«laws not being a matter of original choice, but of pure
«necessity, brought in to fence against the mischievous
«effects of those consciences which are no law unto them-
«selves ; well intending by the manv provisions made,
wthat in all such corrnpt and misguided cases, where
«principles and the checks of conscience will not make ns
«upright , — to supply their force, and by the terrors of
« gaols and halters, oblige us to it..

[T see plainly, said my father, that this sermon has
been composed to be preached at the Temple, — or at some
Assize.—I like the reasoning, and am sorry that Dr. Slop
has fallen asleep hefore the time of his conviction : — for it
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is now clear that the Parson, as I thounght at first, never
insulted St. Paul in the least ;— nor has there been, bro-
ther. 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, shaking hands with him — we’ll
fill our pipes, brother, and then Twiin shall go on.—

He read on as fallows,]

« To liave the fear of God before your eyes, and, in
« our mmtual dealings with each other, to govern our ac-
«tions hy the eternal measures of right and wrong: —
«The first of these will comprehend the daties of religion ;
« — the second those of morality, which are so inseparably
«connected together, that you cannot divide these two
« tables , even in imagination, (though the attempt is often
«made in praciice) without breaking and mutually destroy-
«ing them both.

« [ said the attempt is often made ; — and so it is j —
«there being nothing more commeon than to see a man
«who has no sense at all of religion, and indeed has so
«much lhonesty as to prctend to none, who would take it
«as the bitterest aftront, should you but hint at a suspi-
«cion on his moral character, — or imagine he was not
« conscientiously just and scrupulous to the unttermost
«mite.

« When there is some appearance that it is so, — though
«one is unwilling even to suspect the appearance of so
«amiable a virtue as moral honesty, yet were we to look
“into the grounds of it, in the present case, 1 am per-
«gsuaded we should find little reason to envy such a one
« the hononr of his motive.

«Let him declaim as pomponsly as he chooses upon the
“subject, it will be found to rest upon no better founda-
«tion than either his interest, his pride, his ease, or some
«such little and changeable passion as will give us bug
«small dependance upon his actions in matters of great
« distress.

«1 will illustrate this by an example.

o] know the banker 1 deal with, or the physician I
«usually call in., —

[There is no need, eried Dr. Slop, (waking) to call in
any physician in this case.]

«— — To be necither of them men of much religion ; I
«hear them make a jest of it every day, and treat all its
«sanctions with so much scorn as to put the matter past
«doubt. Well; — notwithstanding this, [ put my fortune
«into the lands 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 Lelieve there is
«no probability that either of them will employ the power
«I put into their hands to my disadvantage, — I consider
« that honesty serves the purposes of this life : —1 know
*their success in the world depends upon the fairness of
QF

4
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« their characters. In a word, I am persuaded that they
«cannot hurt me, without hmting themselves maore.

«But put it otherwise ; namely, that interest lay, for
«once, on the other side : that a case should happen where~
«in the one, without stain to his reputation, could secrcte
amy fortune, and leave me naked in the world ; —or that
o the other counld send me out of it, and enjoy an estate
«hy my death, without dishonour to himself or his art:
«—1In this case, what hold have I of either of them ? —
«Religion, the strongest of all motives, is out of the
a question ; — Interest, the next most powerful motive in
«the swprld, is strongly against me : — What have | left
ato cask into the opposite seale to balance this temptation ?
«— Alas! ‘I have nothing, but what is lighter than a
«bubble — I must lie at the mercy of Honour, or some
« such eapricious principle — Slight security for two of the
«most valuable blessings ! — my property, and myself.

«As therefore we can have no dependance upon morali-
=ty withont religion ; —so, on the other hand, there is
«nothing better to be expected from religion without mo-
«rality ; nevertheless, ’tis no prodigy to see a man whose
areal moral character stands very low, who yet entertains
«the highest notion of himself, in the light of a religious
~man. -

« He shall not only be covetons, revengeful, implacable,
= —but even wanting in points of common hounesty ; yet
«in as much as ke talks alond against the infidelity of
athe age,—is zealons for some points of religion, — goes
«twice a-day to church, —attends the sacraments, — and
«amuses himself with a fcw instrumental parts of religion,
«—shall cheat his conscience into a jndgment, that for
« this he is a religions man, and has discharged truly his
«duty to God : and you will find that such a man, through
«force of this delusion , generally looks down with spiri-
« tnal pride upon every ather man who has less affectation
«of piety, —though, perhaps, ten times more real honesty
« than himself.

«This likewise is a sore evil under the sun : and, 1 be-
~ljeve, there is no one mistaken principle, which, for its
« time, has wronght more serious mischiefs.

« —For a general proof of this, examine the history of
wthe Romish church, —

[Well, what can yon make of that? cried Dr. Siop]
—usce what scenes of cruelty, murder, rapine, bloodshed ,—

[They may thank their own obstinacy, cried Dr. Slop]
—«ahave all been sanctified by religion not strictly governed
« by morality.

«In how many kingdoms of the world has the ernsading
agword of this misgnised 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 shewed none; mercilessly trampled
=upon both, —heard neither the cries of the unfortunate,
e por pitied their distresses.n
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[l have been in many a battle, an’t please your honour,
quoth Trim, sighing, but never in so melancholy a one
as this. — I would not have drawn a trigger in it against
these poor sonls, — to have been made a general officer.
— Wihy? what do you understand of the affair, said Dr.
Stop, (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 ?—1 know,
replied Trim, that I never refused guarter in my life to
any man who eried out for it; — but to a woman, or a
child, eontinued Trim, before 1 would level my musket at
them, | wounld lose my life a thousand times. — Here’s &
crown for thee, Trim, to drink with Obadial to night,
quoth my uncle Toby. — God bless your honour, replied
Trim,— ] 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, Triin, said my father, make an end; for
I sce thou hast but a leaf or two left.

Corporal Trim read on.]

«If the testimony of past centuries in this matter is
= not sufficient,— consider, at this instant, how the votaries
«of that religion are every day thinking to do service and
«hononr to God, by actions which are a dishonour and
«scandal to themselves.

«To be convinced of this, go with me for a moment
«into the prisons of the Inquisition.., — [God help my poor
hrother Tom !]—«Behold Religion, with Mercy and Justice
¢ chained down under her feet, — there sitting ghastly npon
«a black tribunal , propped np with racks and instruments
«of torment. «Hark!— hark!—what a piteous groan!.
— [ Heve Trim’s face turned as pale as ashes]— «Sce the
= melancholy wretch who nttered it?. — EHere the tears
began to trickle down ] — «just brought forth to undergo
«the anguish of a mock-trial, and endure the utmost
« pains that a studied system of cruelty has been able to in-
«vent!.— [D—n them all, quoth Trfin, his colour return-
ing into his face as red as blood.] — ~ Behold this helpless
«victim delivered up to his tormentors, — his body so
«wasted with sorrow and confinement.. —[Oh! ‘tis my
brother, eried poor T'rim in a most passionate exclamation,
dropping the sermon upon the ground, aund clapping his
hands together — I fear ’tis poor Tom. My father's and
my uncle Toby’s hearts yearned with sympathy for the
poor fellow’s distress ; even Slop himself acknowledged

ity 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 victim deli-
~vered np to his tormentors, — his body so wasted with
wsorrow and confinement, you will see every nerve and
«muscle s it suffers.

« QObserve the last movement of that horrid engine !» —
[I would rather face a cannon, quoth Trim, stamping.]
— «See what convulsions it has thrown him into! — Con-
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«sider the nature of the posture in which lie now lies
« stretched,— what exquisite tortures he endures by it!—
«'Tis all nature can bear! Good God! sce how it keeps
«his weary soul hanging upon his trembling lips!. —
[1 would not read another line of it, quoth 2'vim, for all
this world ; — I fear, an’t please your honours, all this
is in Portugal, where my poor brother Tom is. 1 tell
thee, T'rijn, again, quoth my father, ’tis not an historical
account, —’tis a deseription. —°Tis only a description, ho-
nest man, quoth Siop, there’s not a word of truth in it.
—That’s another story, replicd my father. — lowever, as
Trim reads it with so much econcern. — ’tis ernelty to force
him to go on with it. — Give me hold of the sermon, Trim,
— P finish it for thee, and thou may’st go. — 1 must stay
and hear it too, replied T'rém, if your honour will altow
me ; — though 1 would not read it myself for a colouels
pay. — Poor Trim! quoth my uncle Toby. — My father
went on.] —

« Consider the nature of the posture in which he now
«lies stretchcd, — what exquisite torture he endures by it!
«—"Tis all natare 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 I'rim, 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
wprepared for him. The surest way to try the mcrit of any
« disputed notion is, to trace down the consequences suek a
«notion has produced, and compare them with the spirit
«of christianity ; —’tis thc short and decisive rule which
«our Savionr hath left ns, for these and such like cases,
wand it is worth a thousand arguments — By their fruits
«ye shall Inow them.

«} will add no farther to the length of this sermon,
«than by two or three short and independent rules de-
« ducible from it.

« First, Whenever a man talks loudly against religion,
«always suspect (hat it s not his reason, bat his passions,
«which have got the better of his Creed. A bad life and
«a good belief are disagreeable and troublesome neigh-
«bonrs, and where they separate, depend upon it, ’tis for
«po other cause but quietness sake.

« Secondly, When a man, thus yepresented, tells you in
«any particular instance, —That such a thing goes against
=his conscience, — always believe he means exactly the
«same thing, as when he tells you such a thing gaes
«against his stomach § —a present want of appetite being
« generally the true cause of bath.

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

« And, in your own case, remember this plain distinction,
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«a mistake in which has rained thousands,— that your
« conscience is not a law : — No, God and reason made
«the law, and have placed conscience within you to de-
« termine, —not like an Asiatic Cadi, according to the cbbs
«and flows of his own passions — but like a British Judge,
«in this land of liberty and good semse, who makes no
wnew law, but faithfully declares that law which he
“knows already wri.ten.,

END OF THE SERMON.
T. Shandy, Vol. L. ¢. 140.

REMAINDER OF THE STORY OF
TRIM’S BROTHER.

As Tom’s place, an’t please your honour, was easy —
and the weather warm —— it put him upan thml\m" serions-
ly of settling himself in the world; and as it fell out
about that timc., that a Jew, who kcpt a sansage-shop in
the same street, had the ill lnck to die of a stranguvary,
and leave his widow in possession of a rousing trade ——
Tom thought (as every body in Lisbon was doing the
best he could devise for himself) there could be no harm
in offering her his service to carvy it on : so withont any
introduction® ta the widow, except that of buying a pound
of sausages at her shop — Tom set out — counting the
wmatter thus within himseclf, as lie walked along, that let
the worst come of it that could, e should at least get a
pound of savsages for their worth — but, if things went
well, he should be set up; inasmuch as he should get
not enly a ponnd of sansages — but a wife — and sansage-
shop, and please vour honour, into the bargain.

Kvery servant in the family, from high to low, wished
Tom success ; and I can i.mcv, an’t plea:c your honour,
1 see Lim this moment , with™ his white dimity waistcoat
and breechies, and hat a little o’one side, passing jollily
along the street, swinging his stick, with a smile and a
cheerful word for every bady he met.

But. alas! Tom ! thou swilest no more, eried the Cor-
poral, looking on one side of him upon the ground, asif
ke dpostloplnsed him in his dangeon.

Poor fellow! said my uncle ’Iuby feelingly.

He was an honest, llght-llcmted Iad, an't please your
honour, as ever blood warm’d. —

Then he resembled thee, Trim, said my uncle Toby,
rapidl

Tllg Corporal blushed down to his finger's ends — A
tear of seutimental bashfulness — another of gratitude to
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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 anotlier ; and taking hold of the hreast of Trim's
coat {which had been that of Le Ferre’s), as if to case
his lame leg, but, in reality, to gratify a finer feeling —
he stood silent 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
Jero's widow.

When Tom, an’t please your hanonr, got to the shop,
there was nobody in it but a poor negro girl, with a bunch
of white feathers slightly tied to the end of a long cane,
ﬂamuing away flies, not killing them.

Tis a pretty picture, said my uncle Toby, — she had
suffered perseention, Trim, and had learnt mercy.—

— She was good, an’t please your honour, from nature
as well as from hardships ; and there are cirenmstances
in the storvy of that poor friendless slut, that would melt
a heart of stone, said Trim; and some dismal winter’s
evening, when your hononr is in the humour, they shall
be told you with the rest of Toi’s story, for it makes a
part of it.

Then da not forget, Trim, said my nncle Toby.

A negro has a soul? an’t please your honour, said the
Corporal, (doubtingly).

1 am not much versed. Corporal, quoth my uncle Toby,
in things of that kind ; but I suppose God would not leave
him withont one, any more than thee or me.

1t wonld be putting one sadly over the head of another,
quoth the Corporal.

It would be so, said my uncle Toby.

Why then, an’t please your honour, is a black wench
to be nsed worse than a white ane?

I can give no reason, said my uncle Toby. —

— Ouly, cried the Corporal, shaking his head, becanse
she has no one to stand up for her —

‘Tis that very thing, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, —
which recomniends her to protection, 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 nse it unkindly.

— God forbid, said the Corporal.

Amen, responded my uncle Toby, laying his hand vpon
his heart.

The Corporal returned to his story, and went on— but
with an embarrassment in doing it, which heve and there
a reader in this world will not be able to comprehend ;
for by the many sudden transitions all along from one
kind and cordial passion 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 giv-
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ing a stout hem! to rally back the retreating spirits, and
aiding nature at the same time with his left arm a.kimbo
on one side, and with his vight a little extended . sup-
ported her on the other — the Carporal got as near the
note as he could; and in that attitude continned his story.

As Tom, an’t please your honour, had no business at
that time with the Boorish girl, he passed on into the
room beyond, to talk to the Jew's widow about love —
and being, as 1 have told your honour, an open, cheery-
hearted lad, with his character 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’t please vour honour, always chooses
a second husband as unmlike the first as she ecan : so the
affair was settled in her mind before Tom mentioned it.

She signed the capitulation — and Tom sealed it; and
there was an end of the matter.

T. Shardy, Vol. IV. Chap. 64.

‘THE BEGUINE.

1 mosT here inform you, that this servant of my uncle
Toby's, who went by the name of Trim, had been a Cor-
poral in my uncle’s own company, — his real name was
James Butler, — but having got the nick-name of T'rim in
the regiment, my uncle Toby, unless when he happened
to be very angry with him, would never eall him by any
other name.

The poor fellow had been disabled for the service, by
a wound on his left knee, by a musket bnllet at the battle
of Landen, which was two years before the affair of Na-
mur ;— 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 an excellent use was he,
attending my nncle Toby in the camp and in his quarters,
as a valet, groom, barber, cook, sempster, and nurse
and indeed, from first to last, waited upon him and served
him with great fidclity and affection.

My uncle Toby loved the man in retnrn, and what at-
tached him more to him still, was the similitude of their
knowledge. — For Corporal Trim, (for so, for the future,
1 shall calt him) by four years occasional attention to his
master's discourse npon fortified towns, and the advantage
of prying and peeping continnally into his master’s plans,
ete. exclusive and besides what he gained Hobby-llorsically,
as a body servant, Nor Hobby Horsical per se, —had be-
come no mean proficient in the science ; and was thonght,
by the cook and chamber-maid, to know as much of the
nature of strong holds as my vncle Toby himself.
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I have but one more stroke to give to finish Corporad
Trim’s character, —and it is the only davk line in it. —
The fellow loved to advise, — or rather to hear himself
talk ; his carriage , however, was so perfectly vespectful,
‘twas easy to keep him silent when yon had him so; but
set his tongue a-going,— yon had no hold of him — he was
voluble ; —the eternal interlardings of yowr Horour, with
the respectfulness of Corporal Trim’s manuer, interceding
so strong in behalf of his elocution, — that though 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 them. My uncle Toby, as 1 said, loved
the man ; — and besides as he ever looked upon a faith-
ful servant — but as an humble friend, — he could not bear
to stop his mouth. —Such was the Corporal Trim.

So, thou wast once in love, T'rim! said my uncle Toby,
smiling —

Souse, replied the Corparal—over head and ears! an't
please your honour. Prithee when? where? —and how
came it to pass? — I never licard one word of it before,
quoth my uncle Toby. — 1 dare say, answered Trim, that
every drnmmer and serjeant’s son in the regiment knew
of it. —It’s high time I should — said my uncle Toby.

Your honour remembers with coneern, said the Cor-
poral, the total rout and confusion of our camp, and the
army. at the affair of Landen ; every one was left to shift
for himself ; and if it had not been for the regiments of
Wyndham , Lumley, and Galway, which covered the re-
treat over the bridge of Neerspelen, the King #) himself
could scarce have gained it — he was pressed hard , as
your hononr knows, on every side of him—

Gallant mortal ! cried my uncle Toby, caught up with
enthusiasm — this moment, now that ail is lost, I see him
galloping across me, corporal, to the left, to bring up
the remains of the English horse along with him to sup-
port the right. and tear the lanrel from Luxembourgy’s
brows, if yet ‘tis possible — I see him with the knot of
his searf, just shot off, infusing fresh spirits into poor
Galway's regiment — riding along the line — then wheel-
ing 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, shonted Trim.

My uncle Toby knew the Corporal’s loyalty ! — other-
wise 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 wonnded was prodigions, and no
one had time to think of any thing but his own safety —
Though Talnash, said my uncle Toby, brought off the
foot with great prudence —But I was left upon the field,

*) Ring William,
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said the Corporal, — Thou wast so, poor fellow! replied
my mncle Tohy — So that it was noon the uext day, con-
tinued the Corporal, before I was exchanged, and put into
a cart with thirteen or fourteen more. in ovder to be con-
veved to our hospital. — The anguish of my koee. con-
tinued the Corporal, was excessive in itself; aund the un-
easiness of the cart, with the ronghness 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 besides—(Poor soul! said my uncie Toby)
all together, an’t please your honour, was more than [
could sustain.

| was telling my sufferings to a young woman at a pea-
sant'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 cheered me, she
had given it me a second and a third time. — So 1 was
telling her, an’t please your honour, the anguish 1 was in,
and was sayiug it was so intolerable to me, that I had
much rather die down upon the bed, turning my face to-
wards one which was in the corner of the room — and die,
than go on — when, upon her attempting to lead me to it,
1 fainted away in her arms. She was a good soul! as
your honour, said the Corporal, wiping his eves, will hear.

I thought love had been a joyous thing, quoth my unele
Toby.

“Tis the most sevious thing, an’t please your honour,
(sometimes) that is in the world.

By the persuasion of the young woman. continued the
Corporal, the cart with the wounded men set off without
me : she had assured them 1 should expire immediately if
1 was put into the cart. So when | came to myself — 1 foand
myself in a still. quiet cottage, with no one but the young
woman, and the peasant and his wife. 1 was laid across
the bed in the corner of the room, with my wounded leg
upon the chair, and the young woman beside me, holding
the corner of the handkerchief, dipp'd in vinegar, to my
nose with one hand, and rubbing my temples with the
other.

1 took her at first for the danghter of the peasant; (for
it was no inn) — so had offered ler a little purse with
eighteen florins, which my poor brother Tom (here Trim
wip’d liis eves) 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 shew them the money, in order to gain me
credit for a bed, and what little necessaries 1 should want,
*till I should be in a condition to be got to the hospital.
— Came. then! said she, tying up the little purse, —T'il
he your banker — but as that office alone will not keep
me employed. I'll be your nurse too.

I thought by her manner of speaking this , as well as
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by her dress, which I then began to consider more atten-
tively— 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 cambric border , laid close to
her lorehead : she was oune of those kind of Nuns, aw’t
please vour honour, of which your honour knows there
are a great many in Flanders, which they let loose. —
By the description, Trim. said my uncle Toby, I dave say
she was a yaung Beguine, of which there are none to be
found any swhere but in the Spanisi Netherlands — except
at Amsterdam — they differ from Nuns in this, that they
can quit their cloister it they choose to marry : they visit
and take care of the sick by profession — I had rather, for
my own part, they did it out of good-nature.

The young Beguine, coutinved the Corporal, had scarce
given herselt time to tell me “she would be my nurse,,
when she hastily turued about to begin the office of one,
and pre]mre something for me — and in a short time —
though 1 thought it a long one —she came back with
flannels , ete. ete. and having fomented my knee soundly
for a couple of hours, and made me a thin bason of grnel
for my supper — she wished me rest, and promised to be
with me early in the niorning.—She wished nie, an’t please
vour honour, what was not to be had. My fever ran very
high that night — her figure made sad disturbance within
me — | was every moment cutting the world in two — to
give her halt of it —and every moment was I erying, that
I had nothing but a knapsack and eighteen tlorins to share
with her. — The whole night long was the fair Beguine,
like an angel, close by my bed-side, 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, she was scarce
ever from me; and so accustomed was 1 to receive life
from her hands, that my heart sickened, and 1lost colour
when she lcft the room. — Love, an’t please your honour, is
exactly like war in this; that a soldier, though he has
escaped three weeks complete o'Saturday night — may
nevertheless be shot through his heart on Sunday morn-
ing.— It happened so lhere. an’t please your lonour, with
this differcnce anly - that it was on Sunday, in the after-
noon, when 1 fell in love all at ouce with a sisserara —
it burst upon me, an’t please your honour, like a bomb
— scarce giving me time to say “God bless me!l,

I thought, Trim, said my uncle Toby, a man never
fell in love so very suddenly.

Yes, an’t please your honour, if he is in the way of
it, — replied T'rim.

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

— With all pleasunre, 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 ehapter,
had it not been predestined otherwise— there is no re-
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wisting our fate. It was on a Sunday, in the afternoon,
as | told your honour. The old mau and his wife had
walked aut.— Every thing was still aud hush as midnight
abont the louse.

There was not so much as a duck or a duckling abong
the yard ; when the fair Beguine came to see me.

My wound was then in a fair way of doing well — the
inflammation had been gome off for some time ; but it was
succeeded with an jtching hoth above and below my knee,
so insufterable, that L had not shut my eyes the whole
night for it. Let me see it, said she, kneeling down vpon
the gromnd parallel to my knee, and laying her hand upon
the part below it, — it only wants rabbing a little, said
the Beguine ; so covering it with the bed clothies, she be-
gan with the fore-finger of her right haud to rub under
my knee, gniding her fore-finger backwards and ferwards
by the edge of the flannel which kept on the dressing.

In five or six minutes 1 felt slightly the end of her
secand finger—and presently it was laid flat with the other;
and slie continued rubbing in that way round and round
for a pood while : it then came into my head that | shonld
tall in love — | blushed when I saw how white a hand she
had —1 shall never, an’t please your honour, behold an-
ather hand so white whilst | 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, she brought down the
fourth, aund then rubbed with her whole hand : I will
never say another word, an’t please your honour, npon
hands again — but it was softer than satin.

Prithee. T'rim, commend it as much as thon wilt, said
my wuele Toby ; 1 shall hear thy story with the maore de-
light.— The Corporal thanked his master most anf: ignedly;
but having nothing to say upon the Beguine’s hand but the
same thing aver again — he proceeded to the effects of it.

The fair Beguine, said the Corporal, continued rubbing
with her whole hand under my knee — till 1 feared her
zeal would weary her.— <1 would do a thousand times more,»
said she, «for the love of Christ.. As she continued rub-
bing — I felt it spread, from under her hand, an’t please
your hononr, to every part of my frame.—

The more she rubbed, and the longer strokes she took
— the more the fire kindled in my veins — till at length,
by two or three strokes longer than the rest — my passion
rose to the highest pitch — | seized her hand— And then
than elapped’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 essence of all the love
ramances which ever have been wrate since the beginning

of the world. T. Shandy, Vol. IV. Chap. 43.
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THE HOBBY-HORSE.

Nav, if you come, to that, Sir, have not the wisest of
men in all ages ., not excepiing Solomon himself, — have
they wnot had their Hobdy-lorses ; their running-horses,—
their coins and their cockle-shells, their drums and their
trumpets, their fiddles, their pallets, —their maggots and
their butterflies? and so long as a man rides his Hobby-
Morse peaccably aund quietly along the king's highway,
and neither compels you or me to get up behind him, —
pray, Sir, what have cither you or I to do with it!

De gustibus non est disputandim ; — that is, there is
no disputing against Hobby- llorses ; and for my part, I
seldom do ; nor could 1 with any sort of grace, had 1 been
an enemy to them at the bottom : for happening at cer-
tain intervals and changes of the moon, to be both fiddler
and painter, according as the fly stings:— be it known to
you, that 1 keep a couple. of pads myself, upon which, in
their turns, (nor do | care who knows it) I frequently
ride out and take the air;—thongh somefimes, ta my
sliame be it spoken, | take somewhat longer journies than
what a wise man wounld think altogether right,— But the
trath is, I am not a wise man ; — and besides, am a mor-
tal of so little consequence in the world, it is not much
watter what 1 do : so 1 seldom fret or fume at all about
it : nor does it much distnrb my rest, when I see such
great Lords and tall personages as herearter follow ; —suel,
for instance, as my Lord A. B, C,D.E, F, G. I, ], K, L,
M, N, 0, 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 con-
trary , tucked np to their very chins, with whips across
their mounths. sgonring and scampering it away like so many
little party-coloured devils astiide 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
should happen, the world may make a shift to do excel-
Tently well without them ; and for the rest, — why — God
speed them — e’en let them ride on without opposition
from me ; for were their Lordships unhorsed this very
night — 'tis ten to one but that many of them would be
worse mounted hy one half before to-morrow morning.

Not one of these instances therefore can be said to
break in upon my rest. But there is an instance, which
1 own puts me off my guard, and that is, when I see one
born for great actions, and, what is still more for his
honour, whose nature ever inclines him to good ones;
when | behold snch a one, my Lord, like yourself, whose
principles and conduct are as generons and noble as his
bload, and whom, for that reason, a corrupt world cannot
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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 couutry has prescribed to him, and
my zeal for his glory wishes. — then my Lord, | cease to
be a philosopher, and in the first transport of an honest
impatience, 1 wish the Hobby Horse, with all his fralerni-
ty, at the Devil.
Tristram Shandy, Vol. L Ciap. T el 8.

M A R I A.

— TuEy were the sweetest notes I ever heard ; and |
instantly let down the forc- glass to hear them more dis-
stinetly. — "'is Maria, said the postillion, observing I was
listening.— Poar Maria, continued he, (leaning his body on
one side to let me see her, for he was in a line betwixt
us,) is sitting upon a bank, playing her vespers npon
her pipe, with her litile goat beside her.

The young fellow uttered this with an accent and a
look so perfectly in tune to a feeling heart, that I instantly
made a vow. | wonld give him a four-and-twenty sous
piece, when I got to Monlines.

And who is poor Marin? 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
shine upon so fair. so quick-witted and amiable a maid;
and better fate did Maria deserve, than to have her bands
forbid by the intrigues of the curate of the parish, wiro
published them.—

He was going on, when Marie, who had made a short
pause, put the pipe to her mouth, and began the air again
— they wlhere 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—nr how
she came by her pipe. no one knows : we think that Heaven
has assisted her in both ; for ever since she has been un-
settled in her mind , it seems her only consolation — she
has never once had the pipe out of her hand, but plays
that service npon it almost night and day.

The postillion delivered this with so much discretion
and natural eloquence, that I could not help deciphering
something in his face above his condition, and should have
sifted out his history, had not poor Maria’s taken such
full possession of me.

Vve had got up by this time almost to the bank where
Maria was sitting ; she was in a thin white jacket, with
her hair, all but two tresses, drawn up into a silk net,
with a few olive leaves twisted a little fantastically on
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one side — she was beautiful ; and if ever I felt the full
force of an honest heart-ach, it was the moment 1 saw her.

— God help her! poor damsel ! above a hundred masses,
said the Postillion, have been said in the several parish
churclies and convents around for her ; —but without effect;
we have stiil hopes, as she is sensible for short intervals,
that the Virgin will at iast restore her to herself; but
lier parents, who know ler best, are hopeless npon that
score, and think her senses are lost for ever.

As the postillion spoke this, Maria made a cadence so
melancholy, so tender. and quernlous, that 1 sprang out
of the chaise to help her, and found myself sitting be-
twixt her and her goat, before 1 relapsed from my en-
thusiasm.

Maria looked 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 1 softly — what resemblance do you
find!

1 do entreat the candid reader to believe me, that it
was from the humblest conviction of what a beast man
is,—that I asked the question ; and that I wounld 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 1 so smarted at the very idea of it, that | swore
1 wounld set up for Wisdom, and untter grave sentences
the rest of my days —and never — never attempt again to
commit mirth with man, woman, or child, the longest day
1 had to live.

As for writing nonseuse to them —1 believe, there was
a reserve— but that 1 leave to the world.

Adien, Maria! —adieu, poor hapless damsel! some time,
but not now, 1 may hear thy sorrows from thy own lips —
but 1 was deceived ; for that moment she took her pipe,
and told me such a tale of woe with it, that | rose np,
a}nd with broken and irregular steps, walk’d softly to my
chaise,

T. Shandy, Vol. 1V. c. 83.

M A R I A.

MOULINES.

1 sever felt what the distress of plenty was in any one
shape till now — to travel it through the Bourbonnais, the
sweetest part of France — in the hey-day of the vintage,
when Nature is pouring lier abundance into every one's
lap, and every evye is lifted up—a journey, through each
step of which Music beals time to Labour, and all her
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children are rejoicing as they carry in their clusters —to
pass through this with my affections flying out, and kind-
ling at every group before me —and every one of them
was pregnant with adventures.

Just Heaven! — it wounld fill up twenty volumes — and
alas! I have but a few small pages of this to erowd it
into — and half 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 affected
me not a litile in the reading ; bnt when I got within the
neighbonrhood where she lived. it returned so strong into
my mind, that 1 conld not resist an impuise which prompted
me to go half a league ont of the road, to the village where
her parents dwelt, to inquire after her.

*Tis going, 1 own, like the Knight of the Woefnl Coun-
tenance. in guest of melancholy adventures —bhut 1 know
not how it is, but 1 am never so perfectly conscious of
the existence of a soul within me, as when I am entaug-
led in them.

The cld mother came to the door; her locks told me
the story before she opened her mouth. — She had lost her
husband ; he had died, she said, of anguish for the loss
of Maria’s senses, about a month before.—She had feared
at first. she 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 she
conld not rest— her poar danghter, she said, erying, was
wandering somewhere about the road. —

— Why does my pulse beat languid as 1 write this ;
and what made La Fleur, whose heart seemed 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 beckoned to
the postillion te turn back inte the road. —

When we had got within half a league of Moulines, at
a little opening of the road leading to a thicket, I dis-
covered poor Maria sitting under a poplar —she was sit-
ting with her elbow in her lap, and her head leaning on
one side 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 dressed in white, and much as my friend de-
scribed her, except that her hair hung loose, which before
was twisted within a silk net.—She had, superadded like-
wise to her jacket, a pale-green riband, which fell across
lier shoulder to the waist ; at the end of which hung her
pipe. — Her goat had been as faithless as her lover; and
she had got a little dog in lieu of him, which she had
kept tied by a string to her girdle : as 1 looked at her
dog, she drew him towards her with the string.— « Thou
shalt not leave me, Sylvio. said she. Ilooked in Maria’s
eyes, and saw she was thinking more of her fatlier than



48 MARIA.

of her lover or her little goat ; for, as she 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. — 1 then steep’d
it in my own — and then in her’'s — and then in mine —
and then I wip'd her’s again—and as I did it, I felt such
nadescribable emotions within me, as I am sure conld not
be accounted for from any combinations of matter and
motion.

I am positive ] 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, 1 asked her
if she remembered a paie. thin person of a man, who had
sat down betwixt her and her goat about two years before ?
She said, she was unsettled much at that time, but re-
membered it upon two accounts — that, ill as she was, she
saw the person pitied her ; and next, that her goat had
stolen his handkerchief, and she had beat him for the theft
—she had washed it, she said, in the brook, and kept it
ever since in her pocket, to restore it to him in case she
should ever see him again, which, she added, be had half
promised her., As she told me this, she took the hand-
kerchief out of her pocket to let me see it; she had folded
it up neatly in a couple of vine leaves, tied round with a
tendril — on opening it, I saw an S marked in one of the
corners.

She had since that, she told me, strayed as far as Rome,
and walk’d round St. Peter’s once — and return’d back —
that she found her way alone across the Appennines — had
travelled over all Lombardy without money —and through
the flinty roads of Savoy without shoes — how she had
borne it, and how she had got supported. she could not
tell — but God tempers the wind, said Maria, to the shorn
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 shelter thee : thon shouldst eat of my own
bread, and drink of my own cup—1 would be kind to thy
Sylvio—in all thy weaknesses and wanderings I wonld seek
atter thee, and bring thee back— when the sun went down,
I would say my prayersy; and when 1 had done, th~u shouldst
play thy evening song upen thy pipe, nor would the in-
cense of my sacrifice be worse accepted for entering Hea-
ven along with that of a broken heart.

Nature melted within me, as I uttered this; and Maria
ohserving, as | took out my handkerchief, that it was
steep’d too much already to be of use, would needs go
wash it in the stream —and where will you dry it, Maria?
said I — I will dry it in my bosom, said she, — 'twill do
me good.

And is your heart still so warm, Maria? said L

I touch’'d upon the string on which hung all her sor-
rows — she look'd with wistful disorder for some time in
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my face; and then, without saying any thing, took hLer_

ipe and play’d her service to the Virgin. — The string 1
Rad touch'd ceased to vibrate—in a moment or two Maria
veturned to herself —let hier pipe fall—and rose up.

And wlere are you going, Maria? said I. —She said, to
Moulines. — Let us go, said 1, together.— Maria put her
arm within mine, and lenghtening the string, to let the
dog follow —in that order we entered Moulines.

Though I hate salutations and grectings in the market-
place, vet when we got into the middle of this, I stopp’d
to take my last look and last farewel of Maria.

Maria, though not tall, was nevertheless of the first
order of fine forms —affliction had toueh'd ker looks with
something that was scarce earthly — still she was feminine
—and so much was there abont her of all that the heart
wislies, or the eye looks for in woman, that could the traces
be ever woru ont of her brain, and those of Eliza’s out
of mine, she should not only eat of my bread and drink
of my own cup, but Maria should lic in my bosom, and
be unto me as a danghter.

Adicu, poor luckless maiden! — imbibe the oil and wine
which the compassion of u stranger, as he journeyeth on
his way, nmow pours into thy wounds.—The Being who has
twice bruised thec, can only bhind them up for ever.

Sent. Journey, Page 217.

THE PARSON’S HORSE.

Be it known then, that, for about five years before the
date of the midwife’s licence, of which yon have had so
circnmstantial an acconnt,—the parson we had to do with
had made himself a country-talk by a breach of all de-
corum, which lie had ecommitted against himself, his station,
and his office ; and that was in never appearing beiter,
or otherwise mounted. than npon a lean, sorry, jackass
of a horse, value about one pound fifteen shillings ; who,
to shorten all description of him, was full brother to Ro-
sinante, as far as similitude congeninl could make him ;
for hie answered his deseription to a hair-breadth in every
thing , — except that I do not remenber ’tis any where
said, that Rosinante was broken-winded ; and that, more-
over, Rosinanle, as is the happiness of most Spanish
Horse's, fat or lean,—was undoubtedly a horse at all
points.

1 know very well that the Hero’s horse was a horse
of chaste deportment, which may have given grounds for
the contrary opinion : But it is as certain at the same
time, that Rosinante’s continency (as may be demonstrated

3
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from the adventure of the Yanguesian carriers) proceeded
from no bodily defect 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. i

. Let that be as it may, as my purpose is to do exact
justice fo every creature brought npon the stage of this
dramatic work, —I eould not stifle this distinctior in favour
of Don Quixoate’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 Ihunility herself
conld have bestrode.

In the estimation of here and there a man of weak judg-
ment, 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 plush, garnished with a double row of silver
headed- studs, and a moble pair of shining brass stirrups,
with a housing aftogether suitable, of grey superfine cloth,
with an edging of black lace, terminating in a deep, black,
silk fringe, poudre d'or, —all which he had purchased in
the pride and prime of his life; together with a grand
embossed bridle, ornamented at all points as it should be.—
But not caring to banter his beast, he had hung ail these np
behind his study door : — and, in lieu of them, had serjous-
ly befitted him with just such a bridle and such a saddle,
as the figure and value of sucl a steed might well and
truly deserve.

In the several sallies about his parish, and in the neigh-
bouring visits to the gentry, who lived around him,— you
will easily comprehend, that the parson, so appointed,
would both hear and see enough to keep his philesephy
from rusting. To speak the truth, he mever could enter
a village, but he canght the attention of both old and
young.— Labour stood still as he passed — the bucket hung
suspended in the middle of the well, — the spinning-wheel
forgot its round, — even chuck-farthing and shuftle - cap
themselves stood gaping till he had got out of sight; and
as his movement was not of the quickest, he had general-
ly time enongh upon his hands to make his observations,
—to hear the groans of the serions,—and the langhter of
the light-hearted ; —all which he bore with excellent tran-
quillity. — His character 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 scrouple in
bantering the extravagance of his humeonur, instead of giv-
ing the true cause, — he chose rather to join in the laugh
against himself; and as he never carried one single ounce
0? flesh upon his own bones, being altogether as spare a
figure a his beast, — he would sometimes insist upon it,
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that the horse was as good as the rider deserved ; — that
they were Centanr-like, —hoth of a piece. At other times,
and in other moods, when his spirits were above the tempta-
tion of false wit, —he would say. he found himself going
off fast in a consumption ; and, with great gravity, would
pretend , he conld no: bear the sight of a fat horse, with.
out dejection of heavt,and a sensible alteration in his pulse;
and that he had made choice of the lean one lie rode
upon, not only to keep himself in countenance, but in
spirits.

At different times he wonld give fifty humorons and
apposite reasouns for riding a meek-spirited jade of a broken-
winded horse, preferably to one of mettle;— for on such
a one he could sit mechanically, and meditate as delight.
fully de vanitate mamdi et fuga sqeculi, as with the ad-
vantage of a death head’s bnforg him ; —that, in ail other
exercitations, he could spend his time, as he rode slowly
along,—to as much aceount 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 slow argnmentation, like wit and
judgment, were two incum[_mtihle movements. — But that
upon his steed — he could unite aud reconcile every thing,—
he could compose his sermon— hie conld compaose his cough,
—and, in case nature gave a eall that way, he conld like-
wise compose himself to steep — In shart, the parson, npon
such encounters, would assign any caunse but the true
cause,— and he with - held the true one. only out of a nice-
ty of temper, because he thought it“did honour to him.

SENSIBILITY.

— DEAR Sensibility! source inexhausted of all that’s
precious in our joys, or costly in our sorrows! thom
chainest thy martyr down upon the bed of straw — and
’tis thou who liftest him up to Heawen — 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 sickening moments «my_soul shrinks back upon her-
self, and startles at destruction . —mere pomp of words!
— but that 1 feel some generous joys and generons cares
beyond myself —all comes from thee, great—great senso-
riwm of the world! which vibrates, if a hair of our leads
Lut fall upon the ground, in the remotest desert of thy
creation, — Touched with thee, Eugenius draws my curtain
when I langnish— hears my tale of symptoms, and blames
the weather for the disorder of his nerves. Thom giv'st
a portion of it sometimes to the roughest peasant who

*
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fraverses the blackest mountains — he finds the lacerated
lamb of another’s flock —this moment I beheld him leaning
with his head against his crook . with pitenus inclination

looking down upon it! — Oh! had I come one moment
snolnpr‘. — it bleeds to death — his gentle heart blecds
with it.—

Peace to thee, generous swain! Isee thou walkest off
with anguish —but thy joys shall balance it — for happy is
thy coftage — and happy is the sharer of it — and happy
are the lambs which sport about you.

Sent. Jour. p. 226.

THE SUPPER.

A snoE coming lnose from the fore-foot of the thili-
horse, at the beginning of the ascent of mount Taurira,
the postillion dismounted, twisted the shoe off, and put
it in his pocket : as the ascent was of five or six miles,
and that horse our main dependance, I made a point of
having the shoe fastened on again, as well as we could;
but the postillion 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 moanted half a mile higher, when coming
to a flinty piece of road, the poor devil lost a second shoe,
and from off his other fore-foot. § then got out of the
chaise in good earnest; and seeing a house about a guar-
ter of mile to the left-hand , with o great deal to da, 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. 1t was a little
farm-house , surrounded with about twenty acres of vine-
yard, about as much corn — and close to the honse. on
ane side, was a potagerie of an acre and an half full of
every thing which could make plenty in a French peasant's
house — and on the other side was a little wood, which
furnished wherewithal to dress it. It was about eight in
the evening when 1 got to the house —so 1 left the postil-
lion to manage his point as he could —and for mine, 1
walked directly into the house.

The family consisted of an old grey-headed man and
his wife, with five or six sons and sons-in-law, and their
geveral wives, and a joyous genealogy out of them.

They were all sitting down together to their lentilsoup;
alarge wheaten loaf was in the middle of the_ table ; and
a flagon of wine at each end of it promised joy through
the stages of the repast—’twas a feast of love.

The old man rose up to meet me, and with a respect-
ful cordiality would have me sit down at the table : my
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Lieart was set down the moment 1 entered the room; sol
sat down at once like a son of the family; and to invest
myself in the character as speedily as I could, 1 instantly
borrowed the old man's knife, and taking up the loaf]
cot myself a liearty luncheon; and as I did it, I saw a
testimony in every eye, not only of an honest welcome,
but of a weliome mix'd with thanks that | 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 1 owe it,
that the draught 1 took of their flagon was so delicions
with it, that tlhey remain upon my palate to this hour?

If the supper was to my taste— the grace which fol-
lowed 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 signal was given,
the women and girls ran all together into the back apart-
ment to tie up tlieir hair —and the young men to the door
to wash their faces, and change their »abots : and in three
minutes every sonl was ready upon a little esplanade be-
fore the honse to begin. — The old man and his wife came
out last, and placing me Dbetwixt them, sat down upon a
sopha of turf by the door.

The old man had some fifty years ago beenm mo mean
performer npon the rviefle — and. at the age e 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.

1t was not {ill the middle of the second dance, when,
for some panses in the movement wherein they all seem’d
ta look np, I fancied | could distinguish an elevation of
spirit different from that which is the cause or the effect
of simple jollity.—In a word, 1 thought I beheld Religion
mixing in the dance —but as 1 had never secn her so
engaged, 1 should have look'd vpon it now as one of the
iliusions of amn imagination which is eternally misleading
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 danece and rejoice! believing, he said,
that a cheerful and contented mind, was the best sort of
thanks to Heaven that an illiterate peasant conld pay. —

— Or a learned prelate cither, said I.

Sent. Jour. p. 227.
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ILLUSION.

SwEET pliability of man’s spirit, that can at once sur-
render itself to illnsions, which cheat expectation and sor-
row of their weary moments! — Long — long since had ye
numbered nut_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, 1 get off
it to some smooth velvet path, which fancy has scattered
over with rose- buds of delight; and having taken a few
turns in it, come back strenghten’d and refresh’d. — When
evils press sore upon me, and there is no retreat from
them in the world, then I take a new course — | lcave it—
and as 1 have a clearer idea of the FElysian fields than 1
have of heaven, | force myself, like Aenens, into them
— I sec him meet the pensive shade of his forsaken Dido —
and wish to recognize it — I see the injured spirit wave
her head, and turn off silent from the author of her mi-
series and dishonours — | lose the feelings of myself in
her’s —and those affections which were wont to make me
mourn for her when I was at school.

Surely this is not walking in a vain shadow — nor does
man disquiet himself in vain by it — he oftener does so
in trusting the issue of his commotions to reason only.
—1I can safely say for myselt, I was never able to con-
quer any ane single bad sensation in my heart so deci-
sively, as by beating up as fast as | could for some kindly
and gentle sensation, to fight it upon its own ground.

Sent. Jour. p. 165.

LE DIMANCHE.

Ir was Sunday; and when La Fleur came in the morn-
ing, with my coffee and roll and butter, he had got him-
self so gallantly arrayed, I scarce knew him.

I had convenanted at Monireiul to give him a new hat
with a silver 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 searlet coat, and
a pair of breeches of the same.— They were not a crown
worse, he said, for the wearing — I wish'd him hang’d
for telling me.— They look'd so ?resh, though 1 knew the
thing could not be done, yetl would rather have imposed
upon my faney, with thinking I had bought them new for
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the fellow, than that they had come out of the Rue de
Fripperie.

This is a nicety which makes not the heart sore at
Paris.

He had purchased, moreover, a handsome blue satin
waistcoat, fancifully enough embroidered — this was indeed
something the worse tor the service it had done, but *twas
elean sconr’d —the gold had been touch’d up, and upon
the whole was rather showy than otlierwise —and as the
blue was not violent, it sunited with the coat and breeches
very well : he had squeez’d out of the money, moreover,
a new bag and solitaire; and had insisted with the Frip-
pier upon a gold pair of garters fo his breeches knees.—
He had purchiased muslin ruffles, bien brodees with four
livres of his own money, —and a pair of white silk stoek-
ings for five more —and, to top all, nature had given
him a handsome figure, without costing him a souns.

He entered the room thus set off, with his hair drest
in the first style, 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 nie in mind it
was Sunday —and. by combining both together, it instant-
ly struck me, that the favour he wisl’d to ask me the night
before, was to spend the day as every one in Paris spent
it besides. | had scarce made the eomjecture, when La
Flewr, with infinite humility, but with a loek of trust, as
if I shounld not refuse him, begged I would grant him the
day, pour faire le galant vis.a vis de sa Maitresse.

Now it was the very thing Iintended to do myself vis-
a-vis Madame de R¥#* — | had retained the remise on
purpose for it, and it would not have mortiied my vanity
to have had a servant so well dress’d as La Ileur was, to
have got up behind it: I never could have worse spared
him.

But we must feel , not argue in these embarrassments
— the sons and daughters of service part with Liberty,
but not with Nature, in their contracts ; they are flesh
and blood, and have their littie vanities and wishes in the
midst of the honse of bondage, as well as their task-masters
— no doubt, they have set their self-denials at a price —
and their expectations are so unreasonable, that [ 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 shalt go, La Fleur! said I.

—And what mistress, La Fleur! said 1, canst thon
have picked up in so little a time at Paris? La Fleur laid
his hand upon his breast, and said ‘twas a petite demoi-
selle at Monsieur le Comte de B¥+%*’s — La Fleur had a
heart made for society; and, to speak the truth of him,
et as few occasions slip him as his master — so that,
some how or other,— but how — Heaven knows — he had
connected himself with the demoiselle upon the landing



56 THE MON

of the staly-case. during the time I was taken up with
my passport; 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 Iiis. — 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 tlie Connt's household
upon the bowlevards.

Happy people! that once a week at least are snre to
lay down all your cares together, and dance and sing,
and sport away the weights of grievance, which bow down
the spirit of other nations to the earth.

Sent. Jour. p. 190.

THE MONK.

CALATS.

A poor Monk of the order of 8t. Francis came inta
the room to beg something for his convent. No man cares
to have his virtues the sport of contingeicies —or one
man may be generous as another man is puissant — sed
non quoad hanc — or be it as it may — for there is no
regular reasoning upon the ebbs and flows of our humeurs;
they may depend upon the same causes, for anght I hnow,
whicl 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 | should be more highly
satisfied to have it said by the world, «1 ha_d had an af-
«fair with the moon, in which there was neither sin nor
«shame, » than have it pass altogetlier as my own act
and deed, wherein there was so much of hoth.

—But be this as it may: the moment I cast my eyes
upon him, 1 was predetermined not to give him a single
sous, and accordingly 1 put my purse into my pocket —
button’d it up — set myself a little more npon my centre,
and advanced up gravely to Lim ; there was something,
1 fear, forbidding in my look : I have his fignre this mo-
ment before my eyes, and think there was that in it which
deserved better treatment.

The monk, as 1 judged from the break in his tonsure,
a few scattered 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 le
no more than sixty — Truth might lie between — He was
certainly sixty-five : and the general air of his counte-
nance, notwithstanding something seemed to have been
planting wrinkles in it before their time, agreed to the
account,
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It was one of those heads which Guidoe has often painted
— mild, pale— penctrating, — 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 hy it, Heaven above, who let it fall upon a Monk’s
shonlders, best knows : but it would have suited a Bramin,
and had 1 met it vpon the plains of Indostan, 1 had re-
verenced it.

The rest of his outline may be given in a few strokes;
one might put it into the hands of any one to design, for
‘twas neither elegant or otherwise but as character and
expression made it so : it was a thin, spare form, some-
thing above the common size, if it lost net the distinetion
by a bend forward in the figure —but it was the attitude
ot intreaty ; and as it now stands present to my imagi-
nation, it gain’d more than it lost by it.

When he had entered the room three paces, he stood
stilt; and laying his left hand upon his breast, (a slender
white staff with which he journey’d being in his right)—
when | 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 simple a grace —
and such an air of deprecation was there in the whole
cast of his look and figure— 1 was bewitched not to have
been struck with it.

A better reason was, 1 had predetermined not to give
him a single sous.

—'Tis very true, said I, replying to a east upwards
with his eyes, with which he had concluded his address —
°tis very true — and Heaven be their source who have no
ather but the charity of the world, the stock of which, I
fear. is no way sulficicnt for the many great claimns which
are hourly made upon it.

As | pronounced the words great claims, he gave a
slight glance with his eye downwards vpon the sleeve of
his tunie — } felt the full force of the appeal —1 acknow-
ledge 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 ecan be earn’d in the
world with so little industry, that your order should wish
to proenre them by pressing npon 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 afflictions, langnishes also for his share
of it; and had yon been of the order of nerey instead of
the order of St. Francis, poor as 1 am, continued I, pointing
at my portmantean, full cheerfully should it have been
opened to yon, for the ransom of the unfortunate — The
Monk made me a bow — but of all others, resumed I, the
unfortunate of our own country, sorely, have the first
vights; and | have left thousands in distress upon our
own shore—The Monk gave a cordial wave with his head
—as much as to say. No doubt, there is misery enough

o %
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in every corner of the world, as well as within our con-
vent — But we distinguish, said 1. laying my hand npon
the slceve of his tunic, in return for his appeal —we di-
stinguish , my good father, betwixt those who wish only
to eat the bread of their own labonr — and those who cat
the bread of other people’s, and have no other plan in
life, but to get through it in sloth and ignorance, for the
love of God.

The poar Franciscan made no reply; a hectie of a
moment pass’d across his cheek, hut could not tarry. —
Nature seemed to have done with her resentments in liim ;
he shewed none —but letting his staff fall within his arm,
he press’d both his hands with resignation upon his
breast, and retired.

My hecart smote me the momnent he shut the door. —
Psha! said I, with an air of carelessness, three scveral
times — but it wounld not do : every ungracious syllable I
had uttered, crowded back into my imagination ; I re-
flected 1 had no right over the poor Iranciscan, but to
deny him; and that the punishment of that was enough
to the disappointed, without the addition of unkind lan-
guage — I considered his grey hairs — his courteons figure
scem’d to re-enter and gently ask me, what injury he had
dane me? — and why § could use him thus? — I wounld
have given twenty livres for an advocate —I have behaved
very ill, said 1 within myself; but I have only just set
out upou my travels ; and shall learn better manners as
1 get along.

Sent. Jour. p. 5.

THE MONK.

Tue good old Monk was within six paces of us, as the
idea of him cross'd my mind ; and was advancing towards
us a little ont of the line, as if uncertain whether he shoutd
break in upon us or no. — He stopp’d , however, as soon
as he came up to ns, with a world of frankness ; and
having a horn snuff-box in his hand, he presented it open
to me — You shall taste mine — said I, pulling out my hox
(which was a small tortoise one) — putting it iuto his hand
—_Tis most excellent, said the Mounk: Then do me the
favour, 1 replicd, to accept of the box and all, and when
vou take a pinch out of it, sometimes recollect it was the
peace-affering of a man who once used you unkindly, but
not from his heart.

The poor Monk blush’d as red as scarlet. Mon Dieu!
said he, pressing his hands together — you never nsed me
unkindly. —I should think, said the lady, he is not likely,
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1 blush’d in my turn ; but from what movements, 1leave
to the few who feel to analyse. — £xcuse me, Madam,
repiied 1, — 1 treated him most nakindly ; and from no
provocation. Tis impossible, said the Indy. — My God!
cried the Monk with a warmth of asseveration which seem’d
not to helong to him — the fanlt was in me, and in the
indiscretion of my zeal the lady opposed it, and I joined
with her in maintaining, it was impossible that a spirit
so regnlated as his could give vffence to any.

1 knew not that contention could be rendered so sweet
and pleasurable a thing to the nerves as I then felt it.—
We remained silent, without any scensation of that foolish
rain which takes place, when in snch a circle yon look
for ten minutes in one another’s faces without saying a
word. Whilst this lasted, the Monk rubbed his horn-box
upon the sleeve of his tunic ; and as soon as it had ae-
¢nired a little air of brightness by the friction —he made
a low bow, and said, ‘twas too late to say whether it was
the weakness or gooduess of our tempers which had in-
volved us in this contest — bnt be it as it would — he beg-
ged we might exchange boxes —in saying this he pre-
sented his to me with one hand, as he took mine from
me with 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.

1 gnard this hox as 1 would the instrumental parts of
my religion, to help my mind on to something better : in
truth, I seldom go abroad withount it; and oft and many
a time have I called np by it the cowteous spirit of its
owner to regulate my own in the justlings of the world;
they had found full employment for his, as 1learnt from
his story, ’till about the forty-fifth year of his age, when
upon some ilitary services ill requited, and meeting at
the same time with a disappointment in the tenderest of
jassions, he abandoned the sword and {he sex together,
and took sanctuary, not so much in his convent as in
himself.

1 feel a damp upon my spirits as 1 am going to add,
that in my last return through Calais, upon inquiring
after Father Lorcnzo, I heard he had been dead near three
mouths, and was buried, not in his convent, but, accord-
ing to his desire, in & little cemetery belonging to it, abont
two leagnes off : 1 had a strong desire to see where they
had laid him — when upon pulling out his little horn-box,
as 1 sat by his grave, and plucking np a nettle or two
at the head of it, which had no business to grow there,
they all struck together so foreibly upon my afteetions,
that I burst into a flood of tears — but I am as weak as
a woman ; and I beg the world not to smiile, but pity me.

Sent. Jour. p. 34.
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FELLOW - FEELING.

THERE is spmething in onr nature which engages us
to take part in every aceident to which man is subject,
from what canse 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 trnly interesting ,
that at the first sight we gencrally make them our own,
not altogether from a reflection that they might have been
or may be so, but oftener from a certain generusity and
tenderness of nature which disposes us for compassion,
abstracted from alt considerations of self: so that, with-
out any observable act of the will, we suffer with the un-
fortunate , and feel a weight upon our spirits we know
not why, on seeing the most common instances of their
distress. But where the spectacle is nncommonly tragical,
and complicated with many circumstances of wisery, the
mind is then taken captive at omce, and were it inclined
to it, has no power to make resistance, but surrenders
itself to all the tender emotions of pity and deep concern.
So that when one considers this friendly part of nature,
withont looking farther, one would thiuk it impossible for
man to look upon misery without finding himself in some
measure attached to the interest of him who suffers it —
1 say one would think it impossible — for there are sowme
tempers — how shall 1 describe them? — formed either of
such impenetrable matter, or wronght up by habitual sel-
fishness to such an utter insensibility 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 connection
with the species.

Serimon HI. p. 34.

THE MERCIFUL MAN.

Look into the world— how often do you behold a sor-
did wreteh , -— whose strait Leart is open to no man’'s af-
fliction, taking shelter behind an appearance of picty, and
putting on the garb of religion, which none but the merci-
ful and compassionate have a title to wear! Take notice
with what sanctity he goes to the cud of his days, in the
sanie selfish track fn which he at first set ont — tniming
neither to the vight-hand ver the left—but plods pa—
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hores all his life long upon the ground, as if afraid to
'ouk up, lest peradventure he should 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 object of distress, which threatens
such a disaster to him — deroutly passing by on the other
side as if unwilling to the impressions of nature, or hazard
the inconveniences which pity might lead him into upon
the occasion.
Sermon 1IL. p. 46.

P M e="Te ¥ea

Ix benevolent natures, the impulse to pity is so sudden,
that, like instruments of music, which obey the touch —
the ohjects which are fitted to excite such impressions,
work so fistantancous an effect, that yon would think the
will was scarce concerned, and that the mind was alto-
gether passive in the sympathy which her own gooduness
has excited. The teuth is — the sounl is generally in such
cases so busily taken up and wholly engrossed by the ab-
ject of pity, that she does not attend to her own operations,
or take leisure to examine the principles upon which she
acts.

Sermon 1I1. p. bi.

SLANDER.

Or 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 ns
singles ont himself as a eriminal, or ever once takes it
into his head that hie 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 parti-
cular vices laid to charge?

If he has the symptoms ever so strong upon him, which
he wounld pronounce infallible in another, they are in-
dications of no such malady in himself — e 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 so 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
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proud man himself? 1t is the same with the passionate,
the designing, the ambitions, and some other common
characters in life; and being a consequence of the nature
of such vieces, and almost jnscparable from them, the
effects of it are generally so gross and absurd, that where
pity does mot forbid, it is pleasant to observe and trace
the cheat through tlre several turnings and windings of
the heart, and detect it through all the shapes and ap-
pearances which it puts on.
Sermon 1V. p. 12

HOUSE OF MOURNING-

LeT us go into the house of mourning, made so by
sueh afflictions as have been brought on merely by the
common cross accidents and disasters to which our con-
dition is exposed, — where perhaps, the aged parents sit
broken-hearted , pierced to their souls with the folly and
indiscretion of a thankless child — the child of their
prayers, in whom atll their hopes and expectations cen.
tered : — perbaps a more affecting scene — a virtnous family
lying pinched with want, wliere the unfortunate support of
it having long struggled with a train of misfortunes, and
bravely fonght up against them, — is now piteously borne
down at the last — overwlhelmed with a cruel blow which
no forecast or frugality could have prevented. — O God!
look upon his afflictions — Behold him distracted with many
sorrows, strrounded 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, ashamed. .

‘When we enter into the house of mourning, such as
this — it is impossible to insult the unfortunate even with
an improper look — Under whatever levity and dissipation
of heart, such objeets catch our eyes, — they cateh like-
wise our attentions, colleet and call home our scattered
thoughts, and exercise them with wisdom. A transient sceie
of distress, such as is here sketched, how soon does it
farnish materials to set the mind at work! how neces-
sarily does it engage it to the consideration of the miseries
and misfortunes, the dangers and calamities to which the
life of man is subject! By holding up such a glass be-
fore it, it forces the mind to sece and reflect wpon the
vanity — the perishing eondition, and nncertain tenure of
every thing in this world. From reflections of this serious
cast. how inscnsibly do the thoughts carry us farther!—
and from considering what we are — what kind of world
we live in, and what evils befal us in it, liow naturally
do they set us to look forwards at what possibly we shall
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be. — for what kind of world we are intended — what evils
may befal us there — and what provisions we should make
against them here, whilst we have time and opportunity!
It these lessons are sa inseparable from the house of
mourning here snpposed — we shall find it a still more in-
structive school of wisdom when we take a view of the
place in that more affecting light in which the wise man
secms to confine it in the text; in which, by the louse
of mourning, [ believe he means that particular scene
of sorrow, where there is Jamentation and monrning for
the dead. Turn hither, I beseech you, for a moment.
Behold a dead man rcady to be carried out, the ouly son
of his mother, and she a widow! Perhaps a more affceting
spectacle, a kind and indulgent father of a numerous
family, lies breathless —suatclied away in the strength of
his age — torn in an_evil hour from bis 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 the last melancholy office which,
when the debt of nature is paid, we are called upon to
pay cach other! 1f this sad occasion which leads him
there, has mot done it already, take natice to what a
serious and devout frame of mind everv man is redunced,
the moment he enters this gate of affliction. The busy
and fluttering spirits which in the house of mirth were
wont to transport him from one diverting object to an-
other — see how they are fallen! how peaceably they are
laid! In this gloomy mansion full of shades and uncom-
fortable damps to scize the sonl, —see, the light and easy
lieart, which never knew what it was to think before, how
peusive it is now, how soft, how susceptible, how full
of religious impressions, how deeply it is smitten with
a sense and with a love of virtue! €onld we, in this
erisis, whilst the empire of reason and religion lasts,
and the heart is thns exereised with wisdom, and busied
with heavenly contemplations — could we see it naked as
it is stripped of its passions, unspotted by the world, and
regardless of its pleasures — we might then safely rest our
cause unpon this single evidence, and appeal to the most
sensnal,, whether Solomon has not made a just determi-
nation here in favour of the house of monrning? mot for
its own sake, bnt as it is froitful in virtne, and becomes
the oceasion of so much goad. Withont this end, sorrow,
1 own, has no use but to shorten a mnn's days — nor can
gravity, with all its stndied solemuity of lnok and carriage,
serve any end but to make one haif of the woarld merry,
and impose upon the other.
Sermnon 1L p. 33.
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FRAILTY.

Tre best of men appear sometimes to be strange com-
pounds_of contradictory qualities : aud were the accidental
oversights and folly of the wisest man, —the failings and
imperfections of a religious man, — the hasty acts and
passionate works of a meek man ; were they to rise np in
judgment against them, — and an ilk-natured judge be suf-
fered to mark, in this manner, what has been done amiss
what character so nnexceptionable as to be able to stand

before him?
Sermon XXX p. 33.

INSENSIBILITY.

It is the fate of mankind, too often, to seem insensible
of what they may enjoy at the easiest rate.
Sermon XLII p. 126.

UNCERTAINTY,.

THERE is no condition in life so fixed and permanent
as to be out of danger, or the rcach of change: and we
all may depend upon it, that we shall take our turns of
wanting and desiring. By how many unnforescen causes
may riches take wing! — The erowns of princes may he
shaken , 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, there-
fore, that excellent rule of our Saviour's ought to govern
us in all our actions, — Whatsoever you would that men
should do to you, do you also ta them likewise. — Time
and change happen to all; and the most atfluent may be
stript of all, and find his worldly comforts like so many
withered leaves dropping from him.

Sermon XLIL p. 209.

THE DEAD ASS.

Awp this, said he, putting the remains of a crust
into his wallet — and this shoold have been thy portion,
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said he, hadst thou been alive to have shared it with me.
1 thought by the accent it lrad been an apostrophe to his
child ; but ’twas to his ass, and to the very ass we had
seen dead on the road, which had occasioned La Fleur's
misadventure. The man scemed to lament it much ; and
it instantly brought tnto wmy wmind Sancho’s lamentation
for his; but he did it with more true touches of nature.

The mouruer was sitting on a stone bench at the door
with the ass’s paunel and its bridle on one side, which he
took up from time to time— then laid them down —look’d
at them — and shook Lis head. He then took his crust of
bread ont 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 sigh.

The simplicity of his grief drew numbers about him,
and La Fleiwr amongst the rest, whilst the horses were
getting ready ; as I continned sitting in the post- chaise,
I counld see and hear over their heads.

—He said he had come last from Spain, where he had
been from the furthest borders of Franconin; and had
got so far on his relurn home, when lis ass died. .Every
one seemed desirous to know what business conld 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, aud the yonngest
falling il of the sanie distemper, he was afvaid of being
bereft of them all; and made a vow, if Llcaven would not
take iiim 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 bim all the way, and was
unto his as a friend.

Gvery body who stood about, lieard the poor fellow with
coucern — La Fleur offered Lim money — the mourner
said he did not want it — it was not the value of the ass
— but the loss of himi.— The ass, he said, he was assured,
loved him, — and upon this, told them a long story of a
mischance npon their passage over the Pyrenean moun-
tains, which had separated them from each other three
davs : doring which time the ass had sought him as much
as he had sought the ass, and they had neither scarce eat
or drank till they met.

Thou hast one comfort, friend, said I, at least in the
loss of the poor beast; I'm sure thou hast been a merci-
ful master to him. — Alas! said the mourncr, I thought so
when he was alive — but now he is dead, I think otherwise,
— 1 fear the weight of myself and wmy afflictions together
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have been too much for him —they have shortened the
poor creature’s days, and 1 fear I have them to answer
for. — Shame on the world ! said I to myself. — Did we love
each other as this poor senl but lov’'d his ass — *twould

be something. Sent. Jour. p. 14

HUMOURING IMMORAL APPETITES.

Tue 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 shocks 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
sunshine 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
affected reserve and melancholy.

It is true, an the other hand, our passions are apt to
grow upon us by indnlgence, and become exorbitant, if
they are not kept under exact discipline. that by way of
caution and prevention, ’twere better, at certain times,
to affect some degree of needless reserve, than hazard
any ill consequences from the ather extreme.

Sermon XXXVII. p. 13.

U NIT Y.

Look into private life— behold how good and pleasant
a tling it is to live together in unity ; —it is like the
precious ointment poured upon the head of Adaron, that
run down to his skirts ; importing that this balm of life
is felt and enjoyed, not only by governors of kingdoms,
bot is derived down to the lowest rank of life, and tasted
in the most private recesses ; — all, from the king to the
peasant, are refreshed with its blessings, without which
we can find no comfart in any thing this world can give.
— It is this blessing gives every one to sit 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 rain

and confusion.
Sermon XLI. p. 203.
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OPPOSITION.

THERE are sccret workings in human affairs, which
over-rule alt human contrivauce, and counterplat the wisest
of our counsels, in so strange and unexpected a manner,
as to cast a damp upon our best schemes and warmest

endeavours,
Sermon XXXIX. p. 170.

CAPTAIN SHANDY’S

Justification of his own Principles and Conduct in wishing
to continue the War.

WRITTEN ToO HIs RROTIER.

1AM not insensible, brother Shandy, that when a man,
whose profession is arms, wishes. as 1 have done, for war,
— it has an ill aspect 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 Le sure
not to utter his wish 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
bis esteem : — But if his heart is overcharged, and a secret
sigh for arms must have its vent. he will reserve it for
the ear of a brother, who knows his true character to the
bottom, and what his trne notions, dispositions, and prin-
ciples of honour are : What, 1 hope, 1 have been in all
these, brother Shandy, would be unbecoming in me te
say ; — much worse, 1 know, have | been than I ought, —
and something worse, perhaps, than 1 think: but such as
1 am, yon, my dear brother Shandy, who have suck’d
the same breasts with me,— and with whom | have been
brought up from my cradle, — and from whose knowledge,
from the first hours of our boyish pastimes, down to this,
1 have concealed no one action 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 weak-
nesses too, whether my age, my temper, my passions, or
my understanding.

Tell me then, my dear brother Shandy, npon which of
them it is, that when 1 condemned the peace of Utrecht,
and grieved the war was not carried on with vigour a
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little longer, vou should think your brother did it upon
unworthy views ; or that, iu wishing for war, he should
be bad enough to wish more of his fellow creatures slain,
—more slaves made, and more fanilies driven {rom their
peacelul habitations, mercly for his own pleasare : — Tell
me, brother Shandy, upon what one deed of mine do you
ground it.

If, when I was a school-bay, I could not hear a drom
beat, but my lieart beat with it—was it my fanlt? Did
1 plant the propensity there? Did I sound the alarm with-
in. or nature?

When Guy Earl of Warwick, and Parismus and Paris-
menus, and Valentine and Orson, and the Seven Cham-
pions of England were handed around the school, — were
they not all purchased with my own pocket- money?—
Was that selfish, brother Shandy? When we read over
the sicge of Troy. which lasted ten years and eight months,
—though with such a train of artitlery, as we had at
Nawnur, the town might have been carried in a week —
was not 1 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 on my
left, for calling Helena a bitch for it? Did any onc of
you shed more tears for Hector? And when king Priam
came to the camp to beg his body, aud returned weeping
back to Troy without it, — you know, biother, 1 conld not
cat my dinner.

— Did that bespeak me crnel? Or, hecause, brother Shan-
dy, my blood flew ont into the camp, and my heart panted
for war, — was it a proof it conld not ach for the distresses
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,
wlere 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 anothier thing to reflect on the mi-
series of war, — to view the desolations of whole countries,
and consider the intolerable fatigues and hardships which
the soldier himself, the instrnment who works them, is
forced ( for six-pence a-day, if he can get it) to undergo.

Need I be told, dear Yovick, as I was by you, in Le
Fevre’s funeral sermon, Tihat so soft and genlle a creature,
born to love mercy and lindness, as man is, 1was not
shaped for this? But why did you not add, Yorick, ~if
not by Aature, — that he is so by Necessify!— For what
is war? what is it, Yorick, when fought as ours has
been, upon principles of Liberty. and uvpon principles of
Honour — what is it, but the getting together of quiet and
harmless people, with theic swords in their hands, to kecp
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the ambitions and the turbnlent within bounds! And
Heaven is my witness, brother Shandy, that the pleasure
1 have taken in these things, — and that infinite delight,
in particular, whiech has attended my sieges in my bowling-
green, has arose within me, and 1 hope in the Corporal too,
from the consciousness we both had, that in carrying them
on we were answering the great end of our creation.
1. Shandy, vol. I1L. Chap. 75.

MERCY RECOMMENDED.

My uncle Toby was a man patient of injuries ; — not
from want of courage, — wlieve jnst occasions presented,
or called it forth, —I know no man under whose arm I
wonld sooner have taken shelter ; — mnor did this arise
from any insensibility or obtuseness of his intellectnal
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 heart to retaliate upon a fly:
— Go, —says he one day at dinmer to an overgrown one
which had buzzed about his nose, and tormented him
eruelly alt dinner time, — and which, after infinite attempts,
he had caught at last —as it flew by him; — Tl not hurt
thee , says my uncle Toby, rising from his chair, and
going across the room, with the fly in his hand, — I'll not
huort a hair of thy head: — Go, says he, lifting np the sash,
and opening his hand as he spoke, to let it escape; go,

oar devil, — get thee gone ; why shonld [ hurt thee? —
his world surely is wide enough to hold thee and me.

# 4% This is to serve for parents and governors, in-
stead of a whole volume upon the subject.

T. Shandy, Vol. 1. Chap. 37.

INDOLENCE.

InconsisTeNT soul that man is! — langnishing under
wounds, which he has the power to heal! — his whole life
a contradiction to his knowledge! — his reason. that pre-
cious gift of God to him — { jnstead of ponring in oil)
serving hut to sharpen his sensibilities, — to multiply his
pains, and render him more melancholy and uneasy under
them !— Poor nnhappy creature, that he should do so!—
are not the necessary causes of miseries in this life enow,
but he most add voluntary ones to his stock of sorrow;
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— stroggle 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!
Tristram Shandy, Vol. 1l. Chap. 14.

CONSOLATION.

BeroRE an affliction is digested, consnlation 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 tc take aim at.

Tristram Shandy, Vol. 1I. Chap. 22.

THE STARLING.

— BesHREw the somdre pencil! said I vauntingly — for
1 envy not its powers, which paints the evils of life with
so hard and deadly a colouring. The mind sits terrified
at the objects she has magnified herself, and blackened ;
reduce them to their proper size and hue, she overlooks
them — °Tis true, said 1, correcting the proposition — the
Bastille is not an evil to be despised — but strip it of its
towers — fill np the fosse — unbarricade the doors — call
it simply a confinement, and suppose ‘tis some tyrant of
a distemper — and not a man which holds you in it — the
evil vanishes, and yon bear the other half without complaint.

1 was interrupted in the hey-day of this soliloquy, with
a vaice, which I took to be of a child, which complained
vit could not get out..— 1 locked up and down the pas-
sage, and seeing neitler man, woman, nor child, 1 went
ont without farther attention.

In my return back through the passage, 1 heard the
same words repeated twice over ; and looking up, 1 saw
it was a starling hung in a little cage — <1 can’t get out
— 1 can’t get out!, said the starling.

1 stood looking at the bird : and to every person who
came through the passage, it ran fluttering to the side
towards which they approached it, with the same lamen-
tation of its captivity — «1I can’t get out., said the starling
—God help thee, said 1; 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 to it pieces —1
took both hands to it.
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The bird flew to the place where 1 was attempting his
deliverance , and thrusting his head through the trellis,
pressed his breast against it, as if impatient — 1 fear, poor
creature ! said 1, I canuot set thee at liberty —« No, » said
the starling — «I ean’t get out—1 can’t get ont, said the
starling.

1 vow 1 never had my affections more tenderly awakened:
nor do I remember an incident in my life, where the dis-
sipated spirits , to which my reason had been a hubble,
were so suddenly called home. Mechanical as the notes
were, yet so true in tune to mature were they chanted,
that in one moment they overthrew all my systematic
reasonings npon the Bastille; and ! heavily walked up stairs,
unsaying every word I had said in going down them.

Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still, Slavery! said 1—
still thou art a bitter draught! and though thousands in
all ages have been made to drink of thee, thon art no
less Dbitter on that account. — *Tis thou, thrice sweet and
gracions goddess ! addressing myself to Liberty. whom all
in public or in private worship, whose taste is gratcful,
and ever will be so, till Nature herself shall change —no
tint of words can spot thy snowy maantle, 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 mo-
narch from whose court thou art exiled.— Gracious Heaven!
cried 1, kneeling down upon the last step but one in my
ascent — Grant me but health, thon great Bestower of it,
and give me but this fair goddess as my companion— and
shower down thy mitres, if it seems good unto thy divine
providence, vpon those heads which arve aching for them.

Sent. Journ.

THE CAPTIVE.

PARIS.

Tue bird in his cage pursned 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 confine-
ment. I was in a right frame for it, and so I gave foll
scope to my imagination.

1 was going to begin with the millions of my fellow-
creatures born to no inheritance but slavery; but finding
however affecting the picture was, that 1 conld not bring
it near me, and that the multitude of sad groups in it
did but distract me,—

— 1 took a single captive, and having first shut him
up in his dungeon, 1 then locked through the twilight of
his grated door to take his picture.

I beheld his body half wasted away with long expecta-
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tion and confinement, and felt what kind of sickness of
the heart it was which arises from hepe deferr’d. Upon
looking mearer, I saw him pale and feverish: 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 lat-
tice : — his children. —

— But here my heart began to bleed — and I was forced
to' go on with another part of the portrait:

He was sitting on the ground upon a little straw, in
the farthest corner of his dungeon, which was alternately
his chair and bed : a little ealendar of small sticks were
Iaid at the head, noteh’d all over with the dismal days
and nights he had passed therc — he had one of those little
sticks in his hand, and with a rnsty nail he was etching
another day of misery to add to the heap. As 1 darkened
the little light ke had, he lifted up a hopeless eye towards
the door, then cast it down — shook his head, and went
on with his work of affliction. 1 heard his chains upon
his legs, as he turned his body to lay his liitle stick upon
the bundlie — He gave a deep sigh — 1 saw the ivon enter
into his soul — I burst into tears — I conld not sustain the
picture of confinement which my faney had drawn.

Sent. Jour.

THE DWARF.

I was walking down that Tune which leads from the
Caroussel to the Palais Royal, and observing a little bhoy
in some distress at the side of the gutter, which ran down
the middle of it, I took hald of his hand, and help’d him
over. Upon turning up his face to look at me after, 1
pereeived he was about forty — Never mind, said 15 some
good bady will do as much for me when I am ninety.

1 feel some little principles within me, which incline
me to be merciful towards the poor blighted part of my
species, who have neither size or strengih to get ou in
the world. —I canunot bear to see one of them trod upon
and had scarce got seated heside an old Freneh 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 side-box, there is a small esplenade left, wherve, when
the house is full, numbers of all ranks take sanctuary.
Though you stand, as in the parterre, you pay the same
price as In the orchestra. A poor defenceless heing of this
order had got thrust, somehow or other, into this luck-
less place — the night was hot, and he was surrounded
by belngs two feet and a half higher than himself. The
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dwarf suffered inexpressibly on both sides; but the thing
which incommoded him most was a tall corpulent German,
near seven feet high, who stood directly betwixt him and
all possibility of sceing either the stage or the actors.
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
side, then the other ; but the German stood square in the
most unaccommodating posture that ean be imagined — the
dwarf might as well have been placed at the bottom of
the deepest draw -well in Paris; so he civilly reached np
his hand to the German’s sleeve, 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.

1 was just then taking a pinch of snuff out of my Monk’s
Jittle horn box — And how would thy meck 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 [ made the apostrophe, took the liherty to
ask me what was tlie 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 eut off his long quen with
his knife — The German look’d back coolly, and told him
he was welcome, if he could reach it.

An injury sharpened by an insult, be it to whom it will,
makes every man of sentiment a party; 1 could have
leaped out of the box to have redressed it.— The old French
officer did it with much less confusion ; for leaning a little
over, and nodding to a sentinel, and pointing at the same
time with his finger to the distress — the sentinel made
his way to it. — There was no occasion to tell the grie-
vance — the thing told itself ; so thrusting back the Gerinan
instantly with his musket — he took the poor dwarf by the
hand, and placed him before him.— This is noble! said I,
clapping my lands together — And yet you would not
permit this, said the old officer, in England.

In England, dear Sir, said 1, we «all sit at our ease.

The old I'rench 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. Jour.
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CHARITY.

Wuaen all is ready, and every article is dispnted 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 tlie 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 suffer-
ings enow without it : I always think it better to take a
few sous out in my hand ; and 1 would counsel every gentie
traveller to do so likewise; lLie need not be so exact in
setting down his motives for giving them — they will be
registered elsewhere.

For my own part, there is no man gives so little as |
do; for few that I know have so little to give : but as
this was the first public act of my charity in France, 1
took the more notice of if.

A-well-a-day ! said I, I have but eight sous in the world,
shewing them in my hand, and there are eight poor men
and eight poor women for ’em.

A poor tatter'd sonl, without a shirt on, instantly with-
drew his claim, by retiring two steps out of the circle
and making a disqnalifying bow, on his part. Had the
whole parterre cried ont Place awx dames! with one voiee,
it would not have conveyed the sentiment of a deference
for the sex with half the effect.

Just Heaven! for what wise reason hast thou ordered
it, that beggary and urbanity, which are at such variance
in other countries, should find a way to be at unity in this?

1 insisted upon presenting him with a single sous, merely
for his politesse.

A poor little dwarfish, 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 generously offered a pinch on both
sides 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, look-
ing another way ; so they each took a pineli, — Pity thy
box should cver want one, said I to myself: so 1 pat a
couple of sous into it — taking a small pinch out of his
box, to enhance the value, as 1 did it. —He felt the weight
of the second obligatien more than that of the first —twas
doing him an honour — the other was only deing him a

char?ty—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 scrvice
—here’s a couple of sous for thee. Vive le Rol! said the

old soldier.
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1 had then but three sons left; so 1 gave ore, simply
pour I' amour de Dien. which was the footing on which
it was begg'd — Tlhe poor woman had a dislocated hip ; so
it could not well be upon any other motive.

Mon cher et tres charitable Monsicur — There’s no op-
posing this. said I.

Mylord Anglais — the very sonnd was worth the money
—so | gave my last sous for if. But in the. eagerness
of giving. 1 overlook'd a pautere honfeux, who had no one
to ask a sous for him, and who, I believed, would have
perished ere lie could have asked 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 | —and 1 have not one single sous left to give
him — But you have a thousand! cried all the powers of
nature , stirring within me — so 1 gave him — na matter
what — [ nm ashamed to say how much, now — and was
ashamed to think how litile, then; so if the reader can
form any conjecture of my disposition, as these two fixed
points are given him, he may judge within a livre or twa
what was the precise sum.

I could afford nothing for the rest. but Dien vous benisse
— Et le bon Dien vous benisse cncore — said the old »~ol-
dier, the dwarf, ete. The psupre honteux could say
nothing — he pull'd out a little handkerchief, and wiped
his face as he turned away — and I thuught he thanked me
more than them all.

Sent Jour.

REFLECTIONS ON DEATH.

Tne Corporal —

Tread lightly on his ashes, ye men of genins, — for he
was your kinsman:

‘Weed his grave clean, ve men of goodness, for he was
your brother.— Oh Corporal! had 1 thee but now,—now,
that I am able ta give thee a dinner and protectian, — how
wounld I cherish thee! thou shouldst wear thy Montero-cap
every lhour of the day, and every day of the week,-—and
when it was worn aut, I wonld purchase thee a couple
like it ; — but alas! alas! alas! now that I can do this in
spite of their reverences — the occasion is lost — for thon
art gone ; — thy genius fled np to the stars from whence
it came ; — and that warm heart of thine, with all its ge-
nerons and open vessels, compressed into a clod of lhe
valley.

But what is this — what is this, to that future and
dreaded page, where 1 look towards the velvet pall, de-
eorated with the military ensigns of thy master — the first

*
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—the foremost of created beings ; where 1 shall see thce,
faithful servant, laying his sword and scabbard with a
trembling hand across his coffin, and then turning, pale
as ashes, ta the door. to take his mourning horse by the
bridle, to follow his h.arse, as he directed thee ; — where
— all my father’s systems shall be baffled by his sorrows ;
and, in spite of his philosophy, T shall beliold him, as he
Inspects the lackered plate, twice taking his spectacles from
off his nose, to wipe away the dew which nature had shed
upon them —when 1 see him cast the rosemary with an
air of disconsolation, which eries through my ears,— O
Toby! in what corner of the world shall I seek thy fellow!

— Gracions powers! which erst have opened the lips of
the dumb in his distress, and made the tongue of (he
stammerer speak plain — when | shall arrive at this dreaded
page, deal not with me, then. with a stinted hand.

1. Shandy, Vol. 11I. Chap. €8.

PLEASURES OF OBSERVATION AND
STUDY.

— Wiuat n 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 perpetuvally holding out to him as
he journeyeth on his way, misses nothing he can fairly
lay his hands on!

— If this won’t turn out something — another will— no
matter —’tis an essay upon human nature — 1 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 sleep.

I pity the man who can travel from Dan to Beersheba,
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.
1 declare, said I, clapping my hands cheerily together,
that were I in a desert, ] would find out wherewith in it
to call forth my affections — If 1 conld do no better, 1 wanld
fasten them upon some sweet myrtle, or seck some me-
lancholy cypress to connect myself to — 1 would court
their shade, and greet them kindly for their protection—
I wonld cut my name upon them, and swear they were
the loveliest trees throughout the desert : if their leaves
withered, 1 would teach myself to mourn, and when they
rejoiced, I would rejoice along with them.

Sentimental Journey.
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FEELING AND BENEFICENCE.

o i

"
“‘ Was it Mackay's regiment, quoth my uncle Toby, where
the poor grenadier was so nunmercifully whipp’d at Bruges,
about the ducats ?—( Christ! he was innocent! eried
Trim, with a deep sigh. — And le was whipp'd, may it
please your honour, almost to death’s door. — They had
better have shot him outright, as he begged, and he had
gone direetly to heaven, for he was as innoceat as your
hovnour. — I ‘thank thee, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby. 1
never think of his, continued Trim, and my poor brother
Tom's misfortunes, for we were all three school-fellows,
but 1 ery like a coward — Tears are no proof of cawardice,
Prim 5 | drop them ofttimes myself, eried my uncle Toby
— 1 know your honounr does, replied Trim, and so am not
ashamed 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 he
tortured upon a rack for nothing — but marrying a Jew's
widow who sold savsages — honest Dicl Johmsonw’s soul to
be scoirged oit of his body, for the dueats another man
ut in his knapsack ! — 0! — these are misfortunes, cricd
Trim, pulling ont his handkerchief, — these are misfor-
tunes , — may it please your honeur, worth laying down
and erying aver.

— "Twould be a pity, Trim, quoth my uncle Toby, thou
shouldst ever feel sorrow of thy own.,— thou feelst it so
tendesly for others. Alack.a day, replied the Corporal,
brightening up his face — your houour knows I have neither
wife or child — | ean have no sorrows in this world. As
few as any man, replied my uncle Toby ; nor can 1 see
how a fellow of thy light heart can snffer, but from the
distress of poverty in thy old age — when thou art past all
services, T'rim, — and hast outlived thy friends. An’t please
your honour, never fear, replied T'rin. cheerily. — But 1
would have thee never fear, Trim, replied my uncle Toby;
and therefore coutinucd my uncle Toby, throwing down
his erutch, and getting upon his legs as he uttered the
word therefore —in recompence, Trim, of thy long fidelity
to me, and that gooduess of thy heart I have had such
proofs of — whilst thy master is worth a shilling — thou
shalt never ask elsewhere, Trim, for a penny. Trim at-
tempted to thank my uncle Toby, but had not power —
tears trickled down his cheeks faster than he could wipe
them off—lie Iaid his hands wpon his breast — made a
bow to the ground, and shut the door.
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—1 have left Trisn my bowling-green, cried my uncle
Toby — My father smiled —1 have Teft him moreover, a
pension, continued my unele Toby — My father looked grave.

T. Shandy, Vol. 1. Chap. 39.

SLAVERY.
A bitter Draught.

Consiper slavery, —what it is, — how bitter a draught,
and how many millions have heen made to drink it; —
which, if it can poison all earthly happiness, when exer-
cised barely wpon our bodies, what must it be , when it
eomprehends both the slavery of body and mind? To
conceive this, look into the Listory of the somish chureh
and her tyrants (or rather executioners), who seem to
have taken pleasure in the pangs and convulsions of their
fellow- creatures. — Examine the Inquisition, hear the me-
lancholy notes sounded in every cell. Consider the an-
guish of mack trials. aud the exquisite tortures consequent
therenpon, mercilessly inflicted upon the unfortunate,
where the racked and weary soul has so often wished to
take its leave, —but crucily not snffered ta depart— Con-
sider how many of these helpless wretches have been
hauled from thence, in all periods of this tyrannic usur-
pation, to undergo the massacres and flames to which a
false and bloody religion lias condemned them.

— Let us beliold him in anether light —

If we con~ider man as a crcature full of wants and
necessities (whether real or imaginary), which he is not
able to supply of himself, what a train of disappointments,
vexitions,, and dependances are to be seen issning from
thence to perplex and make his way uneasy! — How many
jostlings and hard struggles do we undergo in making
our way in the world ! — How barbarously held back ! —
How often and basely overthrown, in aiming only at get-
ting bread! — How many of us never attain it — at least
not comfortably, — bne from varvious unknown causes —
cat it all our lives long in bitterness!

OPPRESSION VANQUISHED.

1 nave not been a furlong from Shendy Hall since I
wrote to you t — but why is my pen so perverse? | have
been to ¥#*¥#, and my errand was of so peculiar a
nature, that I must give you an account of it. You will
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scarce belicve me, when I tell you it was to out-juggle
a juggling attormey; to put craft and all its power to
defiance ; and to obtain justice from one — who has a
heart fell enough to take advantage of the mistakes of
honest simplicity, and who has raised a considerable for-
tune by artitice and injustice. However, I gained iny point!
— it was a star and garter to me; the matter was as
foliows :

« 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 hond given for the money. — The honest man, having
«“no place in his cottage which lhe thought sufficiently
«seceure, put it in a hole in the thatch, which had served
«instead of a strong box to keep his momey. ln this
«sitnation the Dond remained till the time of receiving
«his interest drew nigh. Bnt, alas! the rain which had
«done o mischief to his gold, had found out his paper
«security , and had rotted it to pieces!. It would be a
dilficult matter to paint the distress of the old conntry-
man upon this discovery ; —he came to me weeping, and
begged my advice and assistance! — it cut me to the heart!

Frame to yourself the picture of a man upwards of
sixty years of age—who having with much penury and
more toi}, with the addition of a small legacy, seraped
together about fourscore pounds to support him in the
infirmitics of old age, and to be a little portion for his
child when he should be dead and gone — lost his little
hoard at once — and, to aggravate his misfortune — by his
own neglect and incaution. — «If 1 was young, Sir, {said
=he) my affliction wonld have been light—and 1 might
«have obtained it again!— but I have lost my comfort
«when | most wanted it! my staff is taken from me when
«1 cannot go alone; and I have nothing to expect in
« future life, but the unwilling charity of a parish-officer..
Never in wy whole life did I wish to be rich, with so
good a grace, as at this time! What a luxary would it
nave been to have said to this afflicted fellow - creature,
« There is thy money —go thy ways — and be at peace..

But alas! the Shandy family were never much en-
cnmbered with nioney; and I (the poorest of them all)
could only assist him with good counsel; — but 1 did not
stop here.

I went myself with him to *¥¥¥¥* where, by per-
suasion, threats, and some art, which (by the bye) in
such a cause. and with sueh an opponent was very justifi-
able — | sent my poor client Lack to his home, with his
comfort and bond restored to him. Bravo! Bravo!

If a man has a right to be proud of any thing, —it is
of a good action, done as it ought to be, without any base
interest lurking at the bottom of it.

Lelter V1. to his Friends.
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FORGIVENESS OF INJURIES.

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 wrangs, that pride stands not so watchful
a sentinel over their forgiveness, as it does in the breasts
of the fierce and froward ; we should all of us, 1 belicve,
he more forgiving than we are, would the world but give
us leave ; but it is apt to interpose its ill offices in remis-
sions, especially of this kind : the truth is, it has its laws,
to which the heart is not always a party; and acts so
like an unfeeling engine in all cases without distinction,
that it requires all the firmness of the most settled hu-
wanity to bear up against it.

Sermon XVIII,

HAPPINESS.

Tne great pursuit of man is after happiness ; it is the
first and strongest desire of his nature ; — in every stage
of his life, he searches for it as for hidden treasure; courts
it under a thousand different shapes, —and though per-
petually disappointed, — still persists, — runs after and in-
quires, for it afresh — asks every passenger who comes
in his way, Who will shew him any good? who will as-
sist him in the attainment of it, or direct hith to the dis-
covery of this great end of all his wishes?

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 presides, 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
aspect, points out to the costly dwellings which pride and
extravagance have erected : — tells the inquiver, that the
object he is in search of inhabits there, — that happiness
lives only in company with the great, in the midst of much
Eomp and outward state, that he will easily find her out

y the coat of many colours she has on, and the great
luxury and expence of equipage and furniture with which
she always sits surrounded.

The Miser blesses God! —wonders how any one wonld
mislead and wilfully put him upon so wrong a seent, —
convinces him that happiness and extravapance never in-
habited nnder the same roof ; — that if lie wonld not be dis-
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appointed in his search, he must look iato the plain and
thrifty dwelling of the prudent man, who knows and
understands the worth of money, and cautiously lays it
up against an evil bour : that it is not the prostitution of
wealth upon the passions, er the parting with it at all,
that constitutes happiness — but that it is the keeping it
togetler, and the having and holding it fast to him and
his leirs tor ever, which are the chief attribntes that
form this great idol of human worship, to which so much
incense is offered up every day.

The Epicure, though he easily rectifies so gross.a=mis-
take, yet at the same time he plunges him , #f possible,
into a greater ; for hearing the object of hiis pursuit to be
happiness, and knowing of no other happiness than what
is seated immediately in his senses, — he sends the inquirer
there, teils 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 trost the word of a much wiser man,
who has assured us — that there is nothing befter in this
world, than that a man should eat and drink, and rejoice
in his works, and make bis soul enjoy good im his labour:
for that is his pertion.

To resene him from this brutal experiment — Ambition
takes him by the hand, and carries him into the world, —
shews him all the kingdoms of the earth, and the glory
of them, points out the many ways of advancing his for-
tune, and raising 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 caressed, courted, flattered, and followed?

To close all, the Philosopher meets him bustling in the
full carcer of his pursuit — stops him — tells him, if he is
in searcli of happiness, he is far gone out of his way; —
that this deity has long heen banished from noise and
tumults, where there was no rest found for her, and was
fled into solitnde, far from all commerce of the waorld;
aund, in a word, if he would find her, he must leave this
busy and intriguing seene, and go back to that peacefunl
scene of retirement and books, from which he at first
set out.

In this cirele too often does a man run, tries all ex-
periments, and geuerally sits down wearied and dissatis-
fied with them all at last, — in utter despair of ever ac-
complishing what he wants, — nor knowing what to trust
to after so m:uy disappointments ; or where to lay the
fanit, whether in the incapacity of his own nature, or in
the insuffieiency of the enjoyments themselves.

Sevmon 1.

4%
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THE TRIBUTE OF AFFECTION.

My heart stops me to pay thee, my dear nncle Toby,
once for all, the tribute I owe thy goodness; liere Iet me
thrust my chair aside, and kneel down upon the ground,
whilst I am pouring forth the warmest sentiments of love
for thee, and vencration for the excelleney of thy eharac-
ter, that ever virtue and nature hindled in a nephew’s
hosom. — 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 character,
— 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 the way: — for each
one’s sorrows thou hadst a tear, — for each man’s nced
thou hadst a shilling. Whilst 1 am worth one. to pay a
weeder, — thy path from thy-deor to thy bowling.green
shall never be grown up — Whilst there is a rood and a
half of land in the Shandy family, thy fortifications, my
dear uncle Toby, shall never be*demolished.

T. Shandy, Vol. II. Chap. 27.

YORICK’'S DEATH A BROKEN HEART.

Tue Mortgager, and Mortgagee differ the one from the
other, not more in length of purse, than the Jester and
Jestee do, in that of memory. But in this the comparison
between them runs. as the scholiasts call it, upon all
fours; (which, by the bye is upon one or two legs more
than some of the hest of Homer's can pretend to);— namely,
That the one raises a sum, and the other a laugh at your
expence, and thinks no mare about it. Interest, however,
still runs on in bath cases; — the periodical or aceidental
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 abligations.

As the reader (for 1 hate your ifs) has a thorough
knowledge of human nature, I need not say more to satis-
fy him, that my Hero could not go on at this rate with-
out some slight experience of these incidental mementas.
To speak the truth, he had wantonly invelved limself in
a multitude of small book-debts of this stamnp, which, not-
withstanding Eugenius’s frequent advice, lhe too much
disregarded ; thinking, that as not one of them was con-
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tracted through any malignancy,— but, on the contrary,
from an honesty of mind, and a mere jocundity of humour,
thev wauld all of them be cross'd out in course.

Eugenins wonld never admit this; and would often tell
Lim. that one day or other he would certainly be reckoned
with : and he would often add, in an accent of sorrowful
apprehension,—to the uttermost mite. To which Yorick,
with his usnal carclessness of leart, would as often an-
swer with a pshaw!— and if the suhject 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 close barricado’d in, with a table and a couple
of arm-chairs, and could not so readily fly off in a tangent,
— Eugenins would then go on with his lecture npon dis-
cretion, 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 difficul-
ties. which no after-wit can extricate thee ont of —In these
sallies, too oft, I see, jt happens that a person laughed
at. considers himself in the light of a person injured,
with all the rights of such a situation belonging to him;
and when thon viewest him in that light too, and reckonst
np his friends, his family, his kindred and allies,—
and musterst up with them the many recrnits that will
Jist under him from a sense of common danger ; —’tis
no extravagant arithmetic to say, that for every tem
jokes, — thon hast got an hundred enemies; and till thou
hast gonc on, and raised a swarm of wasps abont thine
ears, and art half stung to death by them, thou wilt never
be couvinced it is so.

I cannot suspect it in the man whom I esteem, that
there is the lcast spur from spleen, or malevolence of in-
tent in these sallies—1I believe and know them to be truly
honest and sportive:— But consider, my dear 1ad, that
fools eaunot distinguish this, —and that knaves will not:
and thou knowest not what it is, cither to provoke the
one, or to make merry with the other: — whenever they
associate for mutual defence, depend upon it, they will
carry on the war in snch a manner against thee, my dear
fiiend, as to make thee heartily sick of it, aud of thy
life too.

Revenge, from some baneful corner, shall level a tale
of dishonour at thee, which no innocence of heart or in-
tegrity of conduct shall set right. — The fortunes of thy
house shall totter;—thy character, which led the way to
them, shall bleed on every side 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, shall strike together at all thy in-
firmities and mistakes : — The best of ns. my dear lad,
lie open there,—and trust me, — trust me, Yorick, when
fo gralify a private appetile, it is once resolved upon, that
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an innocent and an helpless ereature shall he sucrificed,
'lis an easy wmalter to pick up sticks enough from any
thicket where it has strayed, to make a five 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 promissory look attending it, that Iic was
resolved, for the time to come, to ride his tit with more
sahriety. — But, alas, too late! — a grand confederacy, with
kgkk and *FFFF at the head of it, was formed before
the first prediction of it. — The whote plan of the attack,
just as Eugenius had foreboded; was put in execntion all
at once, — with so little mercy on the side of the allies,—
and so little snspicion in Yorick of what was carrying on
against hirm, — that when he thonght, good easy man! funit
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 ont with all imaginable gal-
lantry for some time ; till overpowered by nnmbers, amd
worn out at length by the ealamities of the war, — burt
more so, by the ungenerons manmer in which it was car-
ried on,— he threw down the sword ; and though he kept
up his spirits in appearance to the fast, he died, uever-
theless, as was gencrally thought, quite broken-hearted.

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

A few hours before Yorick breathed his last, Eugenius
stept im with an intent to take his last sight and last farewel
of him. Upon his drawing Yorick’s eurtain, ard asking
how he felt himself, Yorick looking np in his face, took
hold of his hand,— and after thanking him, for tlre nrany
tokens of his friendship to him, for which, he said, if
it was their fate to meet hereafter,— he wonld thank
him again and again, — he told him, he was within a
few hours of giving his enemies the slip for ever. |
hope not, auswered Eugenius, with tears trickling down
his cheeks, and with the tenderest tone that ever man spoke
—1 hope not Yorick, said he. — Yorick replied with a
Took np, and a gentle squeeze of Eugenius’s hand, and
that was all— bnt it cut Eugenius to his heart. — Come,—
come, Yorick, quoth Eugenins, wiping his eyes, and sum-
moning up the man within him, my dear lad, be com-
forted, — 1t not all thy spirits and fartitnde forsake thee
at this crisis when thou’ most want’st them ; — who knows
what resources are in store, and what the power of God
may yet do for thee? — Yoriek laid his hand upon his
heart, and gently shook his head ; — For my part, said
Eugenius, crying bitterly as he uottered the words, —1 de-
elare 1 know not, Yorick, how to part with thee, and
wenld gladly flatter my hopes, added Eugenius, cheering
up his voice, that there is still enough Ieft of thee to make
a bishop, and that T may live to see it.— I beseech thee,
Enxgenius, quoth Yorick, taking off his night-cap as well
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as he could with his left hand, — his right hand being stifl
grasped close in that of Eugenius. | 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
yon, that ‘tis so brnised and mis-shapened with the blows
which ##¥¥¥ and *¥i¥¥  and some others have so un-
handsomely given me in the dark, that 1 might say with
Sanco Pance, that should 1 recover, and « Mitres (here-
upon be suffered to rain down om heaven as thick as
hail, not one of them wonld fi — Yorick's last breath
was hanging npon his trenmibling lips, ready to depart as
he uttered this ; — yet still it was uttered with something
of a Cervantic tone ; —and as he spoke it, Engenius could
perceive a stream of lambent fire lighted up for a moment
in his eyes; — faint picture of thase flashes of his spirit,
which (as Shakespeare 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 squeezed his hand, — and then
walked softly out of the room, weeping as he walked.
Yorick follawed Engenins with his eyes to the door, —
he then closed them, and never apened them more.

He lies buried in the corner of his church vard, in the
arish of — —, under a plain marble slab; which his friend
Cugenius, 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 a day has Yoricl’s ghost the consolation to
hear his monnmental inscription read over with such a
variety of plaintive tones, as denote a general pity and
esteem for him ; —a footway crossing the churchyard close
by the side of his grave, — not a passenger goes by with-
ont stopping to cast a lock upon it, — and sighing as he

walks on,
Alas, poor YORICK !
T. Shandy, Vol. 1. Chap. 12.

POWER OF SLIGHT INCIDENTS.

It is curions to observe the trinmph of slight incidents
over the mind ; and what incredible weight they have in
forming and governing our opinions, hoth of men and
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things — that trifles, light ns air, shall waft a belief into
the soul, and plant it so imnoveable within it, that En-
clid’s demonstrations, could they be brought to batter it
in breach, should not all have power to overthrow it.

T. Shandy, Vol. Il. Chap. 62.

PERPLEXITIES IN LIFE.

Maxy, many are the ups and downs of life; fortune
must be uncommonly gracious to that mortal who does
not experience a great variety of them ; — though perhaps
ta 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 incqualities of nature may not
be less necessary to please the eye — than the varieties
of life to improve the heart. At best, we are but a
short - sighted race of beings, with just light enough to
discern onr way. — To do that is our duty, and should
be our carc; when a man has done this, le is safe;
the rest is of little consequence —

Cover his head with a turf or 2 stone,
1t is all one, it ia all one!

Letter 1V. to lis Friends.

THE CONTRAST.

Things are carried on in this world, sometimes so con-
frary to all our reasonings, and the seceming probability
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 should least stand in want
of it,— nor yet riches to the men of understanding, whom
you would think best qualified to acquire them, — nar 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 aside the course of things in sneh a manner, —
that thie most likely causes disappoint and fail of pro-
ducing for ns the cfiect which we wished , and naturally
expected from them.

You will see a man, of whom were you to form a con-
jecture from the appearance of things in his favour, — you
would say, was sctting ont in the world with the fairest
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prospect of making his fortune in it; with all the advan-
tages of birth to rccomn!end him , of personal merit to
speak for him, and of friends to push him forwards : yon
will belold him, notwithstanding this, disappointed in
every effect you might naturally have looked for from
them ; every step le takes towards his advancement,
something invisible shall pull him back. some unforeseen
obstacle shall rise up perpetually in his way, and keep
there. — In every application he makes — some untoward
circumstance shall blast it. — He shall rise early, — late
take rest, and eat the Lread of carefulness, — yet some
happier man shall 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.

The history of a second shall in all respects be the
contrast to this. He shall come into the world with the
most unpromising appearance, — shall set forward without
fortune, without friends — without talents to procnre him
either the one or the other. Neverthieless yon will see
this clouded prospect brighten up insensibly, unaccount-
ably before him ; every thing presented in his way shall
turn out beyond his expectations, in spite of that chain
of unsurmountable difficulties which first threatened him,
— time and chance shall open him a way, — a series of
successful occurrences shall lead him by the hand to the
summit of honour and fortune ; and, in a ward, withont

iving him the pains of thinking, or the credit of pro-
Jecting, it shall place him in a safe posscssion of all that
ambition could wish for.
Sermon VIIIL

Dgr. SLOP AND OBADIAH MEETING.

ImAGINE to vourself, a little, squat, uncourtly figure
of a Dr. Slop, of about four feet and a half perpendicular
height, with a breadth of back, and a susqnipedality of
belly, which might have done honour to a sergeant in the
horse - guards.

Such were the outlines of Dr. Slop’s figure, which —
if you have read Hogartl’s analysis ot beauty, (and if you
have not, | wish yon would); — yon must know, mav as
certainly” be caricatured, and conveyed to the mind by
three strokes as three hundred.

hmagine snch a one, — for such, 1 say, were the ountlines
of Dr. Slop’s figure, coming slowly along, foot by foot,
waddling through 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 coudition.
— They were not. — Imagine to yourself, Obadiali mounted
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upon a strong monster of a coach - horse, pricked into a full
gallap, and making all practicable speed the adverse way.

Pray, Sir, let me interest you a moment in this de-
seription.

Had Dr. Slop beheld Qbadiah a mile off, posting in a
narrow lane directly towards him, at that menstrons rate,
— splashing and plunging like a devil through thick and
thin as he approached, would not snch a phenomenen,
with such a vortex of mud and water maving along with
it, round its axis, —have been a subject of juster apprehen-
sion to Dr. Slop in his situation than the worst of VW histon’s
comets ? — To say nothing of the Nucleus ; that is, of
Obadiall and the coach-horse. 1ln my idea, the vortex
alone of 'em was enough to have invelved and carried,
if not the doctor, at least the doctor’s pony, quite away
with it

What then do you think must the terror and hydro-
phabia of Dr. Slop have been, when yon read (which you
are jost going to do) that he was advancing thus warily
along towards Shandy Hall, and had approached to with-
in sixty vards of it, and within five yards of a sndden
turn, made by an acute angle of the garden wall, and in
the dirtiest part of a dirty lane, — when Obadiah aud his
coach-horse turned the corner, rapid, furious, — pop, full
upon him! — Nothing, | think in nature can be supposed
more terrible than sueh a rencounter, — so impronipt ! so
ill prcpaved to stand the shock of it as Dr. Slop was!

What could Dr. Stop do ?— he crossed himsel(— Pugh!
— but the doctor, Sir, was a Papist. — No matter ; he had
better have kept lold of the pummel. — He had so ; —nay,
as it happened, he had better have done nothing at all;
for in crossing himself he let go his whip, and in at-
tempting to save his whip between his knee and his saddle
skirt, as it slipped, e lost his stirrup, — in losing which
he lost his seat; and in the multitude of all these lasses
(which, by the bye, shew what little advautage there is
in crossing) the unfortunate doctor lost his presence of
mind. So that without waiting for Obadial’s onset, he
left his pony to its destiny, fumbling of it diagonally,
something in the style and manner of a pack of wool,
and without any other cousequence from the fall, save
that of being left (as it would have Dbeen) 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
Le was falling, —and then again when he saw him seated.
— 1ll-timed complaisance ; — bad not the feilow better have
stopped his horse, and got off, and helped him? — Sir,
he did all that his situation would allow ; but the Mo-
mentum of the coach-horse was so great, that Obaediah
could not do jt all at once; he rode in a cirele three tinles
round Dr. Slop, before he could fully accomplish it any
how; — and at last, when he did stop the beast, ’twas
done with such an explosion of mud, that Obadiah had
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better have been a league off. 1In short, never was a Dr.
Slop so beluted, and so transubstantiated, since that affair

came into fashion.
T. Shandy, Chap. XXXV.

SELFISHNESS AND MEANNESS.

Tuat there is selfishness and meanness enough in the
souls of one part of the world, to hurt the credit of the
otlier part of it, is what I shall not dispute against ; but
to judge of the whole frem 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 whale
centre of all his designs ; —or. becanse a third strait-
hearted wreteh sits eonfined within himself; — feels no
misfortunes, but those which touch himself; to iuvolve
the whole race withont mercy under such detested charac-
ters, is a conclusion as false as it is pernicious ; and were
it in general to gain eredit, conld serve no end, but the
rooting out of our nature all that is generous, and plant-
ing in the stead of it such an aversion to cach other,
as must untie the baads of society, and rob us of one of
the greatest pleasures of it, the mutual communications
of kinil offices ; and by poisoning the fountain, rendering
every thing suspected that flows through it.

Serman V1I.

VICE NOT WITHOUT USE.

Tue 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, ns will strike indirectly
the same good impression. And thongh it is painful to
the last degree to paint a man in the shades which his
vices have cast upon him, yet when it serves this end,
it carries its own excuse with it.

Sermon 1X.

DIFFERENCE IN MEN.

Povenry, exile, loss of fame or friends, the death of
children, the dearest of all pledges of a man's happiness,
make not equal impressions upon every temper. — Youn will
see one man undergo, with scarce the expence of a sigh,
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— what another, in the bitterness of his sonl, 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 seuseless. —
If those reflections hold frue with regard to misfortunes,
— they are the same with regard to enjoyments: — we
are formed differently, —and have different tastes and per-
ceptions of things; — by the force of habit, education, ov
a particular cast of mind, —it happens that ucither the
use or possession 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 seif-same happy accidents in life,
which give raptares to the choleric or samguine man,
shall be received with indifference by the cold and phleg-
matic ; — and so oddly perplexed are the accounts of hoth
homan happiness and misery in this world, — that triiles,
light as air, shall be able to make the Liearts of some men
sing for joy; — at the same time that others, with real
blessings and advautages, without the power of using them,
have their hearts heavy and discontented.

Alas! if the principles of coutentment are nat within
us — the height of station or worldly grandenr will as soon
add a cubit to a maw’s stature as to his happiness.

Sermon XLIV.

NOT TO BE TOO HASTY IN OUR
OPINIONS.

Taere are numbers of circumstances which attend every
action of @ man’s life, which can never come to the know-
ledge of the world, — yvet onght to be known, and well
weighed. before sentence with any justice can be passed upon
Lim.— A man may have difterent views, and a diffferent
sense of things from what his judges have ; and what he uu-
derstands and feels, and what passes within him may be a
secret treasnred up deeply there for ever.— A man. through
bodily infirmity, or some complexional defect. which perhaps
is not in his power to correct, may be subject to inadverten-
cies, — to starts, — and unhappy turns of tewper; —he may
lie 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 wrang in themselves, and yet be innocent ;
— at least an object 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 judgmwent of the

characters of others.
Scrmon XLIV.
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ON VANITY.

Vanstry bids all her sons be generous and brave, and
her danghters to be chaste and courteons. — But why do
we want her i||sF|'||ctions? Ask the comedian., who is
taught a part Lie feels not. Sermon XVIL

AFFECTED HONESTY.

Look out of your door, — take natice of that man : sec
what disquieting, intrigning and shifting, he is content
to go through, mercly to be thonght a man of plain-
dealing : — three grains of houesty would save him all this
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trouble — Alas! he has thcm not. Sermon XVIL

AFFECTED PIETY.

Benorn a second, nnder a show of piety, hiding the
imparities of a debanched life : — he is just entering the
house of God : would he were more pure — or less pions:
— but then he counld not gain his point.

Sermon XVIL

AFFECTED SANCTITY.

OesERVE a third going on almost in the same track,
with what an inflexible sanctitude of deportment he sus-
tains himself as he advances — every line in his face writes
abstinence ; — every stride looks lilie a check upon his de-
sires : see, 1 beseech you, how le 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 porpose ; —he has armour at least —
Why does hie put it on? TIs 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.
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OSTENTATIOUS GENEROSITY.

Bur here comes Generosity ; — giving — not to a de-
cayed artist — but to the arts and sciences themselves. —
Sce ! — he builds not « chamber in the wall apart for the
prophet ; but whole schools and colleges for those wha
come after. Lord! haw they will magnify his name! ’tis
iu capitals already ; the first — the highest, in the gilded
rent-roll of every hospital and asylum.

— One honest tear shed in private over the unfortunate

is worth it all.
Sermon XVIL

ON WIT AND JUDGMENT.

How comes it to pass, that your men of least it are
reported to be men of most judgment? — But mark, — | 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.

I hate set dissertations — and above all things in the
world , ’tis one of the silliest things in one of them, to
darken your hypothesis by placing a number of tall. opaque
words , one before another. in a right line betwixt yonr
own and your reader’s conception — when, in all likelihood,
if yan had looked ahont, you might have scen something
standing, or hanging up, which would have cleared ihe
point at once — « for what hindrance, hurt, or harm, doth
« the landable desire of knowledge bring to any man, even
«from a sot, a pot, a fool, a stoal, a winter mittain, a
= truckle for a pulley. the Iid of a goldsmith’s erucible,
«an oil bottle, an old slipper, or a cane chair?, —I am
this moment sitting upon ane. Will you give me leave
to illustrate this attair 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 slightly into two gimlet-
lioles, and will place what | have to say in so clear a
light, as ta let you sce throngh the drift and meaning of
my whole preface, as plainly as if every point and par-
ticle of it was made up of sunbeams.

I cnter now directly npon the point.

Here stands 1cit — and there stands judgment, close
beside it, just like the two kuobs I'm spcaking of, upon
the back of this self-ame chair on which I am sitting.
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— You sce, 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
zo together, in order, as we say in all such cases of
duplicated embellishments — to answer one anotier.

Now, for the sake of an experiment, and for the clearer
illustrating this matter —let ns for a moment take off one
of these two curions ornameats (I care not which) from
the point or pinnacle of the chair it nnw stands on — nay,
don’t langh at it, — but did you ever see, in the whole
course of your lives. such a ridicnlous business as this
has made of it? — Why, 'tis as miserable a sight as a
sow with one ear ; and there is just as much scnse and
symmetry in the one as in the other: —do — pray, get
off your seats only to take a view of it | — Now wonld any
man, who valued his character a straw, have turned a
piece of work out of Lis hands in such a eondition ? — nay,
lay your hands upon your hearts, and answer this plain
question, Whether this one siugle knob, which now stands
here like a blockliead by itself, can serve any purpose upon
earth, but to put one in mind of the want of the other?
— and let me tarther 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 1
said, wit and judgment, which of all others, as | have
proved it, are the most needful — the must priz’d — the
most calamitous to be without, and consequently the
hardest to come at. — For all these rcasons put together,
there is not a mortal among us, so destitue of a love of
good fame or feeding — or so ignorant ot what will do him
good therein — who, does not wish and stedfastly resolve
in his own mind, to be, or to be thonght at least, master
of the one or tie other, and indced of both of them, if
the thing seems any way feasible, or likely to be brought
to pass.

Now yonr graver gentiy, having little or no kind of
chance in aiming at the one — unless they lay hold of the
other, — pray, what do you think would bceome of them ?
— Why, Sirs, in spite of all theiv granrities, they must
e'en have been contented to have gone with their insides
naked: — this was not tn be borne but by an effort of
phitosophy not to be supposed in the case we are upon —
so that no one could well have heen angry with them,
had they been satisfied with what little they could have
snatched up and secreted under their cloaks and great
periwigs, had they not raised a hue and cry at the same
time against the lawful owners.

1 need not tell yonr worships, that this was one with
a0 much cunning and artifice — that the great Lole, who
was seldom outwitted by false sounds — was nevertheless
bubbled here. The cry, it secems, was so deep and solemn
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a one, and what with the help of great wigs, grave faces,
and other implements of deceit, was rendered so general
w one against the poor wits in this matter. that the phi-
losopher himself was deceived by it—it was his glory to
free the world from the lember of a theusand vulgar er-
rors : but this was not of the number; so that instead of
sitting down coolly, as such a philosopher shonld have
done, to have examined the matter of fact hefore he pli-
losophised upon it — oun the contrary, he took the fact for
granted, and so joined in with the cry, and halloo'd it as
boisterously as the rest.

This has been the Magna Charle of stupidity ever
sinee — but vour reverences plainly see, it has been ob-
tained in sucli 2 manner, that the title to it is not worth
a groat: — which, by the bye, is one of the many and
vile impositions which gravity and grave folks have to
answer tor hereafter.

As for great wigs, upon which 1 may be thought to
have spoken my mind too freely — 1 heg leave to qualify
whatever has been unguardedly said to their dispraise or
prejudice, by one general declaration — That 1 have no
abhorrence whatever, nor do 1 detest and abjure cither
great wigs or long beards, any farther than when I see
they are bespoke and let grow om purpose to carry on
this seli-same jmposture — for any purpose — peace be with
them ! — #,.%* Mark only —

1 write not for them.

T. Shandy, Vol. 1I. Chap. 13.

OPENNESS AND CANDOUR IN OUR
OPINIONS.

‘We are perpetually in such engagements and sitnations,
that ’tis our duties to speak what our opinions are—but
God forbid that this should ever be done but from its
best motive — the seuse of what is die to virtue, governed
by discretion. and (he utmost fellow-fecling : were we te
go on otherwise, heginning with the great broad cloak of
Liypocrisy and so down through all its little trimmings
and facings, tearing away without mercy all that look'd
seemly, — we should leave but a tatter’d world of it.

Sermonr XVII.
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ELOQUENCE.

Great is the power of elaguence ; but never is it so
great as when it pleads along with nature, and the culp: it
is a child strayed from his dnty, and returncd to it again
with tears. .

Sermon XX,

.

GENEROSITY.

GENEROSITY sorrows as much for the overmatched, as

Pity herself does.
Sermon XX.

YORICK’S OPINION OF GRAVITY.

SoMETINES, in his wild way of talking, he would say,
that gravity was an arrant scoundrel ; and he wonld ad:,
of the most dangerous kind tao, — becanse a sly 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 shop.lifting in
seven. In the naked temper, which a merry heart dis-
covered, he wonld say, there was na danger, — but to
itself: — whereas the very essence of gravity was design,
and consequently deceit; —’twas a taught trick to gain
credit of the world for more sense and kmnowledge than
a man was worth ; and that, with all its pretensions — jt
was no bet er, but often warse, than what a French wit
had long ago defined it, viz. — A mysterious carriage of
the body to cover the defects of the mind.

T. Shandy, Vol. 1. Chay. 2.

THE CALCULATION.

‘WaES my father received the letter which brought him
the melancholy account of my brother Bobby's death, he
was busy caleulating the expence of his riding post from
Calais to Paris, and so on to Lyons.
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'Twas a most inauspicious journey; my father having
had every fuot of it to travel over again, and his calcula-
tion to begin afresh, when he had almost got to the end
of it, by Obadial’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, und
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 shoe, poor creatnre! said
Obadiah. — Poor creature! said my nncle Toby, vibrating
the note back again, like a string in unison. Then ride
the Sceich horse, quoth my father, hastily. He cannot
bear a saddle upon his back, quoth Obadiak, far the whole
world. — The devil's in that haorse ; then take Patriot, cried
my father ; and shut 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 fact. — Your worship ordered me to
sell him last April, said Obadiah. — Then go on foot for
your pains, cried my father — 1 had much rather walk than
ride, said Obadiah, shutting the door,

‘What plagues! cried my father, going on with his
calculation — But the waters are out, said Obadiah, open-
ing the door again.

Till that moment, my father, who had a map of San-
son’s and a book of the post-roads before him, had kept
his hand upon the head of compasses, with one foot of
them fixed upon Nevers, the last stage he had paid for—
purposing to go on from that peint with his journey and
caleulation, as soon as Obadiak quitted the rocm : but
this sccond attack of Cbadial’s in opening the door, and
laying the whole country under water, was too much. —
He let go hLis compasses — or rather, with a mixed motion
between accident and anger, he threw them wupon 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 ont.

T. Shandy, Vol. 111,

MAN, REFLECTIONS UPON HIM.

When I reflect upon man; and take a view of that dark
side of him which represents his life as open to so many
causes of trouble — when 1 consider how oft we eat the
bread of affliction, and that we are born to it, as to the

ortion of our inheritance — when one runs over the cata-
rugue of all the cross reckonings and sorrowful items with
which the hcart of man Is over-charged, 'tis wonderful by
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what hidden resources the mind is enabled fo stand it
ont, and bear itself up as it does, against the impositions
Litid upou our mnatare.

. T. Shandy, Vol, IL Chap. 42.

KMAN’S LIFE.

WHaT is the life of man! is it not to shift from side
to side; — from sorrow te sorrow? — to bottom up one
cause of vexation,—and unbattom anolher!

1. Shandy, Voi. IL Chap. G6.

ON TIME.

Time wastes too fast; every letter I frace tells me with
what rapidity life follows my pen ; the days and hours of
it, more precious, my dear Jenny! than the rubies abont
thy neck, are flying over our heads like light clouds of a
windy day, never to return more — every thing presses
on — whilst thou art twisting that lock, —see! it grows
greyv ; and every time 1 kiss thy haud to bid adieu, and
every absence which follows it, are prelndes to that eternal
separation which we are shortly to make.

T. Shandy, Vol. 1V, Chap. G61.

TRIM’S !
Definition of radical heat and moisture.

I InFER, an’ please your worship, replicd Trim, that
the radical moisture is nothing in the world but ditch-
water — and that the radical heat, of these who can go to
the expence of it, is burnt brandy — the radical beat and
moisture of a private man, au’ please your honours, is
nothing but ditch-water — and a dram’ of geneva — and
give us hut 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 aloss, Captain Shandy, quoth Doctor Slop, to
determine in which branch of leariing your servant shines
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most, whether in physiology or divinity. — Slop had not
forgat Trim’s commeut upon the sermon.

It is but an hour ago, replied Yorick, since the Cor-
poral was examiued in the latter, and pass’d muster with
great lionour.

The radical heat and moistnre, quoth Doctor Slop, turn-
ing to my father, you muost know is the basis and foun-
dation of onr 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, bnt
principally in my opinion, by consubstantials, impriments,
and oceludents. — Now this poor fellow, continued Doetor
Slop, pointing to the Corporal, has had the misfortone
to have heard some superficial empiric disconrse upoan
this nice point.— That he has,— said my father.— Very like-
ly, said my uncle. — — I'mt sore of it, quoth Yorick. —

T\ Shandy, Vol. 111 Chap. 40.

CORPORAL TRIM'S
Explanation of the fifth Commandinent.

—PR'YTHEE, Trim, quoth my father, — What dost thou
mean, by “honouring thy father and thy mother?,

Allowing them, aw’t please your houour, three half-
pence a day ont of my pay, when they grew old. — And
didst thou do that, Trim? said Yorick. — He did., indeed,
replied my wnele Toby — Then, Trim, said Yorick,
springing out of his chair, and taking the Corporal by
the hand, thoun art the best commentator upon that part
of the Decalogue : and 1 honour thee more for it, Cor-
poral Trim; than if thou hadst a hand in the Talmud

itself.
T. Shandy, Vol. HI. Chap. 32.

THE HAPPY PEASANT.

Many are the silent pleasures of the honcst peasant;
who rises cheerfully to his labour: — look inte his dwell-
ing, — where the scene of every 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,
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as vou eould couceive in the most affluent station.— And
1 make no donht, in general, hut if the true acconnt of
his joys and sufferings were to be balanced with those of
his betters,—that the upshot would prove to be little more
than this, — that the rich man had the more meat, — bt
the poor man the better stomach ; the one had more tuxary,
—more able physicians to attend and set him to rights ; —
the other more health and sounduness in his bones, and less
aceasion for their help; that, after these two articles betwixt
them were balanced , — in all otlier things tliey stood upon
n level : —that the sun shines as warm,— the air blows as
fresh, — and the carth breathes as fragrant upon the one
as the other : and that they have an eqnal share in all

the Dbeanties and real benefits of nature.
Sermon XL1V.

FAVOURS.

1x returning favours, we act differently from what we
do in conferring them : in the onc case we simply con-
sider what is best,— in the other, what is most acceptable.
The reason is, that we have a right to act according to
onr own ideas of what will do the party most good, in
the case where we bestow a favour; — but where we re-
turn one, we lose this right, and act according to his
conceptions who has obliged us, and endecavour to repay
in such a manner as we think it most likely to be ae-
cepted in discharge of ihe obligation.

Sermon X111,

FORGIVENESS, THE MOST REFINED
VIRTUE.

Tre brave anly know how to forgive ;— it §s the most
refined and penerous piteh of virtne hwwan natnre can ar-
rive at.— Cowards have done goad and kind actions #), —
cowards have even fought, nay somctimes, even conquered ;
but a coward never forgave. — It is not in his nature ; — the
power of doing it flows only from & strength and greatness
af sonl, conscions of its own force and security, and above
the little temptations of resenting every fruitless attempt
to interrnpt its happiness.

Sermon XII.

*) Christian Heve.
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SEOLITUDE, THE NURSE OF WISDORM.

CrowneD towns, and busy societies, may delight the
unthinking, and the gay — but solitude is the best norse
of wisdom.

In sotitude the mind gains strength, and learns to lean
upon herself : in the world It seeks or accepts of a few
treacherons snpports — the feigned compassion of one — the
flattery of a second — the civilities of a third — the friend-
ship of a fourth — they all deceive and bring the mind back
to relirement, reflexion, and books.

Letter LXXXIL

FLATTERY, REFRESHING TO
NATURE.

DerLicions essence! how refreshing art thow ta nature !
how strangly are all its powers and all its weaknesses
on thy side! how sweetly dost thou mix with the blood,
and help It through the most difficult and tortuons pas-
sages to the heart.

Sentimental Journey.

HEALTH, THE GREATEST BLESSING.

O blessed health! thon art above all gold and treasure;
’tis thou who enlargest the soul, — and openest all jts
powers to receive instruction, and to relish virtne. — lle
that has thee has little more to wish for! and he that is
slo wretched as to want thee, — wants every thing with
thee.

T. Shandy, Vol. IIL Chap. 33.

SOCIETY AND FRIENDSHID.

NorwiTHsTAnDING all we meet with in books, in many
of which, no doubt, there are a good many handsowe



SORROW. 104

things said npon the sweets of retivement, cte. — yet still
wit is not good for wman to be alone : nor can all which
the cold-hearted pedant stnns our ears with npon the
subject. evey give one answer of satisfaction to the mind;
in the midst of the loudest vauntings of philosophy, Na-
ture will have lher yearnings for socicty and friendship ; —
a good heart wants some object to be kind to — and the
best parts of our blood, and the purest of our spirits,
snffer most nuder the desfitntion.

Let the torpid Monk scek heaven comfortless and alone
— God speed him! For my awn part, I fear, 1 should
never so find the way : let me be wise and religious —
but let me be man : wherever thy Providence pliaces me,
or whatever be the 10ad 1 take to get to thee — give me
some compaunion in my jonrney, be it only to remark to,
how our shadows lengthen as the sun gocs down ; — to
whom | may say, llow fresh is the face of natore! How
swrot|(he flowers of the field! llow delicious are these
fruits !

Sermon XVIII,

SORRAR O W.

Sweer is the look of sorrow for an offence, ina heart
determined never to commit it more!— upon that altar
only could I offer up my wiongs.

Sermon XV 1L

SORROW AND HEAVINESS OF HEART.

I there Is an evil in this world, °tis sorrow and
heaviness of heart —The Joss of goods, — of health, of
coronets and mitres, are only evils as they oceasion sor-
row ; — take that out — the rest is fancy , and dwelleth
only in the head of mau.

Poor unfortunate creature that he is! as if the canses
of anguish in the heart were not enow— but he must filt
up the measure with those of eaprice ; and not only walk
in a vain shadow, — bot disquiet himself in vain too.

We are n restless set of beings ; and as we are likely
me so o the end of the world the best we ¢can
is to make (e same nse of this part of our ch
racter , which wise men do of otlier bad prope
when they find they eannot conguer them,— they endeavour,
at least, to divert them fate good chaunels,
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1f therefore we must be a solcitous race of self-tor-

mentors, let us drop the common objeet which make us
so, and for God’s sake be solicitous only to live well.
Sermon XXX

DEATH.

TrERE are many instances of mea, who have received
the news of death with the greatest case of mind, and
even entertained the thoughts of it with smiles npon theie
conutenances : — and this, either from strength of spirits,
and the natural clieerfulaess of their temper, — or that
they kuew the woild, and cared not for it — or expected
a better —vyet thousands of good men, with all the helps
of philosephy. and against all the assurances of a well-
spent lite, that the change must he to their account, —
vpon the approach of death have still lean'd towards this
world, and wanted spivits and resolution to bear the shock
of a separation from it for ever.

Sermon XVIII

ROOTED OPINION.

How difficule you will find it to convinece a miserly
heart that any thing is good which is not profitable! or
a libertine onc. that any thing is bad, whieh is pleasant!

Sermon XXIIL

COVETOUSNESS.

To know truly what it is, we must know what masters
it serves; —they are many. aad of various casts and
humours, — and ea h one lends it something of its own
complexional tint and character.

This, 1 suppose, may be the cause that there is a greater
and more whimsical mystery in the love of money, than
in the darkest and most nonsensical problem that ever
was pored on.

Even at the best, and when the passion seems to seck
something more than its own amusement, — there is little
—very little, I fear, to be said for its humanity. — It may
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be a sport to the miser,— but consider, — it must be death
and destruction to others. — The moment this sordid
humour begins to govern — farewel all honest and natuval
affection ! — farewel, all he owes to parents, to children,
to friends! — how fast the obligations vanish! see —he is
now stripped of all feelings whatever : the shrill ery of
justice — and the low lamentation of hnmble distress, are
notes equally beyond his compass.— Eternal God! see!—
he passes by one whom thou hast just bruised , without
one pensive reflection : he enters the cabin of the widow
whose husband and child thou hast taken to thyself, —
exacts his bond, without a sigh!— Heaven! if I am to be
tempted, — let it be by glory, by ambition, by some gene-
rous and manly viee : if I must fall, let it be by some pas-
sion which thou hast planted in my nature, which shall
not harden my heart, but leave me room at last to retreat
and eome back to thee!
Sermon XIX.

SIMPLICITY.

Simericity Is the great friend to nature; and if I
would be proud of any thing in this silly world, it should
be of this lhonest alliance.

Sermon XXIV.

HUMILITY.

1T that is little in his own eyes, fs little too in his
desires, aud 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 him-
sclf, — lie loses not his happiness and peace of mind with
it: — even the contentions of the humble man are mild
and placid. — Blessed characters! When such a one is
thrast back, who does not pity him? when he falls, who
would not streteh out a hand to raise him up?

Sermon XXV,

PATIENCE AND CONTENTMENT.

PaTiEnce and Contentment, — which, like the treasure
Lid in the field, for which n man sold all he had to pur-
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chase — is of that price that it cannot be had at too great
a purchase, since without it the best condition in life
cannot make us happy, —and with it, it is impossible we
should be miserable even in the worst.

Sermon XV.

THE CONTRAST.
Humility and Pride.

Waen we reflect upon the character of Humility,— we
are apt to think it stands the most naked and defenceless
of all virtnes whatever, — the least able to sapport its
claims against the insolent antagonist who seems ready
to bear him down, and all opposition which sueh a temper
can make.

Now, if we consider him as standing alone, —no doubt,
in such a ease, he will be overpowered and trampled upon
by his opposer ; — but if we consider the meek and lowly
man, as he is — fenced and guarded by the love, the friend-
ship and wishes of all mankind, — that the other stands
alone, hated, discountenanced, withont one true fijend .,
or hearty wellwisher on his side : — when this is balanced,
we shall have reason to change our opinion, and be eon-
vinced that the hmmble man, strengthened with such an
alliance, is far from being so over-matclied as at first
sight he may appear ; —nay, I believe one might veuture
to go further, and engage for it, that in all such cases
where real fortitude and true personal conrage 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 ot his
adversary. Pride may make a man violent, — bat Humility
will make him firm : -— and which of the two, do yon think,
likely to come off with honour? —he who acts from the
changeable impulse of heated blood, and follows the un-
certain motions of his pride and fury ; —or the mau who
stands cool and collected in himself; — who goveins his
resentments, instead of being governed by them, and on
every occasion acts upon the steady motives of principle
and duty.

With regard to the provocations and offences, which
are unavoidably happening to a man in his commerece with
the world, — take it as a rule, as a man’s pride is,— so
is always his displeasure, as the opinion of himself arises,
—so does the injury, — so does his resentment : ’tis this
which gives edge and foree to the instrnment 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 conflicts he actually escapes ; the
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other part fall lightly on him: — he provokes mo man by
contempt ; thrusts himself forward as the mark of no
man’s envy ; so that he cuts off the first fretful occasions
of the greatest part of these evils ; and for those in which
thie passions of others would involve him, like the humble
shrub in. ihe 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 R I D E.

‘Tne prond man, —sec ! he is sore all over : touch him
von put him to pain ; and thongh, of all others, he acts
' every mortal was void of sense and feeling, vyet is
poss sed with so nice and exquisite a one himsel{, that
the slights, the little neglects and instances of disesteem,
which would be scarce felt by another man, are perpe-
tnally wounding him, and oft times piercing him to the
very heart,

Pride is a vice which grows up in society so insensibly,
— steals in unobserved upon the heart upon so many ac-
casions ; — forms itself upon such strange pretensions, and,
when ié has done, veils itself nnder such a variety of un-
suspected appearances, — sometimes even under that of
Humility itself ; — in all which cases. Selflove, like a false
friend, instead of ehecking, most treacheronsly feeds this
liumour,— points out some execllence in every sonl 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 easily betrayed— or
which requires greater lelps of good sense and good prin-
ciples to guard against.

0 God! what is man ! — even a thing of nought — a poor,
infirm, miserable, short-lived creature, that passes away
Jike a shadow, and is hastening off the stage, where the
theatrical titles and distinctions,” and the whole mask of
pride which he has worn for a day, will fall off, and leave
him naked as a neglected slave. — Send forth your ima-
gination, 1 beseech yon, to view the last scene of the
greatest and proudest who ever awed and governed the
world —Sece the empty vapour dissappearing! ane 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 vp the curtain—regard
a moment with silence —

Are these cold hands and pale lips, all that are left
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of him who was canoniz'd by his own pride, or made a
god of by his flatterers ?

0 my soul! with what dreams lhiast thou been bewitehed
How hast thou been deluded by the objects thou hast so
eagerly grasped at?

If this reflection from the natural imperfections of man,
which he cannot remedy, does nevertheless strike a damyp
npon human pride, much more must the counsiderations
do so, which arise from the wilful depravations of his
nature.

Survey yourselves a few moments in this lighit — behold
a disobedient, ungrateful, untractable, and disorderly set
of creatures, going wrong seven times a day, — acting
sometimes every hour of it against your own convictions —
your own interests, and the intentions of your God, wha
wills and purposes nothing but yoar happiness and pros.
perity — What reason does this view furnish yon for pride?
How many does it suggest to mortily and make you
ashamed? — Well might the son of Syrach say, in that
sarcastical remark oi his upon it, That pride was not
made for man — for saome purpose, and for some parti-
cular beings, the passion might have been shaped — but
not for him— fancy it were you will, ’tis no where so im-
proper — ‘tis in no ereature so unbecoming —

But why so cold an assent to so incontested a truth?
—Perhaps thou hast reasons to be prond ; — for Heaven’s
sake let us hear them — Thou hast the advantages of birth
and title to boast of — or thou standest in the sunshine of
court-favour — or thou hast a large fortune —or great ta-
lents — or much learning — or nature has bestowed her
graces upon thy person — speak —on which of these foun-
dations hast thou raised this fanciful structure? Let us
examine them.

Thon art well born : — then trust me, ‘twill pollute
no one drop of thy hlood to be humble : humility calls
no man down trom his rank, — divests not princes of their
titles ; it is like what the clear obscure is in painting; it
makes the hero step forth in the canvas, and detaches
his figure from the group in which he would otherwise
stand confounded for ever.

If thou art rich — then shew the greatness of thy for-
tone — or, what is better , the greatness of thy soul in
the meekness of thy conversation ; condescend to men of
low estate — support the distressed. and patronize the me-
glected. — Be great; bat let it be in considering riches as
they are, as talents commilted to an earthen vessel — That
thou art but the receiver, — and that to be abliged aad to be
vain too,—is but the solecism of pride and beggary, which,
though they often mect, — yet ever make but an absurd
society.

If thou art powerful in interest, and standest deified
by a servile tribe of dependants, why shouldst thou be
proud , — because they are hungry? — Scourge m:e such
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svcophants ; they have turned the heads of thousands as
well as thine —

But “tis thy own dexterity and strength which have
gaiued thee this eminence : — allow it ; bui art thou prond
that thou staudest iu a place where thon art the mark of
one man’s envy, aunother man’s malice. or a third man’s
revenge, —where good men may be ready to suspect thee,
and whence bad men will be ready to pull thee down?
1 would be proud of nothing that is uncertain : Hawan was
so, because he was admitted alone to queen Esther’s
banquet ; and the distinction raised him, — but it was fifty
cubits higher than he ever dreamed or thonght of.

Let us pass on to the pretences of learning, ete. ete,
If thou hast a little, thou wilt be proud of it in course;
if thon hast much, and good sense along with it, there
will be no reason to dispute against the passion : a beg-
garly parade of remnants is but a sorry object of pride
at the best ; — but more so, when we can ery out upon
it, as the poor man did of his hatehet. — Alas! masier,
Jor it was borrowed ¥).

1t is treason to say the same of Beanty, — 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 eredit from small
and slender accidents, throngh disability of purchasing

them hy better means.
Sermon XX1V.

BE AUTY.

Beavry 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 beau-
ty of the face speaks out the modesty and humility of
the mind and the justness of the proportion raises our
thought up to the Lieart and wisdom of the great Creator,
something may be allowed it,— and something to the
embellishments 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 glorvious as when it goes the
plainest.

Sermon XXIV,
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WISDOR.

Lrssons of Wisdom have never such power over us
as wlien they are wrought into the heart throngh
gronand .- work of a story which engages the passions @ is
it that we ave like iron, and must first be heated before
we ean be wronght npon? or, is the heart so in love
with deceit, that where a true report will not reacl it,
we must cheat it with a fable, in order to come at the
truth?

Sermon XX,

DISTRESS.

NorHING so powerfully ealls home the mind as distress :
the tense fibre then relaxes, — the soul retives to itsell.—
sits pensive and susceptible of right impressions : If we
have a friend, ’tis then we think of him ; if a benefactor,
at that moment all his kindnesses press upon our mind.

Sermon XX.

HUNGER.

Or all the terrors of nature, that of one day or other
dying by hnonger, is the greatest; and it is wisely wove
into enr frame to awaken man to industry, and call forth
his talents ; and tliough we secm to go on carelessly,
sporting with it as we do with other terrors, —yet, he
that sees this enemy fairly, and in his most frightful
shape, will need wo.long remonstrance to make him tuin
out of the way to aveid him.

Sermon XX,

Mea. SHANDYS’S

Letler to his brother Toby on love.

MY DEAR BROTIER TORY,

Wuar I am going to say to thee, is upon the nature
of women, and of love-making to them ; aud perhaps it
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is as well for thee — thongh not sa well for me— that
thou hast oceasion for a letter of iustructions wpon that
head, and that 1 am ablle to write it to thee.

Had it been the good pleasure of him who disposes of
our lots — and thoun no suefferer by the knowledge, 1 had
heen well content that thon shouldst have dipp'd the pen
this moment into the ink, instead of myself; bnt that not
being the case — Mrs. Sldy being now close beside me,
preparing for bed — | have thrown together, without ovder,
and just as they have come into my mind, such hints
and documents as I deem may be of use to thee; intend-
ing in this to give thee a token of my love ; not donbt-
ing, my dear Toby, of the manner in which it will be
aceepted.

In the first place, with regard to all which concerns
religion in the affair — thongh 1 perceive, from a glow in
my check, that 1 blush as | begin to speak to thee upon
the subject, as well knowing, notwithstanding thy un-
affected seereey, how fow of its offices thou neglectest -—
yet I would vemind thee of one (during the continnance
of thy courtship) in a partieular manuer, whick 1 would
not have omitted ; and that is, never to go forth upon
the enterprise. whether it be in the morning or the after-
uoon, without first recommending thysclf to the protection
of Alinighty God, that he may defend thee from the evil one.

Shave the whole top of thy erown clean ounce at least
every four or five days, but oftencr it convenient; lestin
taking off thy wig before her, throngh absence of mind,
she shonld be able to discover how much has been ent
away by Time —how much by Trin,

—'Twere better to keep ideas of baldness out of her
faney.

Always carry it in thy mind, and act vpon it, as a sure
maxim, Toby —

«That 1women are timid ., : And ’tis well they are —
else there would be no dealing with them.

Let no thy breeches be too tight, or hang too loose ahout
thy thighs, like the trunk hose of our ancestors.

— A just medinm prevents all conclnsions,

‘Whatever thon 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 se-
cvecy into the brain. For this canse , if thon canst help
it, never throw down the tongs and pocker.

Avoid all kinds of pleasantry and facetiousness ia thy
disconrrse with her, and do whatever lies in thy power at
the same time, to keep fromn her all books and writings
whiclt tend thereto : there are some devotial tracts, which
if thou canst entice hier to read over —it will be well:
bhut suffer her not to look at Rabelais., ar Scarron, or
Don Quixote —

—They are all books which excite langhter ; and thou
knolwe.:t, dear Toby, that there is no passion so serious
as lust,
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Stick a pin in the bosom of thy shirt, before thou
enterest ler parlonr.

And if thou art permitted to sit upoun the same sopha
with her, and she gives thee oceasion to lay thy hand
upon hers — beware of taking it — thou canst not lay thy
land on lers, but she will feel the temper of thine.
Leave that and as many other things as thou can’st,
quite undetermined ; by so doing, thou wilt have her cu-
viosity on thy side ; and if she is not conquered by that,
and thy Asse continnes still kicking, which there is preat
reason to suppose — Thou must begin, with first losing
a few ounces of bleod below the ears, accovding to the
practice of the ancient Seyfhians, who cured the most
intemperate fits of the appetite by that means.

Avicenna, after this, is for having the part anointed
with the sirap of hellebore, using proper evacnations and
purges —and, | believe, rightly. But thou must eat little
or no goat's flesh, nor red deer— nor even f al's flesh by
any meaus ; and carefully abstain — that is, as much as
thou caw'st, {from peacocks, cranes, coots, didappers, and
water-hens.

As for thy drink, — 1 need not tell thee, it must be the
infusion Vervain, and the herb Ilenca, of which Aelinn
relates such effects — but if thy stomach palls witl it —
diseontinue it, from thme to time, taking cucnmbers, me-
fons, purslane, water-lilies, woodbine, and lettnee, in the
stead of thew.

There is nothing further for thee, which occurs to me
at present.

— Unless the breaking out of a fresh war—So wishing
every thing, dear Toby, for the best,

I rest thy aftectionate brother,

WALTER SHANDY.

Mr. SHANDY’S BED OF JUSTICE.

Tue ancient Goths of Germany, who (the learned Clu-
verius is positive) were first seated in the country between
the Vistula and the Oder, and who afterwards incorporated
the Herule, the Rugians, and some other Vandalic clans
to ’em,—had all of them a wise custom of debating every
thing of importance to their state, twice ; that is, —once
drunk and once sober : — Druak that their councils might
not want vigour: — and sober — that they might not want
discretion.

Now my father being entirvely 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
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the auncieuts did or said ; and it was not {ill the seventh
year of lis marriage, after a thousand frunitless experi-
ments and devices, that he hit upon an expedicut whicl
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 bunda_/
night in the month. and the Sefurday night whicl im-
me(h.ltLly preceded it, to argue it over, in ‘bed . with my
mother : by which contrlv'\nce if you cmlsl(lm, Sir, with
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These, my father, humorously enough, c’\llcd his be(ls
ijmhce ; — for from the two differeut 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 hinndred times.

It must not be made a secret of to the world, that this
answers full as well, in liter diseussions, as either in
military or conjugal; but it is mot every author that can
try the experiment as the Goths and Vandals did it — or,
if e can, may it be always for his body’s health ; and
to do it, as my father did it, — I am sure it would be
always for his sonl’s.

My way is this: —

In all nice and ticklish discussions, — (of which, Hea-
ven knows, there are but too many in my book), — where
1 find 1 cammot take a step without the danger of having
either their worships or their reverences upon my back
— I write one half full, — and tother fasting; — or write
it all full,—and correct it fastiug ; —or write it fasting, —
and coriect it full ; for they all come to the same tlnn"
So that with a less varintion from my father's plan, than
my father’s from the Gothic — I feel myself upon a par
with him in his first bed of justice , and mo way inferior
to him iu his seecond. — These different and almost irvecon-
cilealile effects, flow uniformly from the wise and wonder-
ful mechaunism of nature,— of which, be her's the honour.
— All that we can do, is to turn and work the machiue to
the improvement and better manufactory of the arts and
sciences. —

Now, when 1 write full, — I write as if I was never to
write fasting again as long as | live; — that is, 1 write
free from the cares as well as the terrors of the world.
1 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 thc fulness of my heart, as my stomach —

But when, an’ please your honours, I indite fasting,
‘fis A different history. — 1 pay the world all possible at-
tention and respeet,--and have as great a share (whilst
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it Insts) of that understrapping virtne of discretion, as
the best of vou.—So that betwixt both, | write a eareless
Lind of a civil. nonsensical, good.humoured , Shandean
Book, which will do all your hearts good —

And n!l your heads too, provided yon understand it.

We should begin. said my father, turning himself half
vound in bed, and shifting his pillow a little towards my
mother’s as he opened the debate — We should begin to
think, Mrs. Shandy, of putting this boy inte breeches. —

We shonld so,— said my mother.

We defer it. my dear, quoth wy father, shamefully, —

I think we do, Mr. Shandy, said my mother.

— Not but the child looks extremely well, said my
father, in his vests and tunicks. —

— Ile does look very well in them.— replied my mother.

— And for that reason it would be almost a sin, 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.

— e 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 e takes after.—

I eannot eonceive, for my life, —said my mother.—

Humph ! — said my {ather.

(The dialogne ceased for a moment.)

— 1 am very short myself, — contitned my faiher
gravely,

You are very short, 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 tarning about again, there was
an end of the debate for three minutes and a half,

— When he gets these breeches made, eried my father,
in a higher tone, he'll look like a beast in ‘e,

He will be very aukward in them at first, replied my
nmother.—

— And ’twill be lucky, if that’s the worst on’t, added
my father.

It will be very Incky, answered my mother,

1 suppose, replied my tather, —making some pause first,
he'll be exactly like other people’s children.

Exactly, said my mother.

— Though I should be sorry for that, added my father;
and so the debate stopped again,

—~ They should be of ieather, said my father, torning
him about again. —

They will last him, said my mother, the longest.

But he ean have no linings to ’em, replied my futher. —

He cannot, said my mother.

'Twere better to have them of fustian, quoth my father.—

Nothing can be better, quoth my mother. —

-— Exeept dimity, replied my father: —

*Tis best of all,—uxeplied my mother.
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— One must not give him his death, however, — inter-
rupted my father.

By no means, said my mother : — and so the dialogue
stood still again.

[ am resolved, however, quoth my fatler, breaking
silenee a fourth time, he shall have no pockets in them. —
— There is no occasion for any, said my mother, —

T 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 erown and a sceptre to them, — they should have where
to seeure it. —

Order it as you please, Mc. Shandy. replied my mother.—

— But don’t yon think it right? added my father, pres-
sing the point home to ler.

ﬁerfectly said my mother, if it pleases you, Mr. Shandy. —

— There's for you! eried my father, losing temper. —
Pleases me! — You never will distinguish . Mrs. Shandy,
nor shall [ ever teach yon to do it, betwixt a point of
pleasure and a point of convenience. — This was on the
Suitday night ; —and further this chapter sayeth not.

Tristram Shandy, Vol. 1. Chap. G0.

IMPOSTURE.

Wuar a problematic set nf creatures does simulation
make ns! who would divine that - that anxiety and con-
cern. so visible iu the airs of one half of that great as-
sembly. should arise from nothing else, but that the other
Lalf of it may think them to be men of consequence,
penetration, parts, and conduct? — What a noise amongst
the claimants about it! Behold Humility ; out of con-
cealed pride; and Honesty almost out of knavery: — Cliustity
mever once in harm’s way : and Conrage, like a Spanish
soldier upon an Italian stage —a bladder full of wind,

Hark | — at the sound of that trimpet, — let not my sol-
dier van, — it is some good Christian giving alms. 0. Pity!
thoun gentlest of human pass'mns! soft and tender are thy
notes, and il accord they “‘lt.ll so lound an instroment.

Tlius something jars and will for ever jar in these cases.

Tmposture is all dissonance, let what master soever of
it undertake the pavt : let him h;l_rmomse and modulate
it as he may, onc tone will contradict ﬂll(ftllel_‘; and whilst
we have ears to hear, we shall dm_tlngmsh it : "tis truth
only which is consistent, and ever in harmony with itsclf:
it sits upon our lips, like the natural notes of some me-
lodies, ready to drop ont, whether we will or mo;— 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 action. -

Sermon XVII
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E VIUL S.

UawiLLINGLY 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
shattered fortune, — a shattered frame, so we have but the
satisfaction of shattering them ourselves, pass nafurally
enongh into the habit, and by the ease with which they
are both doue. they save the spectator a world of pity :
but for those, like Jacod’s, bronght upon him by the hands
from which he looked for ali his comforts, — the avavice of
a parent.— the unkindness of a relation, — the ingratitude
of a child, they are evils which leave a scar; besides, as
they hang over the heads of all, and therefore may fall
upon any ! — every looker-on has an iuterest in the trage-
dy; —but then we are apt to interest ourselves no other-
wise, than mercly as the incidents themselves strike our
passions, without carrying the lesson further : —in a word
— we realize nothing: — we sigh .— we wipe away the tear,
—and there ends the story of miscry, and the moral

with it.
Sermon XXII

DEFAMATION.

Doks humanity clothe and educate the unknown orphan?
— Poverty, thou hast no gencalogies: — See! is he not
the father of the child? Thus do we rob heroes of the
best part of their glory — their virtne. Take away the
motive of the act, you take away all that is worth haviug
in it; — wrest it to ungenerous ends, you load the vir-
tuons man who did it with infamy: — undo it all —1 be-
seech 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.
Sermon XVII.

CONTENTMENT.

THERE is scarce any lot so low, but there is something
in it to satisfy the man whom it has befallen ; Providence
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having so ordered things, that in every man’s cup, how
bitter soever, there are some cordial drops—some goad
circumstances , which , if wisely extracted, are sufficient
for tle purpose he waunts them — that is, to make him
contented, and if not happy, at least resigned.

Sermon XV,

RELIGIO N.

TrnERE are no principles but those of religion to be de-
pended on, in cases of real distress ; and these are able
to encounter the worst emergencies, and to bear us up,
under all the changes and chances to which our life is
subjeet,

Sermon XV,

THE DANCE.

IT was in the road betwixt Nismes and Lunel, where
there is the best Muscatio wine in all France, and which,
by the bye, belongs to the honest canons of Montpellier,
-—and fonl befal the man who has drank it at their tahle,
who grudges them a drop of it.

—The sun was set — they had done their work ; the
nymphs had tied up their hair afresh — and the swains
were preparing for a caronsal —my mule made a dead
point —’Tis the fife and tabourin, said I—I'm frightened
to death, quoth he — They are running at the ring of plea-
sure , said 1, giving him a prick — by Saint Boogar, and
all the saints at the backside of the door of purgatory,
said e — (making the same resolution with the abbesse of
Anduillets) I'll not go a step further — Tis very well, Sir,
zaid 1—I never will argue a point with ane of your fami-
ly, as long as 1 live 5 so leaping off his back, and kicking
oft one boot into this ditch, and t'other into that — Pil take
a dance, said [ —so stay you here.

A sun-burnt danghter ot labour rose up from the grou
to meet me, as I advanced towards them ; her hair, whic!
was a dark chesnnt, approaching rather to a black, was
tied up in a knot, all but a single tress.

‘We want a cavalier, said she, holding out both her
hands, as if to offer them— And a cavalier ye shall have,
said 1. taking hold of Loth of them.

Had’st thow, Nannette, been array’d like a duchesse !

—But that cursed slit in thy petticoat!
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Nannetle cared not for it.

We could not have done without you, said she, letting
go one hand, with self-taught politeness, leading me up
with the other.

A lame youth, whom Apollo had recompensed with a
pipe, auad 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 Nannetle, put-
ting a piece of string into my hand — It tanght me to for-
get I was a stranger — The whole knot fell down—We had
been seven years acquainted.

The youth strick the nate upon the tabonrin — his pipe
followed, and olf we bound.d — «the dence take that slit!.

The sister of the youih, who had stalen her voice fiom
heaven, sung alternately with her brother —’twas a Gas-
¢oigne roundelay,

Viva la Jaia!

Fidon Ja Tiistessal

The nympls joined in unison, and their swains an octave
below them —

1 would have given a crown to have it sew’d up— Nan-
nelle would not have given a sous — Viva Iln joia! — was
in her lips — Viva le joia! was in her eyes. A fransient
spark of amity shot across the space betwixt us — She
look’d amiablel— Why eovld I not live, and end my days
thus ! Just Disposer of our juys and sorrows, cried I,
why could not a man sit down in the lap of content liere
—and dance, and sing, and say his prayers, and go to
heaven with this nut. brown maid ?  Capriciously did she
bend her head on one side, and dance up insidious —
Then ‘tis time to dauce off, quoth 1! so changing only
partners and tunes, I danced it away from Lunel to Mont-
pellier — tram thence to | esenas, Beziers— 1 danced it along
throngh Nervbonne, Carcesson and Castle Naudairy, till
at last I danced myselt’ into Perdsilly’s pavilion.

Drestram Shenay, Vol. IV, Chap. 2.

WISDOM THE BUBBELE OF MAN.

Tuece is no project to which thie whole race of man-
kind is so universally a bubble, as to that of being thought
wise : and the affectation of it is so visible, in men of
all complexions, that you every day see some one or other
so very solicitous to establish the character, as not to
allow himself leisure to do the things which fairly win it:
— expending more art and st atagem to appear so in the
eyes of the world, than what would suffice to make him
so in truth,
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it is owing to the force of this desire, that you see in
general there is no injury tonches a man so sensibly, as
an insult upon his parts and capacity : telt a man «f other
defects . that he wants learning , industry or application,
he will hear your reproof with paticuce. — Nay, you may
g0 farther ; take him in a proyer seas n, vou may tax his
morals, you may tell him he js irvegnlar in his conduct, —
passionate or revengeful in his natore. —loose in his prin-
ciples ;— deliver it with the gentlencss of a friend,— possibly
he’ll not only bear with vou, — but, if ingenuous, he will
thank you for your lecture, and promise a reformation: —
but hint, —Lint but a defect in his intellectuals, — touch but
that sore place, —from that woment you are leok’d upon
as an enemy sent to torment him before his time, and
in return way reckon upon Lis resentment and ill-will for
ever : so that in general yon 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
peint of common honesty, than a point of common sense.
— Strange souls that we arc! as if ta live well was not
the greatest argument of wisdom ; — and, as if what re-
flected upon our morals, did not most of all reflect npon
our understandings !

Sermon XXVI.

VIRTUE AND VICE.

Wioever considers the state and condition of hmman
nature , and npon this view, how much stronger the na-
tnral motives are to virtue than to vice, wonld expect to
find the world much better than it is, or cver has been ;
— for who wounld suppose the generality of maukind to
betray so much folly as to act against tiic commen inter-
est of their own kind, as every man does who yields to
the temptation of what is wrong?

Sermon XXX111,

OPPRESSION THE SOURCE OF DIS-
CONTENT.

Soromon says, Oppression will make a wise man mad.
— What will it do then to a tender and ingennous hem't,
which feels itself neglected, — too full of reverence for the
Author of its wrongs to complain? — See, it sits down in
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silence, robbed by discouragements, of all its natural
powers to please,— Loin to see others loaded with cares-
ses—in some uncheery corner it nourishes its discontent,
and with a weight upon its spirits, which its little stock
of fortitnde is not able to withstand, —it droops and pines
away, — Sad vietim of caprice!

Sermon XXII.

INSQLENCE BOUNDLESS EIN BASE
MINDS.

TuE insolence of hase minds in success is boundless ;
and would scarce admit of a comparison, did not they
sometimes furnish ns with one, in the degrees of their
abjection when evil returns upon them — the same poor
heart which excites ungenerous tempers to triumph over
a fallen adversary, in some instances scems to exalt them
above the point of courage, sinks them in others even
below cowardice. — Not unlike some little particles of
matter struck off from the surface of the dirt by sunshine
—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
badies preserve the stations which nature has assigned
them , subjected to laws which no changes of weather

can alter.
Sermon XXI1.

INJURY.

Ax injury unanswered, in course grows weary of itselfy
and dies away in a voluntary remorse.

In bad dispositions, capable of no restraint but fear —
it has a different effect—the silent digestion of one wrang

provokes a second.
Sermon XIV.

CURIOSITY WOVE IN THE FRAME
OF MAN.

Tue lave of variety, or curiosity of sceing new things,
which is the same, or at least a sister passion to it, —
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seems wove into the frame of every son and danghter of
Adam ; we usually speak of it as ane of nature’s levities,
though planted within vs for the solid purposes of carr
ing forwards the mind to fresh inquiry and knowledge:
strip us of it, the mind (1 fear) would dose for ever
over the present page; aud we should all of us rest at
ease with sueh objects as presented themselves in the
pavish or province where we first drew breath.

It is to this spur, which is ever in our sides, that we
owe the impatience of this desire for travelling : the pas-
sion is no way bad, — but as others are,— in its mismanage-
ment 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 uuderstand the government and
interest of other nations, — to acquire an urbanity and con-
fidence of behaviour, and fit the mind more easily for con-
versation aund discourse — to take us ont of the company of
our aunts and grandmothers, and from the track of nur-
sery mistakes ; and by shewing us new objects, or old
oucs in new lights, to reform our judgments — by tasting
perpelnally the varieties of nature, to l‘mow what is good
— Dby observing the address and arts of men, to conceive
what is sincere, and by seeing the difference of so many
various humours and manners, — to look into ourselves
and form our own.

Sermon XX.

SHAME AND DISGRACE — MAN SEL-
DOM ABLE TO ENCOUNTER.

Tuey who have considered our naturc, affirm, that
shame and disgrace are two of the most insupportable
evils of human life : the courage and spirits of many
have mastercd 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 tragi-
cal instance on record, what greater evils have been run
into, mercly to avoid this one.

. Without this tax of infamy, poverty, with all the burdens
it lays upon our flesh — so long as it is virtuous, counld
never break the spirits of a man ; all its hunger, and
pain, and nakedness, are nothing to it, they have some
connterpoise of good ; and besides, they are directed by
Providence, and must be submitted to : but those are
afflictions 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 lie ground. and this is the reason they
lay such stress npon our paticnee, —and in the cnd creates
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such a distrust of the world, as makes us look up —and
pray, Let me fall into thy hands, 0 God! but lel me not
Jall inlo the hands of men..

Sermon XVI.

ENMITY AND ILL-WILL.

THERE is no small degree of malicious eraft in fixing
upon a season to give a mark of comity aud ill ~will : a
word — a look, which at ene time would make no impres-
sion — at another time wounds the heart; and like a
shaft flying with the wind, pierces deep, which. with its
awn natural force, would scarce have reached the object
aimed at.

Sermon XVI.

SHANDY’S REFLECTICN OGN DEATH.

PaiLosornY las a fine saying for every thing — For
Death it has an entire set.

«'Tis an inevitable chance — the first statute of Magna
= Charla — it is an everlasting act of parliament — = Al
~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 momnments, which should perpetuate our
<« memories, pay it themselves ; and the proudest pyramid
“of them all, which wealth and scicnces have erected. has
«lost its apex, and stands obtruncated in the traveller’s
e horizon — Kingdoms and provinces, and towns and cities,
“have they not their periods? And when those principles
cand powers, which at first cemented aud put them to-
«gether, 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
a Ninevel and Babylon, of Cyzicum, and Mitylene? The
« fairest towns that ever the sun rose upon are now no
«mare : the names only are left, and those [for many of
« them ave wrong spelt] are falling themselves by piece-
«meal to decay, and in length of time will Le forgotten,
«and involved with every thiug in a perpetual night : the
«world itself must— must come to an end.

« Returning ont of Asia, when I sailed from Aegina to.
«“wards Mcgara, 1 began to vi-w the country round ahout.
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« Aegina was behind me, Megara was before, Pyraeus on
«the right baud, Corinth on the left. — What flourishing
«towns now prostrate upon the earth! Alas! alas! said
«1 to myself, that man shounld disturb his seul for the loss
«of a child, when so mnch as this lies awfully buried in
« his presence. — Remember, said 1 to myself again — re-
~member thou art a man.—

« My son is dead ! — so much the better ; — ‘tis a shame
«in such a tempest to have but one anchor.

« But he is gone for ever from us!— be it so. lle is
«got from under the hands of his barber before he was
«Dbald — lie is but risen from a feast before he was surfeited
«—{rom a banguet before le 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 shuts the gate of eunvy 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
«ity and 1l shew thee a prisoner who dreads his liberty..

THE TRANSLATION.

DARIS,

Tucre was nobody in the box I was let julo, but a
Lindly old French ofticer. 1 love the character, not only
hecanse 1 honour the man whose manners are softened
by a profession which makes bad men worse ; but that i
once hnew one — for he is no more — and why shonld I not
rescue one page from violation by writing his name in it,
and felling the world it was Captain Tobias Shandy, the
dearest of my tock and friends, whose philanthropy I never
think of at this long distance from his death — but my eyes
gnsh out with tears. For his sake, 1 have a predilection
for the whole corps of veterans ; and so I strode over the
two Lack rows of benches, and placed mysclf beside him.

The officer was reading atientively a small pamphlet,
it might be ihe book of the opera, with a large pair aof
speeticles. As soon as I sat down, he took his spectacles
off, and puiting them iuto a shagreen case, returned them
and the Dbook inta lis pocket -together. 1 half rose up,
and made him a bow.

Translate this iuto any civilized language in the world
—the sense is (his:

a }Here’s a poor stranger come into {he box—lie seems
wag if he knew nobody; and is never likely, were le to

G
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«Dbe seven years in Paris, iIf every man he comes near
«Xeeps his “spectacles npon his nose — *tis shutting the
«door of conversation absolutely in his face —and using
«him worse than a German.»

The French officer might as well have said it all aloud;
and if he had, 1 should in course have put the bow I
wade him into French too, and told him, “1 was sensible
«of his attention, and return'd him a thousand thanks
v for it.»

There is not a secret so aiding to the progress of so-
ciality, as to get master of this short hand, and be quick
in rendering the several turns of looks and limbs, with
all their inflections and delineations, into plain words.
For my own part, by long habitude, I do it so mechani-
cally, that when I walk the strects of London, I go trans-
lating all the way ; and have more than once stood behind
in the cirele, where not three words have been said, and
have brought off twenty different dialognes with me, which
1 counld fairly have wrote down and sworn to.

1 was going one evening to Martini’s concert at Milan,
and was just entering the door of the hall, when the
Marquisina di E¥4% was coming out in a sort of hurry —
she was almost npon me before I saw her: o I gave a
spring to one side, to let her pass — She had done the
same , and on the same side toa : sa we ran our lheads
together : she instantly got to the other side to get ont;
1 was just as unfortunate as she had been; for I had
sprung to that side and opposed her passage again — We
both flew together to the other side, and thewr baek — ang
so on — it was ridiculous ; we both blusl’d intolerably ;
s0 1 did at last the thing I should have doune at first — I
stood stock still, and the Marquisina had no more difficulty,
1 had no power to go inte the room tili 1 had made her
so much reparation as to wait and follow her with my
eye to the end of the passage — She look’d back twice, and
walk’d along it rather sideways, as if she would make
roomi for any ame coming up stairs to pass her — No,
said 1 — that's a vile translation : the Marquisina has a
right to the best apology 1 ecan make her; and that
opening iz left Jor me to do it in — so I ran aud begg'd
pardon for the embarrassment 1 had given her, saving
it was my intention to have made her way. She an-
swered, she was guided by the same intention towards
me — so we reeiprocally thank'd cach other. She was
at the top of the stairs; and secing 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 of the adventure. — Gpon my word,
Madame, said I, when 1 had handed ler in, 1 made
six different efforts to let yon go ont. — Aund 1 made six
efforts, replicd she, to let you cuter. — I wish o lieaven
you would make a seventh, said L —With all my heart,
said she, making voom.— Life is too short to be long
about the forms of it— so 1 instantly stepp'd in, and she
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carried me home with her.— And what hecame of the con
cert , St. Cecilia, who I suppose was at it, knows more
than 1.

1 will only add, that the counection which arose out
of the translation, gave me more pleasure than any one
1 had the honour to make in Italy,

Sent. Jour.

CONTENTMENT.

Traerg are thonsands so extravagant in their ideas of
contentment, as to imagine that it must consist in having
every thing in this world turn out the way they wish —
that they are to sit down in happiness, and feel them-
selves so at ease at all points, as to desire nothing hetter
and nothing more. 1 own there are instances of some, who
seem to pass through the warld as if all their paihs had been
strewed with rose buds of delight; — but a little experience
will convince us, ‘tis a fatal expectation to go upon. — We
are born to trouble ; and we may depend upon it whilst
we live in this world we shall have it, though with inter-
missions — that is, in whatever state we are, we shall find
a mixtore of good and evil ; and therefore the true way
to contentment is to kmow low to receive these certain
vicissitudes of life, — the returns of good and evil ; so as
neither to be exaited by the one, or overthrown by the
other, but to bear ourselves towards every thing which
happens with such ease and indifferenee of mind, as to
hazard as little as may be. This is the trne temperate
climate fitted for us by nature, and in which every wise
man would wish to live.

Sermon XV,

THE FILLE DE CHAMERE.

PAR!S.

1 sTore'n at the Quai de Conli in my return home, to
pm'chasc A set of Shakespeare.

The bookseller said e had not a set in the world, —
Conanent ! said I taking one nup 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 Biwkds,

*
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— And docs the Connt de B¥*¥¥, said I, read Shakes-
peare? (est un Esprit fort, replicd the bookseller. le
loves English books 5 and, what is more to his honour,
Monsieur , he loves the English too. You speak this so
eivilly, said I, that it is enough to oblige an Englishiman
to lay out a lonis-d'or or twa at your shop — Tihe book-
seller 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 fashion, came into the shop, and asked
for Les Egarements du Coeur et de U Esprit.  The book-
seller gave her the book directly; she pulled ont a little
green satin purse, run round with a riband of the same
colour, and putting her finger and thumb into it, she
took out the money and paid for it. As I had nothing
more to stay me in the shop, we both walked ont of the
door together.

— And what have yot1 to do, my dear, said I, with
The wanderings of the Heart, who scarce know yet you
have one? nar, till love has first told yon it, or some
faithless shepherd has made it ache, canst thou ever be
sure it is so.— Le Diew in’en garde ! said the girl. — With
what reason, said I, — for if it is a good one, °tis a pity i¢
should be stolen : ’tis a little treasure to thee, and gives
a better air to your face, than if it was dressed out with

earls.

K The young girl listened with a snbmissive attention,
holding her satin purse by its riband in her hand all the
time. —Tis a very small one, said I, taking hold of the
bottom of it—she held it towards me —and there is very
little in it, my dear, said I; but be as good as thau art
handsome, and Heaven will fill it, 1 had a parccl of crowns
in my hand to pay for Shakespeare; and as she let go
the purse entirely, I put a single one into it; and tying
up the riband in' a bowknot, returncd it to her.

The young girl made me more an humble courtesy
than a low one — it was onc of thase quiet, thankful sink-
ings, where the spirit bows itself down,—the body does
no more than tell it. | never gave a girl a erown in my
life which gave mc half the pleasure.

My advice, my dear, would not have been worth a
pin to you, said I, i€ 1 had not given this along with it:
but now, when you see the crown, you will remember
it —so do not, my dear, lay it ont in ribands.

Upon my word, Sir, said the girl earnestly, T am in-
capable; —in saying which, as is usuwal in little bargains
of honour, she gave me her hand — En wverite Monsieur,
je mettrai cet argent a part, said she.

When a virtuous convention is made betwixt man and
woman, it sanctifies their most private walks; so not-
withstanding it was dusky, yet as both our reads lay the
same way, we made mo scruple of walking along the
Quai de Conti together.



THE FILLE DE CHAMBRE. 125

She made me a second courtesy in setting off, and before
we got twenty yards from the door, as if she had not
done enough before, she made a sort of a little stop to
tell me again — she thanked me.

It was a small tribute, I told her, which I could not
avoid paying to virtue, and would not he mistaken in the
person I had been renderving it to for the world; — but 1
see innocence, my dear, in your faice — and foul befal the
man who ever lays a sware in jts way.

The girl scemed affected some way or other with what
I said —she gave a low sigh—1 found 1 was not cm-
powered to inquire 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 1, to the Holel
de Modene? she told me it was — or. that I might go by
the Rue de Guencgault, which was the next torn. Then
I will go, my dear, by the Rue de Guenegaulit, said 1, for
two reasous: first, 1 shall please myself, and next, Ishall
give you the protection of my company as far on your
way as I can. The girl was sensible 1 was eivil— and
said she wished the Hotel de Modene was in the Rue de
St. Pierre.— You live there, said I. She told me she was
Jille de c'tambre to Madame R¥*3¥¥ — Good God! said 1, it
is the very lady for whom I have brought a letter from
Amiens. — The girl told me that Madame R¥¥¥%, she be-
lieved, expected a stranger with a letter, and was im-
patient to see him, — So 1 desired the girl to present my
compliments to Madame R¥¥ and say 1 would certain-
1y wait upon her in the morning.

‘We stood still at _the corner of the Rue de Nevers
whilst this passed. — We then stopped 2 moment whilst she
disposed of her Egarements du Coeur, more commodiously
than carrying them in her hand — they were two volumes;
so I held the second for her whilst she put the first into
her pocket ; and then she held her pocket, and I put the
other in after it.

It is sweet to feel by what fine-spun threads our af
fections are drawn together.

We set off afresh, and as she took her third step, the
girl put her hand within my arm —1I was just bidding her
— but she did it of herself, with that undeliberating sim-
plicity, which shewed it was out of her head that she had
mnever scen me before. For my own part, I felt the con-
vietion of consanguinity so strongly, that I could not help
torning half round to leok in her face, and see if I econld
trace ount any thing in it of a family likeness. Tut! said
I, are we not all relations?

When we arrived at the turning of the Rue de Guene.
ganlt, 1 stopped to bid her adiea for good and all : the
girl would thank me again for my company aud kindness,
— She bid me adien twice — I repeated it as often; and
so cordial was the parting between us. that had it hap-
pencd any where else, I'm not sure but I should have
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signed 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 amouuted to the same thing —
1 bid God Dbless her.
Sentimental Journey.

TRIM’S REFLECTION ON DEATH.

My young master in London is dead! said Obadial.
A green satin night-gown of my mather’s, which had been
twice scowered, was the first idea which Obadial’s ex-
ciamation brought into Swsannal’s head. Then, quoth
Susannal, we must all go into mourning. O! 'twill be
thie death of my poor mistress, cried Sisannah. — My
motlier’s whole wardrobe followed. — What a procession !
her red damask ,— her orange tawny, — her white and yel-
low lustrings,— her brown taffety, —her bone-laced caps,
her bed-gowns, — and eomfortable under-petticonts. — Not
o rag was left behind. No, — she will never look up again,
said Susannah.

We had a fat foolish scullion —my father, 1 think, kept
her for her simplicity ; she had been all antamu strogg-
ling with a dropsy. — He is dead ! — said Obadiali, he is
certainly dead ! —So am not 1, said the foolish scnllion.

—Here is sad news, Trim! cried Susannah, wiping
her eyes, as Trim stepp’d into the kitehen. —Master Bobby
is dead and huried, —the funeral was an interpolation of
Susannal’s,—we shall have all to go into mourning, said
Susannah.

I hope not, said Trim! — You hope not? cried Susan-
nah carnestly. — The mourning ran not in Trinm’s head,
whatever it did in Susannal’s.—1I hope — said Trim, ex-
r]ninin himself, 1 hope in God the news is not trne. I
heard the letter read with my own ears, answered Oba-
diah. Oh! he's dead, said Susannah — As sure , said the
scnllion, as I am alive.

I lament for him from my heart and my soul, said
Trim, fetching a sigh — Poor creature ! — poor boy ! — poor
gentieman !

—He was alive last Whitsuntide, said the coachman, —
Whitsuntide! alas! cvied 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 cud of his stick perpendicu-
larly vpon the floor, so as ta give an idea of health and
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stability) and are we not — ( dropping his hat upon the
gronnd) gone! in a moment! —'1'was infinitely striking!
Susannalt burst into a flood of tears. — We are not stocks
and stones. — Jenathan, Obadiak, the cook-maid, all
melted. — The foolish fat scullion herself, who was scour-
ing a fish-kettle upon her knees, was rouzed with it. —
The whole kitchen erowded about the Corporal.

—To us, Jonathar, who know not what want or care
is, — who live liere in the service of two of the best of
masters — (bating in my own case his Majesty King Wil-
ticon the Third, whom 1 had the honour to serve both in
Ireland and Flanders) — Town it, that from Whitsuntide
to within three weeks of Christmas, —’tis not long — ’tis
like nothing; — but to these, Jonathan, who know what
death is, aud what havoc and destruction he can make,
before a man ean wheel about,—’tis like a whole age. —
O Jonathan! ’twonld make a good-natured man’s heart
hleed. to consider (continued ¢he Corporal, standing per-
pendicnlarly), how low many a brave and upright fellow
ias been laid since that time ! — And trost me, Susy, added
the Corporal, turning to Susamnuh, 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 side of the page — she wept—but she court’sied
too. — Ave we not, continned Trim, looking still at Su.
sannal, — 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 Susannak’s affliction
—is not all flesh grass? °Tis elay,— ‘tis dirt.— They all
looked directly at the scullion, — the scullion had just been
scouring a fish-kettle — It was not fair.—

— What is the finest face that ever man looked at! —
1 could hear Trim talk so for ever, cried Susannal — what
is it! ( Susannah laid her bhand upon Trim’s shoulder) —.
— 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 T can say of the
matter js —that he has either a pumpkin for his head —
or a pippin for his heart, and whenever he is dissected,
it will he fonnd so.

For my own part. I declare it, that ont of doors., I
value not death at all : —mot this .. . added the Corporal,
snapping his fingers, —bnt with an air which no one hng
tlie Corporal could have given to the sentiment.— In battle,
I value death not this...and let him not take me coward-
lv. like poor Joe Gibbins, in scouring his gun. — What is
Lie? A pull of a trigger — a push of a bayenet an inch
this way or that — makes the ditference. 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,
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is in ten times more danger than the man who marches
up iuto his jaws, — I've look’d him, added the Corporal,
an hundred times in the face, and know what he is. —
He’s nothing, Obadich, at all in the field. — But he’s very
frightful in a louse, quoth Obadiah. — 1 never mind it
myself, said Jonathan, vpon a coach-box.

I pity my mistress. — She will never get the better of
it, cried Susannalt, — 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 ahout
it,— but my poor master will keep it all in silence to him-
self.—1 shall hear him sigh in his bed for a whole month
together, as he did for Lieutenant Le Fevre. An’ please
your honour, do not sigh so piteously, I would say to
him as 1 lay beside him. I cannot help it, Trim, my
master would say, —‘tis so melancholy an accident — I can-
not 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 thiug. — Well, he wonld add, what-
ever betides, I will take care of Le Fevre's hoy. — And
with that, like a quieting draught, his honour would fall
asleep.

I like to hear Trim’s stories about the Captain, safd
Susannah,—He is a kindly - hearted gentleman, said Oba-
diah, as ever lived. Aye,—and as brave a one too, said
the Corporal, as ever stept hefore 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 canmon, though he saw the lighted mateh at the very
touch-hole,—and yet, for all that, he has, a heart as soft
as a child for other people.— He would nof hurt a chicken.
I would sooner, quoth Jonathan, drvive such a gentieman
for seven pounds a year — than some for eight. — Thank
thee, Jonathan! for thy twenty shillings, — as much, Jo-
nathan, said the Corporal, shaking him by the haud, as
if thou hadst put the money into wy own pocket. — I would
serve him to the day of my death out of love. e is a
friend and a brother to me, —and eonld I he surc my poor
brother Tomn was dead, — continued the Corporal, taking
out his handkerchief, —were I worth ten thousand pounds,
I would leave every shilling of it to the Captain. — Trim
could net refrain from tears at this testamentary proof
he gave of his affection to his master, The whole kitchen
was affected.

T. Shandy, Vol. II1.
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CONTUMELIOUSNESS AND SLANDER.

How many may we observe cvery day, even of the
gentler sex, as well as onr own, who, without conviction
of doing mnch wrong, in the midst of a full career of
calumny and defamation, rise up punctoal at the stated
hour of prayer, leave the eruel 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 Clristian and conscientious a manner.

This delusive itch for slander, too eammon in all ranks
of people, whether to gratify a little ungenerous resent-
ment ; whether oftener out of a principle of levelling, from a
narrowness and poverty of soul ever impatient of merit and
superiority in others ; whether from a mean ambition, or the
Insatiate lust of being witty, (a talent in which ill-natare
and malice are no ingredients); or, lastly, whetlier from a
natural eruelty of disposition, abstracted from nll views and
considerations of self ; to which one, or whether to all joint-
ly, we are indebted for this contagions malady, thus muchis
certain, from whatever sceds it springs, the growth and pro-
gress of it are as destructive to, as they are unbecoming
a civilized people. To pass a hard and ill-natured reflection
upon an undesigning action; to invent, or, which is equally
bad, to propagate a vexations report, without colour and
grounds ; to plunder an innocent man of his character
and good name, a jewel which perhaps he has starved
himself to pnrehase, 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 Selomon says of
the madman, who casteth firebrands, arrows, and death,
and saith, Am I not in sport? All this out of wanton-
ness, and oftener from warse motives ; the whole appears
such of complication of badness, as requires no words or
warmth of fancy to aggravate. Dride, treachery, envy,
hypocrisy, malice, cruelty, and sclf-love, may have heen
said , in one shape or other, to have occasioned 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
character of a common slanderer as rare and difficult a
production in nature as that of a great genins, which
seldom happens above once In an age.

Sermon X1
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JUSTICE.

Every obstruction of the course of justice. is a door
pened to betray society, and bereave us of those blessings
which it has in view. To stand up for the privileges of
such places, is to invite men to sin with a bribe of im-
punity. It is a strange way of doing honour to God, to
screen actions which are a disgrace to humanity.
Sermon XXXV,

SUICIDE.

WaAr seripture and all civilized nations teach concern-
ing the crime of taking away another man’'s life —is ap-
licable to the wickedness of a man’s attempting to bereave
Eimself of his own. —1le has no moare right over it, — than
over that of others, — and whatever false glosses have
been put upon it by men of bhad heads or bad hearts, —
it is at the bottom a complication of cowardice, and wicked-
ness, and weakness — is one of the fatalest mistakes des-
peration ean hurry a man into; — iuconsistent with all
the rcasoning and religion of the world, and irvecancilea-
ble with that patience under afflictions, —that resignation
and submission 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 rcason has he to renounce the protection
of God — when he most stands in need of it, and of his
merey. L
Sermon XXXV,

JUST JUDGMENT OF THE WORLD.

To judge justly of the woirld—we must stand ata due
distance from it ; — which will discover to us (he vanity
of its riches and honours, in such true dimeusions, 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 infiuence of
religion ; —to whieh Christianity so far condueces, that it
is the greatest blessing, the peculiar advantage we enjoy
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nnder its institution, that it affords us not only the most
excellent precepts of this kind, but it also shews us those
precepts confirmed the most excellent examples. — A
heathen philosopher may falk very elegantly about despis-
ing the world, and | like Seneca. may preseribe very in-
genious rules to teach us an art he never exercised him-
self : — for all the while he was writing in praise of
poverty, he was enjoyiug a great estate, and endeavouring
to make it greater,—but if ever we hope to reduce those
rules to practice, it must be by the help of religion.

Sermon XXXV1L

INHUMANITY.

There is a seeret shame which attends every act of
inliimanity, not ta be conquered in the hardest natures.

Many a man will do a eruel act, who at the same time
will blush to ook you in the face, and is forced to turn
aside before he can have a heart fo execute his purpose.

Iuconsistent ereature that man is! who, at that in-
stant that he does what is wrong, is not able to withhold
his testimony to what is good and praiseworthy.

Sermon IIL

DEATH-BED REPENTANCE.

Waen the edge of appetite is worn down, and the
spirits of youlhful days are cooled, which hurried us on
in a circle of pleasure and impertinence, — then reason
and retlection will have the weight which they deserves;
afflictions, or the bed of sickness, will sapply the place
of conscience ; — and if they should fail, —old age will
overtake us at Iast, —and shew ns the past pursuits of
lile,— and force us to look upon them in Lheir true point
of view. If there be any thing more to cast a cloud
uwpon so melancholy a prospeet as this shews ns, — it
is surely the difficulty and hazard of having all the work
of the day to pesform in the last hour : of making an
atonement to (Giod when we have no sacrilice to offer him,
but the dregs and infirmitics of these days, when we
could have no pleasure in them. Whatever stress some
may lay upon it —a death bed repentance is but a weak

and slender plank to trust our all npan.
' pSm‘m(m XXXVIL
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QUACKERY, ITS ILL EFFECTS.

So great arc the difficulties of tracing out the hidden
causes of the cvils to which this frame of ours is subject,
—that the most candid of the profession have ever allow-
ed and lamented how unavoidable they arc in the dark.
—So that the best medicines, administered with the wisest
heads, shall often do the mischief they were intended to
prevent.— These are misfortunes to which we are subject
in this state of darkness ; — but when men withont skhiil,
— without education, — without knowledge either of the
distemper, or cven of what they sell, —make merchandize
of the miserable, and, from a dishonest principle, — trifle
with the pains of the unfortunate, — too often with their
lives , — and from the mere motive of a dishonest gain,—
every such instance of a persou bereft of life by the
hand of ignorance, cau be considered in no other light
than a branch of the same root— It is murder in the true
sense 3 — which, though not cognizable by our laws, — by
the laws of right, every manw’s own mind and couscience
must appear equally black and detestable. —

In doing what is wroug, —we stand chargeable with
all the bad comsequences which arise from the action.
whether foreseen or not. Aund as the principal view of
the empiric in those cases is not what lie always pretends,
—the good of the public, — but the good of himself, — it
makes the action what it is.

Under this head, it may not be impraper to comprehiend
all adulterations of medicines, wilfully made worse through
avarice. — If a life is lost by such willul adulterations, —
and it may be affirned, that, in many eritical turus of
an acute distemper, there is but a single cast feft for
the patient, — the trial and chance of a single drug in
his behalf; — and if that has wilfully been adulterated .
and wilfully despoiled of its best virtues, —what will the
vender answer? —

Sermon XXXV,

REGULATION OF SPIRIT.

Tue great business of man is the regulation of his
apirit : the possession of snch a frame and temper of
mind, as will lead us peaceably through this world, and
in the many weary stages of it, afford us what we shall
be surc to stand iu need,— Rest unto our souls.
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Rest unto our souls!— 'tis all we want— the end-of all
our wishes and pursnits : give us a prospect of this, we
take the wings of the morning, aud fly to the uttermost
parts of the earth to have it in possession : we secek 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 & prospect of finding it ; and that
is, within oursclves, in a meek and lowly disposition of
Leart. This, and this only will give us rest unto our
souls : —rest from those turbulent and hanghty passions
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 protection.

Sermon XXV.

JUSTICE AND HONESTY.

JusTice and honesty contribute very mueh towards all
the facuolties of the mind : I mean, that it clears up the
understanding from that wmist which dark and ercoked
designs are apt to raise in it,—and that it keeps up a re-
gularity in the affcetions, by suffering no lusts or by-ends
to disorder them. — That it likewise prescerves the mind
from all damps of grief aud melancholy, which are the
sure consequences of unjust actions ; 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, active,
and diligent to mind his business — Light is sown for the
righteous, says the prophet, and gladuess for the upright
in heart.

Sceondly, let it be observed, —that in the continuanee
and course of a virtnous man’s affairs, there is little pro-
bability of his falling inlo cousiderable disappeintments
or calamities ; —not only because guarded by the provi-
dence of God, but that honesty is in its own nature the
freest from danger.

First, beeanse such a oue lays no projects whieh it is
the interest of the other to blast, aud therefore needs no
indirect methods or deceitful practices to secure his inter-
est by undermining others,— The paths of virtue are plain
and straight, so that the blind, persons of the meanest
capacity, shall not err. — Dishoncsty requires skill to con-
duct it, and as great art to conceal — what ’tis every one’s
interest to detect. And I think I need not remind you
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liow oft it happens in attempts of this kind — where world-
1y men, in haste to be rich, have over-rnu the only wmeans
to it, — and for waut of laying their contrivances with
proper cunning ., or managing them with proper secrecy
and advantage, have lost for ever, what they might have
certainly secared with honesty and plain - dealing. — The
general causes of the disappointments in their business,
or of the vulappindss in (heir lives, lying but too mani-
festly in their own disorderly passions, which, by at-
tempting to carry them a shorter way to riches and honour,
disappoint thewm of botl for ever, and make plain, their
rnin is from themselves ; and that they eat the fruits
whieh their own hands have watered and ripened.
Sermon XXVIIIL

SLANDER.

How frequently is the honesty and integrity of a man
disposed of by a smile or shrug! — how wany good and
gencrous actions have been snnk into oblivion, by a dis-
trastful Jook, or stampt with the imputation of proceeding
trom bad motives, by a mysterious and uusecasonable
whisper !

Look into companies of those whose gentle natures
should disarm them, we shall find ne better account. —
Tlow large a portion of chastity is seunt out of the world
by distant hints, — nodded away and cruelly winked into
suspicion, by the envy of those wha are past all tempta-
tion of it themselves ! How aften does the reputation of
a helpless creature bleed by a report — which the party,
who is at the pains to propagate it, leholds with much
pity and fellow-feeling — that she is heartily sorry for it,
hopes in God it is not true : however, as Archbishop
Tillotson wittily observes upon it, is resolved, in the
mean time, to give the veport her pass, that at least it
way 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 shall happen to fall!

So froitful is this vice in variety of expedients, to
satiate as well as disguise itself. But if these smoother
weapons cut sa sore, — what shall we say of open and un-
blushing seandal — subjected to no caution, tied down to
no restraints ! — If the one, like an arrow shot in the dark,
does nevertheless so much secret mischief, — this, like the
pestilence , which rageth at neon-day, sweeps all befove
it, levelling without distinetion the good and the bad; a
thousand fall beside it, and ten thausand en its right
hand ; they fall — so rent and torn in this tender part of
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them , so unmercifully butchered, as sometimes unever to
recover either the wounds — or the anguish of Leart which
they have occasioncd.

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

Aund herc it may le ask’d — whether the inconveniences
and ill effects which the world feels from the licentions-
ness of this practice — are nof sufficiently connterbalanced
by the real iufluence it has npon men’s lives and conduct ?—
that if there was no evil-speaking in the world, thousands
wonld be enconraged to do ill, —and wounld rush into
many indecorums, like a horse into the batile,— were they
sure to escape the tongues of men.

That if we take a general view of the world, —we shall
find that a great deal of virtue, at least of the outward
appearance of it, —is not so mueh fraom any fixed prin-
ciple, as the terror of what the world will say —and the
liberty it will take upon the accasions we shall give.

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

That there are many of both sexes who can support
lite well enongh withount honour or chastity, —who without
reputation (which is but the opinion which the world
has of the matter), would hide their heads in shame, and
sink down in utter despair of happiness. — No doubt the
tongue is a weapon which does chastize many indecornms
which the laws of men will noi reach, —and keeps many
in awe — whom conscienee will not ; and where the case
is indisputably flagrant, — the speaking of it in such
words as it deserves — scaree comes within the prohibition.
— In many cases it is Layd to express onrsclves so as to
fix a distinction betwixt opposite charaeters ; —and some-
tinies it may be as much a debt we owe to virtne, and
as great a picce of justice fo expose a vicious chavacter,
and paint it in its proper colours,--as it is to speak well
of the deserving, and describe his particular virtnes. —
And, indeed, when we inflict this punishment upen the
had, merely out of principle, and withont indulgences to
auy private passion of our own, it is a case which happens
so seldom, that ene might venture to except it.

Sermon XI.

CHARITY TO ORPHANS.

TaeY whom God hath blessed with the means, and for
wlhom he has done more , in blessing them likewise with
a disposition. have abundant reason to be thankful to
him, as the Author of every good gift, for the measure
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lie liath bestowed to them of bath : ’tis the refoge agdnst
the stormy wind aud tempest, which he has planted in
our hearts ; and the constant fluetnation of every thing
in this world, forees ail the sons and danghters of Adwn
to seck shelter vuder it by turns. Guard it by entails
and settlements as we will, the most affluent plenty may
be stripped, and find all its worldly comforts, like so many
svithered leaves dropping from us; the crowns of princes
may be shaken ; 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 acts of henevolence, as well as every thing else, should
govern us; that whatsocver ye would that men should do
to you, do ye also wnto them.

Iast thou ever lain upon the bed of langnishing, or
laboured under a distemper which threatened thy life?
Call to mind thy sorrowfnl and pensive spirit at that
time and say, What it was that made the thoughts of
death so bitter ?—1f thou hast children,— I affirm it, the
bitterness of death lay there? If unbrought up, and un-
provided 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 canse against the wicked?

Blessed God! to thee, who art a father to the father-
less, and a husband to the widow, [ eatrust them.

Hast thon ever sustained any considerable shock in thy
fortune? or, has the scantiness of thy condition hurried
thee into great straits, and brought thee almost to dis-
traction ?  Consider what was it that spread a table in
that wilderness of thought, — who wmade thy cup to aver
flow? Was it not a friend of consalation wlo stepped in,
saw thee embarrassed with the tender pledges of thy love,
and the partuer of thy cares, —took them nnder his pro-
tections? — Heaven ! thou wilt reward him for it! — and
freed thee from all the tervifying apprehensions of a parent’s
love.

— Hast thon —

— But how shall I ask a question which must bring tears
Into s0 many eyes? — Hast thou ever been wounded in a
more affecting manner still, by the loss of a most obliging
friend, — or been torn away from the embraces of a dear
and promising child by the stroke of death? Bitter re-
membrance! nature droops at it— but natnre is the same
fn all conditions and lots of life. — A child throst forth
in an evil hour, without food, without raiment, berveft of
fnstruction, and the means of its salvation, is a subject
of more tender heart-aches, and will awaken every power
of natare! — as we have felt for ourselves, — let us feel
for Christ’s sake — let us feel for theirs,

Sermon XXIIL
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SEDUCTION.

How abandoned is that heart which bulges the tear of
innocence, and is the canse — the fatal cause, of over-
whelming the spotless sonl, and plunging the yet untaint-
ed mind into a sea of sorrow and repentance!— Though
barn to protect the fair, does not man act the part of a
demon— first alluring by his temptations, and then triumph-
ing in his victory ? — When villany gets the ascendancy,
it seldom leaves the wreteh till it has thoroughly pol-

Inted him.
Letter CXXIX.

EPITAPH ON A LADY.

CoLvmns and labour’d urns but vainly show
An idle scene of decorated woe;
The sweet companion, and the friend sincere,
Need no mechanie help to force a tear.
In heart- felt numbers, never meant to shine,
‘Twill flow eternal o’er a hearse like thine;
Twill flow whilst gentle gnodness has one friend,
Or kindred tempers have a tear to lend.

Letter XLIL

Dr, SLOP AND SUSANNAH.

WaeN the cataplasm was ready, a scruple of decorum
had unseasonably rose up in Susannal’s conseience, abont
holding the candle whilst Slop tied it on ; Slop had not
treated Susannal’s distemper with auodynes —and so a
quarrel had ensued betwixt them.

—Oh! ho! — said Slop, casting a glance of undoc
freedom in Susannal’s face, as she declined the affice ;—
then, I think 1 know yon, Madam — Yon know me, Sirl
eried Susannah fastidiously, and with a toss of her head,
levelled evidently, not at his profession, but at the doctor
himself ; — yon know me! eried Susennal again.— Doctor
Stop clapped his finger and his thumb instantly npon his
nostrils ; — Susannal’s spleen was ready to burst at it; —
‘Tis false, said Susnnnaﬁ.— Come, come, Mrs. Modesty,
said Slop, not a little clated with the suceess of his last
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thrust, if you won’t hold the candle, and look — you may
hold it and shut your eyes: — That’s one of your Popish
shifts , cried Susannak :© — 'Tis better, said Slop, with a
nod, than no shift at all, young woman ;— and I defy
you, Sir, cried Susannah, pulliug her shift sleeve below
Lier elbow.

it was almost impossible for two persons to assist each
other in a surgical case with a more splenctic cordiality.

Stop snatched up the cataplasm.— Susannah suatched
up the candle ; — A little this way, said Slop; Susannal
looking one way, and rowing another, instantly set fire
to Slop’s wig, which being somewhat bushy and unctnous
withal , was burnt out before it was well kindled. — You
impudent whore | cried Stop, — (for what is passion but a
wild beast?) — you impudent whore, eried Slop, getting
upright, with the cataplasm in his hand;—1 never was
the destruction of any body’s nose, said Susannah, which
is more than you can say:—Is it? — cried Slop., throw-
ing the cataplasm in her face. — Yes, it is, cried Susannal,
returning the compliment with what was left in the pan.

T. Shandy, Vol. 1L

CRITICISM.

How did Garrick speak the soliloquy last night? Oh,
against all rnle — my Lord — most ungrammatically ! be-
twixt the substantive and the abjective, which should agree
together in nmumber, case and gender, he made a breach
thus, — stopping, as if the point wanted seftling; — and
betwixt the nominative case, which your Lordship knows
should 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 mo expression of attitude or countenance
fill up the chasm ? — Was the eye silent? Did yon nar-
rowly look! —1I look’d only at the stop-watch, my Lord.
— Excellent observer!

Aud what of this new book the whole world makes
such a noise about? Oh! ’tis out of all plumb, my Lord,
—quite an irregular thing! — not one of the angles at
the fonr corners was a right angle, — I had my rule and
compasses, ete. my Lord, in my pocket ! — Excellent eritic!

— And for the Epic poem your Lordship bid me look
at — upon taking the length, breadth, height, and depth
of it, and trying them at home upon an cxact scale of
Bossw’s —’tis out, my Lord, in every onc of its dimen-
sions. — Admirable connoisseur ! — And did you step in,
to take a look at the grand picture in your way back?—
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'Tis a melancholy daub! my Lord ; nof one primeiple of
the pyrwmnid in any one group!— and what a price ! — for
there is nothing of the colouring of Titian — the expression
of Rubens — the grace of Raphael— the purity of Domini-
chino — the corrvegiescity of Corregio — the learning of
Poussin — the airs of Guido—the taste of Carrachio—or
the grand contonr of Angelo. — Grant me patience, just
Heaven! — Of all the cants which are canted in this cant-
ing 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 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.

T. Shandy, Vol. IL

THE ADDRESS.

VERSAILLES,

I snovLp uot like to have my enemy take a view of
my mind when I am going to ask protection of any man;
for which reason I generally endeavour to protect myself;
but this going to Monsienr le Duc de C*¥%%* was an act
of compulsion — had it been an act of choice, I should have
done it, I suppose, like other people.

How many mean plans of dirty address, as I went along,
did my servile heart form? 1 deserved the Bastile for
every ane of them.

Then nothing wonld serve me, when I got within sight
of Versailles, but pntting words and sentences together,
and conceiving attitud d tones to wreath myself into
Mousienr le Duc de ( & 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—sec Monsieur le Duc’s face
first — observe what character is written in it — take no-
tice in what postore he stands to hear you — mark the
torns and expressions 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 onee upon the spot, which cannot disguss
the Duke — the ingredients are his own, and most likely
to go down.

Well! said I, I wish it well over — Coward again! as
if man to man were not equal throughont the whole sur-
face 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




142 REASON TOO OFTEN GUIDED BY OUR PASSIONS.

day, and as she pass’d her hand in silence across and
across my neck in the maneuvre, I felt the laurels shake
which faney had wreath’d abont my head.

A strap had given way in her walk, and the buckle of
her shoe was just falling off. — Sce, said the fille de chainbre,
holding up her foot. —!I eould not from my soul but fasten
the buckle in return, and putting in the strap —and lift-
ing up the other foot with it, when I had done, to see
both were right — in doing it too suddenly — it unavoid-
ably threw the fair fille de chambre off her center — and
then —

Yes — and then — Ye whose clay-cold heads and luke.
warm hearts ean argue down or mask your passions, tell
me, what trespass is it that man should have them? or
how his spirit stands answerable to the father of spirits,
but for his conduct under them.

If Nature has so wove her web of kindness, that some
threads of love and desire 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 my-
sclf — Wherever thy providence shall place me for the
trials of my virtue — w?latever is my danger — whatever is
my situation — let me feel the movements which rise ont
of it, and which belong to me as a man — and if 1 govern
them as a good one 1 will frust the issues to thy justice:
for thou hast made us, and not we onrselves.

As | finish’d my addvess, I raised the fair fille de chambre
np by the hand, and let her out of the room — she stood
by me till  lock’'d the door and put the key in my pocket
— and then — the victory being gnite decisive — and not
till then, 1 press’d my lips to her cheek, and, taking her
by the hand, led her safe to the gate of the hotel.

Sentimental Journal.

REASON TOO OFTEN GUIDED BY
OUR PASSIONS.

TRE judgments of the more disinterested and impartial
of us, receive no small tincture from our affections : we
generally consult them in all the dounbtful peints ; and it
happens well if the matter in question is not almost settled
before the arbitrator is called info the debate ; — but in
the more flagrant instances, where the passions govern
the whole man, ‘tis melancholy to see the office to which
reason, the great prerogative of his nature, is redunced :
serving the lower appetites in the dishonest drndgery of
finding out arguments to justify the present pursuit.
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To judge rightly of onr own worth, we shonld retire
a little from the world, to sec its pleasnres — and pains
too, in their proper size and dimensions : this, no doubt,
was the reason St. Panl, when he intended to convert
Feliz, began his discourse upon the day of judgment,
on purpose to take the heart from off this world and its
pleasures, which dishonour the understanding, so as to
turn the wisest of men into fools and children.

Sermon XIX,

APPLICATION OF RICHES.

How God did intend them,— may as well be known from
an appeal to your own hearts, and the inseription you
shall vead there, —as from any chapter and verse I might
cite upon the subject. Let us then for a moment turn
onr eyes that way, and consider the traces which even
the most insensible man may have proof of, from what
he may perceive springing up within him from some ca-
sual act of generosity ; and though this is a pleasure which
properly belongs to the good, vet let him try the experi-
ment ; — let him comfort the captive, or cover the naked
with a garment, and he will feel what is meant by that
moral delight arising in the mind from the consciousness
of a humane action.

But to know it right we must call npon the compas-
sionate ; cruelty gives evidence unwillingly, and feels the
pleasure but imperfectly ; 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 disposition and temper
which will render that good, —a good to that individual;
otherwise, though ’tis true it may be possessed, — yet it
never can be enjoyed.

Sermon XX|IL

THE CHARITY.

THERE Is a long dark passage issuing out from the
opera comique into a marrow street; ’tis trod by a few
who humbly wait for a fiacre, or wish to get off quietly
o’font when the opera is done. At the end of it, towards
the theatre, ’tis lighted by a small candle, the light of
which is nlmost lost before vou get half-way down : but
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near the door, ’tis more for ornament thai use, you see
it as a fix’d star of the least magnitude ; it burns — but
does little good to the world, that we kiow of.

In returning along this passage, I discern'd, as 1 ap-
proach’d within five or six paces of the door, two ladies
standing arn 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 my-
self np within a yard or little more of them, and quictly
took my stand. — 1 was in black, and scarce seen.

The lady next me was a tall lean fignre of a woman,
of about thirty-six; the other of the same size and malke,
of about forty; there was no mark of wife or widow in
any one part of either of them — they seem’d to be iwa
upright vestal sisters, nusapp’d by earcsses, nnbroke in
upon by tender salutations. I could have wish’d fo have
made them happy — their happiness was destin‘d that night
to come from another quarter.

A low voice, with a good turn of expression, and sweet
cadence at the end of it, begg'd for a twelve sous piece
betwixt them, for the love of Heaven. | thought it singu-
Iar that a beggar should fix the quota of an alms — and
that the sum should be twelve times as much as what is
usnally given in the dark. They both seemed astonish’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 mnot bow fa 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 silent for a moment or wo, wid
renew’d his supplication.

Do not, my fair young ladies, said he, stop your good cars
against me — Upon my word, lonest man! said the
younger, we have no change — Then God bless you, said
the poor man, and multiply thosc joys which you can
give to others without change! — 1 observed the clder
sister put her haud into her pocket. — Fll see, said she,
I I have a sons. — A sous ! give twelve, suid the suppli
cant! Nature has been bountiful to you, be bountiful to
a poor man.

I would, friend, with all my heart, said the younger,
if T had it.

My fair charitable ! said he, addressing Limself to the
elder — What is it bat your goodness and Lumanity which
makes your bright eyes so sweet that they outshine thie
morning even in this dark passage? and what was it
which made the Marquis de Santerve and his brother say
so much of you both as they just pass’d by?

The two ladies scemed much affected ; and impulsively
at the same fime they both put their hands into their pockets,
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
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of the two should give the twelve-sons picee in charity —
and, tu end the dispnte, they both gave it together, and

the man went away. —
Sent. Journey, Vol. V.

SERMON V.

THE CASE OF ELIJAH AND THE WIDOW
OF ZAREPHATH CONSIDERED.

1 Kings XVIL. 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.

TxE words of the text are the record of a miracle wrought
iu hehalf of the widow of Zarephath, who had charitably
taken Elijah under her roof, and administered unto him
in o time of great scarcity and distress. There is some-
thing very interesting and affectionate in the manner this
story is related in lholy 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,
oue cannot but consider both miracles as rewards of that
act of piety, wrought by infinite power, and left wpon
vecord in Scripture, not merely as testimonies of the pro-
phet’s divine mission, but likewise as two encouraging
instauces of God Almighty’s blessing upon works of cha-
rity and benevolence.

In this view ] have made choice of this picce of sncred
history, which I shall beg leave to make use of as the
ground-work for an exhortation to charity in general : and
that it may better answer the partigulaz purpose of this
solemmity, 1 will endeavonr to enlarge upon it with such
reflections, as, | trust in God, will excite some sentiments
ol compassion, whiclimay be profitable to so pious a desiga.

Elijal bad 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
liid himself in the brook Cherith, that is before Jordan.
In this safe and peaceful solitude, blessed with daily marks
of God's providence, the holy man dwelt free both from
the cares and glories of the world : by a miraculous im-
pulse «the ravens brought him bread and flesh in the
«morning, and bread and flesh in the evening, and he
«drank of the brook;. till by continuance of drought (the
windows of heaven being shut up in those days for three

7
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vears and six months, which was the uateral cause like-
wise 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 dirccted by the word of the Lord where
to betake himself for shelter. 1le is commanded to avise
and ga to Zavephath , which belonged to Zidon , with an
assurance that he had disposed the heart of a widow
woman there ta sustain lim.

The prophet follows the call of God : the same hand
which brought him to the gate of the city, had led also
the poor widow out of her doors, oppressed with sorrow.
She had come forth upon a melancholy crraud, to make
preparation to ecat her last meal, and share it with her
child.

No doubt she had long fenced against this tragical event
with all the thrifty management which self-preservation
and parental love could inspire; full, no doubt, of eares
and many teoder apprehensions lest the slender stock
should fail them before the return of pleaty.

But as she was a widow, having lost the only faithful
friend who would best have assisted her in her virtuous
struggle,, the present necessity of the times at length
overcame her; and she was just falling down an easy
prey to it, when flijah came to the place where she was.
«Anud he called unto her, and said, Fetch me 1 pray
athee, a little water in a vessel, that I may drink. And
«as she was going to fetch it, he called unto her, and
«said, Bring we, 1 pray thee, a morscl of bread in thine
«lhand. And she said, as the Lord thy God liveth, I have
«not a cake, but a handful of meal in a bavrel, and a
«little oil in a cruse : aad behold, I am gathering two
usticks that I may go in and dress it for me and my son,
«that we may eat it and die. And Elijali said unto her,
«Fear not, but go, and do as thou hast said; but make
«me thercof a little cake first, aud bring it unto me, and
«after make for thee and thy son. For thus saith the Lord
« God of Isvacl, The barrel of meal shall not waste, nei-
«ther shall the cruse of oil fail, uatil the day that the
«Lord sendeth rain upon the earth.,

True charity is always nawilling to find excuses — else
here was a fair opportanity of pleading many : she might
have insisted over again upou lier situation, which neees-
sarily tied up ler hands — she might have urged the nn-
reasonableness of the request ;— that she was rednced to
the lowest extremity already — aud that it was contrary
to justice and the first law of natnre, to rob herselt and
child of their last morsel, and give it to a stranger.

But in generous spirits, compassion is sometimes more
than a balance for self-preservation. For, as God certain-
ly interwove that friendly softuess in oumr nature to be a
check upon too great a propensity towards self-love — so
it seemed to operate lere. For it is observable, that
though the prophet backed his request with the promise
of an immediate recompence in multiplying her stock; yet
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it is not evident, she was inflnenced at all by that tempta-
tion. For if she had, doubtless it must have wronght
such a mixture of self-interest into the motive of her com-
pliance, as must greatly lave allayed the merit of the
action. But this, I say, daes not appear, but rather the
contrary, from the reflection she makes npon 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..

Besides. as she was an inhabitant of Zarephath (or,
as it is called by St. Luke, Sarepta, snbject to Zidon,
the metropolis of Pheenicia, without the bounds of God’s
people), she had been brought np in gross darkness and
idolatry, in utter ignorance of the Lord God of Israel: or,
if she had heard of his name, which is all that seems
probable, she had been taught to disbelieve the mighty
woiders of his hand, and was still less likely to believe
his_prophet.

Moreover, she might argue, If this man by some seeret
mystery of his own, or through the power of his God,
is able to procare so preternatural a supply for me,
whenee comes it to pass, that he now stands in want
himself, oppressed both with huuger and thirst.

It appears, thevefore, that she must have been wrought
upon by an unmix'd principle of humanity. — She looked
npon him as a fellow-partaer almost in the same affliction
with herself. — She considered he had come a weary pil-
grimage, in a sultry climate, throngh an exhausted coun-
try ; where neither bread nor water were to be had but by
acts of liberality. — That he had come an nnknown tra-
veller, and as a hard heart never wants pretence, that
this circumstance ., which should rather have befriended,
might have helped to oppress him.— She considered, 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 olfices of some one who affectionately
mourned his absence — hier heart was touched with pity ! —
Slie turned in silence, and «“went and did according as
«lie said. And behold, both she, and he, and her house,
«did eat many days;. ar, as in the margin, one whole
year. «And the barrel of meal wasted not, neither did
«the eruse of oil fail, until the day that God sent rain
«upon the earth.,

Thongh it may not seem necessary to raise conjectures
here upon this event, yet it is natural to suppose, the
danger of the famine being thus nnexpectedly 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 hLeavens were shut up for three
vears and six manths, yet, as St. Luke observes, « to none
~of them was the prophet sent, save to this widow of
«Sarepta:. in all likelihood, she would not be the last in
making the same observation, and drawing from it some
flattering conelusion in favour of her son, —Many a parent

¥
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wounld build high upon a worse foundation. — «Siace the
« Fod of lsrael has thus sent his own messenger to us in
wour distress, to pass by so many houses of his own
“people, and stop at mine, to save it in so miraculous a
«manner from destruetion; doubtless, this is but an ear-
“nest of his futnre kind intentions to us : at least his good-
«ness has decreed to comtort my oid age by the long
«life and health of my son:— hut perhaps, he has some-
«thing greater still in store for him, aund I shall 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, wlien she is called back
by an unexpected distemper which surprises her san, and
in one moment brings down all her hopes — « for his sick-
«ness was so sore that there was no breath left in him.,, —

The expostolations of immaderate grief are seldowm just.
— For, though Elijah had already preserved her son, as
well as herself, from immediate death, and was the last
canse ta be snspected of so sad an accident; yet the pas-
sionate mother in the first transport challenges him as
the anthor of her misfortine ; — and as if he had brought
down sorrow upon a house which had so hospitably shel-
tered him. The prophct was too full of compassion to
make reply to so unkind an aceusation. 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,
«Q Lord my God, hast thou brought evil upon the widow
« with whom | sojourn, by slaying her son?, «lIs this the
«reward of all her charity and goodness ? Thou hast before
«this robbed her of the dear partner of all lier joys and all
«her cares ; and now that she is a widow, and has most
areason to expect thy protection, behald thou hast with-
«drawn her iast prop : thou hast taken away her child,
«the only stay she had to rest on., — « And Elijah cried
«unto Gad, and said, O Lord my God, 1 pray thee let this
«child’s soul come into him again..

The prayer was urgent, and bespoke the distress of a
human mind deeply suffering in the misfortunes of an-
other; — moreover his heart was rent with other passions
— He was zealous for the name and honour of his God,
and thonght not only his omnipotence, but his glorious
attribute of mercy, concerned in the event: for oh! with
what triumph would the prophet retort his own bitter
taunt, and say, *his God was either talking, or he was
“pursuing, or was in a journey; or peradventure he slept
«and should have been awaked!» — Ile was morcover in-
volved 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 character, might arise
among the heathens, who would report with pleasure,
“Lo! the widow of Zarcphath tock the messenger of the
= God of Isracl under her roof, and kindly entertained
«him, and see how she is rewarded ; surely the prophet
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=was ungratefnl, he wanted power, or, what is worse, he
«wanted pity..

Besides all this, he pleaded not only the cause of the wi-
dow; it was the cause of charity itself. which had received a
deep wonnd already, and would snffer still more. should
God deny it this testimony of his favour. 8o the Lord
« hearkened unto the voice of Elijal: . and the sou! of the
«child came unto him again, and he revived. And Klijah
«took the child, and brought him down out of the chamber
«into the house, and delivered him nnto his mother; and
« Elijal suid, See, thy son liveth.,

It would be a pleasure to a good mind to stop here a
moment, and figure to itself the picture of so joyful an
event, — To lhehold on one hand the raptures of the parent,
overcame with surprise and gratitude, and imagine how
a sudden stroke of such impetuous joy must operate on
a despairing countenance, long acenstomed to sadness. —
To conceive, an the other side of the picce, the holy man ap-
proaching with the ehild in his armis—funll of honest trivmph
in his looks, but sweetened with all the kind sympathy which
a gentle nature could avertlow with upon so happy an event,
1t is a subject one might recommend to the pencil of a great
genius, and would even afford matter for deseription here;
hut that it would lcad us too far from the particular pur-
pose, for which I have enlarged upon thus much of the
ihe story already ; the chief design of whicli is, to illnstrate
by a taet, what is evident both in veason and Scripture,
that a charitable and good action is seldom cast away,
but that even in this life it is more than probable, that
what is so scattered shall be gathered again with increase.
« Cast thy bread upon the waters, and thou shalt find it
«after many days. Be as a father unto the fatherless,
«and instead of an Linsband unto their mother ; so shalt
«thou be as a son of the Most High. and he will love
athee more than thy mother doth. Be mindful of good
«turns , for thon knowest not what evil shall come upon
«the earth; and when thou fallest thou shalt find a stay.
« Tt shall preserve thee from all affliction, and fight for
«thee against thy enemies, better than a mighty shield
=and a strong spear..

The great instability of temporal affairs, and constant
fluctuation of every thing in this world, aflord perpetual
occasions of taking refuge in such a security.

What by suceessive misfortunes; by failings and cross
accidents in trade; by miscarriage of projects: — what by
unsuitable expences of parents, extravagances of children,
and the many other secret ways whereby riches make
themselves wings and tly away; so many surprising
volutions 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 chianges which
one century may produce, may possibly find shelter under
this very plant which now they so kindly water. Nay, so
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quickly sometimes has the wheel turned round, that many
a max has lived to enjoy the beneflit of that charity which
his own piety projected.

But besides this, aud exclusive of the right whieh God’s
promise gives to protection hereafter, charity, and be-
nevolence, in the ordinary chain of effeets, have a natural
and more immediate tendency in themselves to rescue a
man from the accidents of the world, by softening the
hearts, and winniug every man’s wishes to its interest.
When a compassionate man falls, who wounld 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 aud reluctance?
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
expectation it would delight in of receiving its own again
with usury. — So evident is it in the course of God’s pro-
vidence and the natural stream of things, that a good of-
fice one time or other generally mcets with a reward. —
Generally, did I say? — how ecan it ever fail? — when be-
sides all this, so lLirge a share of the recompence is so
inseparable even from the action itself? — Ask the man
who has a tear of tenderness always veady to shed over
the unjortunate ; who, withal, is ready to distribute and
willing to conupunicate : ask him, it the best things,
which wits liave said of pleasure, have expressed what
he has telt, when, by a seasonable kinduess, he has made
the heart of the widow sing for joy? Mark then the ex-
pressions of unutterable pleasure and harmony in his looks;
and say, whether Solomou has not fixed the point of true
enjoyment in the right place, when he declaves, -that
«he knew no good there was in any of the riches or ho-
«nours of this world, but for a man te do good with them
win his life.., Nor was it without reason he had made this
judgment.. — Doubtless he had found and seen the insuf-
ficiency of all sensual pleasures ; how wpuable to furnish
either a ratioual or a lasting scheme of happiness : how
soon the best of them vanislied : the less exceptionable in
vauity, but the guilty both in vanity and vexation of spiril.
But that this was of so pwre and refined a nature, it
burned without consuming ; it was figuratively «the wi-
dow’s barrel of meal which wasted not, and eruse of oil
which never failed.,

1t is not an easy matter to add weight to the testimony
of the wisest man, upon the pléasure of doing good; or
else the evidence of the philosophier Epienrus is very re-
marckiuble, whose word in this watter is the wmore to be
trusted , becanse a professed sensualist; who, amidst all
the delicacies and improvements of pleasure which a loxu-
riant faney might strike out, still maintained that the
best way of enlarging human happiness was, by a com-
munication of it to others.

And if it is necessary here, or there was time to re-
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fine upon this doctrine, one might farther maintain, ex-
clusive of the happiness which the mind itself feels i the
exercise of this virtuc, that the body of mam 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 gencrally is a stronger
indication of it.

And what seews to confirm this opinion, is an obser-
vation . the truth of which must be submitted to every
oue’s reflection — namely — that a disinclination and back-
wardness to do good, is often attended, if not produced,
by an indisposition of the animal as well as rational part
of us: — So naturally do the soul and body, as in other
cases 50 in this , mutually befiiend, or prey upon each
other. And, indeed, setting aside all abstruser reasoning
upon the point, I eannot conceive but that the very me-
chanical 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 shew mercy
to the miscrable, than they can be in a poor, sordid, sel-
fish wretch, whase little contracted heart melts at no man’s
aftlictions, but sits brooding so inlently over its own plots
and concerns, as to sce and feel wothing ; and in truth
enjoy unthing beyond himself : and of whom one may sav
what that great master of nature has, speaking of a na-
tural sense of lharmony, which 1 think with more justice
may be said of compassion, that the man who had it not, —

— Was fil for treasons, stratagems and spoils :
The motians of his spivits ave dull as night
And his aflections dark as Erebus :

— Lel no sach man ke trusted, —

What divines say of the mind, natnralists have observed
of the body ; that there is no passion so natnral to it a:
love, whieh is the principle of duing good ; — and though
instances, like this just mentioned, seem far frowm being
proots of it. yet it is wot to he doubted but that every
hard hearted man has felt much inward opposition before
he could prevail upon himself to do aught to fix and de-
serve the character : and what we say of long habits of
vice, that they are bard to be subdued, may with equal
fruth be said concerning the natural impressions of bene-
volence . that a man must do much violenee to himself.
and sufler many a painful struggle, before he can tear
away so great and noble a part of his nature. Of this,
autiquity has preserved a heantiful instance, in an ancc-
dote of Alexander, the tyrant of Pheres, who, though he
had so industriously hardened his heart, as to seem to
take delight in cruelty, insomuch as to murder many of
his subjects every day, without cause and without pity ;
vet. at the bare representation of a tragedy, which related
the misforlunes of Heeuba and Andromache, he was so
tonehed with the fictitions distress which the poet had
wrought vp in it, that he burst out into a flood of tears.
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The explication of which inconsistency is easv, and easts
as great a lustre npon 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 passions, and thought-
lessly hurried on by interest or resentment:— but here,
there was no room for motives of that kind ; so that his
attention being first caunght hold of, and all his vices laid
asleep ; — then Naoture awoke in triumph, and shewed how
deeply she had sown the seeds of compassion in every
man’s breast; when tyrants, with vices the mast at en-
wity with it, were not able entirely to root it out.

But this is painting an amiable virtue, and setting her
oft with shades which wickedness lends us, when one
might safely trust to the force oi her awn natural charms,
and ask, Whether any thing under heaven, in its own
nature, is mare lovely and engaging? — To illustrate this
the more, let us twrn our thoughts within ourselves, and
for a moment let any nomber of ns here imagine our-
selves at this instant engaged in drawing the mast per-
fect and amiable character, sueh as. according tn onr con-
ceptions of the Deity, we should think most acceptable
to him, and most likely to be nniversally admived 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 compassionate benefactor, stretehing
farth his hauds to raise up the helpless orphan? Whatever
other virtues we should give our hero, we should all agree
in making him a generous triend, who thought the opportuni-
ties of doing good to be the only charm of his prosperity : we
should paint him like the psalmist's river of God, over-
flowing the thirsty parts of the carth, that e might en-
rich them, carrying plenty and gladness along with him.
If this was not sufficient, and we were still desivons of
addiug a farther degree of perfection to so gieat a cha-
racter; we shonld endeavour to think of some oae, if
luman nature could furnish snch a pattern, who, if oe-
casion required, was willing to undergo all kinds of afflic-
tion, to sacrifice himself, to forget his dearest interests,
and even lay down his life for the good of wankind. —
And here, — O mercifnl Sacionr; how wonld the bright
original of thy unbounded goodness hreak in upon our
hearts ! Thow who becamest poor, that we might be vich
— thongh Lord of all this world . yet hadst not where to
lay thy head— and though eqnal in power and glory to the
great {fod of Nature, yet madest thyself of noreputation,
tookest upon Ihee the form of a servant — subwmitting thy-
self, without opening thy mouth, to all the indignities
which a thankless and undiscerning people could offer; and
at length, to accomplish onr salvation, becamest obedient
unto deatl, suffering thyself, as on this day ¥), to be led
like a lamb to (e slaughter.

*) Preached on Good-Friday.
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The consideration of this stupendouns instance of com-
passion in the Son of God, is the most unanswerable appeal
that can he made to the heart of man, for the reasonable-
ness of it ju himself.—It is the great argument which the
Apastles use in almaost all their exhortations to good works
— Beloved, if Christ so loved us — the inference is un-
avoidable ; and gives strength and beauty to every thing
else which can he urged upon the subject. And therefore
I bave reserved it for my last and warmest appeal, with
which I would gladly finish this discourse, that at least
for their sakes for whom it is preached. we might be left
to the full impression of so exalted and so seasonable a
motive, — That by reflecting upon the infinite Iabour of
this day's love, in the instance of Chrisf’s death. we may
consider what an immeunse debt we owe each other; and
by calling to mind the amiable pattern of his life, in do-
ing 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, 1 believe there can be mnone
nmiore beneficial, or comprehensive in its effects, than that
for which we ave Liere met together — The proper educa-
tion of poor childien being the groundwork of almost every
ather kind of charity, as that which makes every other
subsequent act of it answer the pious expectation of the

giver.

“Withont this foundation first laid, how much kindness
in the progress of a beacvolent man’s life is unavoidably
cast away { and sometimes where it is as senseless as the
exposing a tender plant to all the inclemencies of a cruel
season, and then going with sorrow to take it in, when
tlre root is already dead. I said, therefore, this was the
foundation of almost every kiud af charity, — and might
one not have added, of all the policy too? since the many
ill conscquences which attend the want of it, thongh
grievously felt by the parties themselves, are no less so
by the ecommunity of which they are members; and movre-
over, of all mischiefs scem the hardest to be redressed
— Insomuch, that when one considers the disloyal seduc-
tions of popery on one hand, and on the other, that no
bad man, whatever lie professes, can be a good subject,
one may venture to say, it had been eleaper and better
for the mation to have borne the expence of instilling
sound principles and good morals into the neglected
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 onr-
selves against the rebellious effects which the want of
them has brought down even to our doors. Aud, in fact,
it we were to trust autiquity, the truth of which, in this
case, we lhave no reason to dispute, this matter has been
looked upon of such vast importance to the civil hap-
piness and peace of a people, that some commonwealths,
the most eminent for political wisdom, have chosen to

7%
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make a public concern of it thinking it much safir to
be entrusted to the prudemnce of the magistrate, than
to the mistaken tenderness, or natural partiality of the
parent.

It was consistent with this, and bespoke a very refined
sense of policy in the Lacedzmonians, (though by the
way, I believe, different from what more modern polities
would have direcied in like circumstanees), when Anti-
pater demanded of them fifty children, as hostages for the
security of a distant engagement, they made this brave
and wise answer, “tltey would not — they could not con-
«sent : they wonld rather give him double the number
«of their best grown up men., — Intimating, that, how-
= cver they were distressed, they would choose any in-
convenicnee 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 tincture
of religion, and bringing them up to a love of industry,
and a love of the laws and constitution of their country.
If this shews the great importance of a proper education
to children of all ranks and conditions, what shall we
say then of those whom the provideace 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 instruet them. but what
common pity and the necessity of their sad situation cn-
gage : — where the dangers which surround them on every
side are so great and many, that for one fortunate pas-
senger in life, who makes his way well in the world with
such early disadvantages. and so dismal a sefting ont,
we may rceken thousands, who every day saffer ship-
wreck , and are lost for evey.

If there is a case under heaven which calls aloud for
the more immediate exercise of compassion, and which
may be looked upon as the compendinm of all charity,
surely it is this * and I am persuaded there wonld want
nothing more to convince the greatest ememy to these
kinds of charities that it is so, but a bare opportunity of
taking a neaver view of some of the more distressful ob-
jects of it.

Let him go into the dwellings of the unfortunate, —
into some mournful cottage, where poverty and affliction
reign together. There let him behold the disconsolate
widow — sitting steeped in tcars ; — thus sorrowing over
the infant she knows not how to succour. — « O my child,
«thou art now left exposed to a wide and vicious warld,
«too full of snares and temptations for thy tender and
«unpractised age. Perhaps a parent’s love may magnily
«those dangers.— But when I consider thou art drviven
uout naked into the midst of them, without friends, with-
«out fortune, without instruetion, my heart bleeds betore-
«hand for the evils which may come upon thee. God,
«in whom we trusted, is witness, so low had his pro-
«vidence placed us, that we never indulged one wish to
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«have made thee rich; — virtuous we would have made
«thee ; for thy father, my husband, twas a good man,
“and feared the Lord, — and thongh all the fruits of his
«care and industry were litile cnongh foy onr suppert,
«yet he honestly had detcrmined to have sparcd sonie por-
« tion of it. scanty as it was, to have placed thee in safe-
“ty, in the way of knowledge and instruction. — But,
«alas! he is gone from ns, 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 easily be imitated. —
But let the man, who is the least friend to distresses
of this nature, conceive some disconsolate widow uttering
ler complaint even in this manner, and let him consider,
if theve be any sorrow lile this sorrow, wherewith the
Lord has afflicted her! or whether there can be any cha-
rity like that of taking the child out of the mother's bo-
som, and rescuing her from these apprehensions? Should
a heathen, a stranger to our lLoly religion and the love
it teaches, should be, as he journeyed, come to the place
rwehere she lay, when he saw, would he not hare compas-
sion on her? God forbid a Christian should this day want
it! or at any time look upon such a distress, and pass
by on the other side.

Rather let him do, as his Saviour tanght him, bind up
the wounds, and pour comfort into the Lieart of one whom
the hand of God has so bruised. Let him practise what
it is, with Elijal’s transport, to say to the afflicted widow,
Sce, thy Son liveth! — liveth by my charity, and the
bounty of this hour, to all the purposes which make life
desirable, — to be wmade a good man, and a profitable sub-
jeet : on one hand to be trained up to such a sense of
his duty, as may scenre 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 aud industry, as all
his life long to earn and cat his bread with joy and thank-
fuluess.

«Much peace and happiness rest upon the head and
“heart of every one who thus brings children to Christ!
«“— May the blessing of him that was ready to perish
«“come seasonably upen him ! — The Lord comfort. him,
“aehen he most wants it , when he lies upon his sick bed!
«make thon, O God! all his bed in his sickness; and for
“what he now scatters, give him, then, that peaece of
«thine which passeth all nnderstanding, aund whicl nothing
«in this world can cither give or take away., Amecu.
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— «For some time Mr. Sterne lived, in a retived manner.
upon a small enracy in Yorkshire, and probably would
have remained in the same obscuvity, it his lively genius
had not displayed itself upon an oceasion which secured
him a friend, and paved the way for his promotion. A
person who filled a luerative benefice. was not satisfied
with enjoying it during his own life-time, but exerted
all his inferest to have it entailed on his wife and son
after his decease : the gentleman that expected tlie re
version of this post was Mrv. Sterne’s friend, who had
not. however, sufficient influence to prevent the suecess
of his adversary. At this time Sterne’s sativical pen
operated so strougly, that the intended monopolizey in-
formed him, if he would suppress the publication of his
sarcasm, he would resign his pretensions to the next
candidate.n

The title of this piece, it appears, was to have been,
«The history of a good warm Wateh-Caat, with which
«the present possessor is not content to cover lis own
«shonlders , unless lie can cut ont of it a petticoat tor
«his wife, and a pair of breeches for his son.,

A LETTER FROM Mg. STERNE TO *%

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
pair of black plush breeches, which Jolin #%) our parish
clerk, about ten vears 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 yon have had more than
either one or two occasions to know a good deal of the
shifty behaviowr of the said Master Prim —and that you
are astonished, nor can yon for your soul conecive. how
so worthless a fellow . and so worthiess a thing into the
bargain, could become the occasion of so much racket as
¥ have represented.

Now, though you do nof say expressly, you could wish
to hear any more about it, vet | see plainly enough |
have raised youwr enrviosity ; and therctore, from the saume
motive that I'slightly mentioned it at all in my last letter,
1 will in this give you a full and very circawstantial ac-
count of the whole aftair.

But, before | begin, I must first set you right in one
very material point, in which I have misled yon, as to

*) York.
*¥) Dr. Fount—n, Dean of York.
44) Dr. Tophom.
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the true cause of all this uproar amongst us — which does
not take its rise, as 1 then told you, from the affair ot
the hreeches, but, on the contrary, the whole affair of the
breeches las taken its rise from it. — To understand which
you must know, that the first beginning of the squabble
was not between John the pavish clerk and Trim the
sexton . but betwixt the parson ¥) of the parish and the
said Master T'vim, about an old watch-cont that had hung
up many years in the chureh, which Prim had set his
heart upon ; and nothing wounld serve 1%im but he must
take it home iu order to have it converted into a warm
ander- pellicoat for his wife, and a jerkin for himself
against winter; whieh, in a plaintive tone, he most humbly
begged his reverence would consent to.

1 need not tell yon, Sir, who have so often felt it, that
a principle of strong compassion transports a geuerous
mind somctimes beyond what is strictly right; — the pav-
son was within an ace of being an honourable example
of this very crime — for no soouer did the distinet words
— Petticoat — poor wife —warm —winler, strike upon the
ear — bug his heart warmed — and before L'vim had well
got to the end of his petition (being a gentleman of a frank
open temper) he told hiw lie was welcome to it, with all
his licart and soul. — But Trimn, savs lie, as you see ! am
but just got down to my living, and am an utter stranger
to all parish watters, knowing nothing about this old
watch - coal yon beg of me, having never seen it in my
life, and therefore cannot be a judge whether ‘tis fit for
such a purposc; or, it 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 | can make some inquiries
about it —and if 1 find it is in my power, 1 tell you again.
mau, your wife is heartily welcome to an underpetticoat
out of it, and you to a jerkin, were the thing as good
again as you represent it.

It is necessary to inform you, Sir, in this place, that
the pavson was earnestly bent to serve T'rim in this affair,
not only from the motive of generosity, which I have justly
ascribed to him, but likewise from another motive , and
that was, by making some sort of recompence for a mul-
titude of small sevvices which 4'rim had eccasionally done.
and indeed was continually doing (as he was much abont
the house) when his own man was out of the way.— For
all these reasons together, 1 say, the parson of the parish
intended to serve Trim in this matter to the utmmost of
his power. All that was wanting, was previously to in-
quire if any one had a elaiin to it, or whether as it had,
time immewmorial, hung up in the ehurch, the taking it
down wmight raise a clamour in the parish. These inqui-
ries were the things that Trim dreaded in his heart — he
knew very well, that, if the parson should but say one
word to the churchwardens about it, there would be an

*) Abp. H—tt—n.



158 HISTORY OF A WATCII-COAT.

end of the whole affair. Tor this and some other reasons
not necessary 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 viearage
honse — plaguned the whele family to death — pressed his
suit, morning, noon. and night; and, to shorten my story,
teazed the poor gentleman, who was but in an ill state of
health, almost aut of his lite abont it.

You will not wonder when 1 tell you, that all this hury
and precipitation, on the side of Master T'vim, produced
its matural effect on tle side of the parson. and that was,
a suspicion that all was not right at the bottom.

He was one evening sitting alone in his study, weighing
and turuing this doubt every way in his mind; and after
an hour and a half’s sevious deliberation upon the affair,
and running over Trim’s behaviour thronghout — he was
just saying to himself — it must be s — when a sudden
vap at the door put an end to his soliloquy, and in a few
minutes to his doubts too; for a labonver in the town,
who deemed himselt past his fifty-second year, had been
returned by the constables in the militia list — and he had
come with a groat in his haud to search the parish register
for his age. Tihe parson bid the poor fellow put the groat
fnto his pocket, and go inta the kitchen — then shutting
the study door, and taking down the pavish register —
who Inows, says he, bul | may find something heve about
this self same watch-cont? lle had searce unclasped the
boak, in saying this, when he popped on the very thing
he wanted, fairly wrote in the first page, pasted to the
fuside of one of fhe covers, whereon was a memorandim
abont the very thing in question in these express words
— Memorandum — « The great watch-coat was purchased
«and given, about two hundred years ago, by the lord of
«the manor, to the parish chureli, to the sole use and
~behoof of the poor sexton thereof, and their successors
~for ever, to be worn by them respectively in winterly
«cold nights, in ringing complines, passingbells, etc. which
«the said lord of the manor had done in pity to heep the
“poor wretehes warm, and for the good of his own soul,
«tor which they were divected to pray,. ete. Just Heaven!
said the parson to himself, looking uwpwards, what an
escape have I had? Give this for an under-petticoat (o
Trin’s wife! 1 would not have consented to such « de-
secration to the primate of all England — nay, I wounld
not have disturbed a single butlon of it for all my tithes.

Scarce were the words ont of his mouth, when in pops
Trim with the whole subject of the exclamation under
Loth his arms — I say under hoth his arms — for he had
actually got it ript and cut out ready, his own jerkin under
one arm, and the petticoat under the other, in order to
carry to the taylor to be made up, and had just stepped
in. in high spirits, to show the parson how cleverly it
had held out.

There are now many good similies subsisting in the




HISTORY OF A WATCH COAT. 159

world, but which I have neither time to recollect nor look
for, which wonld give you a strong coneeption of the
astonishment and honest indiguation, which this unex-
pected stroke of Trim’s impudence impressed upon the
parson’s looks — let it suflice to say, that it exceeded all
fair description — as well as all power of proper resent-
ment — except this. that Trim was ordered, in a stern
voice, to lay the bundles down upon the table — to go
about his business, and wait upon him, at his peril, the
next morning at eleven precisely. — Against this honr, like
a wise man, the parson had sent to desire Joln, the pa-
rish clerk, who bore an exceeding good character as a
man of truth, and who, having moreover a pretty free-
hold of about eighteen pounds a year iu the townshiy,
was a leading man in it; and upon the whole, was snch
a one., of whom it wmight be said, that he rather did ho-
nour to his office than his office did hononr to him — him
he sends for, with the chnrehwardens, and one of the
sidesmen, 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. Though this,
1 said, was wise, the trouble of the precaution might have
been spared — because the parson’s character was unble-
mished — and he had ever been held by the world in the
estimation of a man of honcur and integrity. — Triw’s
character, on the contrary, was as well known, if not in
the world. at least in all the parisl, to be that of a little,
dirty, pimping, petty fogging, ambidextrous felloaw — who
neither cared what he did ar said of any, provided he
could get a penny by it. This might, I said, have made
any precaution necdless — but you must know, as the
parsen had in a manner but just got down to his living,
lie dreaded the consequences of the least ill impression on
his first entrance among his parishioners. which wounld
have disabled him from doing the good he wished — so
that out of regard to his flock, more than the necessary
care due to himself, lie was resolved not to lie at the
mercy of what resentmeut 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 parish clerk, and in the presence
af Trim.

Trim had little to say for Limself, 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 short 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 should do a manifest wrong to the mext sexton, the
great watch-coat being the most comfortable part of the
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place —that he should moreover injure the right of his
own successor, who would be just so much a worse pa-
tron as the worth of the coat amonnted to; and in a word,
lie declared, that his whaole intent in promising that coat
was charvity to Trim. but wrong to no man— that was a
reserve, he said. made in all cases of this kind : and he
deelared solemnly, in verbo sacerdolis, that this was his
meaning, and was so understood by Trim himself..
With the weight of this trath, and the great good sense
and strong reason which accompanied all the parson said
on the suhject — poor Trim was driven to the last shift
and begged he might be suffered to plead his vight and
title to the watch-coat, if mot by promise, at least by ser-
vilude — it was well known how much he was intitled to
it upon these scores : that he had black’d the parson’s
shoes without count, and greased lis hoots ahove fifty
times — that e had ran for eggs in the town upon all oc-
casions — whetted the knives at all hours — catehed his
horse, and rubbed him down — that for his wife, she had
been ready upen all accasions to chair for them; and
ncither he nor she, to the best aof his remembrance, ever
took a farthing, or any thing heyond a mug of ale. — To
this account of his services he begged leave still to add
those of his wishes, which, he said, had been equally great
— he affirmed and was ready, he said, to make it appear,
by a numbher of witnesses, he had drank his revercuce's
health a thousand times (by the bye he did not add, aut
of the parson’s own ale)—that he had not only drank his
health , but wished it, and never came to the honse bhut
he asked his man kindly how he did; that in partienlar,
about half a year ago, when his reverence cut his fingey
in paring an apple, he weat half a mile to ask a cunning
woman what was good te staunch blood, and actually
seturned with a cobweb in his breeches pocket. Nay, says
Prim, it was not a fortnight ago, when your reverence
took that strong purge, that 1 went to the far end of the
whole town to borrow you a close-stool —and came back,
as the meighbours, who flonted me, will bear witness,
with the pan upon my head, and never thought it
toa much.. Trim coucluded his pathetic remonstrance
with saying, «he hoped his reverence’s heart would not
suffer him to requite so many faithful services by so un-
kind a retarn:— that if it was so, he was the first, so
ke hoped he should be the last example of a man of his
condition so treated.. This plan of 1rim’s defence, which
Trim had puot himself upon, could admit of no other reply
than 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 affaiv had behaved veiy ill — and one thing, which
was never expected to be knawn of him, happened 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 the parish, that Joim, his parish.clerk — his
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churchwardens, and some of the heads of the parish, were
a parcel of scoundrels. Upon the npshot, Trim was kick'd
out of doors, and told at Lis peril never to come there
again.

At first, Trim huffed and hooneed most terribly — swore
he wonld get a warraut — that nothing wonld serve him
but he wonld call a bye-law, and tell the whole parish
how the parson had ‘misused him : but cooling of that,
as fearing the parson might possibly bind him over to his
gond beliaviour, aud, for anght he knew, might send him
to the house of correction, he lets the parson alone, and
to revenge himself, falls upon the poor clerk, who had no
wore to do in the quarrel than you or I— rips up the
promise of the old — east — pair of black —plush—breeches;
and raises an uproar in the town abont it, notwithstand-
ing it had slept ten years — but all this, you must know,
is looked upon in no other light but as an artful stroke
of generalship in Trim to raise a dust, and cover himself
nnder the disgraceful chastisement he has undergone. —

1f your curiosity is not yet satisfied —1 will now pro-
ceed to relate the battie of the breeches in ihe same man-
ner I have done that of the watch-coat. —

— Be it known then, that abont ten years ago, when
Jolm was appointed parish-elerk of this church, this said
Trim took no small pains to get into John's good graces,
in order, as it afterwards appeared, to coax a promise
ont af him of a paiv of breeches, which Joim had then
by him, of black plash, uet wneh the worse for wearing
— Trim, ouly begged, tor God’s sake, to have them bestowed
npon him wheu Jo/ne should think fit to cast them. —

Trim was one of those kinds of meu who loved a bit of
finery in his heavt, aud wounld rather have a tattei*d rag
of another hody's, than the best plain whole thing his
wife could spin him.

John, who was naturally unsuspicions, made no more
difficulty in promising the breeches, than the parson had
Adone in promising the great coat; and indeed with some-
thing less reserve — because the breeches were Johw's own,
and he conld give them, without wrong, to whom he
thought fit,

It happeued, 1 was goiug to say nuluckily, for Trin,
for he was the only gainer by it, that a quarrel, about
some six or cight weeks after this, bioke out betwixt the
late parson of the parvish and Jofin the elerk. — Somebody
{and it was thonght to be nobody but Trim) had put it
into the parson’s head, that Jola's desk in the chureh
was at least four inclies higher than it shonld be — that
the thing gave offence, and wias indecorons, inasmuch as
it approached too near npon a level with the parson’s desk
itself, — This hardship the parson complained of loudly,
and told Jolm, one day after prayers, = he conld bear it
no longer — and wonld have it altered, aud bronght down
as it shonld be., Join made no other reply, but «that
the desk was not of his raising: — that it was not one
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hair breadth higher than he found it — and that as he
found it so e would leave it. — In short, he would neither
make an encroacliment, neither would he suffer one.., The
late ¥) parson might have lis virtues, but the leading part
of his character was not Juumility — so that John's stilfness
in this point was not likely to reconcile matters. — This
was Trim’s harvest.

After a friendly hint to John to stand his gronud, away
hies Trim to make his market at the vicarage. — What
passed there 1 will not say, intending not to be uncharit-
able; so shall content myselt with only guessing 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, clad in a good charitable cast coat, large
hat and wig, which the parson had just given him.—1Ile!
ho! hollo! John, eries Trim, in an insolent bravo, as loud
as he could bawl — see lhere my lad, how fine | am! —
The more shame for you, answered Joln, seriously. — Do
vou think,, Trim, says lhe, such finery, gained by such
services, becomes you, or can wear well? — Fye upon it,
Trim! 1 could not have expeeted this from yon, consider-
ing what friendship you pretended, and how kind I have
ever been to you — how many shillings and sixpences I
have generously lent you in your distresses. — Nay, it was
baut the other day that I promised you those black plush
breeches I have on. — Rot your breeches, quoth Trim, (for
Trin’s brain was half torned with his new finery) rot
your breeches says he —1 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 yon to know I can have a
better pair of the parson’s any day in the week. — Joln
told him plainly, as his word had once passed 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 likely to get many more for the same ser-
vices, of the parson. that hie had better give up the hreeches,
with good-natare, to some one who would be more thank-
ful for them.

Here John mentioned Mark Slender %) (who, it scems,
the day before had asked Join for them) not knowing
they were under promise to Trimm —« Come, Trim,. says
he, «let poor Mark have them — you know he has not
a pair to his a —: besides, you sce he is just of my size,
and they will fit to a T; whereas if I give "em to you,
lock ye, they are not worth much; and besides, you could
not get your hackside into them, if yon had them 5 with-
out tearving them all to pieces.. — Every tittle of this was
most undoubtedly true, for Trim, you must know, by foul
feeding, and playing the good fellow at the parson’s, was

*) Abp, H—rr—g. **) Dr, Braith—r.



HISTORY OF A WATCH-COAT. 163

grown somewhat gross about the lower parts, if not higher ;
so that, as all John said upon the occasion was fact,
Trim, with much ado, aud after an hnndred hums and
hahs, at last, out of mere compassion to Marl, signs,
seals, ad delivers up all right, interest, and pretensions
whatsoever, in and to the said breeches, thereby, binding
his heirs, executors, administrators, and assigns , never
more to call the said claim in question. — All this renun-
ciation was set forth, in an ample manner, to be in pure
pity to Mark’s nakedness — but the seeret was, Trim
had an eye to, and firmly expected, in his own mind, the
great green pulpit-cloth, and old velvet enshion, which
were that very year fo be taken down — which, by the
bye, could he have wheedled Jolmm a second time, as he
had hoped, would have made up the loss of the breeches
seven fold.

Now. yon must know, this pulpit-cloth and coshion
were not in John's gift, but in the churchwardens, ete.
However, as 1 said above, that John was a leading man
in the pavish, Trim knew he could help him to ’em if he
would —but John had got a surfeit of him — so, when the
pulpit-cloth, ete. were taken down, they were immediately
given (Johm having a great say in it) to Willian Doe ¥),
who understood very well what nse to make of them.

As for the old breeches, poor Mark lived to wear them
but a short time, and they got into the possession 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 knaws
that Trim, let him say what he will to the contrary, still
envies the possessor of them, and, with all his pride, would
be very glad to wear them after him.

Upon this footing have these affairs slept quietly for
near ten vears — and would have slept for ever, but for
the unlucky Kicking bout, which, as I said, has ripped
this squabble np afresh ; so that it was no longer ago
than last week, that Trim met and insulted John, in the
public town-way befare a hundred people — tax’d him with
the promise of the old cast pair of black breeches, naot-
withstanding Trim’s solemn renunciation — twitted him
with the pulpit cloth and velvet cushion —as good as told
Lhim he was ignorant of the common duties of his clerk-
ship ; adding, very insolently, that he knew not so much
as to give out a common psalm in tuue.

John contented himself by giving a plain answer to
every article that Trim had laid to his charge, and ap-
pealed 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

*) Mr. Birdm—re. 44y Lanrence Sterne,
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take his leave of Trim for ever. But hold — the mobl by
this time had got ronnd them, and their high mightinesses
sisted upon having Prim tiied upon the spot. —

Trim was accordingly tried, and, after a full hearing,
was convicted a second tiwme, and handled more roughly
by oue or mare of thew, than even at the parson’s. —

Trim . says one, are you not ashamed of yourself, to
make all this ront and disturbance in the town, and set
neighbonrs together by the ears, ahont an old — worn —
out — pair of cast — breeches, not worth hali a crown?—
is there a east coat, or a place in the whole town, that
will bring youn in a shilling, but what you have snapped
np, like a greedy hound as you are?

In the first place, are yon not sexton and dog-whipper,
worth three pounds a year? Then you begged the chureh-
wardens to let your wife have the washing and darning
of the chureh-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;, bhoth paid youn
at Kaster — the pounder’s place, which is worth forty
shillings a year, you have got that too — yon are the
baililf, which the late parson got you, which brings you
in forty shillings more.

Besides all this, you have six pounds a year, paid you
quarterly, for being mole-catcher to the parish. — Aye,
says the luekless wight above-mentioned (who was stand-
ing close by him with the plush breechies on) “you are
not only mole-catelier, Trim, but you cateh stray conies
too in the dark, and you pretend a licence for it, which,
1 trow, will be looked into at the next quarter sessions.a
1 maintaiu it, I have a licence, says Trim. blushing as
red as scarlet —1 have a licence, and, as I farm a warren
in the next parish, I will catch conies every hour in the
night. -—— You cateh conies! says a toothless old woman
just passing by.

This set the mob a laughing, and sent every man liome
in perfect good humour, except Trim, who waddled very
slowly off with that kind of inflexible gravity only to be
equalted by one animal in the creation, and surpassed by
none, — I am,

Sir, yours, ete. ete.

POSTSCRIPT.

I have hroke opem my letter to inform you, that I
missed the opportunity of sending it hy the wmessenger,
who | expeeted would have called upon me in his return
through this village to York ; so it has lain a week or ten
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days by me — 1 am not sorry for the disappointment,
because something hias since happened, in continuation
of this affair, which 1 am thereby enabled to transmit to
you all under one trouble.

When I finished the above aceount, I thought (as did
every soul in the parish) Trim had met with so thorongh
a rebuff from Johin the parish clerk, and the townsfolks,
who all took against him, that Trim would be glad to be
quiet, and let the matter rest.

ut, it seems, it is not half an heur ago since Trim
sallicd forth again, and, having borrowed a sow-gelder’s
harm, with hard blowing he gat the whole town round
him, and endeavoured to raise a disturbance, and fight
the whale battle over again — alledged that he had been
used in the last fray worse than a dag. not by John the
parish clevk. for he should not, quoth Trim, have valued
him a rush single hands — but all the town sided with him,
and twelve men in buckram set upon me, all at ouce,
and kept me in play at sword's point for three hours to-
gether.

Besides, quoth Trim, there were two mishegotten knaves
in Kendall green, who lay all the while in ambush in
Jolhm's own house, and they all sixteen came upon my
back, and let drive at me all together — a plague, says
Trim, of all cowards.

Trim repeated this story above a dozen times, which
made some of the neighbonrs pity him, thinking the poor
fellow crack-brained, and that he actoally believed what
he said.

After this, Trim dropped the affair of the hreeches,
and began a fresh dispute abont the reading desk, which
1 told you had occasioned some small dispute between the
late parson and John some years ago. — This reading desk,
as you will observe, was but an episode woven info the
main story by the bye, for the main affair was the batile
of the breeches and the great coat.

Iowever, Trim, being at last driven out of these two
citadels — he has seized hold, in his retreat, of (his reading-
desk, with a view, as it seems, to take shelter behind it.

I cannot sny but the man has fought it out abstinately
enough. aud, had his cause been good, 1 should have
really pitied him. TFor, when he was driven out of the
great walch-coct, you see hie did nat run away; no — he
retreated hehind the breeches ; and, when he conld make
nothing of it hehind the breeches, e got behind the reading-
desk. To what other hold Tvrim will next retreat, the
politicians of this village are not agreed. Some think his
next niove 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 npon him, or
perhaps behind him : but as the horse is not casy to be
caught, the more general opinion is, that, when he is
driven out of the rcading-desk, he will make his last re-
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treat in such a manner, as, if possible, to gain the eclose-
stool, and defend himself behind it to the very last drop.

tf Trim should make this movement, by my advice he
should be left beside his eitadel, in full possession 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.
Besides, as Trim seems beat on purging himself, and
way have abundance of foul humours to work off, I think
it cannot be better placed.

But this is all speenlation — Let me carry vou back to
matter of fact, and tell you what kind of stand Trim has
actually made behind the said desk : =Neighbours and
«townsmen all, I will be sworn before my lordmayor,
«that John and ninetcen men in buckram have abused
«me worse than a dog; for they told you I play'd fast
«and go loose with the lafe parson and him, in that old
« dispute of theirs about the reading-desk, and that I made
amatters worse befween them, and not better..

OF this charge Trim declared he was as innocent as
the child that was unborn —that he would be booksworn
lie had no hand in it.

He produced a strong witness, and moreover insinu-
ated, that Jolm himself, instead of being angry for what
he had done in it, had actnally thanked him. — Aye, Trim,
says the wight in the plosh breeches, but that was, Tvim,
the day before John found thee out. Besides, T'rim, there
is nothing in that, for the very year that you was made
town's pounder, thou knowest well that T hoth thanked
thee myself, and worcaover gave thee a good warm supper
for turning Juhn Lund’s cows aud horses out of my hard
corn close, which if thou hadst not done, (as thou toldest
me) I should have lost my who'e 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 wert 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 thata man may be thanked
and rewarded too, for a good turn which he never did,
nor ever did intend.

Trim could not sustain this nnexpected stroke—so Trim
marched off the field without colours flying, or his horn
sounding, or any other ensigns of howour whatever —
Whether after this Trim intends to rally a sccond time
— or whether he may not take it into his head to claim
the victory —none but Trim himsclf can inform you.

However, the general opinion upon the whole is this,
that, in three several piteh'd battles, Trim, has been so
trimm’d as never disastrons hero was {rin’d before.
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THE REMISE DOOR.

CALA1S,

Wies 1 told the reader that T did not care to get ont
of the disobligeant, because 1 saw the mouk in close con-
ference with a lady just arvived at the inn — I told him
the trath ; but I did not tell him the whole truth ; for I
was tull as much restrained by the appearance and figure
of the lady he was talking to. Suspicion erassed my brain,
and said, lhe was telling her what had passed : some-
thing jurred upon it within me — I wished him at his
convent.

When the heart flies out before the understanding , it
saves the judgment a world of pains —1 was certain she
was of a Letter order of beings -— however, 1 thought no
more of lier, but swent on and wrote my preface.

The impression returued, upon my encounter with her
in the street ; a gnarded frankness with which she gave
me her hand, shewed, 1 thought, her good education and
her good sense ; and as I led her on, I felt a pleasurable
ductility abont her, which spread a calmness over ail my
spirits. —

! Good God! how a man might lead such a creature as
this ronnd the world with him | —

1 had not yet seen her face — ’twas not material ; for
the drawing was instantly set about, and long before we
bad got ta the door of the remise, F'ancy had finish'd the
whole head, and pleased herself as wuch with its fitting
her goddess, as if she had dived into the Tiber for it —
but thon art a seduced, and a seducing slut ; and albeit
thou cheatest us seven times a day with thy pictares and
images, yet with so wmany charms dost thou do it, and
thou deckest out thy pictures in the shapes of so many
angels of light, 'tis a shame to break with thee.

When we had got to the door of the remise, she with-
drew her Land from across her forehead, and let me sce
the original —it was a face of about six-and-twenty — of
a clear transparent brown, simply 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,
attached me much more to it — it was interesting ; I fancied
it wore the characters of a widow’d look, and in that state
of its declension which had passed the two first paroxysms
of sorrow, and was quietly beginning to reconcile itself
to its loss — but a thonsand other distresses might have
traced the same lines; I wish’d to know what they had
been — and was ready to enguire, (had the same bon ton
of conversation permitted as in the days of Esdras —
« What aileth thee? and why arvt thou disquicted? and why
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és iy understanding troubled?s — In a2 word. I feit beune-
volence for hers aud resolved some way or ather to throw
in wy mite of conrtasy — if not of. service.

Such were my temptations — andsin this disposition 1o
pive way to them, was [ I8t alone with the Indy, with
her-hand in mine, and with 6ur faces both tarned closer
to the door of the vemis¢ Lhan what was absolutely ue-
cessary. %

This certainly, fair lady! said b, raising her hand up
a little lightly as I began, must he one of Fortune's whim-
sical doings : to take two utter strangers by their hands
—of differvent sexes, and perhaps from different corners
of the globe, and in one monient to place them together
dn:snch a cordial situation, as Friendship herself eould
scaiice shave. achieved-for them, had she projected it for
a menth, = .

= End ‘vour rveflection mpon.r,, shews how much, Mon-
sienr. she  haseinlivmssed: you by.the adventnre. —

When the sit#ation Is' whatwe would wish, nothing is
s0 ill-timed as to hint at the civenmstances. which make
it 0 : you thank Fovtungsy continued she —yon had reason
— thie heart knew it dud was satisfied 3 and who hnt an
English pllilqsq‘:!u_ wonld have’ sent notice ol it to the
braine tox2eteiR€ the judgment?: »

i aying this, she disengaged sher:hand with a look
which 1 thonght a snfficient commentary npon the text.

It is a miserable picture which I aw going to give of
the weakness of my heart, hy owning, that it suflered
a pain, which worthier occasions eonld not have inflicted.
I was mortificd with the loss of her hand, and the manner
in which 1 had lost it carried neither oil nor wine to the
wonnd : I never felt the pain:of a shicepish inferiority so
miserably in my life,

The triumphs of a true feminine heart are short upon
these discomfitures. In'a very few seconds she laid lier
hand. upon the cuft of my coat. in order to finish ler
veply 3 so, some way or other, God knows liow, I re-
gained my sitvation.

— She had nothing to add.

1 forthwith began to modela diffevent conversation for
the lady, thinking from the spirit as well as.moral of this,
that | had been mistaken in her charact but npon turn-
ing her face towards me, the spivit which had animated
the reply was fled —the muscles relaxed, and 1 beheld the
same unprotected look of distress which firsi wou me to
her iuterest — melancholy! to see sueh sprightliness the
prey of sorrow — ! pitied her from my soul; and though
it may seem ridiculous enough to a torpid heart — 1 could
have taken her into my arms, and cherished her, though
it was in the open strect, without blushing.

The pulsations of the arteries along my fingers press-
ing across hers, told her what was passing within me ; she
looked down — a silence of some momeunis followed.
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1 fear, in this interval, I must have made some slight
efforts towards a closer compression of her hand, from a
suhtle sensation I felt in the palm of my own — not as
if she was going to withdraw kers, but as if she thought
about it —and 1 had infallibly lost it a second time, had
not instinet more than reason directed me to the last
resource in these dangers — to hold it loosely, and in a
manuer as i° ] was every moment going to release it of
myself; so she let it continue, till Monsienr Dessein
returned with the key; and, in the mean time, I set my-
self to consider liow I should undo the ill impressions
which the poor monk’s story, in case he had told it her.
must bave plauted in her breast against me.

LETTER WRITING.

Wriring, when properly managed, (as you may be sure
§ think miune is) is but a different name for conversation.
As no one, who knows what he is abont in good com-
pany, would venture to talk all ;— so no anthor who under-
stands the just boundaries of decorum and good hreeding,
would presnme to think all : The truest respect whieclt
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 %uprself‘.

For my own part, % eternally paying him compli-
ments of this king.,f"'h'nd do all that lies in my power to
keep his imagjuation as busy as my own.

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 sitting down, and writing a letter
to a lady of your wit, nnless in the honest John - Trot-
Stile of, yours of the 15th instant came safe to hand, etc.
which by the bye, looks like a letter of business; and
you know very well, from the first letter I had the honour

8
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to write to you, I am a man of no business at all. This
vile plight I fornd my genius in was the reason I have
told Mr.—, I weuld not werite to you till the next post—
hoping by that time to get some small recruit, at least of
vivacity , if not of wit, to set out with; but upon second
thonghts , thinking a bad letter in season — to be better
than a good one out of it— this scrawl is the conse-
queunce, whiclh, if you will Lurn the moment you get it
— 1 promise to send yon a fine set essay, in the style of
your female epistolizers, cut and trimm'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 this with pleasure, because
wrote with the eareless irregularity of an easy heart. —
‘Who told you, Garrick wrote the medicy for Beard? —
‘Twas wrote in his house, however, and hefore I left
town. — 1 deny it — | was not lost two days before I left
town. — I was lost all the time 1 was there. and never
found till I got to this Shandy-castle of mine.— Next winter
Iintend to sojourn amongst you with more decorum, and
will neither be lost nor found anywhere.

Now, I wish to God 1 was at your elbow — 1 have jnst
finished one volume of Shandy, and I want to read it to
some one who I know can taste and relish humour— this,
by the way, is a little impurdent in me — for I take the
thing for granted, which their high mightinesses the world
have yet to determine — but I mean no such thing — 1 eould
wish only to have your opinion — shall I, in troth, give
you mine ? — 1 dare not — but I will, provided you keep it
to yoursclf—know then, that I think there is more laugh-
able hmmour,— with an equal degree of Cervantie 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 con-
gratulations npon my habitation — and 1 will take cave
you shall never wish me but well, for I am, Madam,

With great esteem and tiuth,
Your most obliged,
L. STERNE.

P. 8. 1 have wrote this so vilely and so precipitately,
1 fear you must carry it to a decypherer — I beg youw'll do
me the honour to write — otherwise you draw me in, in-
stead of Mr. — drawing you into a scrape — for I should
sorrow to have a taste of so agveeable a correspondent —
and no more.
Adieu.
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TO Mr. GARRICK.

Batl, April 6, 1.65.

I scare yon! — my dear Garrick! my dear friend! —
foul bLefal the man who hurts a hair of vour head! — and
so full was 1 of that very seatiment, that wy letter had
not been put juto the post-office ten minutes, before my
heart smote me; and I sent to recal it— but failed. —You
are sadly to hlame, Shaundy! for this, quoth 1. leaning
with my head on my hand, as I reeriminated nypon my
false delicacy in the affair. Garriek’s nerves, if lie has
any left, are as fine and delicately spun as thy own ! — his
sentiments as honest and friendly — thou knowest, Shan-
dy, that he loves thee — why wilt thou hazard him a mo-
ment’s pain? Puppy, fool, coxcomb. jack-ass. ete. etc. —
and so I balanced the account to your favour, before [
received it drawn up in your way — | say your way — for
it is not stated so mu h to your honour and eredit, as |
had passed the account before— for it was a most lament-
able truth, that I never received one of the letters your
friendship meant me, except whilst in Paris. — Oli! how
I congratulate yon for the anxicty the world has, and
continues to be undey, for your return. — Return, return
to the few wiio love you. and the thousands, who ad-
mire you. — The moment von set yonr foot upon your
stage — mark ! 1 tell it you — by some magic, — irresisted
power, every fibre about your heart wilt vibrate afresh,
and as strongly and feelingly as ever — Nature, with
glory at her back, will light up the torch within you —
and theve is enough of it left, to heat and enlighten the
world these many, many, many years.

lleaven be praised! (I utter it from my sonl} that yaur
lady, and my Minerva, is in a condition to walk to Wind-
sor — tull rapturounsly wilt 1 lead the graceful pilgrim to
the temple, where 1 will sacrifice with the purest incense
to her — but yon may worship 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.

Powel! good Heaven! - give me some aone with less
smoke and more fire — There are who, like the Pharisees,
still think they shall be heard for wnnch speaking — Conme
— come away, my dear Garrick, and teach us another lesson.

Adien! — I love you dearly — and your lady better —
not hobbyhorsically — but mast sentimentally anad affee-
tionately — for I am yours (that is, if you never say au-
other word about — ) with all the sentiments of love and
friendship vou deserve from me. s

L. STERNE.
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TO MR. W.

Coxwould, May 23, 1765.

AT this moment I am sitting 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 ont of a pensive moad — the spirit
of it pleaseth me, but in this solitnde, what can [ tell or
write to you but about myself? — 1 am glad yon are in
love —'twill cure you at least of the spleen, which has a
bad effect on both man and woman. —I myself must ever
have some Dulcinea in my head — it harmonizes the soul
— and in those cases I first endeavour to make the lady
believe so, or rather 1 begin first to make myself believe
that I am iw love — but I carry on wy affairs quite in the
French way — « 0 amour . (say they) «n'est rien sans
sentiment.. — Now, notwithstanding they make such a
potlier about ithe word they have no precise idea annexed
to it — And so much for that same subject called love. —
1 must teil you how 1 have just treated a French gentle-
man of fortune in France, who took a liking to my daugther
— Without any ceremony (having got my direction from my
wife's banker) he wrote me word. that he was in love
with my daughter, and desired to know what fortune 1
would give her at present, and how munch at my deatle
— by the bye, I think there was very little sentiment- on
his side. — My answer was, “8ir, [ shall give her ten
thousand pounds the day of marriage — my caleulation is
as follows — she is not eighteen, yon are sixty-two — there
goes five thousand pounds — then, Sir, you at least think
her not ugly — she has many accomplishments., speaks
Italian, French, plays upon the guitar, and as 1 fear you
play npon no instrument whatever, I think von will be
happy to take her at my terms; so here finishes the ac-
connt of the ten thousand pounds.. — 1 do not snppose
but he will take this as 1 mean, that is — a flat refusal.
— 1 have had a parsonage house burnt down by the care-
lessness of my curate’s wife — us soon as I ean, 1 must
rebuild it, I trow — but 1 Jack the means at present — Yet
1 am never happier than when I have not a shilling in my
pocket — for when 1 have, 1 can never call it my own. —
Adiew, my dear friend — may you enjoy better health than
1, tho’ not Letter spirits, for that is impossible.

A s
Yours, sincerely,

L. STERNE.
My compliments fo the Col.
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FROM IGNATIUS SANCHO *) TO
Mr. STERNE.

REVEREND SIR, e o

1t would be an insult to your hnmanity (or perhaps
look like it) to apologize far the liberty | am taking — 1
am one of those people whom the vulgar and illiberal call
negroes. — The first part of my life was rather unlucky,
as | was placed in a family who judged ignorance the
best and ouly security for obediecnce. — A little reading
and writing 1 got by unwearied application. The latter part
of my life has been, through God’s blessing, truly fortu-
nate — 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 (amengst millions) indebted to you for
the eharacter of your amiable Uncle Toby! — 1 declare I
would walk ten miles in the dog-days te shake hands
with the lionest Corporal. — Your sermous have touch'd
me to the heart, and 1 hope have amended it, whieh brings
me to the point—]n yourtenth discourse, is this passage
— wConsider how great a part of onr species, in all ages
down to this — have been trod under the fect of eruel and
capricious tyrants, who would neither hear their eries,
nor pity their distresses. Consider slavery — what it is —
how bitter a draught, and how many millions are made to
drink of it.. — Of all wmy favourite anthors, not one has
drawn a tear in favour of my miserable black brethren —
excepting vourself, and the hnmane author of Sir George
1illison. — [ think you will forgive me, 1 am sure you will
applaud me. for besecching you to give one half howr’s at-
tention to slavery, as it is this day praetised in our West
Indies, — That subject handled in your striking manner
would ease the yoke (perhaps) of many — but if only of
one — gracions God! what a feast to a benevolent heart!
aud sure I am, yon are an Epicurean in acts of chavity.
— Yon, who are nniversally read and as universally ad-
mired — you could not fail. — Dear Sir. think in me yon
behold the uplifted hands of thousands my brather Moors.
Grief  you pathetically observe) iseloguent : figure to your-
self their attitudes; hear their supplicating addresses! —
alus ! yon cammot refuse — lumanity muost comply — i
which hope 1 beg permission to subscrihe mysclf,

Reverend, Sir, ete. e

“) Lunatins Sancha was a black, and born in 1729, on board a ship in
hie slave.trade, a few days alter she had quitted the coast of Guinea
for the Spanish West Indies.  1le was a very acnsible man, and was
many voars in the service of the late Duke of Manchester, who Ieft
fiim an annwite,

8%
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FROM M:. STERNE TOC IGNATIUS
S5ANCHOO.

Coxwould, July, 26, 1766.

Turre is a strange coincidence, Sancha, in the little
cvents (as well as in the great ones) of this world : for
1 had been writing a tender tale of the sorrows of a fricnd-
less poor negro-givl, aud my eyes had scarce done smavi-
ing with it, when your letter of recommendation, in behalf
of so many of Lier brethren and sisters, came to me —
but why ler brethren? or yours, S«ncho, any more ithan
mine? |t is by the finest tints and most insensible gva-
dations, that nature descends from the fairest face about
8t. James’s to the sootiest complexion in Africa: — At
which tint of these is it, that the ties of blood arc to
cease? — and how many shades mnst we deseend lawer
still in the scale, ere merey is to vanish wiih them? But
'tis mo uncommon thing, my good Sencho, fov enc halt af
rhie world to use the other half of it like brutes, and (hen
endeavour to inake ‘em so. — For my awn part I never faols
westiward (when | am in a pensive niood at least) bot 1 think
of the burthens whichour brothers and sisters are theve car-
rying, and conld I case their shoulders from one ounce of
them, 1 declare I would sef out €hiis hour upon a pilgrimage
to Mccea for their sakes — which, by the bye, Sanclo, ex-
ceeds your walk of ten miles in abont the sawme proportion
that a visit of humanity should one of mere form.— However,
if yon meant my uncle Tuby, more he is your debtor. —
If 1 can weave the tale | have wrole into the work [ am
about — ’tis at the service of the afflicted — and a much
greater wmatter ; for, in serioos truth, it casts a sad shade
upou the world. that so great a part of it are, aud have
been so loug, bound fu chains of darkness, and in chains
of misery ; and [ cannot but both vespeet and felicitate
you, that by so much Iandable diligence you have brole
the one — and that by falling into the hands of so great
and merciful a family, Providence has vescued you trom
the ather. )

And so, good-hearted Sancho, adien! and believe me,
I will not forget your letter.

Yours,
L. STERNI.
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TO ELIZA.

MY bEar ELIzA!¥)

1 began a uew journal this morning; you shall see it;
for if I live not till you return to England, 1 will leave it
you as a legacy. ’'Tis a sorrowful page ; but 1 will write
cheerful ones; and conld I wiite leiters to thee, they
should he cheerful ones too ; hut few, 1 fear, will reach
thee ! lowever, depend npon receiving something of the
kind by every post; til! when thon wavest thy hand, and
bid’st me write no more,

Tell me how you are ; and what sort of fortitude Heaven
inspires yon with. How are you accommodated, my dear?
Is all right? Secribble away any thing ., aud every thing
to me. Depend unpoun seeing me at Deal, with the James’s,
should vou be detained there by contrary winds. — In-
deed, Kliza. 1 should with pleasure fly to youw, conld ] be
the wmeans of rendering you any service, or doing you
any hindness. Gracions and merdiful God! consider the
angnish of a poor girl 7 — Strengthen and preserve her in
ali the shochs her frame must be exposed to. She
withont a protector, bhut thee  Save her from all accidenits
of a dangerous element, and give her comfort at the last!

My prayer, Bliza, I hope. is heard; for the sky seems
to smile upon me as I look up to it 1 am just retorned
from our dear Mrs. Jam where 1 have been talking
of thee for three hours. — She has got your pictare, aud
likes it : but Marriot, and some other judges, agree that
mine is the hetter. and expressive of a sweeter character;
bot what is that to the original? Yet I acknowledge that
her’s is a picture for the world, and wmine is ealenlated
only to please a very sinceve friend, or sentimental phi-
losopher. — In the one, you are dressed in smiles, and
with all the advantages of silks, pearls, and erimine; —
in the other, simple as a vestal, appeaving the good girl
nature wade yon'! —which, to me conveys an idea of
more mudlected sweetuess, than Mls.Dl'npvr. habited for
conquest, in a birth-day suit. with her countenance ani-
mated , and her dimples visible. — If I remember right,
Fliza, you endeavoured to collect every charm of your
person into yonr face, with more than common care, the
day you sat for Mrs. James — Your colour, too, brightened:
and “your eyes shone with more than usual brilliancy.
1 then reguested you to come simply and nnadorned when
vou sat for me — knowing (as I 'see with unprejudiced
eyes) that you conld reccive no addition from the silk-
worm’s aid, or jeweller's polish. Let me now tell you a

) This Lady's name was Drager, wife of D
lombay.

| Deaper Esq. of
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teath, which, I believe, I have nttered hefore. — When |
first saw you, I beheld you as an ohject of compassion,
aud as a very plain woman. The mode of your dress (though
fashionahle) distigured youn. — But nathing now could
render you such, but the being solicitous to make your-
self 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 1 scruple
not to tell yon, | never saw so intelligent, so animated,
s0 good a countenance; nor was there (nor ever will he)
that man of scnse, tenderness, and feeling, in your com-
pany three hours, that was not (or will not be) your
admirer, or friend, in consequence of it; that is, if you
assume, or assumed, wo character foreign to your ow
but appeared the artless being nature designed you for.
A something in your eyes and voice, you possess in a
degree more persuasive than any woman [ ever saw, read,
or heard of. But it is that hewitching sart of nameless
excellence, that men of nice scusibility alone can be
touched with.

Were your husband in Eungland, 1 wauld freely give
five hundred pounds (if money counld purchase the ae-
quisition) to let yon anly sit by me two hours in a day,
while I wrote my Sentimental Journey. | am sure the
work would sell so mueh the better for it, that I should
be reimbursed the sum more than seveun times told — |
would mot give nine-pence for the picture of you the
Newnhams have got exented — It is the resemblance of a
conceited made-up coquette. Your eyes, and the shape of
vour face (the latter the most perfect oval I ever saw)
which are pertections that must strike the most indiffevent
judge, because they arve equal to any of God’s works in a
similar way, and finer than any I beleld in all my travels,
are manifestly injured by the affected leer of the one, and
strange appcarance of the other ; owing to the attitude of
the head, which is woof of the artist’s, ar your friend’s
false taste. The % who verify the echaracter I ouce
gave of teazing, or sticking like pitch or hirdlime, sent a
card that they would wait on Mrs, #¥%#% an Friday. — She
sent back, she was eugaged — Then to meet at Ranelagh
to-night. She answered, she did not go. — She says. if
she allows the least footing, she never shall get rid of the
acquaintanee; which she is resolved to drop at once. She
knows they are uot her friends, nor yours; and the first
nse they would make of being with her would be to sacri-
fice you to her (if they could) a second time. Tet her
not then; (let her wot, my dear) be a greater friend to
thee, than thou art to thyselt. She begs T will reiterate
my request to yon, that vou will not write to them, [t
will give her and thy Bramin, inexpressible pain. Be as-
sured, all this is not without reasoun on her side. 1 have
my reasons too ; the first of which iv, that [ should grieve
to excess, if Kliza wanted that fortitude her Yorick has
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built so high upon. I said I never more would mention
the name to thee; and had 1 not received it as a kind of
charge from a dear woman that loves yon, I should not
hiave broke my word. 1 will write again to-morrow to thee,
thou best and most endearing of girls! A peaceful night
tof thee. My spirit will be with thee throug hevery watch
of it.

Adieu.

TO THE SAME.

MY DEAREST ELIZA!

Oh! I grieve for your cabin. — And the fresh painting
will be enough to destroy every nerve about thee. Nothing
sa pernicious as white lead. Take care of yourself, dear
girl; and sleep mot in it too soon. 1t will be enough to
give yon a stroke of an epilepsy. I hope you will have
left the ship : 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 1 wrote
the rest without that direction to thee; but, thon 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 in a caver.
trost 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 enliven-
ing any one of them with a single stroke of wit or hu-
mour ; bat they contain something better ; and what yon
will feel move suited to your sitnation — a long detail of
much advice, trath, and knowledge. | hape, too, you wiil
perceive loose touches of an honest lieart, in every one
of them ; which speak more than the most studied periads;
and will give the more ground of trust and confidence
upon Yorick, than all that laboured eloguence could supply.
Lean then thy whole weight, Eliza, upon them and upon
me. «May poverty, distress, angunish, and shame be my
portion, if ever I give the reason ta repent the knowledge
of me !, — With this asseveration, made in the presence
of a just God, I pray to him, that so it may speed e,
as 1 deal candidly and hanourably with thee! 1 wanld not
mislead thee, Eliza ; 1 would not injure thee, in the opi-
nion of a single individual, for the richest crown the
proudest monareh wears.

Remember, that while I have life and power, whatever
is mine, you may stile and think yours — Though sorry
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should 1 be, if ever my friendship was put to the test
thus, for your own delicacy ke, — Money and connters
are of equal use in my opinion; they hoth serve to set
up with.

I hope yon will answer wme this letter; hnt if thou art
debarred by the elements which hurry thee away, 1 will
write one for thee; and kuowing it is such a one as thon
wouldst have written, 1 will regard it as my Eliza’s.

Honour, and happiness, and health, and comforts of
every kind, sail along with thee, thon most worthy of
girls L I will live for thee, and my Lydia — be rich for the
dear children of my heart—gain wisdom, gain fame, and hap-
piness, to share with them — with thee — and her in my
old age. —Onece for all, adien! Perserve thy life ; steadi-
ly 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 T am
in, and within five minutes of the last postman’s hell,
but recommend thee to lleaven, and recomniend myself to
Heaven with thee, in the same fervent ejaculation, v that
we may be happy, and mect agaio : if not in this world,
in the next.. — Adieu,— Fam thive, Eliza, affectionately,
and everlastingly.

YORICK,

THE POSTILLION. .

NAMPONT.

Tne concern which the poor fellow’s story threw me
into, required some attention : the postillion paid not the
least to it, hut set off upon the pare in a foll gallop.

The thirstiest soul in the most sandy desert of Arabia
could mot have wished more for a cup of cold water. than
mine did for grave and quict movements; and | should
have had an high opinion of the pestillion, had he but
stolen off with me in something like a pensive pace — On
the contrary, as the mourner finished his lamentations,
the fellow gave an unfeeling lash to cach 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 slower — and the louder I called, the more unmerci-
fully ke galloped. — The deuce take him and his galloping
too — said 1 — he’ll go on tearing my nerves to pieces till
he has worked me into a foolish passion, and then he'll
go slow, that I may enjoy the sweets of it.
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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 re-
turn back to the story of the poor German and his ass —
but I Bad broke the clue — and conld no more get into it
again ., than the postillion could into a trot.

— The deuce go, said I, with it all! Here am I sitting
as candidly disposed to make the best of the worst, as
ever wight was, and ail runs counter.

There is one sweet ienitive at least for evits, which
Nature holds out to us : so I took it kindly at her hands,
and fell asleep ; and the first word which ronsed me was
— Awmiens.

— Bless me! said 1, rubbing my eyes — this is the very
town wliere my poor Fluig"i 0 eome,

I'. =
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