Trecho de Gulliver’s travels, de Jonathan Swift.

“In the right coat Pocket of the Great Man Mountain (for so I interpret the Words Quinbus
Flestrin) after the strictest search, we found only one great Piece of coarse Cloath, large
enough to be a Foot-Cloth for your Majesty's chief Room of State. In the left Pocket we saw a
huge Silver Chest, with a Cover of the same Metal, which we the Searchers were not able to lift.
We desired it should be opened, and one of us stepping into it, found himself up to the mid Leg
in a sort of Dust, some part whereof flying up to our Faces, set us both sneezing for several
times together. In his right Waistcoat-Pocket we found a prodigious Bundle of white thin
Substances, folded one over another, about the Bigness of three Men, tied with a strong cable,
and marked with black Figures; which we humbly conceive to be Writings, every Letter
almost half as large as the Palm of our Hands. In the left there was a sort of Engine, from the
back of which were extended twenty long poles, resembling the palisades before your
Majesty's Court; wherewith we conjecture the Man Mountain combs his Head, for we did not
always trouble him with Questions, because we found it a great Difficulty to make him
understand us. In the large Pocket on the right side of his middle Cover (so I translate the
Word Ranfu-Lo, by which they meant my Breeches) we saw a hollow Pillar of Iron, about the
length of a Man, fastened to a strong piece of Timber, larger than the Pillar; and upon one side
of the Pillar were huge Pieces of Iron sticking out, cut into strange Figures, which we know not
what to make of. In the left Pocket, another Engine of the same kind. In the smaller Pocket on
the right side, were several round flat Pieces of white and red Metal, of different Bulk; some of
the white, which seemed to be silver, were so large and heavy, that my Comrade and I could
hardly lift them. In the left Pocket were two black Pillars irregularly shaped: we could not,
without Difficulty, reach the Top of them as we stood at the Bottom of his Pocket. One of them
was covered, and seemed all of a Piece: but at the upper End of the other, there appeared a
white round Substance, about twice the bigness of our heads. Within each of these was
inclosed a prodigious Plate of Steel; which, by our Orders, we obliged him to shew us, because
we apprehended they might be dangerous Engines. He took them out of their Cases, and told
us, that in his own Country his Practice was to shave his Beard with one of these, and to cut
his Meat with the other. There were two Pockets which we could not enter: These he called
his Fobs; they were two large Slits cut into the top of his middle Cover, but squeez'd close by
the pressure of his Belly. Out of the right Fob hung a great silver Chain, with a wonderful kind
of Engine at the bottom. We directed him to draw out whatever was fastened to that Chain;
which appeared to be a Globe, half Silver, and half of some transparent Metal: for on the
transparent side we saw certain strange Figures circularly drawn, and thought we could touch
them, till we found our Fingers stopped by that lucid Substance. He put this Engine to our
Ears, which made an incessant Noise like that of a Water-Mill. And we conjecture it is either
some unknown Animal, or the God that he worships: But we are more inclined to the latter
Opinion, because he assured us (if we understood him right, for he expressed himself very
imperfectly) that he seldom did anything without consulting it: he called it his Oracle, and said
it pointed out the Time for every Action of his Life. From the left Fob he took out a Net almost
large enough for a Fisherman, but contrived to open and shut like a Purse, and serve him for
the same use: we found therein several massy Pieces of yellow Metal, which, if they be real
Gold, must be of immense Value.




