Laurence Sterne    
The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy   
2=*2-1
3

a
Laurence Sterne    
The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy 


2=*2
4
 


Laurence Sterne

The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy

Full text from Project Gutenberg 

Scanned and proofed by Nicole Apostola, Charles Franks. 

Laid out by dr. Adrian Oţoiu

Annotated by Varga Monica (2005)

Copyright laws are changing all over the world. Be sure to check the copyright laws for your country before downloading or redistributing this or any other Project Gutenberg eBook.

This header should be the first thing seen when viewing this Project Gutenberg file.  Please do not remove it.  Do not change or edit the header without written permission

Please take a look at the important information in this header. We encourage you to keep this file on your own disk, keeping an electronic path open for the next readers.  Do not remove this.

**Welcome To The World of Free Plain Vanilla Electronic Texts**

**Etexts Readable By Both Humans and By Computers, Since 1971**

*These Etexts Prepared By Hundreds of Volunteers and Donations*

Information on contacting Project Gutenberg to get Etexts, and further information is included below.  We need your donations.

Title: The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy
Author: Laurence Sterne
Release Date: March, 2004 [EBook #5256] [Yes, we are more than one year ahead of schedule] [This file was first posted on June 14, 2002]

Edition: 10

Language: English

Character set encoding: ASCII

Produced by Nicole Apostola, Charles Franks and the Online Distributed Proofreading Team

This file should be named thllm10.txt or thllm10.zip Corrected EDITIONS of our eBooks get a new NUMBER, thllm11.txt VERSIONS based on separate sources get new LETTER, thllm10a.txt

Project Gutenberg eBooks are often created from several printed editions, all of which are confirmed as Public Domain in the us unless a copyright notice is included.  Thus, we usually do not keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper edition.

We are now trying to release all our books one month in advance of the official release dates, for time for better editing.  We have this as a goal to accomplish by the end of the year but we cannot guarantee to stay that far ahead every month after that.

Please note:  neither this list nor its contents are final till midnight of the last day of the month of any such announcement. The official release date of all Project Gutenberg Etexts is at Midnight, Central Time, of the last day of the stated month.  A preliminary version may often be posted for suggestion, comment and editing by those who wish to do so.  To be sure you have an up to date first edition [xxxxx10x.xxx] please check file sizes in the first week of the next month.  Since our ftp program has a bug in it that scrambles the date [tried to fix and failed] a look at the file size will have to do, but we will try to see a new copy has at least one byte more or less.

DISTRIBUTION UNDER "PROJECT GUTENBERG-tm"

You may distribute copies of this etext electronically, or by disk, book or any other medium if you either delete this "Small Print!” and all other references to Project Gutenberg,

[1]  Only give exact copies of it.  Among other things, this requires that you do not remove, alter or modify the etext or this "small print!” statement.  You may however, if you wish, distribute this etext in machine readable     binary, compressed, mark-up, or proprietary form, including any form resulting from conversion by word pro-cessing or hypertext software, but only so long as *EITHER*:
[*]  The etext, when displayed, is clearly readable, and does *not* contain characters other than those intended by the author of the work, although tilde (~), asterisk (*) and underline (_) characters may be used to convey punctuation intended by the author, and additional characters may be used to indicate hypertext links;   

OR
[*]  The etext may be readily converted by the reader at no expense into plain ASCII, EBCDIC or equivalent  form by the program that displays the etext (as is the case, for instance, with most word processors);

OR
[*]  You provide, or agree to also provide on request at no additional cost, fee or expense, a copy of the

          etext in its original plain ASCII form (or in EBCDIC or other equivalent proprietary form).



The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy

Laurence Sterne
2Chapter 1.IX.

Chapter 1.XVIII.
2
Chapter 1.XIX.
5
Chapter 1.XXIV.
7
Chapter 1.XXV.
7
Chapter 1.XXVIII.
8
Chapter 1.XXIX.
9
Chapter 1.XXX.
11
Chapter 1.XXXV.
14
Chapter 1.XXXVI.
15
Chapter 1.XXXVII.
15
Chapter 1.XLV.
18
Chapter 1.XLVI.
19
Slawkenbergius's Tale
19



Chapter 


1.IX.

I solemnly declare to all mankind, that the above dedication was made for no one Prince, Prelate
, Pope, or Potentate
,—Duke, Marquis, Earl, Viscount, or Baron, of this, or any other Realm
 in Christendom;—nor has it yet been hawked about, or offered publicly or privately, directly or indirectly, to any one person or personage, great or small; but is honestly a true Virgin- Dedication untried on, upon any soul living. 

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

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

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

My Lord, if you examine it over again, it is far from being a gross 
piece of daubing
, as some dedications are. The design, your Lordship sees, is good,—the colouring transparent,—the drawing not amiss;—or to speak more like a man of science,—and measure my piece in the painter's scale, divided into 20,—I believe, my Lord, the outlines will turn out as 12,— the composition as 9,—the colouring as 6,—the expression 13 and a half,— and the design,—if I may be allowed, my Lord, to understand my own design, and supposing absolute perfection in designing, to be as 20,—I think it cannot well fall short of 19.  Besides all this,—there is keeping in it, and the dark strokes in the Hobby-Horse, (which is a secondary figure, and a kind of back-ground to the whole) give great force to the principal lights in your own figure, and make it come off wonderfully;—and besides, there is an air of originality in the tout ensemble
.
Be pleased, my good Lord, to order the sum to be paid into the hands of Mr. Dodsley, for the benefit of the author; and in the next edition care shall be taken that this chapter be expunged
, and your Lordship's titles, distinctions, arms, and good actions, be placed at the front of the preceding chapter: All which, from the words, De gustibus non est disputandum
, and whatever else in this book relates to Hobby-Horses, but no more, shall stand dedicated to your Lordship.—The rest I dedicate to the Moon, who, by the bye, of all the Patrons or Matrons I can think of, has most power to set my book a-going, and make the world run mad after it.

Bright Goddess, If thou art not too busy with Candid and Miss Cunegund's affairs
,—take Tristram Shandy's under thy protection also.

Chapter 1.XVIII.

As the point was that night agreed, or rather determined, that my mother should lye-in of me in the country, she took her measures accordingly; for which purpose, when she was three days, or thereabouts, gone with child, she began to cast her eyes upon the midwife
, whom you have so often heard me mention; and before the week was well got round, as the famous Dr. Manningham was not to be had, she had come to a final determination in her mind,—notwithstanding
 there was a scientific operator within so near a call as eight miles of us, and who, moreover, had expressly wrote a five shillings book upon the subject of midwifery, in which he had exposed, not only the blunders
 of the sisterhood itself,—but had likewise super-added many curious improvements for the quicker extraction of the foetus in cross births, and some other cases of danger, which belay
 us in getting into the world; notwithstanding all this, my mother, I say, was absolutely determined to trust her life, and mine with it, into no soul's hand but this old woman's only.—Now this I like;—when we cannot get at the very thing we wish—never to take up with the next best in degree to it:—no; that's pitiful beyond description;—it is no more than a week from this very day, in which I am now writing this book for the edification of the world;—which is March 9, 1759,—that my dear, dear Jenny, observing I looked a little grave, as she stood cheapening
 a silk of five-and-twenty shillings a yard,—told the mercer
, she was sorry she had given him so much trouble;—and immediately went and bought herself a yard-wide stuff of ten- pence a yard.—'Tis the duplication of one and the same greatness of soul; only what lessened the honour of it, somewhat, in my mother's case, was, that she could not heroine it into so violent and hazardous an extreme, as one in her situation might have wished, because the old midwife had really some little claim to be depended upon,—as much, at least, as success could give her; having, in the course of her practice of near twenty years in the parish
, brought every mother's son of them into the world without any one slip or accident which could fairly be laid to her account.

These facts, tho' they had their weight, yet did not altogether satisfy some few scruples and uneasinesses which hung upon my father's spirits in relation to this choice.—To say nothing of the natural workings of humanity and justice—or of the yearnings
 of parental and connubial
 love, all which prompted him to leave as little to hazard as possible in a case of this kind;—he felt himself concerned in a particular manner, that all should go right in the present case;—from the accumulated sorrow he lay open to, should any evil betide
 his wife and child in lying-in at Shandy- Hall.—He knew the world judged by events, and would add to his afflictions
 in such a misfortune, by loading him with the whole blame of it.—'Alas
 o'day;—had Mrs Shandy, poor gentlewoman ! had but her wish in going up to town just to lye-in and come down again;—which they say, she begged and prayed for upon her bare knees,—and which, in my opinion, considering the fortune which Mr Shandy got with her,—was no such mighty matter to have complied with, the lady and her babe might both of them have been alive at this hour.'

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I must beg leave, before I finish this chapter, to enter a caveat
 in the breast of my fair reader;—and it is this,—Not to take it absolutely for granted, from an unguarded word or two which I have dropp'd in it,—'That I am a married man.'—I own, the tender appellation of my dear, dear Jenny,— with some other strokes of conjugal knowledge, interspersed
 here and there, might, naturally enough, have misled the most candid judge in the world into such a determination against me.—All I plead for, in this case, Madam, is strict justice, and that you do so much of it, to me as well as to yourself,—as not to prejudge, or receive such an impression of me, till you have better evidence, than, I am positive, at present can be produced against me.—Not that I can be so vain or unreasonable, Madam, as to desire you should therefore think, that my dear, dear Jenny is my kept mistress;— no,—that would be flattering my character in the other extreme, and giving it an air of freedom, which, perhaps, it has no kind of right to. All I contend 
for, is the utter
 impossibility, for some volumes, that you, or the most penetrating spirit upon earth, should know how this matter really stands.—It is not impossible, but that my dear, dear Jenny ! tender as the appellation is, may be my child.—Consider,—I was born in the year eighteen.—Nor is there any thing unnatural or extravagant in the supposition, that my dear Jenny may be my friend.—Friend !—My friend.— Surely, Madam, a friendship between the two sexes may subsist, and be supported without—Fy ! Mr Shandy:—Without any thing, Madam, but that tender and delicious sentiment which ever mixes in friendship, where there is a difference of sex.  Let me intreat you to study the pure and sentimental parts of the best French Romances;—it will really, Madam, astonish you to see with what a variety of chaste expressions this delicious sentiment, which I have the honour to speak of, is dress'd out.

 Chapter 1.XIX.

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

His opinion, in this matter, was, That there was a strange kind of magick bias
, which good or bad names, as he called them, irresistibly impressed upon our characters and conduct.

The hero of Cervantes argued not the point with more seriousness,—nor had he more faith,—or more to say on the powers of necromancy
 in dishonouring his deeds
,—or on Dulcinea's name, in shedding lustre
 upon them, than my father had on those of Trismegistus or Archimedes, on the one hand—or of Nyky and Simkin on the other. How many Caesars and Pompeys, he would say, by mere inspiration of the names, have been rendered worthy of them ?  And how many, he would add, are there, who might have done exceeding well in the world, had not their characters and spirits been totally depressed and Nicodemus'd into nothing ?

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

Your greatness of mind in this action, which I admire, with that generous contempt of money, which you shew 
me in the whole transaction, is really noble;—and what renders it more so, is the principle of it;—the workings of a parent's love upon the truth and conviction of this very hypothesis, namely, That was your son called Judas,—the forbid and treacherous idea, so inseparable from the name, would have accompanied him through life like his shadow, and, in the end, made a miser and a rascal 
of him, in spite, Sir, of your example.

I never knew a man able to answer this argument.—But, indeed, to speak of my father as he was;—he was certainly irresistible;—both in his orations and disputations;—he was born an orator;—[Greek].—Persuasion hung upon his lips, and the elements of Logick and Rhetorick were so blended up in him,—and, withal, he had so shrewd
 a guess at the weaknesses and passions of his respondent,—that Nature might have stood up and said,—'This man is eloquent
.'—In short, whether he was on the weak or the strong side of the question, 'twas hazardous in either case to attack him.—And yet, 'tis strange, he had never read Cicero, nor Quintilian de Oratore, nor Isocrates, nor Aristotle, nor Longinus, amongst the antients;—nor Vossius, nor Skioppius, nor Ramus, nor Farnaby, amongst the moderns;—and what is more astonishing, he had never in his whole life the least light or spark of subtilty struck into his mind, by one single lecture upon Crackenthorp or Burgersdicius or any Dutch logician or commentator;—he knew not so much as in what the difference of an argument ad ignorantiam, and an argument ad hominem consisted; so that I well remember, when he went up along with me to enter my name at Jesus College in ***** ,—it was a matter of just wonder with my worthy tutor, and two or three fellows of that learned society,— that a man who knew not so much as the names of his tools, should be able to work after that fashion with them.

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

I mention this, not only as matter of hypothesis or conjecture upon the progress and establishment of my father's many odd opinions,—but as a warning to the learned reader against the indiscreet reception of such guests, who, after a free and undisturbed entrance, for some years, into our brains,—at length claim a kind of settlement there,—working sometimes like yeast;—but more generally after the manner of the gentle passion, beginning in jest
,—but ending in downright earnest.

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

This, he would say, look'd ill;—and had, moreover, this particular aggravation in it, viz
. That when once a vile
 name was wrongfully or injudiciously given, 'twas not like the case of a man's character, which, when wrong'd, might hereafter be cleared;—and, possibly, some time or other, if not in the man's life, at least after his death,—be, somehow or other, set to rights with the world: But the injury of this, he would say, could never be undone;—nay, he doubted even whether an act of parliament could reach it:—He knew as well as you, that the legislature assumed a power over surnames;—but for very strong reasons, which he could give, it had never yet adventured, he would say, to go a step farther.

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

But of all names in the universe he had the most unconquerable aversion for Tristram;—he had the lowest and most contemptible
 opinion of it of any thing in the world,—thinking it could possibly produce nothing in rerum natura
, but what was extremely mean and pitiful: So that in the midst of a dispute on the subject, in which, by the bye, he was frequently involved,— he would sometimes break off in a sudden and spirited Epiphonema, or rather Erotesis, raised a third, and sometimes a full fifth above the key of the discourse,—and demand it categorically of his antagonist, Whether he would take upon him to say, he had ever remembered,—whether he had ever read,— or even whether he had ever heard tell of a man, called Tristram, performing any thing great or worth recording ?—No,—he would say,— Tristram !—The thing is impossible.

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

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

Chapter 1.XXIV.

If I was not morally sure that the reader must be out of all patience for my uncle Toby's character,—I would here previously have convinced him that there is no instrument so fit to draw such a thing with, as that which I have pitch'd
 upon.

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

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

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

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

 Chapter 1.XXV.

The wound in my uncle Toby's groin
, which he received at the siege of Namur, rendering him unfit for the service, it was thought expedient he should return to England, in order, if possible, to be set to rights.

He was four years totally confined
,—part of it to his bed, and all of it to his room: and in the course of his cure, which was all that time in hand, suffer'd unspeakable miseries,—owing to a succession of exfoliations from the os pubis, and the outward edge of that part of the coxendix called the os illium,—both which bones were dismally
 crush'd, as much by the irregularity of the stone, which I told you was broke off the parapet,—as by its size,—(tho' it was pretty large) which inclined the surgeon all along to think, that the great injury which it had done my uncle Toby's groin, was more owing to the gravity of the stone itself, than to the projectile force of it,—which he would often tell him was a great happiness.

My father at that time was just beginning business in London, and had taken a house;—and as the truest friendship and cordiality subsisted between the two brothers,—and that my father thought my uncle Toby could no where be so well nursed and taken care of as in his own house,—he assign'd him the very best apartment in it.—And what was a much more sincere mark of his affection still, he would never suffer a friend or an acquaintance to step into the house on any occasion, but he would take him by the hand, and lead him up stairs to see his brother Toby, and chat an hour by his bed-side.

The history of a soldier's wound beguiles
 the pain of it;—my uncle's visitors at least thought so, and in their daily calls upon him, from the courtesy arising out of that belief, they would frequently turn the discourse to that subject,—and from that subject the discourse would generally roll on to the siege itself.

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

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

Chapter 1.XXVIII.

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

In a fortnight's close and painful application, which, by the bye, did my uncle Toby's wound, upon his groin, no good,—he was enabled, by the help of some marginal documents at the feet of the elephant, together with Gobesius's military architecture and pyroballogy, translated from the Flemish
, to form his discourse with passable perspicuity; and before he was two full months gone,—he was right eloquent upon it, and could make not only the attack of the advanced counterscarp
 with great order;—but having, by that time, gone much deeper into the art, than what his first motive made necessary, my uncle Toby was able to cross the Maes and Sambre; make diversions as far as Vauban's line, the abbey of Salsines, &c. and give his visitors as distinct a history of each of their attacks, as of that of the gate of St. Nicolas, where he had the honour to receive his wound.

But desire of knowledge, like the thirst of riches, increases ever with the acquisition of it. The more my uncle Toby pored
 over his map, the more he took a liking to it !—by the same process and electrical assimilation, as I told you, through which I ween
 the souls of connoisseurs themselves, by long friction and incumbition, have the happiness, at length, to get all be-virtu'd—be-pictured,—be-butterflied, and be-fiddled
.

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

In the second year my uncle Toby purchased Ramelli and Cataneo, translated from the Italian;—likewise Stevinus, Moralis, the Chevalier de Ville, Lorini, Cochorn, Sheeter, the Count de Pagan, the Marshal Vauban, Mons. Blondel, with almost as many more books of military architecture, as Don Quixote was found to have of chivalry, when the curate and barber invaded his library.

Towards the beginning of the third year, which was in August, ninety-nine, my uncle Toby found it necessary to understand a little of projectiles:— and having judged it best to draw his knowledge from the fountain-head, he began with N. Tartaglia, who it seems was the first man who detected the imposition of a cannon-ball's doing all that mischief under the notion of a right line—This N. Tartaglia proved to my uncle Toby to be an impossible thing.

—Endless is the search of Truth.

No sooner was my uncle Toby satisfied which road the cannon-ball did not go, but he was insensibly led on, and resolved in his mind to enquire and find out which road the ball did go: For which purpose he was obliged to set off 
afresh
 with old Maltus, and studied him devoutly
.—He proceeded next to Galileo and Torricellius, wherein, by certain Geometrical rules, infallibly laid down, he found the precise path to be a Parabola—or else an Hyperbola,—and that the parameter, or latus rectum
, of the conic section of the said path, was to the quantity and amplitude in a direct ratio, as the whole line to the sine
 of double the angle of incidence, formed by the breech upon an horizontal plane;—and that the semiparameter,—stop ! my dear uncle Toby—stop !—go not one foot farther into this thorny and bewildered track,—intricate
 are the steps ! intricate are the mazes of this labyrinth ! intricate are the troubles which the pursuit of this bewitching
 phantom Knowledge will bring upon thee.—O my uncle;—fly—fly,—fly from it as from a serpent.—Is it fit—goodnatured man ! thou should'st sit up, with the wound upon thy groin, whole nights baking thy blood with hectic
 watchings ?—Alas ! 'twill exasperate thy symptoms,—check thy perspirations
—evaporate thy spirits—waste thy animal strength, dry up thy radical moisture, bring thee into a costive
 habit of body,—impair thy health,—and hasten
 all the infirmities of thy old age.— O my uncle ! my uncle Toby.

 Chapter 1.XXIX.

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

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

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

It was in this year that my uncle began to break in
 upon the daily regularity of a clean shirt,—to dismiss his barber unshaven,—and to allow his surgeon scarce time sufficient to dress his wound, concerning himself so little about it, as not to ask him once in seven times dressing, how it went on: when, lo !—all of a sudden, for the change was quick as lightning, he began to sigh heavily for his recovery,—complained to my father, grew impatient with the surgeon:—and one morning, as he heard his foot coming up stairs, he shut up his books, and thrust
 aside his instruments, in order to expostulate
 with him upon the protraction
 of the cure, which, he told him, might surely have been accomplished at least by that time:—He dwelt long upon the miseries he had undergone, and the sorrows of his four years melancholy imprisonment;—adding, that had it not been for the kind looks and fraternal chearings of the best of brothers,— he had long since sunk under his misfortunes.—My father was by.  My uncle Toby's eloquence brought tears into his eyes;—'twas unexpected:—My uncle Toby, by nature was not eloquent;—it had the greater effect:—The surgeon was confounded
;—not that there wanted grounds for such, or greater marks of impatience,—but 'twas unexpected too; in the four years he had attended him, he had never seen any thing like it in my uncle Toby's carriage; he had never once dropped one fretful
 or discontented word;—he had been all patience,—all submission.

—We lose the right of complaining sometimes by forbearing
 it;—but we often treble 
the force:—The surgeon was astonished; but much more so, when he heard my uncle Toby go on, and peremptorily
 insist upon his healing up the wound directly,—or sending for Monsieur Ronjat, the king's serjeant- surgeon, to do it for him.

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

 Chapter 1.XXX
.

When a man gives himself up to the government of a ruling passion,—or, in other words, when his Hobby-Horse grows headstrong
,—farewell cool reason and fair discretion !

My uncle Toby's wound was near well, and as soon as the surgeon recovered his surprize, and could get leave to say as much—he told him, 'twas just beginning to incarnate; and that if no fresh exfoliation happened, which there was no sign of,—it would be dried up in five or six weeks. The sound of as many Olympiads, twelve hours before, would have conveyed an idea of shorter duration to my uncle Toby's mind.—The succession of his ideas was now rapid,—he broiled with impatience to put his design in execution;—and so, without consulting farther with any soul living,— which, by the bye, I think is right, when you are predetermined to take no one soul's advice,—he privately ordered Trim, his man, to pack up a bundle
 of lint
 and dressings, and hire a chariot-and-four to be at the door exactly by twelve o'clock that day, when he knew my father would be upon 'Change.—So leaving a bank-note upon the table for the surgeon's care of him, and a letter of tender thanks for his brother's—he packed up his maps, his books of fortification, his instruments, &c. and by the help of a crutch
 on one side, and Trim on the other,—my uncle Toby embarked for Shandy-Hall.

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

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

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

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

The poor fellow had been disabled for the service, by a wound on his left knee by a musket
-bullet, at the battle of Landen, which was two years before the affair of Namur;—and as the fellow was well-beloved in the regiment, and a handy fellow into the bargain, my uncle Toby took him for his servant; and of an excellent use was he, attending my uncle 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 fidelity and affection.

My uncle Toby loved the man in return, and what attached him more to him still, was the similitude of their knowledge.—For Corporal Trim, (for so, for the future, I shall call him) by four years occasional attention to his Master's discourse upon fortified towns, and the advantage of prying
 and peeping continually into his Master's plans, &c. exclusive and besides what he gained Hobby-Horsically, as a body-servant, Non Hobby Horsical per se
;— had become no mean proficient in the science; and was thought, by the cook and chamber-maid, to know as much of the nature of strong-holds as my uncle Toby himself.

I have but one more stroke to give to finish Corporal Trim's character,— and it is the only dark line in it.—The fellow loved to advise,—or rather to hear himself talk; his carriage, however, was so perfectly respectful, 'twas easy to keep him silent when you had him so; but set his tongue a- going,—you had no hold of him—he was voluble
;—the eternal interlardings
 of your Honour, with the respectfulness of Corporal Trim's manner, 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 I said, loved the man;—and besides, as he ever looked upon a faithful servant,—but as an humble friend,—he could not bear to stop his mouth.—Such was Corporal Trim.

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

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

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

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

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

Never did lover post down to a beloved mistress with more heat and expectation, than my uncle Toby did, to enjoy this self-same thing in private;—I say in private;—for it was sheltered from the house, as I told you, by a tall yew hedge, and was covered on the other three sides, from mortal sight, by rough holly
 and thick-set flowering shrubs:—so that the idea of not being seen, did not a little contribute to the idea of pleasure pre-conceived in my uncle Toby's mind.—Vain thought ! however thick it was planted about,—or private soever it might seem,—to think, dear uncle Toby, of enjoying a thing which took up a whole rood and a half of ground,- -and not have it known !

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

Chapter 1.XXXV.

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

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

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

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

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

 Chapter 1.XXXVI.

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

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

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

Let the reader imagine then, that Dr. Slop has told his tale—and in what words, and with what aggravations, his fancy chooses;—Let him suppose, that Obadiah has told his tale also, and with such rueful
looks of affected concern, as he thinks best will contrast the two figures as they stand by each other.—Let him imagine, that my father has stepped up stairs to see my mother.—And, to conclude this work of imagination,—let him imagine the doctor washed,—rubbed down, and condoled
,—felicitated,—got into a pair of Obadiah's pumps
, stepping forwards towards the door, upon the very point of entering upon action.

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

—Make great haste, Obadiah, quoth my father, and I'll give thee a crown ! and quoth my uncle Toby, I'll give you another.

 Chapter 1.XXXVII.

Your sudden and unexpected arrival, quoth my uncle Toby, addressing himself to Dr. Slop, (all three of them sitting down to the fire together, as my uncle Toby began to speak)—instantly brought the great Stevinus into my head, who, you must know, is a favourite author with me.—Then, added my father, making use of the argument Ad Crumenam,—I will lay twenty guineas to a single crown-piece (which will serve to give away to Obadiah when he gets back) that this same Stevinus was some engineer or other—or has wrote something or other, either directly or indirectly, upon the science of fortification.

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

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

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

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

My uncle Toby was a man patient of injuries;—not from want of courage,—I have told you in a former chapter, 'that he was a man of courage:'—And will add here, that where just occasions presented, or called it forth,—I know no man under whose arm I would have sooner taken shelter;—nor did this arise from any insensibility or obtuseness
of his intellectual parts;- -for he felt this insult of my father's as feelingly as a man could do;— but he was of a peaceful, placid nature,—no jarring
 element in it,—all was mixed up so kindly within him; my uncle Toby had scarce a heart to retaliate
 upon a fly.

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

I was but ten years old when this happened: but whether it was, that the action itself was more in unison to my nerves at that age of pity, which instantly set my whole frame into one vibration of most pleasurable sensation;—or how far the manner and expression of it might go towards it;—or in what degree, or by what secret magick,—a tone of voice and harmony of movement, attuned
by mercy, might find a passage to my heart, I know not;—this I know, that the lesson of universal good-will then taught and imprinted by my uncle Toby, has never since been worn out of my mind:  And tho' I would not depreciate what the study of the Literae humaniores, at the university, have done for me in that respect, or discredit the other helps of an expensive education bestowed 
upon me, both at home and abroad since;—yet I often think that I owe one half of my philanthropy to that one accidental impression.

(
This is to serve for parents and governors instead of a whole volume upon the subject.

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

The characters of the two brothers, in this view of them, reflected light upon each other, and appeared with great advantage in this affair which arose about Stevinus.

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

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

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

Chapter 1.XLV.

—'I wish, Dr. Slop,' quoth my uncle Toby, (repeating his wish for Dr. Slop a second time, and with a degree of more zeal
 and earnestness in his manner of wishing, than he had wished at first (Vide
.))—'I wish, Dr. Slop,' quoth my uncle Toby, 'you had seen what prodigious armies we had in Flanders.'

My uncle Toby's wish did Dr. Slop a disservice which his heart never intended any man,—Sir, it confounded him—and thereby putting his ideas first into confusion, and then to flight, he could not rally
 them again for the soul of him.

In all disputes,—male or female,—whether for honour, for profit, or for love,—it makes no difference in the case;—nothing is more dangerous, Madam, than a wish coming sideways in this unexpected manner upon a man: the safest way in general to take off the force of the wish, is for the party wish'd at, instantly to get upon his legs—and wish the wisher something in return, of pretty near the same value,—so balancing the account upon the spot, you stand as you were—nay sometimes gain the advantage of the attack by it.

This will be fully illustrated to the world in my chapter of wishes.—

Dr. Slop did not understand the nature of this defence;—he was puzzled with it, and it put an entire stop to the dispute for four minutes and a half;—five had been fatal to it:—my father saw the danger—the dispute was one of the most interesting disputes in the world, 'Whether the child of his prayers and endeavours should be born without a head or with one:'— he waited to the last moment, to allow Dr. Slop, in whose behalf the wish was made, his right of returning it; but perceiving, I say, that he was confounded, and continued looking with that perplexed vacuity
of eye which puzzled souls generally stare with—first in my uncle Toby's face—then in his—then up—then down—then east—east and by east, and so on,—coasting it along by the plinth
of the wainscot
till he had got to the opposite point of the compass,—and that he had actually begun to count the brass 
nails upon the arm of his chair,—my father thought there was no time to be lost with my uncle Toby, so took up the discourse as follows.

 Chapter 1.XLVI.

'—What prodigious armies you had in Flanders !'—

Brother Toby, replied my father, taking his wig
from off his head with his right hand, and with his left pulling out a striped India handkerchief from his right coat pocket, in order to rub his head, as he argued the point with my uncle Toby.—

—Now, in this I think my father was much to blame; and I will give you my reasons for it.

Matters of no more seeming consequence in themselves than, 'Whether my father should have taken off his wig with his right hand or with his left,'—have divided the greatest kingdoms, and made the crowns of the monarchs who governed them, to totter upon their heads.—But need I tell you, Sir, that the circumstances with which every thing in this world is begirt
, give every thing in this world its size and shape !—and by tightening it, or relaxing it, this way or that, make the thing to be, what it is—great—little—good—bad—indifferent or not indifferent, just as the case happens ?

As my father's India handkerchief was in his right coat pocket, he should by no means have suffered his right hand to have got engaged: on the contrary, instead of taking off his wig with it, as he did, he ought to have committed that entirely to the left; and then, when the natural exigency my father was under of rubbing his head, called out for his handkerchief, he would have had nothing in the world to have done, but to have put his right hand into his right coat pocket and taken it out;—which he might have done without any violence, or the least ungraceful twist in any one tendon or muscle of his whole body.

In this case, (unless, indeed, my father had been resolved to make a fool of himself by holding the wig stiff in his left hand—or by making some nonsensical angle or other at his elbow-joint, or armpit
)—his whole attitude had been easy—natural—unforced: Reynolds himself, as great and gracefully as he paints, might have painted him as he sat.

Now as my father managed this matter,—consider what a devil of a figure my father made of himself.

In the latter end of Queen Anne's reign, and in the beginning of the reign of King George the first—'Coat pockets were cut very low down in the skirt.'—I need say no more—the father of mischief, had he been hammering at it a month, could not have contrived
a worse fashion for one in my father's situation.

Slawkenbergius's Tale

It was one cool refreshing evening, at the close of a very sultry
 day, in the latter end of the month of August, when a stranger, mounted upon a dark mule
, with a small cloak
-bag behind him, containing a few shirts, a pair of shoes, and a crimson
-sattin pair of breeches, entered the town of Strasburg.

He told the centinel, who questioned him as he entered the gates, that he had been at the Promontory
 of Noses—was going on to Frankfort—and should be back again at Strasburg that day month, in his way to the borders of Crim Tartary.

The centinel looked up into the stranger's face—he never saw such a Nose in his life !

—I have made a very good venture
of it, quoth the stranger—so slipping his wrist out of the loop
of a black ribbon, to which a short scymetar was hung, he put his hand into his pocket, and with great courtesy touching the fore part of his cap with his left hand, as he extended his right—he put a florin into the centinel's hand, and passed on.

It grieves, me, said the centinel, speaking to a little dwarfish bandy- legg'd
drummer, that so courteous a soul should have lost his scabbard
—he cannot travel without one to his scymetar, and will not be able to get a scabbard to fit it in all Strasburg.—I never had one, replied the stranger, looking back to the centinel, and putting his hand up to his cap as he spoke—I carry it, continued he, thus—holding up his naked scymetar, his mule moving on slowly all the time—on purpose to defend my nose.

It is well worth it, gentle stranger, replied the centinel.

—'Tis not worth a single stiver
, said the bandy-legg'd drummer—'tis a nose of parchment
.

As I am a true catholic—except that it is six times as big—'tis a nose, said the centinel, like my own.

—I heard it crackle
, said the drummer.

By dunder, said the centinel, I saw it bleed.

What a pity, cried the bandy-legg'd drummer, we did not both touch it !

At the very time that this dispute was maintaining by the centinel and the drummer—was the same point debating betwixt a trumpeter and a trumpeter's wife, who were just then coming up, and had stopped to see the stranger pass by.

Benedicity !—What a nose ! 'tis as long, said the trumpeter's wife, as a trumpet.

And of the same metal said the trumpeter, as you hear by its sneezing.

'Tis as soft as a flute
, said she.

—'Tis brass, said the trumpeter.

—'Tis a pudding's end, said his wife.

I tell thee again, said the trumpeter, 'tis a brazen
nose,

I'll know the bottom of it, said the trumpeter's wife, for I will touch it with my finger before I sleep.

The stranger's mule moved on at so slow a rate, that he heard every word of the dispute, not only betwixt the centinel and the drummer, but betwixt the trumpeter and trumpeter's wife.

No ! said he, dropping his reins
 upon his mule's neck, and laying both his hands upon his breast, the one over the other in a saint-like position (his mule going on easily all the time) No ! said he, looking up—I am not such a debtor
to the world—slandered
and disappointed as I have been—as to give it that conviction—no ! said he, my nose shall never be touched whilst Heaven gives me strength—To do what ? said a burgomaster's 
wife.

The stranger took no notice of the burgomaster's wife—he was making a vow to Saint Nicolas; which done, having uncrossed his arms with the same solemnity with which he crossed them, he took up the reins of his bridle
with his left-hand, and putting his right hand into his bosom, with the scymetar hanging loosely to the wrist of it, he rode on, as slowly as one foot of the mule could follow another, thro' the principal streets of Strasburg, till chance brought him to the great inn in the market-place over-against the church.

The moment the stranger alighted
, he ordered his mule to be led into the stable, and his cloak-bag to be brought in; then opening, and taking out of it his crimson-sattin breeches, with a silver-fringed
—(appendage 
to them, which I dare not translate)—he put his breeches, with his fringed cod- piece on, and forth-with, with his short scymetar in his hand, walked out to the grand parade.

The stranger had just taken three turns upon the parade, when he perceived the trumpeter's wife at the opposite side of it—so turning short, in pain lest
his nose should be attempted, he instantly went back to his inn— undressed himself, packed up his crimson-sattin breeches, &c. in his cloak- bag, and called for his mule.

I am going forwards, said the stranger, for Frankfort—and shall be back at Strasburg this day month.

I hope, continued the stranger, stroking down the face of his mule with his left hand as he was going to mount it, that you have been kind to this faithful slave of mine—it has carried me and my cloak-bag, continued he, tapping the mule's back, above six hundred leagues.

—'Tis a long journey, Sir, replied the master of the inn—unless a man has great business.—Tut 
! tut ! said the stranger, I have been at the promontory of Noses; and have got me one of the goodliest
, thank Heaven, that ever fell to a single man's lot
.

Whilst the stranger was giving this odd account of himself, the master of the inn and his wife kept both their eyes fixed full upon the stranger's nose—By saint Radagunda, said the inn-keeper's wife to herself, there is more of it than in any dozen of the largest noses put together in all Strasburg ! is it not, said she, whispering her husband in his ear, is it not a noble nose ?

'Tis an imposture, my dear, said the master of the inn—'tis a false nose.

'Tis a true nose, said his wife.

'Tis made of fir-tree, said he, I smell the turpentine
.—

There's a pimple
 on it, said she.

'Tis a dead nose, replied the inn-keeper.

'Tis a live nose, and if I am alive myself, said the inn-keeper's, wife, I will touch it.

I have made a vow to saint Nicolas this day, said the stranger, that my nose shall not be touched till—Here the stranger suspending his voice, looked up.—Till when ? said she hastily.

It never shall be touched, said he, clasping his hands and bringing them close to his breast, till that hour—What hour ? cried the inn keeper's wife.—Never !—never ! said the stranger, never till I am got—For Heaven's sake, into what place ? said she—The stranger rode away without saying a word.

The stranger had not got half a league on his way towards Frankfort before all the city of Strasburg was in an uproar
about his nose. The Compline
 bells were just ringing to call the Strasburgers to their devotions
, and shut up the duties of the day in prayer:—no soul in all Strasburg heard 'em—the city was like a swarm
of bees—men, women, and children, (the Compline bells tinkling all the time) flying here and there—in at one door, out at another—this way and that way—long ways and cross ways—up one street, down another street—in at this alley, out of that—did you see it ? did you see it ? did you see it ?  O ! did you see it ?—who saw it ? who did see it ? for mercy's sake, who saw it ?

Alack
 o'day ! I was at vespers 
!—I was washing, I was starching
, I was scouring
, I was quilting
—God help me ! I never saw it—I never touch'd it !—would I had been a centinel, a bandy-legg'd drummer, a trumpeter, a trumpeter's wife, was the general cry and lamentation in every street and corner of Strasburg.

Whilst all this confusion and disorder triumphed throughout the great city of Strasburg, was the courteous stranger going on as gently upon his mule in his way to Frankfort, as if he had no concern at all in the affair— talking all the way he rode in broken sentences, sometimes to his mule— sometimes to himself—sometimes to his Julia.

O Julia, my lovely Julia !—nay I cannot stop to let thee bite that thistle
- -that ever the suspected tongue of a rival should have robbed me of enjoyment when I was upon the point of tasting it.—

—Pugh !—'tis nothing but a thistle—never mind it—thou shalt have a better supper at night.

—Banish'd from my country—my friends—from thee.—

Poor devil, thou'rt sadly tired with thy journey !—come—get on a little faster—there's nothing in my cloak-bag but two shirts—a crimson-sattin pair of breeches, and a fringed—Dear Julia !

—But why to Frankfort ?—is it that there is a hand unfelt, which secretly is conducting me through these meanders and unsuspected tracts ?

—Stumbling
! by saint Nicolas ! every step—why at this rate we shall be all night in getting in—

—To happiness—or am I to be the sport of fortune and slander—destined to be driven forth unconvicted—unheard—untouch'd—if so, why did I not stay at Strasburg, where justice—but I had sworn ! Come, thou shalt drink—to St. Nicolas—O Julia !—What dost thou prick
up thy ears at ?—'tis nothing but a man, &c.

The stranger rode on communing
in this manner with his mule and Julia—till he arrived at his inn, where, as soon as he arrived, he alighted—saw his mule, as he had promised it, taken good care of—took off his cloak-bag, with his crimson-sattin breeches, &c. in it—called for an omelet to his supper, went to his bed about twelve o'clock, and in five minutes fell fast asleep.

It was about the same hour when the tumult in Strasburg being abated for that night,—the Strasburgers had all got quietly into their beds—but not like the stranger, for the rest either of their minds or bodies; queen Mab, like an elf as she was, had taken the stranger's nose, and without reduction of its bulk
, had that night been at the pains of slitting
and dividing it into as many noses of different cuts and fashions, as there were heads in Strasburg to hold them.  The abbess of Quedlingberg, who with the four great dignitaries
 of her chapter
, the prioress
, the deaness
, the sub-chantress
, and senior canonness
, had that week come to Strasburg to consult the university upon a case of conscience relating to their placket
- holes—was ill all the night.

The courteous stranger's nose had got perched
upon the top of the pineal gland
 of her brain, and made such rousing work in the fancies of the four great dignitaries of her chapter, they could not get a wink of sleep the whole night thro' for it—there was no keeping a limb
still amongst them— in short, they got up like so many ghosts.

The penitentiaries of the third order of saint Francis—the nuns of mount Calvary—the Praemonstratenses—the Clunienses (Hafen Slawkenbergius means the Benedictine nuns of Cluny, founded in the year 940, by Odo, abbe de Cluny.)—the Carthusians, and all the severer orders of nuns, who lay that night in blankets or hair-cloth, were still in a worse condition than the abbess of Quedlingberg—by tumbling
and tossing
, and tossing and tumbling from one side of their beds to the other the whole night long—the several sisterhoods had scratch'd and maul'd
 themselves all to death—they got out of their beds almost flay'd
 alive—every body thought saint Antony had visited them for probation with his fire—they had never once, in short, shut their eyes the whole night long from vespers to matins
.

The nuns of saint Ursula acted the wisest—they never attempted to go to bed at all.

The dean of Strasburg, the prebendaries, the capitulars and domiciliars (capitularly
assembled in the morning to consider the case of butter'd buns
) all wished they had followed the nuns of saint Ursula's example.—

In the hurry and confusion every thing had been in the night before, the bakers had all forgot to lay their leaven
—there were no butter'd buns to be had for breakfast in all Strasburg—the whole close of the cathedral was in one eternal commotion—such a cause of restlessness and disquietude, and such a zealous inquiry into that cause of the restlessness, had never happened in Strasburg, since Martin Luther, with his doctrines, had turned the city upside down.

If the stranger's nose took this liberty of thrusting himself thus into the dishes (Mr. Shandy's compliments to orators—is very sensible that Slawkenbergius has here changed his metaphor—which he is very guilty of:— that as a translator, Mr. Shandy has all along done what he could to make him stick to it—but that here 'twas impossible.) of religious orders, &c. what a carnival did his nose make of it, in those of the laity
 !—'tis more than my pen, worn to the stump
as it is, has power to describe; tho', I acknowledge, (cries Slawkenbergius with more gaiety
of thought than I could have expected from him) that there is many a good simile now subsisting in the world which might give my countrymen some idea of it; but at the close of such a folio
 as this, wrote for their sakes, and in which I have spent the greatest part of my life—tho' I own to them the simile is in being, yet would it not be unreasonable in them to expect I should have either time or inclination to search for it ?  Let it suffice to say, that the riot
and disorder it occasioned in the Strasburgers fantasies was so general— such an overpowering mastership had it got of all the faculties of the Strasburgers minds—so many strange things, with equal confidence on all sides, and with equal eloquence in all places, were spoken and sworn to concerning it, that turned the whole stream of all discourse and wonder towards it—every soul, good and bad—rich and poor—learned and unlearned- -doctor and student—mistress and maid—gentle and simple—nun's flesh and woman's flesh, in Strasburg spent their time in hearing tidings about it— every eye in Strasburg languished
to see it—every finger—every thumb in Strasburg burned to touch it.

Now what might add, if any thing may be thought necessary to add, to so vehement a desire—was this, that the centinel, the bandy-legg'd drummer, the trumpeter, the trumpeter's wife, the burgomaster's widow, the master of the inn, and the master of the inn's wife, how widely soever they all differed every one from another in their testimonies and description of the stranger's nose—they all agreed together in two points—namely, that he was gone to Frankfort, and would not return to Strasburg till that day month; and secondly, whether his nose was true or false, that the stranger himself was one of the most perfect paragons
of beauty—the finest-made man—the most genteel !—the most generous of his purse—the most courteous in his carriage, that had ever entered the gates of Strasburg—that as he rode, with scymetar slung loosely to his wrist, thro' the streets—and walked with his crimson-sattin breeches across the parade—'twas with so sweet an air of careless modesty, and so manly withal—as would have put the heart in jeopardy (had his nose not stood in his way) of every virgin who had cast her eyes upon him.

I call not upon that heart which is a stranger to the throbs
 and yearnings of curiosity, so excited, to justify the abbess of Quedlingberg, the prioress, the deaness, and sub-chantress, for sending at noon-day for the trumpeter's wife:  she went through the streets of Strasburg with her husband's trumpet in her hand,—the best apparatus the straitness
of the time would allow her, for the illustration of her theory—she staid 
no longer than three days.

The centinel and bandy-legg'd drummer !—nothing on this side of old Athens could equal them ! they read their lectures under the city-gates to comers and goers, with all the pomp of a Chrysippus and a Crantor in their porticos
.

The master of the inn, with his ostler 
on his left-hand, read his also in the same stile—under the portico or gateway of his stable-yard—his wife, hers more privately in a back room:  all flocked to their lectures; not promiscuously
—but to this or that, as is ever the way, as faith and credulity marshal'd them—in a word, each Strasburger came crouding for intelligence—and every Strasburger had the intelligence he wanted.

� Prelate = high- ranking member of the clergy, for example an abbot or cardinal


�potentate = somebody who has power and authority, especially a monarch or other leader who rules over the others


� realm = a particular or stated area, range or domain


� labour = here, overemphasize


� chaffer = bargain for something


� higgling = from haggle = try to settle on a price 


� by the bye = incidentally or by the way


� gross = without any deduction


� daub = a painting considered to be badly or inexpertly done


� tout ensemble = Fr. all together


� expunge = get rid of something completely


� de gustibus non est disputandum = Lat. Gusturile nu se discuta


� Candid and Cunegund = alusion to Voltaire`s Candid


� midwife = somebody trained to deliver babies


� notwithstanding = despite


� blunder = a serious or embarassing mistake, usually a result of carelessness or ignorance


� belay = secure


� cheapening = from cheap = to bargain


� mercer = dealer in fine textiles


� parish = parohie


� yearning = longing for something


� connubial = dealing with, or related to marriage


� betide = arch. happen


� affliction = a condition of great physical or mental distress


� alas = interj. used to express sorrow or pity


� dread = extremely frightened


� ill-fated = ending in disaster


� frivolous = not worth taken seriously, silly


� errand = short trip for somebody else; serviciu, comision


� ensue = follow, result


� consumption = the act of using something up


� breeches = knee-length trousers


� constable = royal household official in Middle Ages


� vagrant = homeless wanderer


� totter = be unstable


� meadow = grassy field; pajiste, lunca


� counterpoise = compensate


� dismantled = destroyed 


� countenance = face or expression, composure


� vessel = vas


� recede = withdraw


� prerogative = privilege restricted to people of rank


� heathen = ateu


� chagrin = set-back; dissappointed


� Te Deum = lat. Christian hymn


� parlour =living room for entertaining guests


� caveat = something said as a warning


� intersperse = put here and there


� contend = struggle


� utter = absolute


� bias = preference


� necromancy = prediction using spirits


� deeds = actions


� lustre = shininess


� sift = examine 


� disquisition = long essay


� ad hominem = Lat. appealing to emotions


� desecrate = insult something holy


� trample = to treat somebody arrogantly


� abhorrence = aversion 


� shew = arch. show


� rascal = somebody who behaves in a teasing, mischevious way


� shrewd = good at judging people or situations


� eloquent = graitor, elocvent


� whim = passing impulse; a sudden thought, idea or desire


� jest = joke 


� dupe = somebody who is tricked into doing something


� viz = lat. vide licet = namely


� vile = disgusting, wicked


� knave = cunning,untrustworthy man


� contemptible = mean


� in rerum natura = inevitably


� boot = kick; hold firmly in position


� vent = opening


� baffled = puzzled


� vituperative = outburst of abuse


� pitch = try to sell or promote something such as a product or particular viewpoint 


� gait = pattern of horse`s steps


� groin = area between thighs and abdomen, genitals


� confine = keep in some place


� dismally = hopelessly


� beguile = deceive; charm; a pacali


� expedient = appropriate; advantageous


� extricate = release with difficulty


� utmost = of the greatest degree


� behove = be fitting


� Flemish = limba flamanda 


� counterscarp = slope around ditch outside fort


� pore = to study something carefully and thoughtfully


� ween = arch. suppose something


� fiddle = falsify something


� scarce = rare


� collate = order, examine


� set off = start something; go on a trip


� afresh = once again


� devoutly = very sincere


� latus rectum = Lat. linia dreapta


� sine = trigonometric function for angles; sinus


� intricate = complex and difficult


� bewitching = enchanting


� hectic = constantly busy


� perspiration = transpiratie


� costive = slow to act or speak; constipated


� hasten = speed something up


� tacked = attached


� vapid = lacking interest or liveliness


� forthwith = immediately


� deem = consider to be


� huff = a brief mood of anger or resentment at something somebody has done


� betake = arch. go somewhere


� break in = begin using something new


� thrust = push something forcefully


� expostulate = express disagreement


� protraction = prelungire


� confounded = puzzled


� fretful = worried


� forbear = hold back


� treble = triple something


� peremptory = dictatorial 


� wrought = arch. of work


� crotchet = a whim or a perverse idea 


� headstrong = wilful and stubborn


� bundle = a collection of things held together


� lint = material for covering wounds


� crutch = walking aid


� stoop = bend body


� snuffer = long handed candle extinguisher


� endeavour = try to do something


� lame = offensive term meaning walking unevenly because of a leg injury or motion impairment


� quoth = arch. or lit. said


� prithee = arch. please; used to introduce a request


� contrivance = gadget; scheme


� breadth = distance from side to side


� bespeak = order in advance


� musket = a shoulder gun with a long barrel, used in the 16th –18th century before rifling was invented


� groom = somebody who looks for the horses


� pry = to look iquisitively or inquire noisily about somebody`s private affairs


� per se = in itself; by itself


� voluble = talking a great deal


� interlard = insert something different 


� intercede = plead for somebody


� durst = arch. past tense of dare


� lout = offensive term that deliberately insults the behaviour and attitude of somebody especially of young men


� ravelin = arrowhead-shaped outwork in forifications


� rood = quarter of an acre (0.101 HA)


� ichnography = ground plan


� glacis = slope in front of a fortification designed to make it easier to fire on attacking forces


� fosse = a wide ditch usually filled with water and used for defence


� scarp = steep slope in a fortification, panta abrupta


� counterscarp = slope around ditch outside fort


� sod = a surface section or strip of earth with growing grass and roots 


� tansy = an aromatic perennial plant of the daisy family


� sap = covered trench leading to enemy territory


� shovel = lopatica


� rapture = overwhelming happiness


� decamp = suddenly or secretly leave


� contiguous = adjoining, neighbouring


� yew = evergreen tree


� holly = evergreen shrub with red berries


� barren of = with no


� epitasis = middle part of a play


� blotch = blemish on skin


� hinder = at the back


� besmeared = patat


� pickle = awkward situation


� dissent = disagree


� argumentum ad hominem = attack on opponent`s character


� apprize = value something very highly


� rap = here knock


� corollary = obvious deduction


� sensorium = sensory functions


� breeding = here selection


� rueful = regreting; inducing pity


� condole = express sympathy about somebody`s suffering


� pumps = canvas shoes with rubber sole


� truce = agreed break in fighting or arguing


� Lucina = Roman goddess of childbirth


� crotchet = whim


� squirt = stream of ejected liquid


� bay = special area or compartment


� betwixt = arch. between


� pun = a humorous use of words that involves a word oe phrase that has more than one possible meaning


� abhor = detest


� testy = impatient or irritable


� fillip = snapping movement of the fingertip against the thumb


� rampart = fortified embankment


� besieger = harasser


� flank = side of military formation


� salient = a part of a front, line or fortification that projects outwards into enemy-held territory


� gorge = a narrow entrance at the rear of an outwork in a fortification


� outwork = a fortification built beyond the main line of defence


� tenaille = a low outwork in front of the curtain between two bastions in a fortification ditch


� souse = plunge into


� carry off = remove 


� accoucheur = arch. obstetrician; man midwife


� gabion = a rock-filled basket used as fortification


� trumpery = worthless thing; nonsense


� obtuse = slow to understand


� jarring = irritating; disturbing


� retaliate = hurt somebody in return


� sash = frame for glass


� attune = adjust something to something else


� bestow = give or present something


� soreness = painfulness


� vexation = irritation; annoyance


� drollish = oddly amusing


� peevish = bad-tempered; irritable or tending to complain


� conviction = firmly held belief; guilty verdict


� ebullition = outburst


� countenance = here; self-control


� placid = calm in nature or appearance


� base = lacking moral


� wistful = pensive and sad


� beget = arch. to be the father of a child


� jot = tiny bit; small amount


� zeal = enthusiasm


� vide = a word used to refer a reader to another place in a text


� rally = reorganize; revive


� vacuity = emptiness


� plinth = supporting block


� wainscot = wooden panels lining room


� brass = alama


� wig = false head


� begirt = arch. measured


� armpit = axilla; the place under arm where it joins the body; subsuoara


� contrive = plot; make something ingenious


� sultry = hot and damp


� mule = cross between a horse and a donkey; catar


� cloak = manta, mantie 


� crimson = a tone of red; stacojiu


� promontory = projecting point of land


� venture = risky project 


� loop = lat; inel; cerc


� bandy-legged = having leggs that curve outward so that knees do not touch


� scabbard = teaca


� stiver = old Dutch coin; something of a low value


� parchment = pergament 


� crackle = make rapid snapping noise


� flute = music: wind instrument with high sound


� brazen = of or like brass


� rein = strap for controlling horse


� debtor = somebody or something that owes


� slander = false statement


� burgomaster = mayor


� bridle = harness for horse`s head


� alight = land; here: get off


� fringe = decorative edging of strands


� appendage = secondary attachment 


� lest = in case; in order to prevent something from happening


� tut = expression of irritation or disapproval


� goodliest = superlative from goodly = somewhat large; arch. attractive, pleasant


� lot = here: destiny


� turpentine = substance from pine trees; terebentina


� pimple = inflamed skin blemish


� uproar = noisy disturbance


� compline = prayer time


� devotions = prayers


� swarm = group of insects


� alack = arch. expressing regret


� vespers = evening worship


� starch = to harden fabric with starch


� scour = clean by rubbing


� quilt = to make a fabric article,especially a bedcover, by sewing two layers of fabric together with a filling, using decorative stitching


� thistle = scai, ciulin


� stumble =trip over


� prick = here: raise ears


� commune = relate spiritually to something


� bulk = large size


� slit = slice something


� dignitary = person of high rank


� chapter = group of canons (rel.)


� prioress = stareta


� deaness = the wife of a dean = arhimandrit, decan


� chantress = somebody who sings psalms or hymns


� canoness = female member of religious order


� placket = opening in women`s garment


� perch = sit precariously


� pineal gland = organ of the brain secretin melatonin


� limb = body part


� tumble = move hastily


� toss = move restlessly


� maul = to beat,batter


� flayed = jupuite


� matins = morning liturgy


� capitular = of an ecclesiastical chapter


� bun = round bread roll


� leaven = raising agent


� laity = the followers of a religion who are not clergy


� stump = remaining small part


� gaiety = joyfulness


� folio = large book or manuscript


� riot = violent disturbance


� languish = long for something


� paragon = example of excellence


� throb = beat rapidly and forcefully


� strait = difficult situation


� staid = an obsolete (not used anymore) past part. Of stay


� portico = porch


� ostler = arch. a person hired to look after horses at an inn


� prominiscously = choosen without discrimination
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