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THE TRANSLATION,

PEARGT- 8t

re*HERE was no body in the
ﬁi_ box I was let into but a kindly
old French officer. I love the cha-
racter, not only becaufe I honour the
man whofe manners are {oftened by
a profeflion which makes bad men
worfe ; but that I once knew one—
for he is no more—and why fhould I
not refcue one page from violation
by writing his name in it, and telling
the world it was Captain Tobias
Shandy, the deareft of my flock and
friends, whefe philanthropy I never

Mg think




think of at this long diftance from
his. death—but my eyes gufh out
with tears. For his fake, I have a
predileétion for the whole corps of
veterans; and fo I ftrode over the
two back rows of benches, and placed

" myfelf befide him.

The old officer was reading atten-
tively a fmall pamphlet, it might be
the book of the opera, with a large
pair of fpectacles. As foon as I fat
down, he took his fpetacles off, and
putting them into a thagreen cafe,
return’d them and the book into his
pocket together. I half rofe up, and
made him a bow.

T'ranflate
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Tranflate this into any civilized
language in the world—the fenle is

this :

1 he (R e e T o
¢¢ was he to be feven years in Paris,
<« if every man he comes near keeps

T 0 SILEETE VI
1 1nouia 1 ceur

I made him into French too, and
told him, ¢ I was fenfible of his at-

N 3 ¢« tention,




¢ tention, and return’d him a thou-
“ fand thanks for it.”

There is not a fecret {o aiding to
the progrefs of fociality, as to get
mafter of this fhort hand, and be
quick in rendering the feveral turns
of looks and limbs, with all their
inflections and delineations, into plain
words.. For my own part, by long
habitude, I do it fo mechanically,
that when I walk the ftreets of Lon-
don, I go tranflating all the way;
and have more than once ftood be-
hind in the circle, where not three
words have been faid, and have
brought off twenty different dialogues
with me, which I could have fairly
wrote down and {worn to.
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I was going one evening to Mar-
tini’s concert at Milan, and was juft
entering the door of the hall, when
the Marquefina di F*** was coming
out in a fort of a hurry—fhe was al-
moft upon me before I faw her; fol
cave a fpring to one {ide to let her
pafs—She had done the fame, and
on the {ame fide too; fo we ran our
heads together : fhe inftantly got to
the other fide to get out: T was juft
as unfortunate as the had been; for
I had fprung to that fide, and op-
pofed  her paffage again—We both
flew together to the other fide, and
then back—and fo on—it was ridi-
culous ; we both blufh’d intolerably;
fo I did atIaft the thing I thould have

N a4 done:




done at firft—I ftood ftock ftill, and

the Marquefina had no more diffi-
culty. I had no power to go- into

the room, till I had made her fo

1 reparation as to wait and fol-

low her with my eye to the end of

She look’d back twice,

and wallk’d alon g it rather fide-ways,
as if the would make room for any

ning up ftairs to pals her—

Vo, faid I—that’s a vile tranflation

I can make her; and

oDX 18 left for me to do it
in—1o I ran and begg’d pardon for
ent I had given her,

was my intention to haw
made her way. She anfwered, fhe

was




ot m—— -

[ 185
was guided by the fame intention to-
wards me—{o we reciprocally thank’d
each other. She was at the top of
the ftairs; and feeing no chichefbee
near her, I begg’d to hand her toher
coach—{o we went down the ftairs,
fropping at every third ftep to talk of

the concert and the adventure—U pon

handed her in, I made fix different
efforts to let you go out—And I made

{ix efforts, replied fhe, to let you enter
—I with to heaven you would make
a feventh, faid I—With all my heart,
{aid fhe, making room—Life is too

I8, fod
L

thort to be long about the forms of
it—fo I inftantly ftepp’d in, and fhe
carried me home with her — And

what
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what became of the concert, St. Ce-
cilia, who, I fuppofe, was at it,
knoews more than I. |

I will only add, that the connec-
tion which arofe out of that tranfla-
tion, gave me more pleafure than 1
any one I had the honour to make
in Italy.
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