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unwelcome piece of news, which, as it opens a scene of different
nature from those in which the reader hath lately been con-
versant, will be communicated to him in the next chapter.

CHAPTER VII
IN WHICH MR. ALLWORTHY APPEARS ON A SICK-BED

Mr. WesTERN was become so fond of Jones that he was un-
willing to part with him, though his arm had been long since
cured; and Jones, either from the love of sport, or from some
other reason, was easily persuaded to continue at his house,
which he did sometimes for a fortnight together without paying
a single visit at Mr. Allworthy’s; nay, without ever hearing
from thence.

Mr. Allworthy had been for some days indisposed with a cold,
which had been attended with a little fever, This he had, how-
ever, neglected; as it was usual with him to do all manner of
disorders which did not confine him to his bed, or prevent his
several faculties from performing their ordinary functions;—a
conduct which we would by no means be thought to approve or
recommend to imitation; for surely the gentlemen of the
ZEsculapian art are in the right in advising, that the moment the
disease has entered at one door, the physician should be intro-
duced at the other: what else is meant by that old adage,
Venienti occurrite morbo? “ Oppose a distemper at its first
approach.” Thus the doctor and the disease meet in fair and
equal conflict; whereas, by giving time to the latter, we often
suffer him to fortify and entrench himself, like a French army;
so that the learned gentleman finds it very difficult, and some-
times impossible, to come at the enemy. Nay, sometimes by
gaining time the disease applies to the French military politics,
and corrupts nature over to his side, and then all the powers of
physic must arrive too late. Agreeable to these observations
was, I remember, the complaint of the great Doctor Misaubin,
who used very pathetically to lament the late applications which
were made to his skill, saying,  Bygar, me believe my pation
take me for de undertaker, for dey never send for me till de
physicion have kill dem.”

Mr. Allworthy’s distemper, by means of this neglect, gained
such ground, that, when the increase of his fever obliged him to
send for assistance, the doctor at his first arrival shook his head,
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wished he had been sent for sooner, and intimated that he
thought him in very imminent danger. Mr. Allworthy, who had
settled all his affairs in this world, and was as well prepared as it
is possible for human nature to be for the other, received this
information with the utmost calmness and unconcern. He could,
indeed, whenever he laid himsel{ down to rest, say with Cato in
SR DU poon Let guilt or fear

Disturb man’s rest: Cato knows neither of them;

Indifferent in his choice to sleep or die.

In reality, he could say this with ten times more reason and
confidence than Cato, or any other proud fellow among the
antient or modern heroes; for he was not only devoid of fear,
but might be considered as a faithful labourer, when at the end
of harvest he is summoned to receive his reward at the hands of
a bountiful master.

The good man gave immediate orders for all his family to be
summoned round him. None of these were then abroad, but
Mrs. Blifil, who had been some time in London, and Mr. Jones,
whom the reader hath just parted from at Mr. Western’s, and
whoreceived this summons just as Sophia had left him.

The news of Mr. Allworthy’s danger (for the servant told him he
was dying) drove all thoughts of love out of his head. He hurried
instantly into the chariot which was sent for him, and ordered
the coachman to drive with all imaginable haste; nor did the
idea of Sophia, I believe, once occur to him on the way.

And now the whole family, namely, Mr. Blifil, Mr. Jones, Mr.
Thwackum, Mr. Square, and some of the servants (for such were
Mr, Allworthy's orders), being all assembled round his bed, the
good man sat up in it, and was beginning to speak, when Blifil
fell to blubbering, and began to express very loud and bitter
lamentations. Upon this Mr. Allworthy shook him by the hand,
and said, “ Do not sorrow thus, my dear nephew, at the most
ordinary of all human occurrences. When misfortunes befal our
friends we are justly grieved; for those are accidents which
might often have been avoided, and which may seem to render
the lot of one man more peculiarly unhappy than that of others;
but death is certainly unavoidable, and is that common lot in
which alone the fortunes of all men agree: nor is the time when
this happens to us very material. If the wisest of men hath com-
pared life to a span, surely we may be allowed to consider it as a
day. Itis my fate to leave it in the evening; but those who are
taken away earlier have only lost a few hours, at the best little
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worth lamenting, and much oftener hours of labour and fatigue,
of pain and sorrow. One of the Roman poets, I remember, likens
our leaving life to our departure from a feast ;—a thought which
hath often occurred to me when I have seen men struggling to
protract an entertainment, and to enjoy the company of their
friends a few moments longer. Alas! how short is the most pro-
tracted of such enjoyments! how immaterial the difference
between him who retires the soonest, and him who stays the
latest! This is seeing life in the best view, and this unwillingness
to quit our friends is the most amiable motive from which we can
derive the fear of death; and yet the longest enjoyment which we
can hope for of this kind is of so trivial a duration, that itisto a
wise man truly contemptible. Few men, I own, think in this
manner; for, indeed, few men think of death till they are in its
jaws. However gigantic and terrible an object this may appear
when it approaches them, they are nevertheless incapable of
seeing it at any distance; nay, though they have been ever so
much alarmed and frightened when they have apprehended
themselves in danger of dying, they are no sooner cleared from
this apprehension than even the fears of it are erased from their
minds. But, alas! he who escapes from death is not pardoned;
he is only reprieved, and reprieved to a short day.

“ Grieve, therefore, no more, my dear child, on this orcasion:
an event which may happen every hour; which every element,
nay, almost every particle of matter that surrounds us is capable
of producing, and which must and will most unavoidably reach
us all at last, ought neither to occasion our surprize nor our
lamentation.

“ My physician having acquainted me (which I take very
kindly of him) that I am in danger of leaving you all very shortly,
I have determined to say a few words to you at this our parting,
before my distemper, which I find grows very fast upon me, puts
it out of my power.

“ But I shall waste my strength too much. I intended to
speak concerning my will, which, though I have settled long
ago, I think proper to mention such heads of it as concern any
of you, that I may have the comfort of perceiving you are all
satisfied with the provision I have there made for you.

* Nephew BIifil, I leave you the heir to my whole estate,
except only fs500 a-year, which is to revert to you after the
death of your mother, and except one other estate of {500 a-year,
and the sum of 6000, which I have bestowed in the following
manner:

i
\
\
|
{
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“ The estate of {500 a-year I have given to you, Mr. Jones:
and as I know the inconvenience which attends the want of
ready money, I have added {1000 in specie. In this I know not
whether I have exceeded or fallen short of your expectation.
Perhaps you will think I have given you too little, and the
world will be as ready to condemn me for giving you too much;
but the latter censure I despise; and as to the former, unless
you should entertain that common error which I have often
heard in my life pleaded as an excuse for a total want of charity,
namely, that instead of raising gratitude by voluntary acts of
bounty, we are apt to raise demands, which of all others are
the most boundless and most difficult to satisfy.—Pardon me
the bare mention of this; I will not suspect any such thing.”

Jones flung himself at his benefactor’s feet, and taking
eagerly hold of his hand, assured him his goodness to him, both
now and all other times, had so infinitely exceeded not only his
merit but his hopes, that no words could express his sense of it.
“ And I assure you, sir,” said he, “your present generosity
hath left me no other concern than for the present melancholy
oceasion. Oh, my friend, my father! " Here his words choaked
him, and he turned away to hide a tear which was starting
from his eyes.

Allworthy then gently squeezed his hand, and proceeded
thus: “I am convinced, my child, that you have much good-
ness, generosity, and honour, in your temper: if you will add
prudence and religion to these, you must be happy; for the
three former qualities, I admit, make you worthy of happiness,
but they are the latter only which will put you in possession
of it.

“ One thousand pound I have given to you, Mr. Thwackum;
a sum I am convinced which greatly exceeds your desires, as
well as your wants. However, you will receive it as a memorial
of my friendship; and whatever superfluities may redound to
you, that piety which you so rigidly maintain will instruct you
how to dispose of them.

“ A like sum, Mr. Square, I have bequeathed to you. This, I
hope, will enable you to pursue your profession with better
success than hitherto. I have often observed with concern, that
distress is more apt to excite contempt than commiseration,
especially among men of business, with whom poverty is under-
stood to indicate want of ability. But the little I have been able
to leave you will extricate you from those difficulties with
which you have formerly struggled; and then I doubt not but
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you will meet with sufficient prosperity to supply what a man
of your philosophical temper will require.

“I find myself growing faint, so I shall refer you to my will
for my disposition of the residue, My servants will there find
some tokens to remember me by; and there are a few charities
which, I trust, my executors will see faithfully performed.
Bless you all. I am setting out a little before you.”—

Here a footman came hastily into the room, and said there
was an attorney from Salisbury who had a particular message,
which he said he must communicate to Mr. Allworthy himself:
that he seemed in a violent hurry, and protested he had so much
business to do, that, if he could cut himself into four quarters, all
would not be sufficient.

“Go, child,” said Allworthy to BIifil, ““ see what the gentle-
man wants. I am not able to do any business now, nor can he
bave any with me, in which you are not at present more con-
cerned than myself. Besides, I really am—I am incapable of
seeing any one at present, or of any longer attention.” He then
saluted them all, saying, perhaps he should be able to see them
again, but he should be now glad to compose himself a little,
finding that he had too much exhausted his spirits in discourse.

Some of the company shed tears at their parting; and even
the philosopher Square wiped his eyes, albeit unused to the
melting mood. As to Mrs. Wilkins, she dropt her pearls as fast
as the Arabian trees their medicinal gums; for this was a cere-
monial which that gentlewoman never omitted on a proper
oceasion.

After this Mr. Allworthy again laid himself down on his
pillow, and endeavoured to compose himself to rest,

CHAPTER VIII
CONTAINING MATTER RATHER NATURAL THAN PLEASING

Besipgs grief for her master, there was another source for that
briny stream which so plentifully rose above the two moun-
tainous cheek-bones of the housekeeper. She was no sooner
retired, than she began to mutter to herself in the following
pleasant strain: “ Sure master might have made some differ-
ence, methinks, between me and the other servants. I suppose
he hath left me mourning; but, i'fackins! if that be all, the
devil shall wear it for him, for me. I'd have his worship know I
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am no beggar. I have saved five hundred pound in his service,
and after all to be used in this manner.—It is a fine encourage-
ment to servants to be honest; and to be sure, if I have tgken
a little something now and then, others have taken ten times
as much; and now we are all put in a lump together. If so be
that it be so, the legacy may go to the devil with him that gave
it. No, I won’t give it up neither, because that will please some
folks. No, I'll buy the gayest gown I can get, and dance over
the old curmudgeon’s grave in it. This is my reward for taking
his part so often, when all the country have cried shame of him,
for breeding up his bastard in that manner; but he is going
now where he must pay for all. It would have become him
better to have repented of his sins on his deathbed, than to
glory in them, and give away his estate out of his own family
to a misbegotten child. Found in his bed, forsooth! a pretty
story! ay, ay, those that hide know where to find. Lord forgive
him! I warrant he hath many more bastards to answer for, if
the truth was known. One comfort is, they will all be known
where he is a going now.— The servants will find some token
to remember me by." Those were the very words; I shall never
forget them, if I was to live a thousand years. Ay, ay, I shall
remember you for huddling me among the servants. One would
have thought he might have mentioned my name as well as
that of Square; but he is a gentleman forsooth, though he had
not cloths on his back when he came hither first. Marry come
up with such gentlemen! though he hath lived here this many
years, I don’t believe there is arrow a servant in the house ever
saw the colour of his money. The devil shall wait upon such a
gentleman for me.” Much more of the like kind she muttered
to herself; but this taste shall suffice to the reader.

Neither Thwackum nor Square were much better satisfied
with their legacies. Though they breathed not their resentment
50 loud, yet from the discontent which appeared in their coun-
tenances, as well as from the following dialogue, we collect that
no great pleasure reigned in their minds.

About an hour after they had left the sick-room, Square met
Thwackum in the hall and accosted him thus: “ Well, sir, have
you heard any news of your friend since we parted from him?
—“If you mean Mr. Allworthy,” answered Thwackum, I
think you might rather give him the appellation of your friend;
for he seems to me to have deserved that title.”— The title is
as good on your side,” replied Square, ** for his bounty, such as
it 15, hath been equal to both.”—“I should not have men-




176 The History of

tioned it first,” cries Thwackum, “ but since you begin, I must
inform you I am of a different opinion. There is a wide distinc-
tion between voluntary favours and rewards. The duty I have
done in his family, and the care I have taken in the education
of his two boys, are services for which some men might have
expected a greater return. I would not have you imagine I am
therefore dissatisfied; for St. Paul hath taught me to be con-
tent with the little I have. Had the modicum been less, I should
have known my duty. But though the Scriptures obliges me to
remain contented, it doth not enjoin me to shut my eyes to my
own merit, nor restrain me from seeing when I am injured by
an unjust comparison.”—" Since you provoke me,” returned
Square, “ that injury is done to me; nor did I ever imagine
Mr. Allworthy had held my friendship so light, as to put me in
balance with one who received his wages. I know to what it is
owing; it proceeds from those narrow principles which you have
been so long endeavouring to infuse into him, in contempt of
everything which is great and noble. The beauty and loveliness
of friendship is too strong for dim eyes, nor can it be perceived
by any other medium than that unerring rule of right, which
you have so often endeavoured to ridicule, that you have
perverted your friend’s understanding.” —“I wish,” cries
Thwackum, in a rage, “I wish, for the sake of his soul, your
damnable doctrines have not perverted his faith. It is to this I
impute his present behaviour, so unbecoming a Christian. Who
but an atheist could think of leaving the world without having
first made up his account? without confessing his sins, and
receiving that absolution which he knew he had one in the
house duly authorized to give him? He will feel the want of
these necessaries when it is too late, when he is arrived at that
place where there is wailing and gnashing of teeth. It is then
he will find in what mighty stead that heathen goddess, that
virtue, which you and all other deists of the age adore, will
stand him. He will then summon his priest, when there is none
to be found, and will lament the want of that absolution, with-
out which no sinner can be safe.”—* If it be so material,” says
Square, *“ why don’t you present it him of your own accord?
‘It hath no virtue,” cries Thwackum, “ but to those who have
sufficient grace to require it. But why do I talk thus to a
heathen and an unbeliever? It is you that taught him this
lesson, for which you have been well rewarded in this world, as
I doubt not your disciple will soon be in the other.”—* I know
not what you mean by reward,” said Square; “ but if you hint
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at that pitiful memorial of our friendship, which he hath
thought fit to bequeath me, I despise it; and nothing but the
unfortunate situation of my circumstances should prevail on
me to accept it.” O

The physician now arrived, and began to inquire of the two
disputants, how we all did above-stairs? “ In a miserable way,
answered Thwackum. It is no more than I expected,” cries
the doctor: “but pray what symptoms have appeared since I
left you? "—* No good ones, I am afraid,” replied Thwackum:
“after what past at our departure, I think there were little
hopes.” The bodily physician, perhaps, misunderstood the
curer of souls; and before they came to an explanation, Mr,
Blifil came to them with a most melancholy countenance, and
acquainted them that he brought sad news, that his mother
was dead at Salisbury; that she had been seized on the road
home with the gout in her head and stomach, which had carried
her off in a few hours. * Good-lack-a-day!” says the doctor,
“ One cannot answer for events; but I wish I had been at hand,
to have been called in. The gout is a distemper which it is diffi-
cult to treat; yet I have been remarkably successful in it.”
Thwackum and Square both condoled with Mr. Blifil for the
loss of his mother, which the one advised him to bear like a
man, and the other like a Christian. The young gentleman said
he knew very well we were all mortal, and he would endeavour
to submit to his loss as well as he could. That he could net,
however, help complaining a little against the peculiar severity
of his fate, which brought the news of so great a calamity to
him by surprize, and that at a time when he hourly expected
the severest blow he was capable of feeling from the malice
of fortune, He said, the present occasion would put to the
test those excellent rudiments which he had learnt from Mr.
Thwackum and Mr. Square; and it would be entirely owing to
them, if he was enabled to survive such misfortunes. ;

It was now debated whether Mr. Allworthy should be in-
formed of the death of his sister. This the doctor violently
opposed; in which, I believe, the whole college would agree
with him: but Mr. Blifil said, he had received such positive and
repeated orders from his uncle, never to keep any secret from
him for fear of the disquietude which it might give him, that
he durst not think of disobedience, whatever might be the
consequence. He said, for his part, considering the religious
and philosophic temper of his uncle, he could not agree with
the doctor in his apprehensions. He was therefore resolved to
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communicate it to him: for if his uncle recovered (as he heartily "’
prayed he might) he knew he would never forgive an endeavour |
to keep a secret of this kind from him. 5|

The physician was forced to submit to these resolutions, |
which the two other learned gentlemen very highly commended. |
So together moved Mr. Blifil and the doctor toward the sick- |
room; where the physician first entered, and approached the
bed, in order to feel his patient’s pulse, which he had no sooner
done, than he declared he was much better; that the last appli- |
cation had succeeded to a miracle, and had brought the fever
to intermit: so that, he said, there appeared now to be as little
danger as he had before apprehended there were hopes.

To say the truth, Mr. Allworthy’s situation had never been
80 bad as the great caution of the doctor had represented it:
but as a wise general never despises his enemy, however inferior
that enemy’s force may be, so neither doth a wise physician ever |
despise a distemper, however inconsiderable, As the former \‘
preserves the same strict discipline, places the same guards, and
employs the same scouts, though the enemy be never so weak ;
s0 the latter maintains the same gravity of countenance, and |
shakes his head with the same significant air, let the distemper |
be never so trifling. And both, among many other good ones,
may assign this solid reason for their conduct, that by these
means the greater glory redounds to them if they gain the
victory, and the less disgrace if by any unlucky accident they |
should happen to be conquered.

Mr. Allworthy had no sooner lifted up his eyes, and thanked
Heaven for these hopes of his recovery, than Mr, Blifil drew
near, with a very dejected aspect, and having appled his hand- \
kerchief to his eye, either to wipe away his tears, or to do as |
Ovid somewhere expresses himself on another occasion,

St nullus evit, tamen excute nullum,
If there be none, then wipe away that none, |
he communicated to his uncle what the reader hath been just |
before acquainted with.

Allworthy received the news with concern, with patience, ijl
and with resignation. He dropt a tender tear, then composed |
his countenance, and at last cried, “ The Lord’s will be done in {
everything.”

He now enquired for the messenger;

but Blifil told him it
had been impossible to detain him a moment; for he appeared
by the great hurry he was in to have some business of import-
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ance on his hands; that he complained of being hurried and
driven and torn out of his life, and repeated many times, that if
he could divide himself into four quarters, he knew how to
ispose of every one.

dlsgllworthy t?;n desired Blifil to take care of the funeral. He
said, he would have his sister deposited in his own chapel; and
as to the particulars, he left them to his own discretion, only
mentioning the person whom he would have employed on this
occasion,

CHAPTER IX

WHICH, AMONG OTHER THINGS, MAY SERVE AS A COMMENT ON
THAT SAYING OF MAESCHINES, THAT “ DRUNKENNESS SHOW’S,
THE MIND OF A MAN, AS A MIRROUR REFLECTS HIS PERSON

THE reader may perhaps wonder at hearing nothing of Mr.
Jones in the last chapter. In fact, his behaviour was so different
from that of the persons there mentioned, that:we chose not to
confound his name with theirs,

When the good man had ended his speech, Jones was the last
who deserted the room. Thence he retired to his own apart-
ment, to give vent to his concern; but the restlessness of his
mind would not suffer him to remain long there; he slipped
softly therefore to Allworthy’s chamber-door, where he listened
a considerable time without hearing any kind of motion within,
unless a violent snoring, which at last his fears misrepresented
as groans, This so alarmed him, that he could not forbear enter-
ing the room; where he found the good man 1n the bed, in a
sweet composed sleep, and his nurse snoring in the above-
mentioned hearty manner, at the bed’s feet. He immediately
took the only method of silencing this thorough bass, whose
music he feared might disturb Mr. Allworthy; and then sitting
down by the nurse, he remained motionless till Blifil and the
doctor came in together and waked the sick man, in order that
the doctor might feel his pulse, and that the other might com-
municate to him that piece of news, which, had Jones been
apprized of it, would have had great difficulty of finding its way
to Mr. Allworthy’s ear at such a season.

When he first heard Blifil tell his uncle this story, Jones could
hardly contain the wrath which kindled in him at the other’s
indiscretion, especially as the doctor shook his head, and de-
clared his unwillingness to have the matter mentioned to his
patient. But as his passion did not so far deprive him of all use
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of his understanding, as to hide from him the consequences
which any violent expression towards Blifil might have on the
sick, this apprehension stilled his rage at the present; and he

grew afterwards so satisfied with finding that this news had, in |

fact, produced no mischief, that he suffered his anger to die in
his own bosom, without ever mentioning it to BIifil,
The physician dined that day at Mr. Allworthy’s; and having

after dinner visited his patient, he returned to the company, |

and told them, that he had now the satisfaction to say, with
assurance, that his patient was out of all danger: that he had
brought his fever to a perfect intermission, and doubted not by
throwing in the bark to prevent its return,

This account so pleased Jones, and threw him into such im-
moderate excess of rapture, that he might be truly said to be
drunk with joy—an intoxication which greatly forwards the
effects of wine; and as he was very free too with the bottle on
this occasion (for he drank many bumpers to the doctor’s health,
as well as to other toasts) he became very soon literally drunk,

Jones had naturally violent animal spirits: these being set
on float and augmented by the spirit of wine, produced most
extravagant effects. He kissed the doctor, and embraced him
with the most passionate endearments; swearing that next to
Mr. Allworthy himself, he loved him of all men living. “ Doctor,”
added he, “ you deserve a statue to be erected to you at the
public expense, for having preserved a man, who is not only the
darling of all good men who know him, but a blessing to society,
the glory of his country, and an honour to human nature. D—n
me if I don’t love him better than my own soul.”

“ More shame for you,” cries Thwackum. * Though T think
you have reason to love him, for he hath provided very well for
you. And perhaps it might have been better for some folks that
he had not lived to see just reason of revoking his gift,”

Jones now looking on Thwackum with inconceivable disdain,
answered, “ And doth thy mean soul imagine that any such
considerations could weigh with me? No, let the earth open and
swallow her own dirt (if I had millions of acres I would say it)
rather than swallow up my dear glorious friend.”

Quis desiderio sit pudor awd modus
Tam chari capitis P 1

! What modesty or measure can set bounds to our desire of s0
dear a friend? " The word desiderium here cannot be easily trans-
lated. It includes our desire of enjoying our friend again, and the
grief which attends that desire.
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The doctor now interposed, and prevented the effects of a
wrath which was kindling between Jones and Thwackum; after
which the former gave a loose to mirth, sang two or three
amorous songs, and fell into every frantic disorder which un-
bridled joy is apt to inspire; but so far was he from any dis-
position to quarrel, that he was ten times better humoured, if
possible, than when he was sober.

To say truth, nothing is more erroncous than the common
observation, that men who are ill-natured and quarrelsome when
they are drunk, are very worthy persons when they are sober:
for drink, in reality, doth not reverse nature, or create passions
in men which did not exist in them before. It takes away the
guard of reason, and consequently forces us to produce those
symptoms, which many, when sober, have art enough to conceal,
It heightens and inflames our passions (generally indeed that
passion which is uppermost in our mind), so that the angry
temper, the amorous, the generous, the good-humoured, the
avaricious, and all other dispositions of men, are in their cups
heightened and exposed.

And yet as no nation produces so many drunken quarrels,
especially among the lower people, as England (for indeed, with
them, to drink and to fight together are almost synonymous
terms), I would not, methinks, have it thence concluded, that
the English are the worst-natured people alive. Perhaps the love
of glory only is at the bottom of this; so that the fair conclusion
seems to be, that our countrymen have more of that love, and
more of bravery, than any other plebeians. And this the rather,
as there is seldom anything ungenerous, unfair, or ill-natured,
exercised on these occasions: nay, it is common for the com-
batants to express good-will for each other even at the time of
the conflict; and as their drunken mirth generally ends in a
battle, so do most of their battles end in friendship.

But to return to our history. Though Jones had shown no
design of giving offence, yet Mr. Blifil was highly offended at a
behaviour which was so inconsistent with the sober and prudent
reserve of his own temper. He bore it too with the greater
impatience, as it appeared to him very indecent at this season;
“ When,"” as he said, “ the house was a house of mourning, on
the account of his dear mother; and if it had pleased Heaven to
give him some prospect of Mr. Allworthy’s recovery, it would
become them better to express the exultations of their hearts
in thanksgiving, than in drunkenness and riots; which were
properer methods to encrease the Divine wrath, than to avert
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it.” Thwackum, who had swallowed more liquor than Jones,
but without any ill effect on his brain, seconded the pious
harangue of Blifil; but Square, for reasons which the reader
may probably guess, was totally silent.

Wine had not so totally overpowered Jones, as to prevent his
recollecting Mr. Blifil’s loss, the moment it was mentioned. As
no person, therefore, was more ready to confess and condemn his
own errors, he offered to shake Mr. Blifil by the hand, and begged
his pardon, saying, “His excessive joy for Mr. Allworthy’s
recovery had driven every other thought out of his mind.”

Blifil scornfully rejected his hand; and with much indigna-
tion answered, “It was little to be wondered at, if tragical
spectacles made no impression on the blind; but, for his part,
he had the misfortune to know who his parents were, and con-
sequently must be affected with their loss.”

Jones, who, notwithstanding his good humour, had some
mixture of the irascible in his constitution, leaped hastily from
his chair, and catching hold of Blifil’s collar, cried out, * D—n
you for a rascal, do you insult me with the misfortune of my
birth? ” He accompanied these words with such rough actions,
that they soon got the better of Mr. Blifil’s peaceful temper;
and a scuffle immediately ensued, which might have produced
mischief, had it not been prevented by the interposition of
Thwackum and the physician; for the philosophy of Square
rendered him superior to all emotions, and he very calmly
smoaked his pipe, as was his custom in all broils, unless when he
apprehended some danger of having it broke in his mouth.

The combatants being now prevented from executing present
vengeance on each other, betook themselves to the common
resources of disappointed rage, and vented their wrath in threats
and defiance. In this kind of conflict, Fortune, which, in the
personal attack, seemed to incline to Jones, was now altogether

as favourable to his enemy.

A truce, nevertheless, was at length agreed on, by the media-
tion of the neutral parties, and the whole company again sat
down at the table; where Jones being prevailed on to ask pardon,
and Blifil to give it, peace was restored, and everything seemed
in statu quo.

But though the quarrel was, in all appearance, perfectly
reconciled, the good humour which had been interrupted by it,
was by no means restored. All merriment was now at an end,
and the subsequent discourse consisted only of grave relations
of matters of fact, and of as grave observations upon them; a
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species of conversation, in which, though there is much of dignity
and instruction, there is but little entertainment. As we presume
therefore to convey only this last to the reader, we shall pass by
whatever was said, till the rest of the company having by degrees
dropped off, left only Square and the physician together; at
which time the conversation was a little heightened by some
comments on what had happened between the two young
gentlemen; both of whom the doctor declared to be no better
than scoundrels; to which appellation the philosopher, very
sagaciously shaking his head, agreed.

CHAPTER X

SHOWING THE TRUTH OF MANY OBSERVATIONS OF OVID, AND OF
OTHER MORE GRAVE WRITERS, WHO HAVE PROVED BEYOND
CONTRADICTION, THAT WINE IS OFTEN THE FORERUNNER OF
INCONTINENCY

Joxngs retired from the company, in which we havta seen him
engaged, into the fields, where he intended to cool himself by a
walk in the open air before he attended Mr. Allworthy. There,
whilst he renewed those meditations on his dear Sophia, which
the dangerous illness of his friend and benefactor had for some
time interrupted, an accident happened, which with sorrow we
relate, and with sorrow doubtless will it be read; however, that
historic truth to which we profess so inviolable an attachment,
obliges us to communicate it to posterity.

It was now a pleasant evening in the latter end of June, when
our heroe was walking in a most delicious grove, where the gentle
breezes fanning the leaves, together with the sweet trilling of a
murmuring stream, and the melodious notes of nightingales,
formed altogether the most enchanting harmony. In this scene,
so sweetly accommodated to love, he meditated on his dear
Sophia. While his wanton fancy roamed unbounded over all her
beauties, and his lively imagination painted the charming maid
in various ravishing forms, his warm heart melted with tender-
ness; and at length, throwing himself on the ground, by the side
of a gently murmuring brook, he broke forth into the following
ejaculation: _

‘0 Sophia, would Heaven give thee to my arms, how blest
would be my condition! Curst be that fortune which sets a
distance between us, Was I but possessed of thee, one only suit
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of rags thy whole estate, is there a man on earth whom I would
envy! How contemptible would the brightest Circassian beauty,
drest in all the jewels of the Indies, appear to my eyes! But why
do I mention another woman? Could I think my eyes capable
of looking at any other with tenderness, these hands should tear
them from my head. No, my Sophia, if cruel fortune separates us
for ever, my soul shall doat on thee alone. The chastest con-
stancy will I ever preserve to thy image. Though I should never
have possession of thy charming person, still shalt thou alone
have possession of my thoughts, my love, my soul. Oh! my
fond heart is so wrapt in that tender bosom, that the brightest
beauties would for me have no charms, nor would a hermltl be
colder in their embraces. Sophia, Sophia alone shall be mine.
What raptures are in that name! I will engrave it on every
tree.” ] y

At these words he started up, and beheld—not his Sophia—
no, nor a Circassian maid richly and elegantly attired for the
grand Signior’s seraglio. No; without a gown, in a shift that
was somewhat of the coarsest, and none of the cleanest, bedewed
likewise with some odoriferous effluvia, the produce of the day’s
labour, with a pitchfork in her hand, Molly Seagrim approached.
Qur hero had his penknife in his hand, which he had drawn for
the before-mentioned purpose of carving on the bark; when the
girl coming near him, cryed out with a smile, “ You don’t intend
to kill me, squire, I hope! ”—* Why should you th‘l‘nk I would
kill you? " answered Jones. “Nay,” replied she, “ after your
cruel usage of me when I saw you last, killing me would, perhaps,
be too great kindness for me to expect.” : '

Here ensued a parley, which, as I do not think myself obliged
to relate it, I shall omit. It is sufficient that it lasted a full
quarter of an hour, at the conclusion of which they retired into
the thickest part of the grove. : ‘

Some of my readers may be inclined to think this event un-
natural. However, the fact is true; and perhaps may be suffi-
ciently accounted for by suggesting, that Jones probably thought
one woman better than none, and Molly as probably imagined
two men to be better than one. Besides the before-mentioned
motive assigned to the present behaviour of Jones, the reader
will be likewise pleased to recollect in his fayour, that he was
not at this time perfect master of that wonderful power of reason,
which so well enables grave and wise men to subdue their unruly
passions, and to decline any of these prohibited amusements.
Wine now had totally subdued this power in Jones. He was,
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indeed, in a condition, in which, if reason had interposed, though
only to advise, she might have received the answer which one
Cleostratus gave many years ago toa silly fellow, who asked him,
if he was not ashamed to be drunk? = “Are not you,” said
Cleostratus, “ ashamed to admonish a drunken man? ”—To say
the truth, in a court of justice drunkenness must not be an excuse,
yet in a court of conscience it is greatly so; and therefore
Aristotle, who commends the laws of Pittacus , by which drunken
men received double punishment for their crimes, allows there
is more of policy than justice in that law. Now, if there are any
transgressions pardonable from drunkenness, they are certainly
such as Mr. Jones was at present guilty of; on which head I
could pour forth a vast profusion of learning, if I imagined it
would either entertain my reader, or teach him anything more
than he knows already. For his sake therefore I shall keep my
learning to myself, and return to my history.,

It hath been observed, that Fortune seldom doth things by
halves. Tosay truth, there is no end to her freaks whenever she
is disposed to gratify or displease. No sooner had our heroe
retired with his Dido, but

Speluncam Blifil dux et divinus eandem
Deveniunt

the parson and the young squire, who were taking a serious
walk, arrived at the stile which leads into the grove, and the
latter caught a view of the lovers just as they were sinking out
of sight.

Blifil knew Jones very well, though he was at above a hundred
yards' distance, and he was as positive to the sex of his com-
panion, though not to the individual person, He started, blessed
himself, and uttered a very solemn ejaculation.

Thwackum expressed some surprize at these sudden emotions,
and asked the reason of them. To which Blifil answered, ‘‘ He
was certain he had seen a fellow and wench retire together among
the bushes, which he doubted not was with some wicked pur-
pose.” As to the name of Jones, he thought proper to conceal it,
and why he did so must be left to the judgment of the sagacious
reader; for we never chuse to assign motives to the actions of
men, when there is any possibility of our being mistaken,

The parson, who was not only strictly chaste in his own
person, but a great enemy to the opposite vice in all others,
fired at this information, He desired Mr. Bliil to conduct him
immediately to the place, which as he approached he breathed
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forth vengeance mixed with lamentations; nor did he refrain
from casting some oblique reflections on Mr. Allworthy; in-
sinuating that the wickedness of the country was principally
owing to the encouragement he had given to vice, by having
exerted such kindness to a bastard, and by having mitigated
that just and wholesome rigour of the law which allots a very
severe punishment to loose wenches. ;
The way through which our hunters were to pass in pursuit
of their game was so beset with briars, that it greatly obstructed
their walk, and caused besides such a rustling, that Jones had
sufficient warning of their arrival before they could surprize him;
nay, indeed, so incapable was Thwackum of concealing his
indignation, and such vengeance did he utter forth every step
he took, that this alone must have abundantly satisfied Jones
that he was (to use the language of sportsmen) found sitting.

CHAPTER XI

IN WHICH A SIMILE IN MR. POPE’S PERIOD OF A MILE INTRODUCES
AS BLOODY A BATTLE AS CAN POSSIBLY BE FOUGHT WITHOUT
THE ASSISTANCE OF STEEL OR COLD IRON

As in the season of rufiing (an uncouth phrase, by which the
vulgar denote that gentle dalliance, which in the well-wooded *
forest of Hampshire, passes between lovers of the ferine kind),
if, while the lofty-crested stag meditates the amorous sport, a
couple of puppies, or any other beasts of hostile note, should
wander so near the temple of Venus Ferina that the fair hind
should shrink from the place, touched with that somewhat,
either of fear or frolic, of nicety or skittishness, with which
nature hath bedecked all females, or hath at least instructed
them how to put it on; lest, through the indelicacy of males, the
Samean mysteries should be pryed into by unhallowed eyes:
for, at the celebration of these rites, the female priestess cries
out with her in Virgil (who was then, probably, hard at work on
such celebration),
Procul, o procul este, profani ;
Proclamat vates, totoque absistite luco.

Far hence be souls profane,
The sibyl ery’d, and from the grove abstain.
—DRYDEN.

1 This is an ambiguous phrase, and may mean either a forest well
cloathed with wood, or well stript of it.
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If, I say, while these sacred rites, which are in common to genus
omne animantium, are in agitation between the stag and his
mistress, any hostile beasts should venture too near, on the first
hint given by the frighted hind, fierce and tremendous rushes
forth the stag to the entrance of the thicket; there stands he
sentinel over his love, stamps the ground with his foot, and with
his horns brandished aloft in air, proudly provokes the appre-
hended foe to combat.

Thus, and more terrible, when he perceived the enemy’s
approach, leaped forth our heroe. Many a step advanced he
forwards, in order to conceal the trembling hind, and, if possible,
to secure her retreat. And now Thwackum, having first darted
some livid lightning from his fiery eyes, began to thunder forth,

“Fieuponit! Fieuponit! Mr. Jones. Is it possible you should

be the person? ”—* You see,” answered Jones, it is possible
I should be here.”—"“ And who,” said Thwackum, “is that
wicked slut with you? ”"—* If I have any wicked slut with me,”
cries Jones, “ it is possible I shall not let you know who she is.”
—*“1 command you to tell me immediately,” says Thwackum:
“and I would not have you imagine, young man, that your age,
though it hath somewhat abridged the purpose of tuition, hath
totally taken away the authority of the master, The relation of
the master and scholar is indelible; as, indeed, all other relations
are; for they all derive their original from heaven. I would have
you think yourself, therefore, as much obliged to obey me now,
as when I taught you your first rudiments,”—“I believe you
would,” cries Jones; “ but that will not happen, unless you had
the same birchen argument to convince me.”—* Then I must
tell you plainly,” said Thwackum, “I am resolved to discover
the wicked wretch,”—* And I must tell you plainly,” returned
Jones, “ I am resolved you shall not.” Thwackum then offered
to advance, and Jones laid hold of his arms; which Mr. Blifil
endeavoured to rescue, declaring, * he would not see his old
master insulted.”

Jones now finding himself engaged with two, thought it
necessary to rid himself of one of his antagonists as soon as
possible. He therefore applied to the weakest first; and, letting
the parson go, he directed a blow at the young squire’s breast,
which luckily taking place, reduced him to measure his length
on the ground.

Thwackum was so intent on the discovery, that, the moment
he found himself at liberty, he stept forward directly into the
fern, without any great consideration of what might in the
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meantime befal his friend; but he had advanced a very few
paces into the thicket, before Jones, having defeated BIifil,
overtook the parson, and dragged him backward by the skirt
of his coat.

This parson had been a champion in his youth, and had won
much honour by his fist, both at school and at the university.
He had now indeed, for a great number of years, declined the
practice of that noble art; yet was his courage full as strong as
his faith, and his body no less strong than either. He was more-
over, as the reader may perhaps have conceived, somewhat
irascible in his nature. When he looked back, therefore, and
saw his friend stretched out on the ground, and found himself
at the same time so roughly handled by one who had formerly
been only passive in all conflicts between them (a circumstance
which highly aggravated the whole), his patience at length gave
way; he threw himself into a posture of offence; and collecting
all his force, attacked Jones in the front with as much impetuosity
as he had formerly attacked him in the rear.

Qur heroe received the enemy’s attack with the most un-
daunted intrepidity, and his bosom resounded with the blow.
This he presently returned with no less violence, aiming likewise
at the parson’s breast; but he dexterously drove down the fist
of Jones, so that it reached only his belly, where two pounds of
beef and as many of pudding were then deposited, and whence
consequently no hollow sound could proceed. Many lusty blows,
much more pleasant as well as easy to have seen, than to read
or describe, were given on both sides: at last a violent fall, in
which Jones had thrown his knees into Thwackum’s breast, so
weakened the latter, that victory had been no longer dubious,
had not Blifil, who had now recovered his strength, again renewed
the fight, and by engaging with Jones, given the parson a
moment’s time to shake his ears, and to regain his breath.

And now both together attacked our heroe, whose blows did
not retain that force with which they had fallen at first, so
weakened was he by his combat with Thwackum; for though
the pedagogue chose rather to play solos on the human instru-
ment, and had been lately used to those only, yet he still re-
tained enough of his antient knowledge to perform his part
very well in a duet.

The victory, according to modern custom, was like to be
decided by numbers, when, on a sudden, a fourth pair of fists
appeared in the battle, and immediately paid their compliments
to the parson; and the owner of them at the same time crying
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out, “ Are not you ashamed, and be d—n’d to you, to fall two
of you upon one? ”

) The battle, which was of the kind that for distinction’s sake
is called royal, now raged with the utmost violence during a
few minutes; till Blifil being a second time laid sprawling by
Jones, Thwackum condescended to apply for quarter to his new
antagonist, who was now found to be Mr. Western himself; for
1;} the heat of the action none of the combatants had recognized

m.

In fact, that honest squire, happening, in his afternoon’s
walk with some company, to pass through the field where the
bloody battle was fought, and having concluded, from seeing
three men engaged, that two of them must be on a side, he
hastened from his companions, and with more gallantry than
policy, espoused the cause of the weaker party. By which
generous proceeding he very probably prevented Mr. Jones
from becoming a victim to the wrath of Thwackum, and to the
pious friendship which BIifil bore his old master; for, besides
the disadvantage of such odds, Jones had not yet sufficiently
recovered the former strength of his broken arm. This rein-
fo.rcement, however, soon put an end to the action, and Jones
with his ally obtained the victory.

CHAPTER XII
IN WHICH IS SEEN A MORE MOVING SPECTACLE THAN ALL THE

BLOOD IN THE BODIES OF THWACKUM AND BLIFIL, AND OF
TWENTY OTHER SUCH, IS CAPABLE OF PRODUCING

TuE rest of Mr. Western's company were now come up, being
Just at the instant when the action was over. These were the
honest clergyman, whom we have formerly seen at Mr. Western's
table; Mrs. Western, the aunt of Sophia; and lastly, the lovely
Sophia herself. .

At this time, the following was the aspect of the bloody field.
In one place lay on the ground, all pale, and almost breathless,
the vanquished Blifil. Near him stood the conqueror Jones,
almost covered with blood, part of which was naturally his own,
and part had been lately the property of the Reverend Mr.
Thwackum. In a third place stood the said Thwackum, like
King Porus, sullenly submitting to the conqueror. The last
figure in the picce was Western the Great, most gloriously
forbearing the vanquished foe,
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Blifil, in whom there was little sign of life, was at first the
principal object of the concern of every one, and particularly of
Mrs. Western, who had drawn from her pocket a bottle of harts-
horn, and was herself about to apply it to his nostrils, when on
a sudden the attention of the whole company was diverted from
poor Blifil, whose spirit, if it had any such design, might have
now taken an opportunity of stealing off to the other world,
without any ceremony.

For now a more melancholy and a more lovely object lay
motionless before them. This was no other than the charming
Sophia herself, who, from the sight of blood, or from fear for
her father, or from some other reason, had fallen down in a
swoon, before any one could get to her assistance.

Mrs, Western first saw her and screamed. Immediately two
or three voices cried out,  Miss Western is dead.” Hartshorn,
water, every remedy was called for, almost at one and the same
instant.

The reader may remember, that in our description of this
grove we mentioned a murmuring brook, which brook did not
come there, as such gentle streams flow through vulgar
romances, with no other purpose than to murmur, No! For-
tune had decreed to ennoble this little brook with a higher
honour than any of those which wash the plains of Arcadia
ever deserved.

Jones was rubbing Blifil's temples, for he began to fear he
had given him a blow too much, when the words, Miss Western
and Dead, rushed at once on his ear. He started up, left Blifil
to his fate, and flew to Sophia, whom, while all the rest were
running against each other, backward and forward, looking for
water in the dry paths, he caught up in his arms, and then ran
away with her over the field to the rivulet above mentioned;
where, plunging himself into the water, he contrived to be-
sprinkle her face, head, and neck very plentifully:

Happy was it for Sophia that the same confusion which pre-
vented her other friends from serving her, prevented them like-
wise from obstructing Jones. He had carried her half ways

before they knew what he was doing, and he had actually
réstored her to life before they reached the waterside. She
stretched out her arms, opened her eyes, and cried, “ Oh!
heavens!” just as her father, aunt, and the parson came up.

Jones, who had hitherto held this lovely burthen in his arms,
now relinquished his hold; but gave her at the same instant
a tender caress, which, had her senses been then perfectly
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restored, could not have escaped her observation. As she
expressed, therefore, no displeasure at this freedom, we suppose
she was not sufficiently recovered from her swoon at the time.

_ This tragical scene was now converted into a sudden scene of
joy. In this our heroe was certainly the principal character; for
as he probably felt more ecstatic delight in having saved Sophia
than she herself received from being saved, so neither were the
congratulations paid to her equal to what were conferred on
Jones, especially by Mr. Western himself, who, after having
once or twice embraced his daughter, fell to hugging and kissing
Jones. He called him the preserver of Sophia, and declared
there was nothing, except her, or his estate, which he would
not give him; but upon recollection, he afterwards excepted
his fox-hounds, the Chevalier, and Miss Slouch (for so he called
his favourite mare).

All fears for Sophia being now removed, Jones became the
object of the squire’s consideration—* Come, my lad,” says
Western, “ d'off thy quoat and wash thy feace; for att in a
devilish pickle, I promise thee. Come, come, wash thyself, and
shat go huome with me; and we’l zee to vind thee another
quoat.”

Jones immediately complied, threw off his coat, went down
to the water, and washed both his face and bosom; for the
latter was as much exposed and as bloody as the former. But
though the water could clear off the blood, it could not remove
the black and blue marks which Thwackum had imprinted on
both his face and breast, and which, being discerned by Sophia,
drew from her a sigh and a look full of inexpressible tenderness.

Jones received this full in his eyes, and it had infinitely a
stronger effect on him than all the contusions which he had
received before. An effect, however, widely different; for so
soft and balmy was it, that, had all his former blows been stabs,
it would for some minutes have prevented his feeling their smart.

The company now moved backwards, and soon arrived where
Thwackum had got Mr. Blifil again on his legs. Here we cannot
suppress a pious wish, that all quarrels were to be decided by
those weapons only with which Nature, knowing what is proper
for us, hath supplied us; and that cold iron was to be used in
digging no bowels but those of the earth. Then would war, the
pastime of monarchs, be almost inoffensive, and battles between
great armies might be fought at the particular desire of several
ladies of quality; who, together with the kings themselves,
might be actual spectators of the conflict. Then might the field
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be this moment well strewed with human carcasses, and the next,
the dead men, or infinitely the greatest part of them, might get
up, like Mr. Bayes’s troops, and march off either at the sound
of a drum or fiddle, as should be previously agreed on.

I would avoid, if possible, treating this matter ludicrously,
lest grave men and politicians, whom I know to be offended at
a jest, may cry pish at it; but, in reality, might not a battle be
as well decided by the greater number of broken heads, bloody
noses, and black eyes, as by the greater heaps of mangled and
murdered human bodies? Might not towns be contended for in
the same manner? Indeed, this may be thought too detrimental
a scheme to the French interest, since they would thus lose the
advantage they have over other nations in the superiority of
their engineers; but when I consider the gallantry and genero-
sity of that people, I am persuaded they would never decline
putting themselves upon a par with their adversary; or, as the
phrase is, making themselves his match.

But such reformations are rather to be wished than hoped for:
I shall content myself, therefore, with this short hint, and
return to my narrative.

Western began now to inquire into the original rise of this
quarrel. To which neither Blifil nor Jones gave any answer;
but Thwackum said surlily, “ I believe the cause is not far off;
if you beat the bushes well you may find her.”—* Find her? ”
replied Western: ““ what! have you been fighting for a wench? *
—** Ask the gentleman in his waistcoat there,” said Thwackum:
“ he best knows.” “ Nay then,” cries Western, “ it is a wench
certainly.—Ah, Tom, Tom, thou art a liquorish dog. But come,
gentlemen, be all friends, and go home with me, and make final
peace over a bottle.” “ Task your pardon, sir,” says Thwackum:
“ it is no such slight matter for a man of my character to be thus
injuriously treated, and buffeted by a boy, only because I would
have done my duty, in endeavouring to detect and bring to
justice a wanton harlot; but, indeed, the principal fault lies in
Mr. Allworthy and yourself; for if you put the laws in execution,
as you ought to do, you will soon rid the country of these
vermin."”

“T would as soon rid the country of foxes,” cries Western.
“1 think we ought to encourage the recruiting those numbers
which we are every day losing in the war.—But where is she?
Prithee, Tom, show me.” He then began to beat about, in the
same language and in the same manner as if he had been beat-
ing for a hare; and at last cried out, “ Soho!l Puss is not far
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off. Here’s her form, upon my soul; I believe I may cry stole
away.” And indeed so he might; for he had now }crliscgvered
the place whence the poor girl had, at the beginning of the fray,
stolen away, upon as many feet as a hare generally uses In
travelling,

Sophia now desired her father to return home; saying she
found herself very faint, and apprehended a relapse, The s?quire
immediately complied with his daughter’s request (for he was
the fondest of parents). He earnestly endeavoured to prevail
with the whole company to go and sup with him: but Blifil and
Thwackum absolutely refused; the former saying, there were
more reasons than he could then mention, why he must decline
this honour; and the latter declaring (perhaps rightly) that it
was not proper for a person of his function to be seen at any
place in his present condition.

_Jones was incapable of refusing the pleasure of being with
his Sophia; so0 on he marched with Squire Western and his
ladies, the parson bringing up the rear. This had, indeed, offered
to tarry with his brother Thwackum, professing his reéard for
the liiloth would nﬁ)tfpermit him to depart; but Thwackum
would not accept the favour, and, wi ivili
him after Mr. ‘Rf‘estem. i e

Thus ended this bloody fray; and thus shall end the fifth
book of this history,




