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¢She smiled, sir, and said you were a
pedant; so say of me what you please, read
Seneca, and quote him against me if you
think fitt I am, sir, your humble ser-
vant.’

No. 159.] Saturday, Sefitember 1, 1711.

Omnem, que nunc obducta tuenti
Mortales hebetat visus tibi, et humida cireum
Caligat, nubem eripiam.—— Firg. JEn. ii. 604.

The cloud, which, intercepting the clear light,

Hangs o’er thy eyes, and blunts thy mortal sight,

1 will remove,

WaEN I was at Grand Cairo, I picked
up several oriental manuscripts which I
have still by me. Among others, I met with
one entitled, The Visions of Mirza, which
I have read over with great pleasure. I
intend to give it to the public when I have
no other entertainment for them; and shall
begin with the first vision, which I have
translated word for word as follows:

‘On the fifth day of the moon, which,
according to the custom of my forefathers,
I always keep holy, after having washed
myself, and offered up my morning devo-
tions, 1 ascended the high hills of Bagdat,
in order to pass the rest of the day in medi-
tation and prayer. As I was here airing
myself on the tops of the mountains, I fell
into a profound contemplation on the vanity
of human life; and passing from one thought
to another, * Surely,” said I, ““man is but
a shadow, and life a dream.” Whilst I
was thus musing, I cast my eyes towards
the summit of a rock that was not far from
me, where I discovered one in the habit of
a shepherd, with a little musical instrument
in his hand. As I looked upon him he ap-
plied it to his lips, and began to play upon
it. The sound of it was exceeding sweet,
and wrought into a variety of tunes that
were inexpressibly melodious, and alto-
gether different from any thing I had ever
heard. They put me in mind of those
heavenly airs that are played to the de-
parted souls of good men upon their first
arrival in Paradise, to wear out the im-
pressions of the last agonies, and qualify
them forthe pleasures of that happy place.
My heart melted away in secret raptures.

‘I had often been told that the rock be-
fore me was the haunt of a Genius; and that
several had been entertained with music
who had passed by it, but never heard that
the musician had before made himself visi-
ble. When he had raised my thoughts by
those transporting airs which he played, to
taste the pleasures of his conversation, as I
looked upon him like one astonished, he
beckoned to me, and by the waving of his
hand directed me to approach the place
where he sat. I drew near with that reve-
rence which is due to a superior nature;
and as my heart was entirely subdued by
the captivating strains I had heard, I fell
down at his feet and wept. The genius
smiled upon me with a lock of compassion
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and affability that familiarized him to my
imagination, and at once dispelled all the
fears and apprehensions with which I ap-
proached him. He lifted me from the
ground, and taking me by the hand,
¢ Mirza,” said he, ‘I have heard thee in
thy soliloquies; follow me.”

‘He then led me to the highest pinnacle
of the rock, and placing me on the top of it,
¢ Cast thy eyes eastward,” said he, “‘and
tell me what thou seest.”—*¢¢ I see,” said I,
‘‘a huge valley, and a prodigious tide of
water rolling through it.”—¢ The valley
that thou seest,” said he, ¢“is the Vale of
Misery, and the tide of water that thou
seest, is part of the great tide of eternity.”
¢ What is the reason,” said I, ‘“that the
tide I see rises out of a thick mist at one
end, and again loses itself in a thick mist at
the other?”—¢ What thou seest,” said he,
¢¢is that portion of eternity which is called
time, measured out by the sun, and reach-
ing from'the beginning of the world to its
consummation. ”—¢¢ Examine now,” said
he, “¢ this sea that is bounded with darkness
at both ends, and tell me what thou disco-
verest in it.”’—*¢1 see a bridge,” said I,
¢¢ standing in the midst of the tide.”—¢¢The
bridge thou seest,” said he, ““is human
life, consider it attentively.” Upon a more
leisurely survey of it, I found that it con-
sisted of three-score and ten entire arches,
with several broken arches, which added
to those that were entire, made up the
number about an hundred. As I wascount-
ing the arches, the genius told me that this
bridge consisted at first of a thousand arches:
but that a great flood swept away the rest,
and left the bridge in the ruinous condition
I now beheld it. ““But tell me farther,”
said he, ““what thou discoverest on it,”—
““] see multitudes of people passing over
it,”” said I, ¢ and a black cloud hanging on
each end of it.” As I looked more atten-
tively, I saw several of the passengers
dropping through the bridge into the great
tide that flowed underneath it; and upon
farther examination, perceived there were
innumerable trap-doors that lay concealed
in the bridge, which the passengers no
sooner trod upon, but they fell through
them into the tide, and immediately disap-
peared. These hidden pit-falls were set
very thick at the entrance of the bridge, so
that throngs of people no soocner broke
through the cloud, but many of them fell
into them. They grew thmner towards
the middle, but multiplied and lay closer
together towards the end of the arches that
were entire,

¢There were indeed some persons, but
their number was very small, that continued
a kind of hobbling march on the broken
arches, but fell through one after another,
being quite tired and spent with so long a
walk. :

¢T passed some time in the contemplation
of this wonderful structure, and the great
variety of objects which it presented. My
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heart was filled with a deep melancholy to
see several dropping unexpectedly in the
midst of mirth and jollity, and catching at
every thing that stood by them to save
themselves. Some were looking up towards
the heavens in a thoughtful posture, and in
the midst of a speculation stumbled and fell
out of sight. Multitudes were very busy in
the pursuit of bubbles that glittered in their
eyes and danced before them; but often
when they thought themselves within the
reach of them, their footing failed and down
they sunk. In this confusion of objects, I
observed some with scimitars in their hands,
and others with urinals, who ran to and fro
upon the bridge, thrusting several persons
on trap-doors which did not seem to lie
in their way, and which they might have
escaped had they not been thus forced upon
them.

¢The genius seeing me indulge myself on
this melancholy prospect, told me 1 had
dwelt long enough upon it. ¢ Take thine
eyes off the bridge,” said he, ““and tell me
if thou yet seest any thing thou dost not
comprehend.” Upon looking up, ““What
mean,” said I, ¢ those great flights of birds
that are perpetually hovering about the
bridge, and settling upon it from time to
time? I see vultures, harpies, ravens, cor-
morants, and among many other feathered

creatures several little winged boys, that|
perch in great numbers upon the middle

arches.”—¢¢ These,” said the genius, ‘“are
Envy, Avarice, Superstition, Despair, Love,
with the like cares and passions that infest
human life.”

¢ [ here fetched a deep sigh. ¢ Alas,”
said I, “man was made in vain! how is he
given away to misery and mortality! tor-
tured in life, and swallowed up in death!”
The genius being moved with compassion
towards me, bid me quit so uncomfortable
a prospect. *¢ Look no more,” Sf{id he,
“¢on man in the first stage of his existence,
in his setting out for eternity; but cast thine
eye on that thick mist into which the tide
bears the scveral generations of mortals
that fall into it.” I directed my sight as I
was ordered, and (whether or no the good
genius strengthened it with any superna-

tural force, or dissipated part of the mist|

that was before too thick for the eye to
penetrate,) I saw the valley ()Fcning at the
farther end, and spreading forth into an
immense ocean, that had a huge rock of
adamant running through the midst of it,
and dividing it into two equal parts. The
clouds still rested on one half of it, insomuch
that I could discover nothing in it: but the
other appeared to me a vast ocean planted
with innumerable islands, that were covered
with fruits and flowers, and interwoven with
athousand little shining seas that ran among
them. T could see persons dressed in glo-
rious habits with garlands upon their heads,
passing among the trees, lying down by the
sides of fountains, or resting on beds of flow-

ers; and could hear a confused harmony of
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singing birds, falling waters, human voices,
and musical instruments. Gladness grew
in me upon the discovery of so delightful a
scene. 1 wished for the wings of an eagle,
that I might fly away to those happy seats;
but the genius told me there was no passage
to them except through the gates of death
that I saw opening every moment upon the
bridge. ¢ The islands,” said he, * that lie
so fresh and green before thee, and with
which the whole face of the ocean appears
spotted as far as thou canst see, are more
in number than the sands on the sea-shore;
there are myriads of islands behind those
which thou here discoverest, reaching far-
ther than thine eye, or even thine ima-
gination can extend itself. These are the
mansions of good men after death, who ac-
cording to the degree and kinds of virtue in
which they excelled, are distributed among
these several islands, which abound with
pleasures of different kinds and degrees,
suitable to the relishes and perfections of
those who are settled in them; every island
is a Paradise accommodated to its respec-
tive inhabitants. Are not these, O Mirza,
habitations worth contending for? Does life
appear miserable, that gives thee opportu-
nities of earning such a reward? Is death
to be feared, that will convey thee to so
happy an existence? Think not man was
made in vain who has such an eternity re-
served for him.” I gazed with inexpressi-
ble pleasure on these happy islands. At
length, said I, “‘Show me now, I beseech
thee, the secrets that lie hid under those
dark clouds which cover the ocean on the
other side of the rock of adamant.” The
genius making me no answer, I turned me
about to address myself to him a second
time, but found that he had left me; I then
turned again to the vision which I had been
so long contemplating: but, instead of the
rolling tide, the arched bridge, and the
happy islands, I saw nothing but the long,
hollow valley of Bagdat, with oxen, sheep,
and camels, grazing upon the sides of it.
The end of the First Vision of Jl[ir:c(t:.

No. 160.] Monday, Sepitember 3, 1711,

——Cui mens divinior, atque 08
Magna sonaturum, des nominis hujus honorem.
Hor. Lib. 1. 8at. iv. 43.

On him confer the Poet's sacred name,
Whose lofty voice declares the heay'nly flame.
THERE is no character more frequently
given to a writer, than that of being a ge
nius. I have heard many a little sonneteer
called a fine genius. There is not an heroic
scribbler in the nation, that has not his ad-
mirers who think him a great genius; and
as for your smatterers in tragedy, there is
scarce a man among them who is not cried
up by one or other for a prodigious g(zn.ius.
My design in this paper is to consider
what is properly a great gemus, and to
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throw some thoughts together on so un- |
common a subject. |

Among great geniuses those few draw |
the admiration of all the world upon them,
and stand up as the prodigies of mankind,
who by the mere strength of natural parts,
and without any ance of art or learn-
ing, have produced works that were the
delight of their own times, and the wonder
of posterity. There appears something
nobly wild and extravagant in these great
natural geniuses that is infinitely more
beautiful than all the turn and polishing
of what the French call a bel esprit, by
which they would express a genius refined
by conversation, reflection, and the reading
of the most polite authors. The greatest |
genius which runs through the arts and sci-
ences, takes a kind of tincture from them,
and falls unavoidably into imitation.

Many of these great natural geniuses that
were never disciplined and broken by rules
of art, are to be found among the ancients,
and in particular among those of the more
eastern parts of the world. Homer has in-
numerable flights that Virgil was not able
to reach, and in the Old Testament we find |
several passages more elevated and sublime
than any in Homer. At the same time that
we allow a greater and more daring genius
to the ancients, we must own that the
greatest of them very much failed in, or,
if you will, that they were much above the |
nicety and correctness of the moderns. In
their similitudes and allusions, provided
there was a likeness, they did not much
trouble themselves about the decency of
the comparison: thus Solomon resembles
the nose of his beloved to the tower of Le-
banon which looketh towards Damascus; |
as the coming of a thief in the night, is a |
similitude of the same kind in the New |
Testament. It would be endless to make
collections of this nature; Homer illustrates
one of his heroes encompassed with the |
enemy, by an ass in a field of corn that has
his sides belaboured by all the boys of the
village without stirring a foot for it; and
another of them tossing to and fro in his
bed and burning with resentment, to a piece |
of flesh broiled on the coals. This particu- |
lar failure in the ancients, opens a large
field of raillery to the little wits, who can
laugh at an indecency, but not relish the
sublime in these sorts of writings. The
present emperor of Persia, conformable to
this eastern way of thinking, amidst a great
many pompous titles, denominates himself
¢ the sun of glory,” and ¢the nutmeg of de-
light.” In short, to cut off all cavilling
against the ancients, and particularly those
of the warmer climates, who had most heat
and life in their imagination, we are to con-
sider that the rule of ohserving what the
French call the bienseance in an allusion,
has been found out of later years, and in
the colder regions of the world; where we
would make some amends for our want of
force and spirit, by a scrupulous nicety and
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exactness in our compositions. Our coun-
tryman Shakspeare was a remarkable in-
stance of this first kind of great geniuses.

I cannot quit this head without observing
that Pindar was a great genius of the first
class, who was hurried on by a natural fire
and impetuosity to vast conceptions of
things and noble sallies of imagination. At
the same time, can any thing be more ridi-
culous than for men of a sober and mode-
rate fancy to imitate this poet’s way of
writing in those monstrous compositions
which go among us under the name of Pin-
darics? When I see people copying works,
which, as Horace has represented them,
are singular in their kind, and inimitable:
when I see men following irregularities by
rule, and by the little tricks of art straining
after the most unbounded flights of nature,
I cannot but apply to them that passage in
Terence:

- ———Incerta hec si tu postules
Ratione certa facere, nihilo plus a
Quam si des operam, ut cum r:u}n-

1‘!l~'ﬂnh’l",
Act 1. Se. 1.
You may as well pretend to be mad and in your
senses at the to think of reducing these
uncertain things 3 inty by reason
In short, a modern Pindaric writer com-
pared with Pindar, is like a sister among
the Camisars* compared with Virgil’s
Sibyl: there is the distortion, grimace, and
outward figure, but nothing of that divine
impulse which raises the mind above itself,

| and makes the sounds more than human.

There is another kind of great geniuses
which I shall place in a second class, not as
I think them inferior to the first, but only
for distinction’s sake, as they are of a dif-
ferent kind. This second class of great
geniuses are those that have formed them-

| selves by rules, and submitted the greatness
J 8

of their natural talents to the corrections
and rest ts of art. Such among the
Greeks were Plato and Aristotle; among
the Romans Virgil and Tully; among the
English Milton and Sir Francis Bacon.

* A particular account of these people and the strange
fortune of their leader, is to be found in Voltaire's * 8

e Lonis XIV.” A few of them made thei I
ance in this country, in the year 1707, of whom Smollet
gives the following account ;—

* Three Camisars, or protestants, from the Cevennois,
having made their escap: 1l repaired to London, ae
quired about this tim pellation of French pro
phets, from their enthus sticulations, effusions,
and convulsions; 1 a sect of their coun-
trymen. The scandalized at their be-
haviour, and a by the bishop of London, as
superior of the French congregations, resolved to in

quire into the mission of these pretended prophets,
whose & s were Elias Marion, John Cavalier, and
Durand . They were de ed impostors and coun-
terfeits. Notwithstanding ti lecision, which was

continued their assem
blies in Soho, under the c itenance of Sir Richard
Bulkeley and John Lacy. They reviled the ministers
of the established church: they denounced judgments
ninst the city of London, and the whole British na-

confirmed by the bish

tion; and published their predictions composed of unin-
te ble ron. Then they were prosecuted at the
expe of the French churches, as disturbers of the

public peace and false prophets. They were sentenced
1o pay a fine of twenty marks each, and stand twice on
a scafiold, with papers on their breasts, denoting their
offence : a sentence which was executed accordingly at
Charing-Cross and the Royal-Exchange.”
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Thegenius in both these classesof authors
may be equally great, but shows itself after
a different manner. In the first it is like a
rich soil in a happy climate, that produces
a whole wilderness of noble plants rising in
a thousand beautiful landscapes, without
any certain order or regularity. In the
other it is the same rich soil under the
same happy climate, that has been laid out
in walks and parterres, and cut into shape
and beauty by the skill of the gardener.

The great danger in these latter kind of
geniuses, is lest they cramp their own abili-
ties too much by imitation, and form them-
selves altogether upon models, without giv-
ing the full play to their own natural parts.
An imitation of the best authors is not to
compare with a good original; and I believe
we may observe that very few writers make
an extraordinary figure in the world, who
have not something in their way of think-
ing or expressing themselves, that is pecu-~
liar to them, and entirely their own.

It is odd to consider what great geniuses
are sometimes thrown away upon trifles.

‘I once saw a shepherd,’ says a famous
Italian author, *who used to divert him-
self in his solitudes with tossing up eggs
and catching them again without breaking
them: in which he had arrived to so great |
a degree of perfection, that he would kee
up four at a time for several minutes to-
gether playing in the air, and falling into |
his hands by turns. I think,’ says the au-
thor, €I never saw a greater severity than
in this man’s face; for by his wonderful
perseverance and application, he had con-
tracted the seriousness and gravity of a
privy-counsellor; and I could not but re-
flect with myself, that the same assiduity |
and attention, had they been rightly applied,
might have made him a greater mathema-
tician than Archimedes.’ >

No. 161.] Tuesday, September 4,1711. |

Ipse dies agitat festos: Fususque per herbam,

Ignis ubi in medio et socii cratera coronant, |

Te liban ve, vocal: pecorisque magistris

j ertamina ponit in ulmo,

Corporaque agresti nudat preedura palestra.

Hanc olim veteres vitam coluere Sabini, i

Hane Remus et frater. Sic fortis Etruria crevit,

Scilicet et rerum facta est pulcherrima Roma.
Virg. Georg. ii. 527,

‘The hearth is in the midst: the herdsmen ro

The cheerful fire provoke hishealth in goblet

He calls on Bacchus, and propounds the prize;

The groom his fellow-groom at buts defies,

And bends his bow, and levels with his eyes:

Or stript for wrestling, smears his limbs with oil,

And watches with a trip his foe to foil.

Such was the life the frugal Sabines led ;

So Remus and his brother king were bred;

From whom th' austere Etrurian virtue rose;

And this rude life our homely fathers chose;

Old Rome from such a race deriv'd her birth,

The seat of empire, and the conquer’d earth.
Dryden.

I AM glad that my late going into the
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| fellow, who had the misfortune of a broken

country has increased the number of my
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correspondents, one of whom sends me the
following letter:

¢Sir,—Though you are pleased to re-
tire from us so soon into the city, I hope
you will not think the affairs of the coun-
try altogether unworthy of your inspec-
tion for the future, I had the honour of
seeing your short face at Sir Roger de Co-
verley’s, and have ever since thought your

erson and writings both extraordinary.
Elad you staid there a few days longer, you
would have seen a country wake, which
you know in most parts of England is the
eve-feast of the dedication of our churches.
I was last week at one of these assemblies,
which was held in a neighbouring parish;
where I found their green covered with a
promiscuous multitude of all ages and both
sexes, who esteem one another more or
less the following part of the year, accord-
ing as they distinguish themselves at this
time. The whole company were in their
holiday clothes, and ‘divided into several
parties, all of them endeavouring to show
themselves in those exercises wherein they
excelled, and to gain the approbation of
the lookers-on.

‘T found a ring of cudgel-players, who
were breaking one another’s heads in order
to make some impression on their mis-
I observed a lusty young

| pate; but what considerably added to the

anguish of the wound, was his overhearing
an old man, who shook his head and said,
¢That he questioned now if Black Kate
would marry him these three years.” I
was diverted from a farther observation of
these combatants by a foot-ball match,
which was on the other side of the green;
where Tom Short behaved himself so

| well, that most people seemed to agree, it

was impossible that he should remain a
bachelor until the next wake.” Having
played many a match myself, I could have
looked longer on this sport, had I not ob-
served a country girl who was posted on
an eminence at some distance from me,
and was making so many odd grimaces,
and writhing and distorting her whole body
in so strange a manner, as made me very
desirous to know the meaning of it. Upon
my coming up to her, I found that she was
overlooking a ring of wrestlers, and that
her sweetheart, a person of small stature,
was contending with a huge brawny fellow,
who twirled him about, and shook the little
man so violently, that by a secret sympa-

{thy of hearts it produced all those agita-

tions in the person of his mistress, who I
dare say, like Czlia in Shakspeare on the
same occasion, could have wished herself
“invisible to catch the strong fellow by the
leg.’* The ’squire of the parish treats the
whole company every year with a hogs-
head of ale; and proposes a beaver hat
as a recompence to him who gives most

* As You LikeIt. Acti.Sc. 6
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falls. This has raised such a-spirit of emu-
lation in the youth of the place, that some
of them have rendered themselves very
expert at this exercise; and I was often
surprised to see a fellow’s heels fly up, by
a trip which was given him so smartly that
I could scarce discern it. I found that the
old wrestlers seldom entered the ring until
some one was grown formidable by having
thrown two or three of his opponénts: but
ke}l)t themselves as it were in a reserved
body to defend the hat, which is always

hung up by the person who gets it in one

of the most conspicuous parts of the house,

and looked upon by the whole family asi
something redounding much more to their

honour than a coat of arms. There wasa |
fellow who was so busy in regulating all

the ceremonies, and seemed to carry such |
an air of importance in his look, that 1|
could not help inquiring who he was, and |
was immediately answered, * That he did
not value himself upon nothing, for that
he and his ancestors had won so many
hats, that his parlour looked like a haber-
dasher’s shop.” However, this thirst of
glory in them all was the reason that no
man stood ““lord of the ring,” for above
three falls while I was among them.

¢ The young maids who were not lookers-
on at these exercises, were themselves en-
gaged in some diversions: and upon my
asking a farmer’s son of my own parish
what he was gazing at with so much at-
tention, he told me, ‘“That he was seeing
Betty Welch,” whom I knew to be his
sweetheart, ** pitch a bar.”

¢ In short, I found the men endeavoured
to show the women they were no cowards,
and that the whole company strived to re-
commend themselves to each other by
making it appear that they were all ina
perfect state of health, and fit to undergo
any fatigues of bodily labour.

‘Your judgment upon this method of
love and gallantry, as it is at present prac-
tised among us in the country, will very
much oblige, sir, yours, &c.’

If I would here put on the scholar and
Politician, I might inform my readers how
these bodily exercises or games were for-
merly encouraged in all the common-
wealths of Greece; from whence the
Romans afterwards borrowed their fien-
tathlum, which was composed of running, “
wrestling, leaping, throwing, and boxing, |
though the prizes were generally nothing |
but a crown of cypress or parsley, hats not
being in fashion in those days: that there is
an old statute, which obliges every man in
England, having such an estate, to keep and |
exercise the long-bow: by which means
our ancestors excelled all other nations in
the use of that weapon, and we had all the
real advantages, Without the inconvenience
of a standing army: and that 1 once met
with a book of projects, in which the au-
thor, considering to what noble ends that
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spirit of emulation, which so remarkably
shows itself among our common people in
these wakes, might be directed, proposes
that for the improvement of all our handi-
craft trades there should be annual prizes
set up for such persons as were most ex-
cellent in their several arts. But laying
aside all these political considerations,
which might tempt me to pass the limits
of my paper, I confess the greatest benefit
and convenience that I can observe in these
country festivals, is the bringing young
people together, and giving them an op-
portunity of showing themselves in the
most advantageous light. A country fel-
low that throws his rival upon his back,
has generally as good success with their
common mistress; as nothing is more usual
than for a nimble-footed wench to get a
husband at the same time that she wins
a smock. Love and marriages are the
natural effects of these anniversary as-
semblies, I must therefore very much
approve the method by which my corre-
spondent tells me each sex endeavours to
recommend itself to the other, since no-
thing seems more likely to promise a
healthy offspring, or a happy cohabita-
tion. And I believe I may assure my
country friend, that there has been many
a court lady who would be contented to ex-
change her crazy young husband for Tom
Short, and several men of quality who
would have parted with a tender "yoke-
fellow for Black Kate.

I am the more pleased with having love
made the principal end and design of these
meetings, as it seems to be more agreeable
to the intent for which they were at first in-
stituted, as we are informed by the learned
Dr. Kennet,* with whose words I shall con-
clude my present paper.

“These wakes (says he,) were in imita-
tion of the ancient «y«ss:, or love-feasts;

|and were first established in England by

Pope Gregory the Great, who in an Epis-
tle to Melitus the abbot, gave order that
they should be kc%)t in sheds or arbories
made up with the branches and boughs of
trees round the church.’

He adds, ¢ That this laudable custom of
wakes prevailed for many ages, until the
nice puritans began to exclaim against it
as a remnant of popery; and by degrees
the precise humour grew so popular, that
at an Exeter assizes the Lord Chief Baron
Walter made an order for the suppression
of all wakes; but on Bishop Laud’s com-
plaining of this innovating humour, the king
commanded the order to be reversed.” X.

No. 162.] Wednesday, Sefitember 5, 1711,
Servetur ad imum,
Qualis ab incepto processerit, et sibi constet.

Hor. Ars Poet.

Keep one consistent plan from end to end.
NoTHING that is not a real crime makes

* Parochial Antiquities, 4to. 1605, p. 610, 614.
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a man appear so contemptible and little in
the eyes of the world as inconstancy, espe-
cially when it n or party.
In either of t} 1 2 man per-
haps does but his duty anging his
side, he not only m 1imse H hated 1
those he left, but is seldom ‘w:tml_» esteem-
ed by those he comes over

In these cles of ]'.“. therefore,
a man’s conviction ought to be very strong,
and if possible so wel
advantages may seem Tw have no \‘\ are in it,
or mankind will be ill-natured enough to

think he does not rh" e sides out of prin-
(1])1@, but either out of levity of temper, or
prospects of interest. Converts and rene-
gadoes of all kinds should take particular
care to let the world see they act upon m
nourable motives; or whatever
tions they may receive from themselves,
and apy slauses from those they converse
with, !hu‘ may be very well assured that
they are the scorn of all good men, and the
public marks of infamy and derision.

Irresolution on the sc h( mes of life which
offer themselves to our choice, and incon-
stancy in pursuing them, are the greatest
and most univer sal causes of all our disquiet
and unhappiness. When ambition ]nn]\
one way, ihtm'(\r another, inclination a
third, and pm haps reason contrary to all,

aman is likely to pass his time but ill who
has so many different parties to please.
When the mind hovers among such a va-
riety of H\ rements, one had better settl
on a way of life that is not the very

erow old wit
choice, and go out of
part of mankind
d ‘1' w to live in

of setting our-
1

we might have choser
out determining our

the world, as the greatest
do, before we had resolv

it. There is but one met
selves at rest in this p ind that
is by ng steadfast ne great end
as the chief and ultimate aim of all cur
]my\uit\ If we are firmly resolved to live
up to the dictates of reason, without any

regard to wealth, reputation, or the 1
considerations, any more than as they fall
in with our principal design, we may go

through life with steadiness and pleasure
but if we act by several broken views, <,ml
will not only be virtuous, but wealthy,
popular, and every thing that has a v alue
set upon it by the world, we shall live and
die in misery and repen
One would take
to guard one
ill;})(ﬁ'f(‘(‘t‘lﬂ\. becan
nature very stro inclines us
we examine ourselves thoroughly,
find that we are the most chang
ings in the universe. In respect to our un
derstanding, we of! »smbrace and reject
‘h“ very same opini : whereas beings

v\ SC 1:

above and beneath us have probably no
opinions at all, or at least no wavering and
uncertainties in those they have. Our su-

by intuition, and our in-
instinct. In respect of our wills,

])Ul\ rs are guided
feriors by

approba- |
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it of them,
eves of our
e life in of-

| we fall into crimes and recover
amiable or odious in the
J , and pass our who

asking pardon. On the con-
ngs underneath us are not
sinning, nor those above us of

is out of ¢

The one

ties of duty, .mtl the

nal course of sin, or
o

he possib
1er fixed in an eter-
an eternal course of

nting.

is scarce a state of life, or stage in

it, which does not produce changes and
revolutions in the mind of man. Our
schemes of thought in infancy are lost in

those of youth; these too take a different
[ turn in manhood, until old age often leads
us back into our former infancy. A new
|title or an unexpected success throws
us out of ourselves, and in a manner de-
stroys our identity. A cloudy day, or a lit-
tle sunshine, has as great an inﬂx'c'm- on

many constitutions, as the most re: i bless-
ing or misfortune. A dream varies our
being, :m:l changes our condition while it

and every passion, not to mention
th and sickness, and the greater altera-
tions in and mind, makes us appear
almost different creatures. If a man is so
.\.«1 among other Iwin,’\ by this
what can we think of such as
kable for it even
? It is a very
ne of the most va-
variable kind,

body

1ly if we consider that he who is the
tion has in him no
& the same vester-
day 1« : ’
As this mutability of temper and incon-
with ourselves is the greatest
weakn

, s0 it makes the
: t in a very
ridiculous than

more

partici ma

a other infirmity whatsoever, as it sets
{him in a greater variety of foolish lights,
| and (lI\TIPL’H shes him from himself by an

opposition of party-coloured charac ters.
B lm most humorous character in Horace
is founded upon this unevenness of temper
an l irregularity of conduct:

s habebat

| r, qui cogere posset
an patris, atque iam, non
si collibuisset, ab ovo
TIo Ba summa

natuor ima

ihi mensa

Jere frious
na dedisses
diebus

1 ipsum
m
Sat. i

this passage in
entertain my English n ader

-iption of a par: J]zl charac-
tis \\(n(hx ully well finished by Mr,

Instead of
Horace, I's

22}
with

ter,
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A man so various, that he seem’d to be
Not one, but all mankind’s epitome
Stiff in opinion, 3 in the wrong ;
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very miserable ¢

I am engaged i is su t by the fol-
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a fictiti

us ¢ € reason
is not imaginary.
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| in

| very
‘\Hl"

‘ would throw it into the fire, and think no

a gentleman, whom, I am st
self would have approve
dresses to me. He had e

Hmm\nd hlm but an est:

uald

bout

if I c
else.
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to have nobody
ths ago I rece f\Lll
I tw\: me, that b

not have hlm.
ul‘
tter f[w.n “him, acq

gary to obse r\u, that th
George Villiers, duke of Bu
“ Rehearsal.”

| heavy, we sh -l” find \“nm c( n\ml:m(wn in the
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estate left him, which he said was welcome
to him upon her account, but as he
hoped it w ove all difficulties that
lay in the way to our mutual happiness.

You may well suppose, sir, with how much
joy I received this letter, which was follow-
ed by several others filled with those ex-
pressions of love and joy, which I verily
believe nobody felt more sincerely, nor
knew better how todescribe, than the gen-
tleman I am speaking of. But, sir, how
xhv I be able to tell it you! By the last
eek’s post I received a letter from an in- |
timate friend of this unhappy gentleman, |
“quainting me, thatas he had yuxtsLt(Aans ‘
::H 'nl was preparing for his journey,
he fell sick of a h ver and died. It is im-
possible to express to you the distress I am
in upon this occasion. I can only have
recourse to my devotions: and to the
I‘L*‘uli'm{ of good books for my co nwL.tinn.
and as I alw ays take a particular deligh
l”\l f[k( juent ac 1\ 1Ces .Ul(l (l(\“ll th]it[]\
ch you give the public, it would be a
eat piece of charity in you to lend
your assistance in this conjuncture. If

&

..l\
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after the reading of this letter you find
yourself in a humour, rather to rally and
him- | ridic ule, than to comfort me, I desire you

more of it; but if you are touched with my
misfortune, which is greater than I know
how to bear, your counsels may very much

support, and will infinitel

flicted

t over than any e passion itself
and subc heart, that it
ling or !w- ng up

resses
ets with ot

strength;

which befall
‘r misfor-
she stands
sustains the
[ natural to
as its fom dation
tely sinks under the
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disagreeable
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e . se to
friends, who :111 of them applauc is } st 1 the mind against the impres-
person, would not for the sake of | sions of sorrow. Mons St. Evremont,
fav our his passion. For mv own D: | who d \;\ not approve of this method, re-
) 3 | Pl b

resigned myself up entirely to the dire n | comme nds authors who are apt to stir up
of those Who knew the w rld much better ; mirth in the mind of readers, and fancies
than myself, but still lived in he pes that | Don Quixote can give more relief to a
some juncture or other would make me [ heavy heart than Plutarch or Seneca, as it
happy in the man, \\hv m, in my heart, 1 [ﬁ\ much easier to divert grief than to con-
])ut«nd to all the world; being determined | This doubtless may have its effe

temp I should
authorsof aq \l'tk
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calamities and
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especially when we find our companions
men of virtue and merit. If our afflictions
are light, we shall be comforted by the
comparison we make between ourselves
and our fellow-sufferers. A loss at sea, a
fit of sickness, or the death of a friend, are
such trifles, when we consider whole king-
doms laid in ashes, families put to the
sword, wretches shut up in dungeons, and
the like calamities of mankind, t! mt we are
out of countenance for our own weakness, if
we sink under such little strokes of fortune.

Let the disconsolate Leonora consider,
that at the very time in which she lan-
guishes for the loss of her deceased lover,
there are persons in several parts of the
X\lnldjn&* perishing in a shipwreck; others
crying out for mercy in the terrors of a|
death-bed repentance; others lying under
the tortures of an infamous execution, or
the like dreadful calamities; and she will
find her sorrows vanish at the appearance
of those which are so much greater and
more astonishing.

I would further propose to the considera-
tion of my afflicted disciple, that possibly
what she now looks upon as the greatest |
misfortune, is not really such in itself. For |
my own part, I question not b“’ our souls [
in" a separate state will look back on their |
lives in quite another view than what they }
had of them in the body; and that what
they now consider as misfortunes and dis-
appointments, will very often appear to
have been escapes and blessings.

The mind that hath any cast tow: Il‘ﬂ\l
devotion, naturally flies to it in its afflic-
tions.

When I was in France I heard a very
remarkable story of two lovers, which l
shall relate at Tength in my to-morrow s,
paper, not only because the circumstances |
of it are extraordi nary, but because it may | j
serve asan illus n to all that can be said |
on this last head, and show the power of
religion in abating that particular anguish
which seems to lie so heavy on Leonora.
The story was told me by a priest, as I tra-
velled with him in a stage-coach. I shall
give it my reader, as well ‘L\I can remember, |
in his own words, after having premised,
that if consolations may be drawn from a
wrong religion and a misguided devotion
they cannot but flow much more ns xtumllv
from those which are founded upon reason
and established in good sense. L.

164.1 Friday, Sepfitember 7, 1711.

Illa, Quis et me, inquit, miseram, et te perdidit, Orpheu?
Jamque vale: feror ingenti cirenmdata nocte
Invalidasque tibi tendens, heu! non tua, palmas.

Virg. Georg, iv. 494.

Then thus the bride: What fary seiz'd on thee,
Unhappy man! to lose thyself and me ?

And now farewell! in s of night,
For ever [ am ravish’
In vain I reach my feeble hands to join
In sweet embra ah! no longer thine.

Dryden.

E -
CoONSTANTIA was a woman of extraordi-

{ was so incensed at the fat

| gentleman,
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nary wit and beauty, but very unhappy in
a father, who having arrived at great riches
by his own industr , took (ill!,’\t in no-
thing but his money. Theodosius* was the
younger son of a decayed family, of great
parts and learning, 1mp[<m >d h\ a m'n(ul
and virtuous education. When he was in
the twentieth vear of his age he became
acquainted with Constantia, who had not
then passed her fifteenth. As he lived but
a few miles distant from her father’s house,
he had frequent opportunities of seeing her,
and by the advantages of a good person and
a pleasing conversation, made such an im-
Dl'ww n on her heart as it was impossible
for time to efface. He was himself no less
smitten with Constantia. A long acquaint-
ance made them still discover new beauties
in each other, and by degrees ed in
them that mutual passion which had an
H‘.f“m'n(‘c on tl fn”u\\"]'\}: lives. It un-
fortur appened, that in the mi<‘~t of
this intercourse of love and fri iend 1ip be-
Theodosius and Cor lhv““
» out an irreparable
1eir parents, the one valuing 1
much upon his birth, and the other upon
his possessions. The father of Constantia
her of Theodo-
sius, that he contracted an unreasonable
aversion towards his son, insomuch that he
forbade him his house, 1 charged his
daughter, upon her duty, !Z\\( r to see him
more. In the mean time, to break off all
communication between the two lovers,
who he knew entertained secret hopes of
some favourable opportunity that should
bring them together, he found out a young
| gentleman of a good fortune and an agree-
ble I’j"'“"‘”- whom he pitched upon as a hus-
band for } ;h.‘nr He soon concerted
this affair so well, that he told Constantia
it was his design to marry such a

and that her w ¢ should
be celebrated on such a2 day. Constantia,
who was overawed with the

authority of

her father, and unable to object any thing

: ’ ) ) g
against so ad

itageous a match, received
the proposs L] with a pw found silence, which
her father commended i in her, as the most
decent manner of a vir iving her con-
sent to an overture of that kind. The noise
of this intended marriage soon - reached
Theodosius, who, after a long tumult of
passions, which naturally rise in a lover’s
heart on such an occasion, writ the follow-
ing letter to Constantia.

¢« The thought of my Constantia, which
for some years has been my only happiness,
is now become a greate r torment to me than
T am able to l)(fﬂ‘. Must 1 then live to see
you another’s? The streams, the fields and
meadows, where we have so often talked
together, grow painful to me; life itself is
become a burden. May you long be lmpm

* Dr. Langhorne’s Theodosius and Constantia is
founded upon this paper.




in the world, but forget that there was ever

THEODOSIUS.”

such a man in it as

This letter was conveyed to Constantia
that very evening, who fainted at the read-
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ing of it; and the next morning she was |

much more alarmed by two or three mes-
sengers, that came to her father’s house,
one after another, to inquire if they had
heard any thing of Theodosius, who, it
»ms, had left his chamber about mid-
ght, and could no where be found. The
deep melancholy which had hung upon his
mind some time before, made them appre-
hend the worst that could befal him. (]'un-

stantia, who knew that nc thing but the!

report of her marri could have driven
him to such extremities, was not to be
comforted. She now accused herself of
having so tamely given an ear to the pro-
posal of a husband, and looked upon the
new lover as the murderer of Theodosius.
In short, she resolved to suffer the utmost
effects of her father’s displeasure, rather
than comply with a marrage which ap-
peared to her so full of guilt and horror.
I'he father seeing himself entirely rid of
"Theodosius, and likely to keep a considera-
ble portion in his family, was not very much
concerned at the obstinate refusal of his
laughter; and did not find it very difficult
to excuse himself upon that account to his
intended son-in-law, who had all along re-
garded this alliance rather as a marriage
of convenience than of love. Constantia
had now no relief but in her devotions and
exercises of religion, to which her afflic-
tions had so entirely subjected her mind,
that after some years had abated the vio-
lence of her sorrows, and settled her
thoughts in a kind of tranquillity, she re-
solved to pass the remainder of her days in
a convent. Her father was not displeased
with a resolution which would save money
in his family, and readily complied with
his daughter’s intentions. Accordingly in
the twenty-fifth year of her age, while her
beauty was yet in allits height and bloom,
he carried her to a neighbouring city, in
order to look out a sisterhood of nuns among
whom to place his daughter. There was
in this place a father of a convent who was
very much renowned for his piety and ex-
emplary life; and as it is usual in the Ro-
mish church for those who are under any
great affliction, or trouble of mind, to apply
themselves to the most eminent confessors
for pardon and consolation, our beautiful
votary took the opportunity of confessing
herself to this celebrated father. ]

‘We must now return to Theodosius, who,
the very morning that the above-mentioned
inquiries had been made after him, arrived
at a religious house in the city where now
Constantia resided; and desiring that se-
crecy and concealment of the fathers of the
convent, which is very usual upon any ex-
traordinary occasion, he made himself one
of the order, with a private vow never to
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inquire after Constantia; whom he looked
upon as given away to his rival upon the
day on which, according to common fame,
their marriage was to have been solemn-
ized. Havi in his youth made a good
progress in learning, that he might dedi-
cate himself more entirely to religion, he
entered into holy orders, and in a few years
became renowned for his sanctity of life,
and those pious sentiments which he in-
spired into all who conversed with him. It
was this holy man to whom Constantia had
determined to apply herself in confession,
though neither she nor any other, besides
the prior of the convent, knew any thing
of his name or family. The gay, the amia-
ble Theodosius, had now taken upon him
the name of Father Francis, and was so far
concealed in a long beard, a shaven head,
and a religious habit, that it was impossible
to discover the man of the world in the
venerable conventual.

As he was one morning shut up in his
al, Constantia kneeling by him
opened the state of her soul to him; and
given him the history of a life
full of innocence, she burst out into tears,
and entered upon that part of her story in
which f

A

confessior

e himself had so great a share.
¢ My behaviour,” says she,  has I fear been
the death of a man who had no other fault
but that of loving me too much. Heaven
only knows how dear he was to me whilst
he lived, and how bitter the remembrance
of him has been to me since his death.’
She here paused, and lifted up her eyes that
streamed with tears, towards the father;
who was so moved with the sense of her
sorrows, that he could only command his
voice, which was broke with sighs and
sobbings, so far as to bid her proceed. She
followed directions, and in a flood of
tears poured out her heart before him,
The father could not forbear weeping aloud,

| insomuch that in the agonies of his grief the

seat shook under him. Constantia, who
thought the good man was thus moved by
his compassion towards her, and by the
horror of her guilt, proceeded with the
utmost contrition to acquaint him with that
vow of virginity in which she was going to
engage herself, as the proper atonement
for her sins, and the only sacrifice she could
make to the memory of Theodosius. The
father, who by this time had pretty well
composed himself, burst out again in tears
upon hearing that name to which he had
been so long disused, and upon receiving this
instance of unparalleled fidelity from one

| whom he thought had several years since

given herself up to the pessession of an-
other. Amidst the interruptions of his sor-
row, seeing his penitent overwhelmed with
grief, he was only able to bid her from time
to time be comforted—to tell her that her
sins were forgiven her—that her guilt was
not so great as she apprehended—that she
should not suffer herself to be afflicted
above measure. After which he recovered
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himself enough to give her the absolution |
in form; directing her at the same time to
repair to him again the next day, that he
might encourage her in the pious resolu-
tions she had taken, and give her suitable
exhortations for her behaviour in it. Con-
stantia retired, and the next morning re-
newed her applications. Theodosius having
manned his soul with proper thoughts and
reflections, exerted himself on this occasion
in the best manner he could to animate his
penitent in the course of life she was enter-
ing upon, and wear out of her mind those
groundless fears and apprehensions which
had taken possession of it; concluding with
a promise to her, that he would from time
to time continue his admonitions when she
should have taken upon her the holy veil.
¢The rules of our respective orders,’ says
he, ¢ will not permit that I should see you,
but you may assure yourself not only of
having a place in my prayers, but of re-
ceiving such frequent instructions as I can
convey to you by letters. Go.on cheerfully
in the glorious course you have undertaken,
and you will quickly find such a peace and
satisfaction in your mind, which is not in
the power of the world to give.’

Constantia’s heart was so elevated with
the discourse of Father Francis, that the
very next day she entered upon her vow. |
As soon as the solemnities of her reception
were over; she retired, as it is usual, with
the abbess into her own apartment.

The abbess had been informed the night
before of all that had passed between her
noviciate and Father Francis; from whom
she now delivered to her the following
letter:

¢ As the first fruits of those joys and con-
solations which you may expect from the
life you are now engaged in, I must ac-
quaint you that Theodosius, whose death
sits so heavy upon your thoughts, is still
alive; and that the father to whom you
have confessed yourself, was once that
Theodosius whom you so much lament.
The love which we have had for one an-
other will make us more happy in its dis-
appointment than it could have done in its
success. Providence has disposed of us for
our advantage, though not according to our
wishes. Consider your Theodosius still as
dead, but assure yourself of one who will
not cease to pray for you, in Father

¢ FRANCIS.”

Constantia saw that the hand-writing
agreed with the contents of the letter; and
upon reflecting on the voice of the person,
the behaviour, and above all the extreme
sorrow of the father during her confession,
she discovered Theodosius in every par-
ticular. After having wept with tears of
joy, ‘It is enough,’ says she, ¢ Theodosius
1s still in being: I shall live with comfort
and die in peace.’

The letters which the father sent her

THE SPECTATOR.

| the young

| of virtue.

afterwards are yet extant in the nunnery
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resided; and are often read to
religious, in order to inspire
them with good resolutions and sentiments
It so happened, that after Con-
stantia had lived about ten years in the
cloister, a violent fever broke out in the
place, which swept away great multitudes,
and among others Theodosius. Upon his
death-bed he sent his benediction in a very
moving manner to Constantia, who at that
time was so far gone in the same fatal dis-
temper, that she lay delirious. Upon the
interval which generally precedes death in
sicknesses of this nature, the abbess, finding
that the physicians had given her over, told
her that Theodosius was just gone before
her, and that he had sent her his benedic-
tion in his last moments. Constantia re-
ceived it with pleasure. ¢And now,’ says
she, ¢if I do not ask any thing improper,
let me be buried by Theodosius. My vow
reaches no farther than the grave; what I
ask is, I hope, no violation of it.’ She
died soon after, and was interred according
to her request.

Their tombs are still to be seen, with a
short Latin inscription over them to the
following purpose:

¢Here lie the bodies of Father Francis
and Sister Constance. They were lovely
n their lives, and in their deaths they were

where she

| not divided.’ C.
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i Si forte necesse est,

Fingere cinctutis non exaudita Cethegis

Continget: dabiturque licentia sumpta pudenter.
Hor. Ars Poet. v. 48

——If you would unheard of things express,
Invent new words; we can indul muse,
Until the license rise to an abuse. Creech.

I HAVE often wished that as in our con-
stitution there are several persons whose
business it is to watch over our laws, our
liberties, and commerce, certain men might
be set apart as superintendents of our lan-
guage, to hinder any words of a foreign
coin from passing among us; and in par-
ticular to prohibit any French phrases from
becoming current in this kingdom when
those of our own stamp are altogether as
valuable. The present war has so adulte-
rated our tongue with strange words, that
it would be impossible for one of our great-
grandfathers to know what his posterity
have been doing, were he to read their ex-
ploits in a2 modern newspaper. Our war-
riors are very industrious in propagating
the French language, at the same time that
they are so gloriously successful in beating
down their power. Our soldiers are men
of strong heads for action, and perform
such feats as they are not able to express.
They want words in their own tongue to
tell us what it is they achieve, and there-
fore send us over accounts of their per-
formances in a jargon of phrases, which
they lcarn among their conquered enemies.
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They ought however to be provided with |
secretaries, and assisted by our foreign mi- |
nisters, to tell their story for them in plain
English, and to let us know in our mother-
tongue what it is our brave countrymen are
about. The French would indeed be in the
right to publish the news of the present war
in English phrases, and make their cam-
paigns unintelligible. Their people might
flatter themselves that things are not so bad
as they really are, were they thus palliated
with foreign terms, and thrown into shades |
and obscurity; but the English cannot be |
too clear in their narrative of those actions,
which have raised their country to a higher
pitch of glory than it ever yet arrived at,
and which will be still the more admired
the better they are explained.

For my part, by that time a siege is car-
ried on two or three days, I am altogether
lost and bewildered in it, and meet with so
many inexplicable difficulties, that I scarce |
know which side has the better of it, until |
I am informed by the Tower-guns that the
place is surrendered. I do indeed make
some allowances for this part of the war;
fortifications have been foreign inventions,
and upon that account abounding in foreign
terms. But when we have won battles
which may be described in our own lan-
guage, why are our papers filled with so
many unintelligible exploits, and the French
obliged to lend us a part of their tongue be-
fore we can know how they are conquered?
They must be made accessary to their own
disgrace, as the Britons were formerly so
artificially wrought in the curtain of the
Roman theatre, that they seemed to draw
it up, in order to give the spectators an op-
portunity of seeing their own defeat cele-
brated upon the stage; for so Mr. Dryden
has translated that verse in Virgil: ~

Purpurea intexti tollunt aulza Britanni,
Georg. iii. 25.

Which interwoven Britons seem to raise,

And show the triumph that their shame displays.

The histories of all our former wars are
transmitted to us in our vernacular idiom,
to use the phrase of a great modern critic. *
I do not find in any of our chronicles, that
Edward the Third ever reconnoitred the
enemy, though he often discovered the pos-
ture of the French, and as often vanquished
them in battle. The Black Prince passed
many 2 river without the help of pontoons,
and filled a ditch with faggots as success-
fully as the generals of our times do it with
fascines. Our commanders lose half their
praise, and our people half their joy, by
means of those hard words and dark ex- |
pressions in which our newspapers do so|
much abound. I have seen many a prudent
citizen, after having read every article, in-
quire of his next neighbour what news the
mail had brought.

I remember, in that remarkable year

|
|

#* Dr. Richard Bentley.
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when our country was delivered from the
greatest fears and apprehensions, and raised
to the greatest height of gladness it had
ever felt since it was a nation, I mean the
year of Blenheim, I had the copy of a letter
sent me out of the country, which was writ-
ten from a young gentleman in the army to
his father, a man of good estate and plain
sense. As the letter was very modishly
chequered with this modern military elo-
quence, I shall present my reader with a
copy of it.

¢ S1r,—Upon the junction of the French
and Bavarian armies they took post behind
a great morass which they thought im-
practicable. Our general the next day sent
a party of horse to ‘ reconnoitre” them
from a little ¢ hauteur,” at about a quarter
of an hour’s distance from the army, who
returned again to the camp unobserved
through several ¢ defiles,” in one of which
they met with a party of French that had
and made them all
prisoners at discretion. The day after a
drum arrived at our camp, with a message
which he would communicate to none but
the general; he was followed by a trumpet,
who they say behaved himself very saucily,
with a message from the Duke of Bavaria.
The next morning our army being divided
nto two ““corps,” made a movement to-
wards the enemy. You will hear in the
public prints how we treated them, with
the other circumstances of that glorious
day. Thad the good fortune to be in that
regiment that pushed the “ gens d’armes. *”
Several French battalions, which some say
were a ““corps de reserve,” made a show
of resistance; but it only proved a ¢ gas-
conade,” for upon our preparing to fill up
a little ““fosse” in order to attack them,
they beat the ‘“chamade,” and sent us a
“ carte blanche.” Their ¢ commandant,”
with a great many other general officers,
and troops without number, are made pri-
soners of war, and will, I believe, give you
a visit in England, the “ cartel” not being
yet settled. Not questioning but these par-
ticulars will be very welcome to you, I con-
gratulate you upon them, and am your most
dutiful son,” &c.

The father of the young gentleman upon
the perusal of the letter found it contained
great news, but could not guess what it was,
He immediately communicated it to the
curate of the parish, who upon the reading
of it, being vexed to see any thing he could
not understand, fell into a kind of a passion,
and told him, that his son had sent him a
letter that was neither fish, flesh, nor good
red-herring. ¢I wish,’ says he, ¢the cap-
tain may be “ compos mentis,” he talks of
a saucy trumpet, and 2 drum that carries
messages; then whoisthis “carte blanche?”’
He must either banter us, or he is out of his
senses.” The father, who always looked

| upon the curate as a learned man, began to
!fret inwardly at his son’s usage, and pro-
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ducing a letter which he had written to him
about three posts before, ¢You see here,’
says he, ‘when he writes for money he
knows how to speak intelligibly enough;
there is no man in England can express
himself clearer, when he wants a new fur-
niture for his horse.” In short the old man
was so puzzled upon the point, that it might
have fared ill with his son, had he not seen
all the prints about three days after filled
with the same terms of art, and that Charles
only writ like other men.

N
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uod nec Jovis ira, nec ignis,
Nec poterit ferrum, nec edax abolere vetusta:
Ovid. Met. xv.

—Which nor dreads the rage
Of tempests, fire, or war, or wasting age.
Welsted.

AR1sToTLE tells us that the world is a
copy or transcript of those ideas which are
in the mind of the first Being, and that
those ideas which are in the mind of man,
ave a transcript of the world. To this we
may add, that words are the transcript of
those ideas which are in the mind of man,
and that writing or printing are the tran-
script of words.

As the Supreme Being has expressed,
and as it were printed his 1deas in the crea-
tion, men express their ideas in books,
which by this great invention of these latter
ages may last as long as the sun and moon,
and perish only in the general wreck of
nature. Thus Cowley in his poem on the
Resurrection, mentioning the destruction of
the universe, has those admirable lines:

Now all the wide extended sky
And alith' h nious worlds on high,

And Virgil's sacred work shall die

There is no other method of fixing those
thoughts which arise and disappear in the
mind of man, and transmitting them to the
last periods of time; no other method of
giving a permanency to our ideas, and pre-
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[an advantage above all the great masters,
|is this, that they can multiply their origi-
[nals: or rather can make copies of their
| works, to what number they please, which
| shall be as valuable as the originals them-
selves. This gives a great author something
like a prospect of eternity, but at the same
[ time deprives him of those other advantages
| which artists meet with. The artist finds
{ ereater returns in profit, as the author in
| fame. What an inestimable price would a
Virgil or a Homer, a Cicero or an Aristotle
bear, were their works like a statue, a
building, or a picture, to be confined only
in one place, and made the property of a
single person!

| If writings are thus durable, and may
pass from age to age throughout the whole
course of time, how careful should an aun-
| thor be of committing any thing to print
| that may corrupt posterity, and poison the
minds of men with vice and error! Writers
of great talents, who employ their parts
in propagating immorality, and seasoning
| vicious sentiments with wit and humour, are
{ to be looked upon as the pests of society,
| and the enemies of mankind. They leave
books behind them (as it is said of those
who die in distempers which breed an ill-
will towards their own species) to scatter
infection and destroy their posterity. They
|act the counterparts of a Confucius or a
Socrates; and seem to have been sent into
the world to deprave human nature, and
sink it into the condition of brutality.

I have seen some Roman Catholic authors
who tell us, that vicious writers continue in
| purgatory so long as the influence of their
{ writings continues upon posterity: ¢ for pur-
| gatory,” say they, ¢is nothing else but a

cleansing us of our sins, which cannot be
said to be done away, so long as they con-
|tinue to operate, and corrupt mankind.
| The vicious author,’ say they, ‘sins after
death, and so long as he continues to sin,
{so long must he (‘XEJL‘(‘[ to be punished.’
| Though the Roman Catholic notion of pur-
| gatory be indeed very ridiculous, one

can-

serving the knowlédge of any particular|not but think that if the soul after death
person, when his body is mixed with the |has any knowledge of what passes in this
common mass of matter, and his soul re-|world, that of an immoral writer would

tired into the world of spiri Books are
the legacies that a great genius leaves to
mankind, which are delivered down from
generation to generation, as presents to the
posterity of those who are yet unborn.

All other arts of perpetnating our ideas
continue but a short time. Statues can last
but a few thousands of years, edifices fewer,
and colours still fewer than edifices. Mi-
chael Angelo, Fontana, and Raphael, will
hereafter be what Phidias, Vitruvius, and
Apelles are at present, the names of great
statuaries, architects, and painters, whose
works are lost. The several arts are ex-
pressed in mouldering materials. Nature
sinks under them and is not able to support
the jdtilﬁwhich are imprest upon it.

T'he circumstance which gives authors

receive much more regret from the sense
of corrupting, than satisfaction from the
thought of pleasing his surviving admirers.
| To take off from the severity of this
| speculation, I shall conclude this paper
| with a story of an atheistical author, who
| at a time when he lay d

ngerously sick, and
| had desired the assistance of a neighbouring
| curate, confessed to him with great con-
trition, that nothing sat more heavy at his
heart than the sense of his having seduced
the age by his writings, and that their evil
influence ‘was likely to continue even after
his death. The curate upon farther ex-
amination finding the penitent in the utmost
agonies of despair, and being himself a man
of learning, told him that he hoped his case
was not so desperate as he apprehended,
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since he found that he was so very sensible Him the damn’d doctor and his friends immur'd ;

of his fault and so sincerely repented of it.
The penitent still urged the evil tendency
of his book to subvert all religion, and the
little ground of hope there could be for one
whose writings would continue to do mis-
chief when his body was laid in ashes. The
curate, finding no other way of comforting
him, told him that he did well in being
afflicted for the evil design with which he
published his book; but that he ought to be
very thankful that there was no danger of
its doing any hurt: that his cause was so
very bad, and his arguments so weak, that
he did not apprehend any ill effects of it: in
short, that he might rest satisfied his book
could do no more mischief after his death,
than it had done whilst he was living. To
which he added, for his farther satisfaction,
that he did not believe any besides his par-
ticular friends and acquaintance had ever
been at the pains of reading it, or that any
body after his death would ever inquire
afterit. The dying man had still so much
the frailty of an author in him, as to be cut
to the heart with these consolations; and,
without answering the good man, asked his
friends about him (with a peevishness that
is natural to a sick person) where they had
picked up such a blockhead? And whether
they thought him a proper person to attend
one in his condition? The curate finding
that the author did not expect to be dealt

with as a real and sincere penitent, but as |

a penitent of importance, after a short ad-
monition withdrew; not questioning but he
should be again sent for if the sickness grew
desperate. The author however recovered,
and has since written two or three other
tracts with the same spirit, and, very luckily
for his poor soul, with the same success.*

C.
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Qui se credebat miros
In vacuo letus sessor pl
Cetera qui vits
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They bled, they cupp'd, they purg'd, in short, they
cur'd;

Whereat the gentleman began to stare—

* My friends!” he ery'd, ke ye for your care!

That from a patriot of distinguished note

Have bled and purg'd me to a simple vote.'—Pope.

TrE unhappy force of an imagination un-
guided by the check of reason and judgment,
| was the subject of a former speculation. My
| reader may remember that he has seen in
one of my papers a complaint of an unfor-
“ tunate gentleman, who was unable to con-
| tain himself (when any ordinary matter was
laid before him, ) from adding a few circum-
stances to enliven plain narrative. That
[ correspondent was a person of too warm
a complexion to be satisfied with things
merely as they stood in nature, and there-
fore formed incidents which should have
happened to have pleased him in the story.
The same ungoverned fancy which pushed
that correspondent on, in spite of himself,
to relate public and notorious falsehoods,
makes the author of the following letter do
the same in private; one is a prating, the
other a silent, liar.

There is little pursued in the errors of
either of these worthies, but mere present
amusement: but the folly of him who lets
his fancy place him in distant scenes un-
troubled and uninterrupted, is very much
| preferable to that of him whois ever forcing
|2 belief, and defending his untruths with
new inventior But I shall hasten to let
his liar in soliloquy, who calls himself a
uilder, describe himself with the
same unreservedness as formerly appeared

| in my correspondent above-mentioned. If a
man were to be serious on this subject, he
vevery g : admonitions to those

{ who are following any thing in this life, on
which they think to place their hearts, and
| tell them thatthey are really castle-builders.

Fame, glory, wealth, honour, have in the
| prospect pleasing illusions; but they who

come to possess any of them will find they
‘;:rg ingredients towards happiness, to be

regarded only in the second place: and that
'\%]u'n they are valued in the first degree,
[they are as disappointing as any of the
| phantoms in the following letter.

¢ Mg. CTATOR,—] am a fellow of a
very odd frame of mind, as you

‘ ¢ Sept. 6, 1711.
|

will find by

the sequel; and think myself fool enou

to deserve a place in your paper. I am un-
pily f: e in building, and am one of

that species of men who are properly de-

nominated castle-builders, who scorn to be
| beholden to the earth for a foundation, or
| dig in the bowels of it for materials, but

»ct their structures in the mest unstable
| of elements, the air; fancy alone laying the
[ line, markir shaping the
| model. It would be difficult to enumerate
what ist palaces and stately porticos
have grown under my forming imagina-
| tion, or what verdant meadows and shady

> extent, ¢
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groves have started into being by the pow-
erful feat of a warm fancy. A castle-
builder is even just what he pleases, and as
such I have grasped imaginary sceptres
and delivered uncontrollable edicts, from a
throne to which conquered nations yielded
obeisance.
many inroads into France, and ravaged the
very heart of that kingdom; I have dined
inthe Louvre, and drank champaign at Ver-
sailles; and I would have you take notice, I
am not only able to vanquish a people al-
ready ‘cowed’ and accustomed to flight,
but I could, Almanzor-like,* drive the Bri-
tish general from the field, were I less a

protestant, or had ever been affronted by |

the confederates. There is no art or pro-|
fession, whose most celebrated masters I
have not eclipsed, Wherever I have af-
forded my salutary presence, fevers have |
ceased to burn, and agues to shake the hu-
man fabric, When an eloquent fit has been
upen me, an apt gesture and proper

dence has animated each sentence, and gaz- |

ing crowds have found their passions worked
up into rage, or soothed into a calm, Iam
short, and not very well made; yet upon
sight of a fine woman, I have stretched into
a proper stature, and killed with a good air
and mien, These are the gay phantoms
that dance before my waking eyes, and
compose my day-dreams. I should be the

most contented happy man alive, were the |
from

chimerical happiness which springs
the paintings of fancy less fleeting and tran-
sitory, But, alas! it is with grief of mind I
tell you, the least breath of wind has often
dcmuhsnul my magnificent edifices,
away my groves, and left no more trace of
them than if they had never been. My ex-
chequer has sunk and vanished by a rap on
my door, the salutation of a friend has cost
me a whole cont inent, and in the same mo-
ment I have been pulled by the sleeve, my
crown has fallen from my head. Theill

consequence of these reveries is inconceiv-
ably great, seeing the loss of imaginary pos-
sessions makes 11npu~~1vv|1~ of real woe

Besides, bad economy is visible and .ApD 1~
rent in builders of invisible mansions. My
tenants’ advertiseme m\ of ruins and (m-tl).-
dations often cast a d me on my "J'll'ix'\
even in the instant when the sun, in LL‘I its
‘sphndum gilds my eastern palaces. Add
to this the pensive drudgery in bt nldm'

and constant grasping aerial trowels, dis-
tracts and shatters the mind, and the fond
builder of Babels is often cursed with an in-
coherentdiversity ;ﬂﬂ confusion of thoughts.
I do not know to whom I can more pro-
perly apply myseif for relief from this fan-
tastical evil, than to yourself; whom I earn-
estly implore to accommodate me with a
method how to settle my head and cool my
brain-pan. A dissertation on castle-build-
ing may not only be serviceable to myself,

* Almanzor is a furious character in Dryden's Con
muest of Granada
32
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| but all architects who display their skill in
|the thin element. Such a favour would
oblige me to make my next soliloquy not
contain the praises of my dear self, but of
|the Spectator, who shall, by complying

with this, make me his obliged humble
servant, VITRUVIUS.”

L S

| e 2%
. —
!
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|

Pectus preceptis format amicis.
Hor. Lib. 2. Ep. i. 128.

Forms the soft bosom with the gentlest art.— Pope.

Itw r~u] 1 be arrogance to neglect the ap-
| plication of my correspondents so far, as not
| sometimes tu insert tm ir animadve rsions
‘np:m my paper; that of this day shall be
therefore v .fu'lly composed of the hints
| which they have sent me,

¢MR. SPECTATOR,—I send you this to
| congratulate your late choice of a subject,
for treating on which you deserve public
thanks, I mean that on those licensed ty-
rants the school-masters. If you can dis-
arm them of their rods, you will certainly
have your old age reverenced by all the
young gentlemen of Great Britain who are
now between seven and seventeen years,
You may boast that the incomparably wise

Quintil you are of one mind in this
partic 1 i cui est (says he,) mens tam
illiberalis u' rf;nv'rf" one mon corrigatur,

| is etiam ad plagas, ut fiess ima quee
cipia, durabitur;” i. e. ¢ If

so disingenucus a n"'n" , as not to stand cor-

rected by reproof, he, like the very worst of

| slaves, will be h.m;n ned even against blows
themselves.” And afterwards, ¢ Pudet di-
cere in quee firobra nefandi homines isto
f"l’-'/"v'lf//"/ wre abutantur;” i. e. ¢ 1 blush to
say how shamefully those wicked men abuse
he power « f correction.”

‘I was bred myself, sir, in a very great

school, * of which the master was a Welch-
man, but certainly descended from a Span-
ish family, as plainly appeared from his
temper as well as his name.t 1 leave you
to judge what sort of a school-master a
Welchman ingrafted on a Spaniard would
make. So very dreadful had he made him-
self to me, that although it is above twenty
years since I felt his heavy hand, yet stiil
once a month at least I dream of him, so
| strong an impression did he make on my
mind. It is a sign he has fully terrified me
waking, who still continues to haunt me
sleeping.

¢ And yet I may say without vanity, that
the business of the school was what I did
without great difficulty; and I was not re-
nlmLuM\ unlucky; and yet such was the
maste severity, that once a month, or
oftener, I suffered as much as would have

que man-
any child be of

* Eton.
t Dr. Charles Roderick, master of Eton-school,
afterwards provost of King’'s-college, Cambridge

and
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satisfied the law of the land for a petty|
larceny.

“Many a white and tender hand, which |
the fond mother had passionately kissed a |
thousand and a thousand times, have I seen
whipped until it was covered with blood;

»

perhaps for smiling, or for going a yard
and a half out of a gate, or for writing an o
for an A, or an A foran o. These were our|
great faults! Many a brave and noble spirit
has been there broken; others have run
from thence and were never heard of after-
wards. It is a worthy attempt to undertake
the cause of distressed youth; and it is a
noble piece of knight-errantry to enter the
list against so many armed pedagogues. It
is pity but we had a set of men, polite in
their behaviour and method of teaching,
who should be put into a condition of being
above flattering or fearing the parents of
those they instruct. We might then pos-
sibly see learning become a pleasure, and
children delighting themselvesin that which
they now abhor for coming upon such hard
termstothem. What would be still a greater
happiness arising from the care of such in-
structors, would be, that we should have
no more pedants, nor any bred to learning
who had not genius for it. I am, with the
utmost sincerity, sir, your most affectionate
humble servant.’

¢ Richmond, Sept. 5, 1711.

¢MR. SPEcTATOR,—I am a boy of four-
teen years of age, and have for this last
year bDeen under the tuition of a doctor of
divinity, who has taken the school of this
place under his care.* From the gentle-
man’s great tenderness to me and friend-
ship to my father, I am very happy in
learning my book with pleasure. We never
leave off our diversions any farther than to |
salute him at hours of play when he pleases |
to look on. It is impossible for any of us
to love our own parents better than we do
him. He never gives any of us a harsh
word, and we think it the greatest punish-
ment in the world when he will not speak |
to any of us. My brother and I are both
together inditing this letter. He is a year
older than I am, but is now ready to break
his heart that the doctor has not taken any
notice of him these three days. If you
{)lcase to print this he will see it, and we
10pe, taking it for my brother’s earnest
desire to be restored to his favour, he will
again smile upon him. Your most cbedient
servant, T, S.?

\
|

‘MR. SPECTATOR,—You have represent- |
ed several sorts of impertinents singly, 1
wish you would now proceed and describe |
some of them in sets. ~ It often happens in
public assemblies, that : party who came
thither together, or whose impertinences
are of an equal pitch, act in concert, and |

* This was Dr. Nicholas Brady, who assisted Tate in
the new version of the Psalms; he died rector of Rich-
mond and Clapham, in Burrey, in1726.
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are so full of themselves, as to give disturb-
Some-
times you have a set of whisperers who lay
their heads together in order to sacrifice
every body within their observation; some-
times a set of laughers that keep up an in-
sipid mirth in their own corner, and by
their noise and gestures show they have no
respect for the rest of the company. You
frequently meet with these sets at the
opera, the play, the water-works, T and other
public meetings, where the whole business
18 to draw off the attention of the spectators
from the entertainment, and to fix it upon
themselves; and it is to be observed, that
the impertinence is ever loudest when the
set happens to be made up of three or four
females who have got what you call a
woman’s man among them.

¢I am at a loss to know from whom peo-
ple of fortune should learn this behaviour,
unless it be from the footmen who keep
their places at a new play, and are often
seen passing away their time in sets at all-
fours in the face of a full house, and with a
perfect disregard to the people of quality
sitting on each side of them.

‘For preserving therefore the decency
of public assemblies, methinks it would
be but reasonable that those who disturb
cthers should pay at least a double price
for their places; or rather women of birth
and distinction should be informed, that a
levity of behaviour in the eyes of people of
understanding degrades them below their
meanest attendants; and gentlemen should
know that a fine coat is a livery, when the
person who wears it discovers no higher
sense than that of a footman. I am, sir,
your most humble servant.’

¢ Bedfordshire, Sept. 1, 1711.

‘MR. SpECTATOR,—I am one of those
whom every body calls a poacher, and
sometimes go out to course with a brace of
greyhounds, a mastiff, and a spaniel or two;
and when I am weary with coursing, and
have killed hares enough, go to an ale-
house to refresh myself. I beg the favour
of you (as you set up for a reformer) to
send us word how many dogs you will al-
low us to go with, how many full pots of
ale todrink, and how many hares to kill in
a day, and you will do a great piece of ser-
vice to ali the sportsmen. Be quick, then,
for the time of coursing is come on. Yours,

in haste, ISAAC HEDGEDITCH.?
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Sie vita erat : facile olnnes perferre ac pati
Cum quibus erat cunque 1na, his sese dedere,
Eorum obsequi studiis ; adVersus nemini ;

t The Water-theatre,
times, was invented b}

a favourite amusement of those
ne Mr. Winstanley, and ex

hibited at the lower end of Piccadilly ; it consisted of
sea-gods, goddesses. &c. playing and spouting out water,
and fire mingled with water; performed every evening
between five and six.
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Nunquam prponens se aliis ; Ita facilime
Sine invidia invenias laudem
Ter. Andr

Acti. Se. 1.

His manner of lifo was this; to bear with every
body's humours ; to comply with the inclinations and
pursuits of those he conversed with ; to contradict no
body ; never to assume a superiority over others. This
15 the ready way to gain applause, without exciting
envy.

MaAN is subject to innumerable pains and
sorrows by the very condition of humanity,
and yet, as if naturc had not sown evils
enough in life, we are continually adding
grief to grief, and aggravating the com-
mon calamity by our cruel treatment of
one another. Every man’s natural weight
of afflictions is still made more heavy by
the envy, malice, treachery, or injustice of
his neighbour. At the same time that the
storm beats upon the whole species, we are
falling foul upon one another.

Half the misery of human life might
be extinguished, would men alleviate the
general curse they lic under, by mutnal
offices of compassion, benevolence and hu-
manity. There is nothing therefore which
we ought more to encourage in ourselves
and others, than that disposition of mind
which in our language goes under the title
of good-nature, and which I shall choose
for the subject of this day’s speculation.

Good-nature is more agreeable in con-
versation than wit, and gives a certain air
to the countenance which is more amiable
than beauty. It shows virtue in the fairest
light, takes off in some measure from the
deformity of vice, and makeseven folly and
impertinence supportable.

There is no society or conversation to be
kept up in the world without good-nature,
or something which must bear its appear-
ance, and supply its place. For this reason
mankind have been forced to invent a kind
of artificial humanity, which is what we
express by the word good-breeding. For
if we examine thoroughly the idea of what
we call so, we shall find it to be nothing
else but an imitation and mimickry of good-
nature, or in other terms, affability, com-
plaisance, and easiness of temper reduced
nto an art.

These exterior shows and appearances
of humanity render a man wonderfully po-
pular and beloved, when they are founded
upon a real good-nature: but without it
are like hypocrisy in religion, or a bare
form of holiness, which when it is discover-
ed, makes a man more detestable than pro-
fessed impiety.

Good-nature is generally born with us;
health, prosperity, and kind treatment from
the world are great cherishers of it where
they find it; but nothing is capable of forcing
it up, where it does not grow of itself. Itis
one of the blessings of a happy constitution,
which education may improve but not pro-
duce.

Xenophon in the life of his imaginary
prince, whom he describes as a pattern for
real ones, is always celebrating the phi-
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lanthropy or good-nature of his hero,
which he tells us he brought into the world
with him, and gives many remarkable in-
stances of it in his childhood, as well as in
all the several parts of his life.* Nay, on
his death-bed, he describes him as being
pleased, that while his soul returned to
him that made it, his body should incorpo-
rate with the great mother of all things,
and by that means become beneficial to
mankind. For which reason, he gives his
sons a positive order not to enshrine it in
gold or silver, but to lay it in the earth as
soon as the life was gone out of it.

An instance of such an overflowing of
humanity, such an exuberant love to man-
kind, could not have entered into the imagi-
nation of a writer, who had not a soul filled
with great ideas, and a general benevolence
to mankind.

In that celebrated passage of Sallust,
where Cazsar and Cato are placed in such
beautiful but opposite lights, t Czsar’s cha-
racter is chiefly made up of good-nature,
as it showed itself in all its forms towards
his friends or his enemies, his servants or
dependants, the guilty or the distressed.
As for Cato’s character, it is rather awful
than amiable. Justice seems most agree-
able to the nature of God, and mercy to that
of man. A being who has nothing to par-
don in himself, may reward every man ac-
cording to his works; but he \&hosg very
best actions must be seen with grains cf
allowance, cannot be too mild, moderate,
and forgiving. For this reason, among all
the monstrous characters in human nature,
there is none so odious, nor indeed so ex-
quisitely ridiculous, as that of arigid severe
temper in a worthless man.

This part of good-nature, however, which
consists in the pardoning and overlooking
of faults, is to be exercised only in doing
ourselves justice, and that too in the ordi-
nary commerce and occurrences of life; for
in the public administration of justice,
mercy to one may be m‘uclt)' to others.

It is grown almost into a maxim, that
good-natured men are not always men of
the most wit. This observation in_my
opinion, has no foundation in nature. The
greatest wits I have conversed with are
men eminent for their humanity. I take
therefore this remark to have been occa-
sioned by two reasons. First, because ill-
nature among ordinary observers passes for
wit. A spiteful saying gratifies so many
little passions in those who hear it, that it
generally meets with a good reception.
The laugh rises upon it, and the man who
utters it is looked upon as a shrewd sa-
tirist. This may be one reason, why a
great many pleasant companions appear so
surprisingly dull, when they have endea-
voured to be merry in print; the public

* Xenoph. De Cyri Instit. lib. viii. cap. vii. seet. 3,
edit. J. A. Ern. 8vo. tom. i. p. 550.
t Sallust. Bell. Catil. c. liv.
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just thian private clubs or assem
ing between what is wit, |

blies, in dist
and what is ill

Another reason why the good-natured
man may sometimes bring his wit in ques-
tion, is, perhaps, because he is apt to be
moved with compassion for those misfor- |

tunes or infirmities, which another would |
turn into ridicule, and by that means |
gain the treputation of a wit. The ill-|
hatured man, though but of equal parts, |
gives himself a larger field to expatiate
in; he exposes those failings of human na-
ture which the other would cast a veil
over, laughs at vices which the other é¢ither
excuses or conceals, gives utterance to re-
flections which the other stifles, falls indif-
ferently upon friends or enemies, exposes
the person who has obliged him, and, in
short, sticks at nothing that may establish
his character of a wit. It is no wond
therefore, he succeeds in it better ti
the man of humanity, as a person wh
makes use of indirect methods is more
likely to grow rich than the fair trader.

}
|
|
|
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Ir more hec omnia insunt vitia: injurie,
Suspiciones, inimicitie, inducie,
Bellum pax rursum—— 7Ter. Eun. Acti. Sc. 1.

In love are all these ills: suspicions, quarrels
Wrongs, reconcilements, war, and peace

Upox looking over the letters of my fe-
male correspondents, I find several from
women complaining of jealous husbands,
and at the same time protesting their own
innocence; and desiring my advice on this
occasion. I shall therefore take this sub-
Ject into my consideration; and the more
willingly, because I find that the Marquis of

alifax, who, in his Advice to a Daughter,
has instructed a wife how to behave herself
towards a false, an intemperate, a choleric,
a sullen, a covetous, or a silly husband, has
not spoken one word of a jealous husband.

¢ Jealousy is that pain which a man feels
from the apprehension that he is not equally
beloved by the person whom he entirely |
loves.” Now because our inward passions
and inclinations can never make themselves
visible, it is impossible for a jealous man to
be thoroughly cured of his suspicions. His
thoughts hang at best in a state of doubtful-
ness and unceftainty: and are never capa-
ble of receiving any satisfaction on the ad-
vantageous side; so that his inquiries are
most successful when they discover nothing.
His Pleasure arises from his disappoint-
ments, and his life is spent in pursuit of a
secret that destroys his happiness if he
chance to find it.

.:\ n ardent love is always a strong ingte-
dient in this passion; for the same affection |
which stirs up the jealous man’s desires,
and gives the party beloved so beautiful a
figure in his imagination, makes him believe

|1
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she kindles the same passion in others, and
appears as amiable to all beholders. And
as jealousy thus arises from an extraordi-
nary love, it is of so delicate a nature, that
it scorns to take up with any thing less than
an equal return of love. Not the warmest
expressions of affection, the softest and most
tender hypocrisy, are able to give any sa-
tisfaction, where we are not persuaded that
the affection is real, and the satisfaction
mutual. For the jealous man wishes him-
self a kind of deity to the person he loves.
He would be the only pleasure of her senses,
the employment of her thoughts; and is
angry at every thing she admires or takes
delight in besides himself.

hzdra’s request to his mistress, upon
his leaving her for three days, is inimitably
beautiful and natural:

Cum milite isto preesens, absens ut sies

noctesque

me desideres

ne cogites
n tota sis

mnies: me expectes

wres: me te obleetes: 1

ac sis postremo animus, quando ego sum tuus
Ter. Eun. Act i. Sc. 2.
Be with yon soldier present, as if absent
All night and day love me : still long for me
ill ‘on’ me: wish, hope for me
be all in all with me ;

Give your whole heart, for mine’s all your's, to me.

The jealous man’s disease is of so malig-
nanta nature, thatit converts all it takes into
its own nourishment. A cool behaviour sets
him on the rack, and is interpreted as an
instance of aversion or indifference; a fond
one raises his suspicions, and looks too
much like dissimulation and artifice. If the
person he loves be cheerful, her thoughts
must be employed on another; and if sad,
she is certainly thinking on himself. In
short, there is no word or gesture so in-
significant, but it gives him new hints,
feeds his suspicions, and furnishes him with
fresh matters of discovery: so that if we
consider the effects of his passion, one would
rather think it proceeded from an invete-
rate hatred, than an excessive love; for cer-
tainly none can meet with more disquietude
and uneasiness than a suspected wite, if we
except the jealous husband.

But the great unhappiness of this passion
is, that it naturally tends to alienate the af-
fection which it is so solicitous to engross;
and that for these two reasons, because it
¥s too great a constraint on the words and
actions of the suspected person, and at the
same time shows you have no honourable
opinion of her; both of which are strong
motives to aversion.

Nor is this the worst effect of jealousy;
for it often draws after it a more fatal tram
of consequences, and makes the person you
suspect guilty of the very crimes you are so
much afraid of. It is very natural for such

| who are treated ill, and upbraided falsely,
| to find out an intimate friend that will hear

their complaints, condole their sufferings,
and endeavour to soothe and assunage their
secret resentments.  Besides, jealousy puts
a woman often in mind of an ill thing that

-
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she would not otherwise, perhaps, have
thought of, and fills her imagination with
such an unlucky idea, as in time grows
familiar, excites desire, and loses all the
shame and horror which might at first at-
tend it. Nor is it a wonder if she, who suf-
fers wrongfully in a man’s opinion of her,
and has therefore nothing to forfeit in his
esteem, resolves to give him reason for his

suspicions, and to enjoy the pleasure of the
C

ime, since she must undergo the igno-
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miny. Such, probably, were the consi-
derations that directed the wise man in his |
advice to husbands: ¢ Be not jealous over |
the wife of thy bosom, and teach her not an (
evil lesson against thyself.’*

And here, among the other torments |
which this passion produces, we may usu- |
ally observe that none are greater mourners
than jealous m when the person who
orovoked their jealousy is taken from them.

Chen it is that their love breaks out fu-
riously, and throws off all the mixtures of
suspicion which choked and smothered it
before. The beautiful parts of the cha-
racter rise uppermost in the jealous hus-
band’s memory, and upbraid him with the
ill usage of so divine a creature as was once
in his possession; whilst all the little im-
perfections, that were before so uneasy to
him, wear off from his remembrance, and
show themselves no more.

We may see by what has been said, that |
jealousy takes the deepest root in men of
amorous dispositions; and of these we find
three kinds who are most overrun with it.

The first are those who are conscious to
themselves of any infirmity, whether it be
weakness, old age, deformity, ignorance, or
the like. These men are so well acquainted
with the unamiable part of themselves,
that they have not the confidence to think
they are really beloved; and are so distrust-
ful of their own merits, that all fondness
towards them puts them out of countenance,
and looks like a jest upon their persons.
They grow suspicious on their first looking
in a glass, and are stung with jt'iﬂﬂu.‘iy: at
the sight of a wrinkle. A handsome fel-
low immediately alarms them, and every
thing that looks young, or gay, turns their
thoughts upon their wives.

A second sort of men who are most liable
to this passion, are those of cunning, wary,
and distrustful tempers. It is a fault very
justly found in histories composed by poli-
ticians, that they leave nothing to chance
or humour, but are still for deriving every
action from some plot or contrivance, for
drawing up a perpetual scheme of causes
and events, and preserving a constant cor-
respondence between the camp and the
council-table. And thus it happens in the
affairs of love with men of too refined a
thought. They put a construction on alook,
and find out a design in a smile; they give
new senses and significations to words and

* Ecclesiasticus, ix. 1
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actions; and are ever tormenting them-
selves with fancies of their own raising.
They generally act in a disguise themselves,
and ‘therefore mistake all outward shows
and appearances for hypocrisy in others;
so that I believe no men see less of the
truth and reality of things, than these great
refiners upon incidents, who are so won-
derfully subtile and over-wise in their con-
ceptions.

Now, what these men fancy they know of
women by reflection, your lewd and vicious
men believe they have learned by expe-
rience. They have seen the poor husband
so misled by tricks and artifices, and in the
midst of his inquiries so lost and bewildered
in a crooked intrigue, that they still sus-
pect an under-plot in every female action;

D)

| and especially where they see any resem-

blance in the behaviour of two persons, are

| apt to fancy it proceeds from the same de-
[ sign in both.

These men therefore bear
hard upon the suspected party, pursue her
close through all her turnings and wind-

lings, and are too well acquainted with the

chase to be flung off by any false steps or
doubles. Besides, their acquaintance and
conversation has lain wholly among the
vicious part of woman-kind, and therefore
it is no wonder they censure all alike, and
look upon the whole sex as a species of im~
pestors.  But if, notwithstanding their pri-
vate experience, they can get over these
prejudices, and entertain a tu\:o\n‘uhlc opi~
nion of some women, yet their own loose
desires will stir up new suspicions from an-
other side, and make them believe all men
subject to the same inclinations with them-
selves.

‘Whether these or other motives are most
predominant, we learn from the modern
histories of America, as well as from our
own experience in this part of the world,
that jealousy is no northern passion, but
rages most in those nations that lie nearest
the influence of the sun. It is a misfortune
for a woman to be born between the tropics;
for there lie the hottest regions of jealousy,
which as you come northward cools all
along with the climate, till you scarce meet
with any thing like it in the polar circle.
Our own nation is very temperately situated
in this respect; and if we meet with some
few, disordered with the violence of this pas-
sion, they are not the proper growth of
our country, but are many degrees nearer
the sun in their constitutions than in their
climate.

After this frightful account of jealousy,
and the persons who are most subject to it,
it will be but fair to show by what means
the passion may be best allayed, and those
who are possessed with it set at ease.
Other faults, indeed,are not under the wife’s
jurisdiction, and should, if possible, escape
her observation; but jealousy calls upon her
particularly for its cure, and deserves all
her art and application in the attempt.
Besides, she has this for her encourage-
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ment, that her endeavours will be alwa
pleasing, and tuu.t she will still ﬂnd the af-
fection of her husband rising towards her in
proportion as his doubts and suspicions va- |
nish; for, as we have seen all along, there
is so great a mixture of love and jealousy as
is \\(ll worth the separating. But this shall
be the subject of another paper. L.

No. 171.] Saturday, Sefitember 15, 1711.

Ovid, Met.

Credula res amor est. vii. 826.

Love is a credulous passion.

HavinG in my yesterday’s paper disco-
vered the naturé of jealousy, “nd pointed
out the persons who are most sut )|ut to it,
I must here apply myself to my fair corre- |
spondents, who desire to live ‘well with a|
jealous hust »and, and to ease his mind of its

umnst \n‘pu ions.

The first rule I shall propose to be ob-
served is, that you never seem to dislike in
another what the jealous man is himself |
guilty of, or to admire any thing in which |
he himself does not excel. A jealous man
is very quick in his applic A{ll;'ls, he knows
how to find a double edge in an invective,
and to draw a sa on himself out of a
vanegyric on another. He does not trouble
{\imsclf to consider the person, but to di-
rect the character; and is secretly pleased
or Cfmfu\m(‘cd, as he finds more or less of
himself in it. The commendation of any
thing in another stirs up his Julﬂuw, as it
shows you have a value for others besides |
himself; but the commendation of that, |
which he himself wants, inflames him more,
as it shows that, in some res spects, you pre- |
fer others before him. Jealousy is admirs
bly described in this view by Horace in his
ode to Lydia:

Quum tu, Lydia, Teleghi

Cervicem roseam, et cerea Telephi
Laudas brachia, v® meum

Fervens difficili bile tumet jecur;

humor et in genas
tim labitur, arguens

Quam lentis penitus macerer ignibus,
Lib. 1. Od.

xiii. L.

When Teleg
His rosy neck a
With endless rap

rms,

re you recite,
ing name delight ;
My heart, inflamed by jealous he v
With numberless resentments beats ;
From my pale cheek the col ur flies,
And all the man within me d
By turns my hidden grief app
In rising sighs and falling t
That show too well the warm desires,
The silent, slow, consuming fires,
Which on my inmost vitals
And melt my very soul away,

The jealous man is not indeed angry if
you dislike another; but if you find those
faults, which are to be found in his own
character, you discover not only your dis-
like of another, but of himself. In short, he
is so desirous of ingrossing all your love,

that he is grieved at the want of any charm
which he bLllk\ es has power to raise it: and

| tions, and
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if he finds by your censures on others, that
he is not so agreeable in your opinion as he
might be, he naturally concludes you could
love him better if he had other qualifica-
that by consequence your affec-
tion does not rise so high as he thinks it
ought. If therefore his temper be grave or
sullen, you must not be too much pleased
with a jest, or transported with any thing
that is gay or diverting. If his beauty bc
none of the best, you must be a professed
admirer of prudence, or any other quality
he is master of, or at least vain enough to
think he is.

In the next place, you must be sure to be
free and open in your conversation with
him, and to let in hght upon your actions,
to unravel all your designs, and discover
every secret, however trifling or indifferent.
A jealous husband has a particular aver-
sion to winks and whispers, and if he does
not see to the bottom of every thing, will
be sure to go beyond it in his fears and
suspicions. He will always expect to be
your chief confident, and where he finds

himself kept out of a secret, will believe
there is more in it than there should be.
And here it is great concern, that you

preserve the character of your sincerity

| uniform and of a piece; for if he once finds

a false gloss put upon any single action, he
quickly suspects all the rest: his working
imagination immediately take a false hint,
and runs off with it into several remote
consequences, till he has proved very in-
genious in working out his own misery.

If both these methods fail, the best way

| will be to let him see you are much cast

down and afflicted for the ill opinion he

| entertains of you, and the disquietudes he

himself suffers for your sake. There are
many who take a kind of barbarous plea-
sure in the jealousy of those who love them,
that insult over an aching heart, and tri-
umph in their charms which are able to
excite so much uneasine

33

s gaudet amantis
Juv. Sat. vi. 208,

Ardeat ipsa licet, torme

Though equal pains her peace of mind destroy,
A lover's torments give her spiteful joy.

But these often carry the humour so far,
till their affected coldness and indifference
quite kills all the fondness of a lover, and
are then sure to meet in their turn with all
the contempt and scorn that is due to so
insolent a behaviour. On the contrary, it is
very probable a melancholy, dejected car-
riage, the usual effects of injured innocence,
may soften the jealous husband into pity,
make him sensible of the wrong he does
you, and work out of his mind all those
fears and suspicions that make you both
unhappy. At least it will have this good
effect, that he will keep his jealousy to him-
self, and repine in private, either because
he is sensible it is 2 weakness, and will
therefore hide it from your Lnu\\ledgv or
because he will be apt to fear some ill effect
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it may produce in cooling your love towards
him, or diverting it to another.

There is still another secret that can
never fail, if you can ence get it believed,
and which is often practised by women of
greater cunning than virtue, This is to
change sides for a while with the jealous
man, and to turn his own passicn upon him-
self; to take some occasion of growing jeal-
ous of him, and to follow the example he
himself hath set you. This counterfeit jeal-
ousy will bring him a great deal of plea-
sure, if he thinks it real; for he knows
experimentally how much love goes along
with this passion, and will besides feel
something like the satisfaction of revenge,
in seeing you undergo all his own tortures.
But this, indeed, is an artifice so difficult,
and at the same time so disingenuous, that
it ought never to be put in practice but by
such as have skill enough to cover the de-
ceit, and innocence to render it excusable.

I shall conclude this essay with the story
of Herod and Mariamne, as I have collected
it out of Josephus;* which may serve almost
as an example to whatever can be said on
this subject.

Mariamne had all the charms that beauty,
birth, wit, and youth could give a woman,
and Herod all the love that such charms
are able to raise in a warm and amorous
disposition. In the midst of this his fond-
ness for Mariamne, he put her brother to
death, as he did her father not many years
after. The barbarity of the action was
represented to Mark Antony, who imme-
diately summoned Herod into Egypt, to
answer for the crime that was there laid to
his charge. Herod attributed the summons
to Antony’s desire of Mariamne, whom
therefore before his departure, he gave into
the custedy of his uncle Joseph, with pri-
vate orders to put her to death, if any such
violence was offered to himself. This Jo-
seph was much delighted with Mariamne’s
conversation, and endeavoured with all his
art and rhetoric, to set out the excess of
Herod’s passion for her; but when he still
found her cold and incredulous, he incon-
siderately told her, as a certain instance of
her lord’s affection, the private orders he
had left behind him, which plainly showed,
according to Joseph’s interpretation, that
he could neither live nor die without her.
This barbarous instance of a wild unrea-
sonable passion quite put out, for a time,
those little remains of affection she still had
for her lord. Her thoughts were so Wholly
taken up with the cruelty of his orders,
that she could not consider the kindness
that produced them, and therefore repre-
sented him in her imagination, rather under
the frightful idea of a murderer than a
lover.

Herod was at length acquitted and dis-
missed by Mark Antony, when his soul was

* Antiquities of the Jews, book xv. chap. 3. sect. 5, 6,
9; chap. 7. sect. 1, 2, &c.
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all in flames for his Mariamne; but before
their meeting, he was not a little alarmed
at the report he had heard of his uncle’s
conversation and familiarity with her in his
absence. This therefore was the first dis-
course he entertained her with, in which
she found it no easy matter to quiet his
suspicions. But at last he :11)1)0;1&‘0(\ so well
satisfied of her innocence, that from re-
proaches and wranglings he fell to tears
and embraces. Both of them wept very
tenderly at their reconciliation, and Herod
poured out his whole soul to her in the
warmest protestations of love and constancy;
when amidst all his sighs and languishings
she asked him, Whether the private orders
he left with his uncle Joseph were an in-
stance of such an inflamed affection? 1'he
jealous kipg was immediately roused at so
unexpected a question, and concluded his
uncle must have been too familiar with her,
before he could have discovered such a
secret. In short, he put his uncle to death,
and very difficultly prevailed upon himself
to spare Mariamne.

After this he was forced on a second
journey into Egypt, when he committed
his lady to the care of Sohemus, with the
same private orders he had before given
his uncle, if any mischief befel himself. In
the meanwhile Mariamne so won upon So-
hemus by her presents and obliging con-
versation, that she drew all the secret from
him, with which Herod had intrusted him;
so that after his return, when he flew to
her with all the transports of joy and love,
she received him coldly with sighs and
tears, and all the marks of indifference and
aversion. 'This reception so stirred up his
indignation, that he had certainly slain her
with his own hands, had not he feared he
himself shculd have become the greatest
sufferer by it. It was not long after this,
when he had another violent return of love
upon him: Mariamne was therefore sent
for to him, whom he endeavoured to soften
and reconcile with all possible conjugal
caresses and endearments; but she declined
his embraces, and answered all his fond-
ness with bitter invectives for the death of
her father, and her brother. This beha-
viour so incensed Herod, that he very
hardly refrained from striking her; when
in the heat of their quarrel there came in a
witness suborned by some of Mariamne’s
enemies, who accused her to the king of a
design to poison him. Herod was now pre-
pared to hear any thing in her prejudice,
and immediately ordered her servant to be
stretched upon the rack; who in the extre-
mity of his torture confessed, that his mis-
tress’s aversion to the king arose from some-
thing Sohemus had told her; but as for any
design of poisoning, he utterly disowned
the least knowledge of it. This confession
quickly proved fatal to Sohemus, who now
lay under the same suspicions and sentence
that Joseph had before him, on the like

occasion. Nor would Herod rest here; but




accused her with great vehemence of a de-
sign upon his life, and, by his authority with
the judges, had her publicly condemned
and executed. Herod soon after her death
grew melancholy and dejected, retiring
from the public administration of affairs
into a solitary forest, and there bandoning
himself to all the black considerations,
which naturally arise from a passion made
up of love, remorse, pity, and despair. He
used to rave for his Mariamne, and to call
upon her in his distracted fits; and in all
probability would soon have followed her,
had not his thoughts been seasonably called
off from so sad an object by public storms,
;\v'hich at that time very nearly threatened
im.

No. 172.] Monday, September 17, 1711.

Non =olum scientia, que est remota a justitia, calli-
ditas potius quam sapientia est appellanda; veram
etiam animus paratus ad periculum, si sua cupiditate,
non utilitate eommuni, impellitur, audaci® potius no-
men habeat, quam fortitudinis

Plato apud Tull.

As knowledge, without justice, ought to be called cun-
ning, rather than wisdom; so a mind prepared to meet
danger, if excited by its own eagerness, and not the
public good, deserves the name of audacity, rather than
that of fortitude.

THERE can be no greaterinjury to human
society than that good talents among men
should be held honourable to those who are
endowed with them, without any regard
how they are applied. The gifts of nature
and accomplishments of art are valuable
but as they are exerted in the interests of
virtue, or governed by the rules of honour.
We ought to abstract our minds from the
observation of any excellence in those we
converse with, till we have taken some
notice or received some good information
of the disposition of their minds; otherwise
the beauty of their persons, or the charms
of their wit, may make us fond of those
whom our reason and judgment will tell us
we ought to abhor.

When we suffer ourselves to be thus car-
ried away by mere beauty, or mere wit,
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Omniamante, with all her vice, will bear |
away as much of our good-will as the most |
innocent virgin, or discreet matron; and |
there canpot be a more abject slavery in
this world, than to dote upon what we
think we ought to condemn, Yet this must
be our condition in all the parts of life, if
we suffer ourselves to approve any thing |
but what tends to the promotion of what is
good and honourable. If we would take
true pains with ourselves to consider all
things by the light of reason and justice,
though a man were in the height of youth
and amorous inclinations, he would look
upon a coquette with the same contempt, or |
mdifference, as he would upon a coxcomb. |
The wanton carriage in a woman would
disappoint her of the admiration which she
aims at; and the vain dress or discourse of
4 man would destroy the comeliness of his |
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shape, or goodness of his understanding. I
say the goodness of his understanding, for
it is no less common to see men of sense
commence coxcombs, than beautiful women
become immodest. When this happens in
either, the favour we are naturally inclined
to give to the good qualities they have from
nature should abate in proportion. But
however just it is to measure the value of
men by the application of their talents, and
not by the eminence of those qualities, ab-
stracted from their use: I say, however just
such a way of judging is, in all ages as well
as this, the contrary has prevailed upon the
generality of mankind. How many lewd
devices have been preserved from one age
to another, which had perished as soon as
they were made, if painters and sculptors
had been esteemed as much for the pur-
pose, as the execution of their designs?
Modest and well-governed imaginations
have by this means lost the representation
of ten thousand charming portraitures, filled
with images of innate truth, generous zeal,
courageous faith, and tender humanity; in-
stead of which, satyrs, furies, and monsters,
are recommended by those arts to a shame-
ful eternity.

The unjust application of laudable talents
is tolerated in the general opinion of men,
not only in such cases as are here mention-
ed, but also in matters which concern ordi-
nary life. Ifa lawyer were to be esteemed
only as he uses his parts in contending for
justice, and were immediately despicable
when he appeared in a cause which he could
not but know was an unjust one, how honour-
able would his character be?> And how ho-
nourable is it in such among us, who follow
the profession no otherwise, than as labour-
ing to protect the injured, to subdue the
oppressor, to imprison the careless debtor,
and do right to the painful artificer? But
many of this excellent character are over-
looked by the greater number; who affect
covering a weak place in a client’s title, di-
verting the course of an inquiry, or finding
a skilful refuge to palliate a falsechood; yet
it is still called eloquence in the latfer,
though thus unjustly employed: but resolu-
tion in an assassin is according to reason
quite as laudable as knowledge and wis-
dom exercised in the defence of an ill
cause.

Were the intention steadfastly consider-
ed, as the measure of approbation, all false-
hood would soon be out of countenance; and
an addressinim posing upon mankind, would
be as contemptible in one state of life as an-
other. A couple of courtiers making pro-
fessions of esteem, would make the same
figure after breach of promise, as two
knights of the post convicted of perjury.
But conversation is fallen 50 low in point of
morality, that, as they say in a bargain,
‘let the buyer look to it;’ so in friendship
he is the man in danger who is most apt to
believe. He is the more likely to suffer
in the commerce, who begins with the
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obligation of being the more ready to enter
into it,

But those men only are truly great, who
place their ambition rather in acquiring to
themselves the conscience of worthy enter-
prises, than in the prospect of glory which
attends them. These exalted spirits would
rather be secretly the authors of events
which are serviceable to mankind, than,
without being such, to have the public fame
of it. Where, therefore, an eminent merit
is robbed by artifice or detraction, it does
but increase by such endeavours of its ene-
mies. The impotent pains which are taken

to sully it, or diffuse it among a crowd to |

the injury of a single person, will naturally
produce the contrary effect; the fire will
blaze out, and burn up all that attempt to
smother what they cannot extinguish.
There is but one thing necessary to keep
the possession of true glory, which is, to
hear the opposers of it with patience, and
preserve the virtue by which it was ac-
quired.
suaded that he ought neither to admire,
wish for, or pursue any thing but what is
exactly his duty, it is not in the power of
seasons, pewsons, or accidents, to diminish
his value. He only is a great man who can
neglect the applause of the multitude, and
enjoy himself independent of its favour.
T'his is indeed an arduoustask: but it should
comforta glorious spiritthat it is the highest
step to which human nature can arrive.
I'riumph, applause, acclamation, are dear
to the mind of man; but it is still a more
exquisite delight to say to yourself, you
have done well, than to hear the whole hu-
man race pronounce you glorious, except
you yourself can join with them in your own
reflections.
form, may be deserted by little fashionable
admirers and followers, but will ever be
had in reverence by souls like itself. The
branches of the oak endure all the seasons
of the year, though its leaves fall off in
autumn; and these too will be res
the returning spring. r.

——Remove fera monstra, t
Saxificos vultus, quecunque ea, tolle Medus®
Ovid, Met. v. 216,

que

Hence with those monstrous features, and, O! spare

That Gorgon's 1ook, and petrifying stare.—P.

In a late paper I mentioned the project
of an ingenious author for the erecting of
several handicraft prizes to be contended

for by our British artisans, and the influ- |

ence they might have towards the im-
provement of our several manufactures. I
have since that been very much surprised
by the following advertisement, which 1
find in the Post-boy of the 11th instant, and

again repeated in the Post-boy of the 15th. |

¢On the 9th of October next will be run
for upon Coleshill-heath in Warwickshire,
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When a man is thoroughly per- |

A mind thus equal and uni- |

ored with
T |

o
s )

a plate of six guineas’ value, three heats,
by any horse, mare, or gelding, that hath
[not won above the value of 5/ the winning
horse to be sold for 10.L to carry 10 stone
1 weight, if 14 hands high; if above or under
to carry or be allowed weight for inches,
and to be entered Friday the 15th, at the
Swan in Coleshill, before six in the even=
ing. Also a plate of less valye to he run for
by asses. The same day a gold ring to be
grinned for by men.”

The first of these diversions that is to be
| exhibited by the 10/ race-horses may pro-
| bably have its use; but the two last, in
which the asses and men are concerned,
seem to me altogether extraordinary and
unaccountable. = Why they should keep
running asses at Coleshill, or how making
mouths turn to account in Warwickshire,
more than in any other parts of England, I
cannot comprehend. I have looked over
{all the Olympic games, and do not find any
|thing in them like an ass-race, or a match
at grinning. However it be, I am informed
that several asses are now kept in body-
clothes, and sweated every morning upon
the heath; and that all the country-fellows
within ten miles of the Swan, grin an hour
or two in their glasses every morning, in
order to qualify themselves for the 9th of
October. The prize which is proposed to
be grinned for, has raised such an ambition
among the common people of out-grinning
one another, that many very discerning
persons are afraid it should spoil most of
the faces in the county; and that a War-
wickshire man will be known by his grin,
as Roman Catholics imagine a Kentish man
is by his tail. The gold ring which is made
the prize of deformity, is just the reverse
of the golden apple that was formerly made
the prize of beauty, and should carry for
1ts poesy the old motto inverted:

|
i
|

‘ Detur tetriori.’
Or, to accommodate it to the capacity of
the combatants,
The frightfull’st grinner
Be the winner.

In the meanwhile I would advise a Dutch
painter to be present at this great contro-
versy of faces, in order to make a collection
of the most remarkable grins that shall be
there exhibited.

I must not here omit an account which I
lately received of one of these grinning-
matches from a gentleman, who, upon
reading the above-mentioned advertise-
ment, entertained a coffee-house with the
| following narrative: Upon the taking of
| Namure, amidst other public rejoicings
{made on that occasion, there was a gold
| ring given by a whig justice of peace to be
| grinned for.” The first competitor that en-
| tered the lists, was a black swarthy French-
{man, who accidentally passed that way,
|and being a man naturally of a withered

look, and hard features, promised himself
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good success. He was placed upon a table |
in the great point of view, and looking upon
the company, like Milton’s Death,

‘Grinn'd horribly a ghastly smile—'

His muscles were so drawn together on
each side of his face, that he showed twenty |
teeth at a grin, and put the country in some
pain, lest a foreigner should carry away the
}wnour of the day; but upon a further trial
they found he was master only of the merry l
grin.

The next that mounted the table was a
malecontent in those days, and a great mas-
ter in the whole art of grinning, but parti-
cularly excelled in the angry grin. He did
his part so well, that he is said to have
made half a dozen women miscarry; but
the justice being apprized by one who stood
near him, that the fellow who grinned in
his face was a Jacobite, and being unwilling
that a disaffected person should win the
gold ring, and be looked upon as the best
grinner in the country, he ordered the oaths
to be tendered unto him upon his quitting
the table, which the grinner refusing he
was set aside as an unqualified person,
There were several other grotesque figures
that presented themselves, wh it would
be too tedious to describe. I must not how-
ever omit a ploughman who lived in the
farther part of the country, and being very
lucky in a pair of long lantern-jaws, wrung
his face into such a hideous grimace, that
every feature of it appeared under a differ-
ent distortion. The whole company stood
astonished at such a complicated grin, and
were ready to assign the prize to him, had
it not been proved by one of his antagonists,
that he had practised with verjuice for some |
days before, and had a crab found upon him
at the very time of grinning; upon which
the best judges of grinning declared it as
their opinion, that he was not to be looked
upon as a fair grinner, and therefore or-
dered him to be set aside as a cheat. ‘

The prize it seems at length fell upon a
cobbler, Giles Gorgon by name, who pro-
duced several new grins of his own inven- |
tion, having been used to cut faces for many
years together over his last. At the very

rst grin he cast every human feature out
of his countenance, at the second he be-
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{ was well represented in the sedition of the

[ mon safety; and this is alwsz

| Britain; the trader is fed by the product of

of the company, in an historical discourse,
| a proverbial phr:
otherwise: that the Carthaginians were the

greatest traders in the world; and as gain
i1s the chief end of such a people, they never

[No. 174

sion. I would nevertheless leave to the
consideration of those who are the patrons
of this monstrous trial of skill, whether or
no they are not guilty, in some measure, of
an affront to their species, in treating after
this manner the ‘human face divine,’ and
turning that part of us, which has so great
an image impressed upon it, into the image
of a monkey; whether the raising such
silly competitions among the ignorant, pro-
posing prizes for such useless accomplish-
ments, filling the common people’s heads
with such senseless ambitions, and inspiring
them with such absurd ideas of superiority
and pre-eminence, has not in it something
immoral as well as ridiculous.

b
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Hec memini et victum frustra contendere Thyrsin.
Virg. Ecl. vii. 69.

The whole debate in mem'ry I retain,
When Thyrsis argued warmly, but in vain—P.

THERE is scarce any thing more com-
mon than animositics between parties that
cannot subsist but by their agreement: this

members of the human body in the old
Roman fable.* It is often the case of lesser
confederate states against a superior power,
which are hardly held together, though
their unanimity is necessary for their com-
's the case of
the landed and trading interests of Great

the land, and the landed man cunnot be
clothed but by the skill of the trader: and
yet those interests are ever jarring.

We had last winter an instance of this
at our club, in Sir Roeger de Coverley and
Sir Andrew Freeport, between whom there
is generally a constant, though friendly op-
position of opinions. It happened that one

was observing, that Carthaginian faith was
se to intimate breach of
said it could hardly be

Sir Rox

leagues.

pursue any other: the means to it are never

regarded; they will, if it comes easily, get
money honestly; but if not, they will not
scruple to attain it by fraud, or cozenage:
and indeed, what is the whole business of
the trader’s account, but to overreach him
who trusts to his memory? But were not
that so, what can there great and noble be
expected from him whose attention is ever

Y Y is books, and watch-
before, was so charmed wi is orins. 3 fixed upon balancing his e :
b med with his grins, and ing over his expences? And at best let

g:;ma];}?imﬁz :l};lrd-‘ dh(l. -I‘('C?'fe(vl ri’; faln | frugality and parsimony be the virtues of
1 ¥ ]b this 1!*1(- B the week:: 1g "lthé merchant, how much is his punctual
Iowm,&,, and to lsl(} T} wears the prize upon | dealing below a gentleman’s Chavite o the
i::e:sﬁlll]ii(\lv’e(tll()iixcgu;il)]::r having madle men of poor, or hnspituiit;’) among his neighbours?
R v o : Y in Sentry observed Sir 'ew very
This paper might perhaps seem very im- CaptainSentry o S Andrew yery
pertinent, if it grew serious in the conclu-

came the face of a spout, at the third a|
baboon, at the fourth a head of a bass-viol, |
and at the fifth a pair of nut-crackers. The |
whole assembly wondered at his accom-
plishments, and bestowed the ring on him
unanimously; but, what he esteemed more |
than all the rest, a country wench, whom
he had wooed in vain for above five years

* Livii Hist. Dee. L. Lib. ii. cap. ii.
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diligent in hearing Sir Roger, and had a
mind to turn the discourse, by taking notice
in general, from the highest to the lowest
parts of human society, there was a secret,
though unjust, way among men, of indulging
the seeds of ill-nature and envy, by com-
paring their own state of life to that of an-
other, and grudging the approach of their
neighbour to their own happiness; and on
the other side, he, whois the less at his easg,
repines at the other, who he thinks has un-
justly the advantage over him. Thus the
civil and military lists look upon each other
with much ill-nature; the soldier repines
at the courtier’s power, and the courtier
rallies the soldier’s honour; or, to come to
lower instances, the private men in the
horse and foot of an army, the carmen and
coachmen in the city streets, mutually lock
upon each other with ill-will, when they
are in competition for quarters, or the way
in their respective motions.

¢It is very well, good captain,” inter-
rupted Sir Andrew: ¢ you may attempt to
turn the discourse if you think fit; but I
must however have a word or two with Sir
Roger, who, I see, thinks he has paid me
off, and been very severe upon the mer-
chant. I shall not,” continued he, at this
time remind Sir Roger of the great and
noble monuments of charity and public
spirit, which have been erected by mer-
chants since the reformation, but at present
content myself with what he allows us, par-
simony and frugality. If it were consistent
with the quality of so ancient a baronet as
Sir Roger, to keep an account, or measure
things by the most infallible way, that of
numbers, he would prefer our parsimony
to his hospitality. If to drink so many
hogsheads is to be hospitable, we do not
contend for the fame of that virtue; but it
would be worth while to consider, whether
so many artificers at work ten days together
by my appointment, or so many peasants
made merry on Sir Roger’s charge, are the
men more obliged? I believe the families
of the artificers will thank me more than
the household of the peasants shall Sir
Roger. Sir Roger gives to his men, but I
place mine above the necessity or obliga-
tion of my bounty. I am in very little pain
for the Roman proverb upon the Carthagi-
nian traders; the Romans were their pro-
fessed enemies: I am only sorry no Cartha-
ginian histories have come to cur hands:
we might have been taught perhaps by
them some proverbs against the Roman
generosity, in fighting for, and bestowing
other people’s goods. ~ But since Sir Roger
has taken occasion, from an old proverb,
to be out of humour with merchants, it
should be no offence to offer one not quite
so old, in their defence. When a man hap-
pens to break in Holland, they say of him
that *“ he has not kept true accounts.” This
phrase, perhaps, among us, would appear
a soft or humourous way of speaking, but
with that exact nation it bears the highest
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reproach. For a man to be mistaken in
the calculation of his expense, in his ability
to answer future demands, or to be imper-
tinently sanguine in putting his credit to
too great adventure, are all instances of as
much infamy, as with gayer nations to be
failing in courage, or common honesty.

¢Numbers are so much the measure of
every thing that is valuable, that it is not
possible to demonstrate the success of any
action, or the prudence of any undertak-
ing, without them. I say this in answer
to what Sir Roger is pleased to say, * that
little that is truly noble can be expected
from one who is ever poring on his cash-
book, or balancing his accounts.” When I
have my returns from abroad, I can tell to
a shilling, by the help of numbers, the profit
or loss by my adventure; but I ought also
to be able to show that I had reason for
making it, either from my own experience
or that of other people, or from a reason-
able presumption that my returns will be
sufficient to answer my expense and hazard;
and this is never to be done without the
skill of numbers. For instance, if T am to
trade to Turkey, I ought beforehand to
know the demand of cur manufactures
there, as well as of their silks in England,
and the customary prices that are given
for both in each country. I ought to have
a clear knowledge of these matters before-
hand, that I may presume upon sufficient
returns to answer the charge of the cargo
I have fitted out, the freight and assurance
out and home, the customs to the queen,
and the interest of my own money, and be-
sides all these expenses a reasonable profit
to myself. Now what is there of scandal in
this skill? What has the merchant done,
that he should be so little in the good graces
of Sir Roger? He throws down no man’s
inclosures, and tramples upon 1o man’s
corn; he takes nothing from the industrious
labourer; he pays the poor man for his
work; he communicates his profit with
mankind; by the preparation of his cargo,
and the manufacture of his returns, he
furnishes employment and “subsistence to
greater numbers than the richest noble-
man; and even the nobleman is obliged to
him for finding out foreign markets for the
produce of his estate, and for making a
great addition to his rents: and yet it is cer-
tain that none of all these things could be
done by him without the exercise of his
skill in numbers.

¢This is the economy of the merchant,
and the conduct of the gentleman must be
the same, unless by scorning to be the
steward, he resolves the steward shall be
the gentleman. The gentleman, no more
than the merchant, is able, without the
help of numbers, to account for the success
of any action, or the prudence of any ad-
venture. If, for instance, the chase is his
whole adventure, his only returns must be
the stag’s horns in the great hall, and the
fox’s nose upon the stable door, Without
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doubt Sir Roger knows tlie full value of
these returns: and if beforehand he had
computed the charges of the chase, a gen-
tleman of his discretion would certainly
have hanged up all his dogs: he would
never have brought back so many fine
horses to the Kkennel; he would never have |
gone so ofteny like a blast, over fields of |
corn. If such too had been the conduct |
of all his ancestors, he might truly have
boasted at this day, that the antiquity of
his family had never been sullied by a trade; |
a merchant had never been ])crmittvd with |
his whole estate to purchase a room for his |
picture in the gallery of the Coverleys, or to |
claim his descent from the maid of honour.
But it is very happy for Sir Roger that the
merchant paid so dear for his ambition. It|
is the misfortune of many other gentlemen
to turn out of the seats of their ancestors,
to make way for such new masters as have |
been more exact in their accounts than |
theniselves; and certainly he deserves the|
estate a great deal better who has got it |
by his industry, than he who has lost it by
his negligence.’ d

No. 175. Thursday, September 20, 1711.

Proximus a tectis ignis defenditur wgre.——
Ovid. R Am. v
To save your house from heighb'ring fire is h

Taté

I sHALL this day entertain my readers
with two or three letters I have received
from my correspondents: the first discovers
to me a species of females which have |
hitherto escaped my notice; and is as f 1|
lows:

* MR. SPECTATOR,—I am a young gen-
tleman of a competent fortune, and a suffi-
cient taste of learning, to spend five or six
hours every day very agreeably among my
books. That I might have nothing to divert |
me from my studies, and to avoid the noise
of coaches and chairmen, I have taken
lodgings in a very narrow street, not far
from Whitehall; but it is my misfortune to
bé so posted, that my lodgings are directly
opposite to those of a Jezebel. You are to
know, sir, that a Jezebel (so called by the
neighbourhood from displaying her perni- |
Cious charms at her window, ) appears con- |
Stantly dressed at her sash, and has a thou-
sand little tricks and fooleries to attract the
eyes of all the idle young fellows in the |
neighbourhood. T have seen more than six
persons at once from their several windows
obsérving the Jezebel I am now complain
ing of. I at first looked on her myself with
the highest contempt, could divert myself
with her airs for half an hour, and after- |
wards take Up my Plutarch with great |
tranquillity of mind; bt was a little vexed
to find that in less than a month she had |
considerably stolen upon my time; so that |
1 resolved to look at her no more. But the |
Jezebel, who, as [ suppose, might think it
2 diminution to her honour, to have the
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number of her gazers lessened, resolved
not to part with me so, and began to play
so many new tricks at her window, that if
was impossible for me to forbear observing
her. I verily believe she put herself to the
expense of a new wax baby on purpose to
plague me; she used to dandle and play
with this figure as impertinently as if it had
beern a real child: sometimes she would et
fall a glove or a pin-cushion in the street,
and shut or open her cadsemeit three or
foir times in a minute. When I had al-
most weaned myself from this, she came
in shift-sleeves, and dressed at the win-
dow. I had no way left but to let down my
curtains, which I submitted to, though it
considerably darkened my toom, and was
pleased to think that I had at last got the
better of her; but was surprised the next
morning to hear her talking out of her
window quite acfoss the street, with an-
other woman that lodges over me. I am
since informed that she miade her a visit,
and got acquainted with lier within three
r the fall of my window-curtains.

¢Sir; 1 aih plagued every moment in the
lay, one way or other, in my own chambers;
and the Jezebel has the satisfaction to know,
that though I am not locking at her, I am
listening to her impertinent dialogues, that
pass over my head. I would immediately
inge my lodgings, but that I think it
e a plain confession that I
n conquered; and besides this, I am told
that most quarters of the town are infested
with these creatures. If they are so, T am
sure it is such an abuse as a lover of learn-
ing and silence ought to take notice of.

I am, sir, yours, &c.’

I am afraid, by some lines in this letter;
that my young Student is touched with a
distemper which he hardly seems to dream
of, and is too far gone in it to receive ad=
vice. However, I shall animadvert in due
time on the abuse which he mentions, hav-
ing myself observed a nest of Jezebels near
the Temple; who make it their diversion
to draw up the eyes of young Templars;
that at the same time they may see them
stumble in an unlucky gutter which runs
under the window.

*MR. SPECTATOR,—I have lately read
the conclusion of your forty-seventh specu-
lation upon butts with great pleasure, and
have ever since been thoroughly persuaded
that one of those gentlemen is eXtremely
necessary to enliven conversation. I had
an enter iment last week upon the water,
for a lady to whom I make My addresses
with several of our friends of both sexes.
To divert the company in general, and to
show my mistress in particular fiiy genius

| for raillery, I took ¢6ne of the most cele=

brated biutts in town along with me. It is
with the utmost shame ard confusion that
I must acqiaint you with the sequel of my
adventure. As SOOI 85 We were got into
the boat, I played a senterice or two at my
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butt which I thought very smart, hen fny | London millinet; I am hot able to inform
ill genius; who I verily believe inspited |youj but among the rest, there was one
him purely for my destruction, suggested | cherry-coloured riband, consisting of about
to him such a reply; as got all the laughter | half a dozen yards, made up in the figure
on his side. T was dashed at sounexpected | of a small head=dress. The aforesaid lady
aturn; which the biitt perceiving, resolved | had the assurance to affitm amidst a circle
not to let me recover myself, ahd pursuing i of female inquisitors, who were present at
his victory, rallied and tossed me in a most | the opening of the box, that this was the
unmerciful and barbarous manner until we | newest fashion worn at court. Accordingly
came to Chelsea. I'had some small success | the next Sunday, we had several females,
while we were eating cheese-cakes; but [who came to church with their heads
coming home, he renewed his attacks with | dressed wholly in ribands, and looked like
his former good fortune, and equal diver- |so many victims ready to be sacrificed.
sion to the whole company. In short, sir, | This is still a reigning mode among us.
I must ingenuously own that I never was| At the same time we have a set of gentle-
so handled in all my life: and to complete | men who take the liberty to appear in all
my misfortune, I am since told that the | public places without any buttons to their
butt, flushed with his late victory, has|coats, which they supply with several little
made a visit or two to the dear object of |silver hasps, though our freshest advices
my wishes, so that [ am at once in danger | from London make no mention of any such
of losing all my pretensions to wit, and |fashion; and we are something shy of af-
my mistress into the bargain. This, sir, | fording matter to the button-makers for a
is a true account of my present troubles, | second petition.
which you are the more obliged to assist| ¢What I would humbly propose to the
me in, as you were yourself in a great|public is, that there may be a society
measure the cause of them, by recom-|erected in London, to consist of the most
mending to us an instrument; and not in- | skilful persons of both sexes, for the in-
structing us at the same time how to play | spection of modes and fashions; and that
upon it. hereafter no person or persons shall pre~
¢] have been thinking whether it might | sume to appear singularly habited in any
not be highly convenient, that all butts | part of the country, without a testimonial
should wear an inscription affixed to some | from the aforesaid society, that their dress
part of their bodies, showing on which side | is answerable to the mode at London. ‘ By
they are to be come at, and that if any of | this means, sir, we shall know a little
them are persons of unequal tempers, there whereabout we are. ;
should be some method taken to inform the ¢«If you could bring this matter to bear,
world at what time it is safe to attack them, | you would very much oblige great numbers
and when vou had best let them alone. | of your country friends, and among the rest,
But, submitting these matters to your more | your very humble servant.
serious consideration, I am, sir, yours, &c.”| X «JACK MODISH.’

1 have indeed, seen and heard of several - L
young gentlemen under the same 1\1isﬁ>r- ) . @
tune with my present correspondent. The No. 176.] Friday, Sepizember 21, 1711,
best rule I can lay down for them to avoid

Parvula, pumilio, x#girav pix, tgta merum sal.

the like calamities for the future, is tho- Lucr. iv. 1155
- - -, ‘

r()ughly so CQn&ldct‘, not ()nl’}’ ‘ \\“hcit.her A little, pretty, witty, charming she !

their companions are weak,” but Whe- : :

ther themselves are wits.”’ TrERE are in the following letter, mat-

The following letter comes to me from | ters, which I, a baclielor, cannot be sup-
Exeter, and being credibly informed that|posed to be acquainted with: therefore
What it contains s matter of fact, I shall | shall not pretend to explain upon it until

give it my reader as it was sent t0 me. farther consideration, but leave th'c‘auth(‘)r
1 < s of the epistle to express his condition his
¢ Exeter, Sept. 7. | on way.
¢MR. SPECTATOR,—You were pleased in -
a late speculation to take notice of thein-| ¢MR. SPECTATOR,~I do not deny but

convenience we lie under in the country; in | you appear in many of your papers to un-
hot being able to keep pace with the|derstand human life pretty well; but there
fashion. But there is another misfor-|are very many things which you cannot
tune which we are subject to, and is no | possibly have a true notion of, in a single
less grievous than the former, which has | life; these are such as respect the married
hitherto escaped your observation. I mean | state; otherwise I cannot account for your
the having things palmed upon us for Lon- | having overlooked a very good sort of peo-
don fashions, which were never once heard | ple, which are commonly called in scorn
of there. « the Hen-peckt.” You are to understand

¢ A lady of this place had someé time since | that 1 am one of those innocent mortals
a box of the newest ribands sent down by | who suffer derision under that ij‘d, for
the coach. Whether it was her own ma- | being governed by the best of _wives. It
licious invention, or the wantonness of a!would be worth your consideration to enter
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into the nature of affection itself, and tell
us according to your philosophy, why it is
that our dears should do what they will
with us, shall be froward, ill-natured, as-
suming, sometimes whine, at others, rail,
then swoon away, then come to life, have
the use of speech to the greatest fluency
imaginable, and then sink away again, and
all because they fear we do not love them
enough; that is, the poor things love us so
heartily, that they cannot think it possible
we should be able to love them in so great
a degree, which makes them take on so.
1 say, sir, a true good-natured man, whom
rakes and libertines call hen-peckt, shall
fall into all these different moods with his
dear life, and at the same time see they are
wholly put on; and yet not be hard-hearted
enough to tell the dear good creature that
she is an hypocrite.

“This sort of good men is very frequent
in the populous and wealthy city of London,
and is the true hen-peckt man. The kind
creature cannot break through his kind-
nesses so far as to come to an explanation
with the tender soul, and therefore goes on
to comfort her when nothing ails her, to
appease her when she is not angry, and to
give her his cash when he knows she does
not want it; rather than be uneasy for a
whole month, which is computed by hard-
hearted men the space of time which a
froward woman takes to come to herself, if
you have courage to stand out.

¢ There are indeed several other species
of the hen-peckt, and in my opinion they
are certainly the best subjects the queen
has; and for that reason I take it to be your
duty to keep us above contempt.

T do not know whether I make myself
understood in the representation of a hen-
peckt life, but I shall take leave to give you
an account of myself, and my own spouse.
You are to know that I am reckoned no
fool, have on, several occasions been tried
whether I will take ill-usage, and the
event has been to my advantage; and yet
there is not such a slave in Turkey as I am
to my dear. She has a good share of wit,
and is what you call a very pretty agree-
able woman. I perfectly doat on her, and
my affection to her gives me all the anxie-
ties imaginable but that of jealousy. My
being thus confident of her, I take, as much
as I can judge of my heart, to be the rea-
son, that whatever she does, though it be
never so much against my inclination, there
is still left something in her manner that is
amiable. She will sometimes look at me
with an assumed grandeur, and pretend to
resent that I have not had respect enough
for her opinion in such an instance in com-
pany. I cannot but smile at the pretty
anger she is in, and then she pretends she
is used like a child. In a word, our great
debate is, which has the superiority in point
of understanding. She is eternaily form-
ing an argument of debate; to which I
very indolently answer, “Thou art mighty
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pretty.” To this she answers, ‘¢ All the
world but you think I have as much sense
as yourself.” I repeat to her, ¢ Indeed you
are pretty.” Upon this there is no pa-
tience; she will throw down any thing
about her, stamp, and pull off her head-
clothes. ““Fy, my dear,” say I, “how
can a woman of your sense fall into such an
intemperate rage?” This is an argument
that never fails. *‘Indeed, my dear,” says
she, ““you make me mad sometimes, so
you do, with the silly way you have of
treating me like a pretty idiot.” Well,
what have I got by putting her into good
humour? Nothing, but that I must convince
her of my good opinion by my practice;
and then I am to give her possession of my
little ready-money, and, for a day and a
half following, dislike all she dislikes, and
extol every thing she approves. Iam so
exquisitely fond of this darling, that I sel-
dom see any of my friends, am uneasy in all

| companies until I 'see her again; and when

I come home she is in the dumps, because
she says she is sure I came so soon only be-
cause I think her handsome. I dare not
upon this occasion laugh: but though I
am one of the warmest churchmen in the
kingdom, I am forced to rail at the times,
because she is a violent Whig. Upon this
we talk politics so long, that she is con-
vinced I kiss her for her wisdom. Itis a
common practice with me to ask her some
question concerning the constitution, which
she answers me in general out of Harrng-
ton’sOceana. Then I commend herstrange
memory, and her arm is immediately lock-
ed in mine. While I keep her in thistem-
per she plays before me, sometimes dancing
in the mdst of the room, sometimes striking
an air at her spinet, varying her posture
and her charms in such a manner that Iam
in continual pleasure. She will play the fool
if T allow her to be wise! but if she suspects
I'like her for her trifling, she immediately
grows gl‘a\‘c.

¢ These are the toils in which I am taken,
and I carry off my servitude as well as most
men; but my application to you is in behalf
of the hen-peckt in general, and I desire a
dissertation from you in defence of us. You
have, as I am informed, very good authori-
ties in our favour, and hope you will not
omit the mention of the renowned Sccrates,
and his philosophic resignation to his wife
Xantippe. This would be a very good of-
fice to the world in general, for the hen-
peckt are powerful in their quality and
numbers, not cnly in cities, but in courts;
in the latter they are ever the most obse-
quious, in the former the most wealthy of
all men. When you have considered wed-
lock thoroughly, ‘you ought to enter into
the suburbs of matrimony, and give us an
account of the thraldom of kind keepers
and irresolute lovers; the keepers who can-
not quit their fair ones, though they see
their approaching ruin; the lovers who dare
not marry, though they know they never
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shall be happy without the mistresses whom
they cannot purchase on other terms.
¢«What will be a greater embellishment
to your discourse will be, that you may find
instances of the haughty, the proud, the
frolic, the stubborn, who are each of them
in secret downright slaves to their wives,
or mistresses. 1 must beg of you in the last
place to dwell upon this, that the wise and
the valiant in all ages have been hen-peckt;
and that the sturdy tempers who are not
slaves to affection, owe that exemption to
their being enthralled by ambition, avarice,
orsomemeaner passion. Ihave ten thousand
thousand things more to say, but my wife
sees me writing, and will, according to cus-
tom, be consulted, if I do not seal this im-
mediatelv. Your’s,
T. ¢NATHANIEL HENROOST.’

No. 177.] Friday, Sefitember 22, 1711.

——Quis enim bonus, aut face dignus
Arcana, qualem Cereris vult esse sacerdos,
Ulla aliena sibi credat mala ? Juv. Sat. xv. 140.

Who can all sense of others’ ills escape,

Is but a brute, at best, in human shape. Tate.

In one of my last week’s papers I treated
of good-nature, as it is the effect of constitu-
tion; I shall now speak of it as a moral vir-
tue. The first may make a man easy in
himself and agreecable to others, but implies
no merit in him that is possessed of it. A
man is no more to be praised upon this ac-
count, than because he has a regular pulse,
or a good digestion. This good-nature,
however, in the constitution, which Mr.
Dryden somewhere calls a milkiness of
blood,’ is an admirable ground work for the
other. In order, therefore, to try our good-
nature, whether it arises from the body or
the mind, whether it be founded in the ani-
mal or rational part of cur nature; in a
word, whether it be such asis entitled‘to
any other reward, besides that secret satis-
faction and contentment of mind which is
essential to it, and the kind reception it pro-
cures us in the world, we must examine it
by the following rules: 2

First, whether it acts with steadiness and
uniformity, in sickness and in hcalth,' in
prosperity and in adversity; if otherwise,
it is to be looked upon as nothing else but
an irradiation of the mind from some new
supply of spirits, or a more kindly circula-
tion of the blood. Sir Francis Bacon men-
tions a cunning solicitor, who would never
ask a favour of a great man before dinner;
but took care to prefer his petition at a time
when the party petitioned had his mind
free from care, and his appetites in good
humour. Such a transient temporary good-
nature as this, is not that pgilanthmp_\',
that love of mankind, which deserves the
title of a moral virtue.

The next way of a man’s bringing his
good-nature to the test is, to consider
whether it operates according to the rules
of reason and duty; for if notwithstand-
ing its general benevolence to mankind, it
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makes no distinction between its objects, if
it exerts itself promiscuously towards the
deserving and undeserving, if it relieves
alike the idle and the indigent, if it gives it-
self up to the first petiticner, and lights upon
any one rather by accident than choice, it
may pass for an amiable instinct, but must
not assume the name of a moral virtue.

The third trial of good-nature will be the
examining ourselves, whether or no we are
able to exert it to our own disadvantage,
and employ it upon proper objects, notwith-
standing any little pain, want or inconve-
nience, which may arise to ourselves from
it. In a word, whether we are willing to
risk any part of our fortune, or reputation,
or health, or ease, for the benefit of man-
kind. Among all these expressions of good-
nature, I shall single out that which goes
under the general name of charity, as it
consists in relieving the indigent; that be-
ing a trial of this kind which offers itself to
us almost at all times, and in every place.

I should propose it as a rule, to every one
who is provided with any competency of
fortune more than sufficient for the neces-
saries of life, to lay aside a certain portion
of his income for the use of the poor. This
I would lock upon as an offering to Him
who has a right to the whole, for the use
of those whom in the passage hereafter
mentioned, he has described as his own re-
presentatives upon earth. At the same
time we should manage our charity with
such prudence and caution, that we may
not hurt our own friends or relations, whilst
weare doing good to those who are strangers
to us.

This may possibly be explained better by
an example than by a rule.

Eugenius is 2 man of an universal good-
nature, and generous beyond the extent of
his fortune; but withal so prudent, in the
economy of his affairs, that what goes out
in charity is made up by goed management.
Eugenius has what the world calls two
hundred pounds a year; but never values
himself above nine-score, as not thinking he
has a right to the tenth part, which he
always appropriates to charitable uses. To
this sum he frequently makes other volun-
tary additions, insomuch that ina good year,
for such he accounts those in whicl.l he has
been able to make greater bounties than
ordinary, he has given above twice that sum
to the sickly and indigent. Eugenius pre-
scribes to himself many particular days
of fasting and abstinence, in order to in-
crease his private bank of charity, and sets
aside what would be the current expenses
of those times for the use of the poor. He
often goes afoot where his business calls
him, and at the end of his walk has given
a shilling, which in his ordinary methods
of expense would have gone for coach-hire,
to the first necessitous perscn that has fallen
in his way. I have known him, when he

has been going to a play or an opera, divert
| the money which was designed for that
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purpose, upon an object of charity whom he
has met with in the street; and afterwards
pass his evening in a coffee-house, or at a
friend’s fire-side, with much greater satis-
faction to himself, than he could have re-
ceived from the most exquisite entertain-
ments of the theatre, By these means he
is generous without impoverishing himself,
and enjoys his estate by making it the pro-
perty of others,

There are few men so cramped in their
private affairs, who may not be charitable
after this manner, without any disadvantage
to themselves, or prejudice to their families,
It is but sometimes sacrificing a diversion
or convenience to the poor, and turning the
usual course of our expenses into a better
channel. This is, I think, not only the
most prudent and convenient, but the most
meritorious piece of charity, which we can
put in practice, By this method, we in
some measure share the necessities of the
poor at the same time that we relieve them,
and make ourselves not only their patrons,
but their fellow-sufferers.

Sir Thomas Brown, in the last part of
his Religie Medici, in which he describes
his charity in several heroie instances, and
with a noble heat of sentiment, mentions
that verse in the Proverbs of Solomon, ¢ He
that giveth to the poor, lendeth to the
Lord:"* ¢ There is more rhetoric in that
one sentence,” says he, #‘than in a library
of sermonsg and indeed, if those sentences
were understood by the reader, with the
same emphasis as they are delivered by the
author, we needed not those volumes of in-
structions, but might be honest by an epi-
tome.”'t

This passage in scripture is indeed won-
derfully persuasive; but I think the same
thought is carried much farther in the New
Testament, where our Saviour tells us in a
most pathetic manner, that he shall here-
after regard the clothing of the naked, the
feeding of the hungry, and the visiting of
the imprisoned, as offices done to himself,
and reward them aecordingly.f Pursuant
to those passages in holy scripture, 1 have
somewhere met with the epitaph of a cha-
ritable man, which has very much pleased
me. I cannot recollect the words, but the
sense of it is to this purpose: What I spent
I lost; what T possessed is left to others;
what I gave away remains with me.5

Since T am thus insensibly engaged in sa-
cred writ, T cannot forbear making an ex
tract of several passages whiech I have
always read with great delight in the book

* Prov. xix. 17

f Brown's Rel. Medici, Part II. Sect. 13. f. 1650
{ Mat. xxv. 31, et seqq.

§ The epitaph alluded to is (or was) in St. George's

Church, at Doncaster in Yorkshire, and runs in old

p-2

English thus:
How now, who is heare?
I Robin of Doncasteare
And Margaret my (»,-’lf"l
A.D
1oth Robertus Byrks, who in this world did reign
threescore years and seven, and yet lived not one,

That 1 spent, that I had:
That { gave, that T have;
That Iieft, that I lost.

1579

THE SPECTATOR,

[No. 178.

of Job. Itisthe account which that holy
man gives of his behaviour in the days of
his prosperity, and if considered only as a
human composition, is a finer picture of a
charitable and good-natured man than is to
be met with in any other author,

£ O that I were as in months past, as in
the days when God preserved me: When
his candle shined upon my head, and when
by his light I walked through darkness;
When the Almighty was yet with me;
when my children were about me: When
I washed my steps with butter, and the
rock poured out rivers of oil.

¢ When the ear heard me, then it blessed
me; and when the eye saw me, it gave wit-
ness to me. Beeause I delivered the poor
that cried, and the fatherless, and him that
had none to help him. The blessing of him
that was ready to perish came upon me,
and I caused the widow’s heart to sing for
joy. I was eyes to the blind, and feet was
|1 to the lame: I was a father to the poor,
and the cause which I knew not T searched
out. Did not I weep for him that was in
trouble? was not my soul grieved for the
poor? Let me be weighed in an even bal-
ance, that God may know mine integrity,
If 1 did despise the cause of my man-
servant or of my maid-servant when they
contended with me, what then shall I do
when God riseth up? and when he visiteth,
what shall I answer him? Did not he that
made me in the womb, make him? and
did not one fashion us in the womb? If I
have withheld the poor from their desire,
or have caused the eyes of the widow to
fail: Or have eaten my morsel myself alone,
and the fatherless hath not eaten thereof;
If I have seen any perish for want of cloth-
ing, or any poor without covering: If his
loins have not blessed me, and if he were
not warmed with the fleece of my sheep;
If I have lifted up my hand against the
fatherless, when 1 saw my help in the gate;
then let mine arm fall from my shoulder-
blade, and mine arm be broken from the
bone. If I have rejoiced at the destruction
of him that hated me, or lifted up myself
when evil found him: (Neither have I suf-
fered my mouth to sin, by wishing a curse
to hissoul.) The stranger did not lodge in
the street; but I opened my doors to the
traveller. If my land ery against me, or
that the furrows likewise therefore com-
plain: If 1 have eaten the fruits thereof
without money, or have caused the owners
thereof to lose their life; let thistles grow
|instead of wheat, and cockle instead of
| bariey.”

4o
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Comis in uxorem—

Monday, Sefitember 24, 1711,
Hor. Lib. 2, Ep. ii. 133.
Civil to his wife. Pepe.

Icannordefer taking notice of this letter.
¢ MR. SpEcTATOR,—I am but too good 2

>{J;.)bixxrix. 2. &e. xxX. 2, &¢. Xxxi, 6, &ec. passim.
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judge of your paper of thc 15th insta
which is a master- -piece; I mean that of
jealousv: but I think it unw orthy of you to
speak of that torture in the breastof am n,
and not to mention also the pangs of it in
the heart of a woman. You have very |u-
diciously, and with the greatest penetr: 1ition
imagir uh-, considered it as woman is the
(T!‘L’dtmc of whom the diffidence is raised:
but not a word of a man, who is so unmer-
ciful as to move V',-ulnus\’ in his wife, and

not care whether she is so or not. It is pos-
sible you may not w]LlIf.\\ tum are sucl
tyrants in the world; but, alas, I can tell

you of a man who is ever out
his wife’scompany, and the

in the world every where els f
sloven at home when he appears
but his family, and most exactly
dressed in all other places. Alas, sir, is it
of course, t‘nt to deliver one’s self wholly
into a man’s power without possibility of
appeal to any other jurisdiction but

=t hum'\m‘ in
> plea

his own
reflections, is so 1]1110 an obligation to a
tleman, that he can be offended and fall

into a rage, because my heart swells tears

gen-
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into my eyes when I see him in a cloudy |

mood? T pretend to no succour, and h pe
for no relief but from hlm\vlf, and yet he
that has sense and justice in every thing
clse, never reflects, that to come home only
to sleep off an intemperance, and spend all

the rmu he is there as if it were a punish-
ment, cannot but give the anguish of a jeal-

ous mind. He always leaves his home
if he were going to court, and returns as if
he were entering a jail. 1 could add to this,
that from his company and his usual dis-
course, he does not scruple being thought
an abandoned man, as to his morals. Your
own imagination will say encugh to you
concerning the condition of me his wife;
and I wish you wounld be so good as to re-
present to him, for he is not ill-natured,
and reads you much, that the moment I
hear the door shut after him, I throw my-
self up n my bed, and drown the child }
\\\ »fx nd of with my tears, and often frig "m °n
t with my cries; that I curse my ‘)un* that
[ run to my gl 1ss all over bathed in sorrows
and f my inw ard dr.

as

help the utterance of
guish h\ beholding the gush o f my OWN ca-
lamities as my tears fall from my eyes.
This looks like rined picture to tell
you, but indeed this is one of my pastimes.
Hitherto I have only told you the general
temper of my mind, but how shall 1 give
you an account of the distraction of it?
Could vou but conceive how cruel I am one
moment in my resentment, and at the en-
suing minute, when I place him in the con-
dition my anger would bring him to, how
compassion: ate; it would give you some no-
tion how miserable I am, and how little I
deserve it. When I remonstrate with the
greatest gentleness that is possible against
unhandsome appearances, and that married
persons are under particular mlcs; when

he is in the best humour to receive this, I |

34
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am answered only: That I expose my own
reputation and sense if I appear jealous.
wish, good sir, you would take this into
Serious ce nsi(’cv*:’lti"m. and admonish hus-
bands and wives, what terms they ought to
keep towards each other. Your thoughts
on this important subject will have the
greatest reward, that which descends on
such as feel the sorrows of the afflicted.
Give me leave to subscribe myself, your
unfortunate humble servant,

¢CELINDA,?

I had it in my thoughts, before I received
"wh tter of thislady, to consider this dread-
ful passion in the mind of a woman: and the
smart she seems to feel does not abate the
inclination I had to recommend to husbands
a more regular behaviour, than to give the
most ‘exquisite of torments to those who
them, nay whose torments would be
abated if they did not love them.

It is wonderful to observe how little is
made of this inexpressible injury, and how
easily men get into a habit of being least
agreecable, where thm are most obliged to
be so. But this subject deserves a distinct
speculation, and I shall chserve for a day

» two the behaviour of two or three h"zpp)
Dm s I am acquainted with, before I pre-
tend to make a sy ~um of conjugal morality.
I desien in the first place to'go a few m: iles
out of town, and Lh(lc I know where to
meet one who practises all the parts of a
fine gentleman in the duty of an husband.
When he was a bachelor much business

love

| made him particularly negligent in his ha-

bit; but now there is no young lover living
ict in the care of his person. One who
, Why he was so lunq washing his
mouth, and so delicate in the choice and
wearing of his linen? was answered, ¢ Be-
cause there is a woman of merit obliged to
receive me kindly, and I think it incum-
bent upon me to make her inclination go
along with her duty.”

If a man would give himself leave to
think, he would not be so unreasonable as
to expect debauchery and innocence could
live in commerce together; or hope that
flesh and blood is capable of so strict an al-
legiance as that a fine woman must go on to
improve herself till she is as good and im-
passive as an angel, only to preserve fide-
lity to a brute and a satyr. ‘The lady who
desires me for her sake to end one of my
papers with the following letter, I am per-
suaded, thinks such a perseverance very
impracticable

¢« Huss AND,—Stay moreat home.
where you visited at seven of the clock on
Thursday evening. The colonel, whom you
charged me to see no more, is in town.

T

‘MARTHA HOUSEWIFE

—

No. 179. ] qu’w[a Y, .Sszlwmb(r 25, 1711,

I know

Centuri® seniorum agitant expertia frugis:
Celsi prietereunt anstera poemata Rhamnes
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Omne tulit pinctum qui miscuit utile dulei,
Lectorem delectando, pariterque monendo.
Hor. Ars Poet. v. 1.

Old age is only fond of moral truth,

Lectures too grave disgust aspiring youth;

But he who blends instruction with delight,
Wins every reader, nor in vain shall write.—P.

1 mAY cast my readers under two general
divisions, the mercurial and the saturnine.
The first are the gay part of my disciples;
who require speculations of wit and humour,
the others are those of a more solemn and

sober turn, who find no pleasure but in pa- |

The

pers of morality and sound sense.

former call every thing that is serious, stu- |

pid; the latter look upon every thing as im-

pertinent that is ludicrous. Were I always |

grave, one half of my readers would fall off
from me: were 1 always merry, I should
lose the other. Imake it therefore my en-
deavour to find out entertainments of both
kinds, and by that means, perhaps, consult
the good of both, more than I should do, did
I always write to the particular taste of
either. As they neither of them know what
I proceed upon, the sprightly reader, who

takes up my paper in order to be diverted, |

very often finds himself engaged unawares
in a serious and profitable course of think-
ing; as, on the contrary, the thoughtful
man, who perhaps may hope to find some-
thing solid, and full of deep reflection, is
very often insensibly betrayed into a fit of
mirth. In a word, the reader sits down to
my entertainment without knowing his bill
of fare, and has therefore at least the plea-
sure of hoping there may be a dish to his
palate. :

I must confess, were I left to myself, I
should ratheraim at instructing than divert-
ing; but if we will be useful to the world, we
must take it as we findit. Authors of pro-
fessed severity discourage the looser part of
mankind from having any thing to do with
their writings. A man must have virtue in
him, before he will enter upon the reading
of a Seneca or an Epictetus. The very title
of a moral treatise has something in it aus-

tere and shocking to the careless and incon- |

siderate.
For this reason several unthinking per-
sons fall in my way, who would give no

attention to lectures delivered with a reli- |

glous seriousness or a philosophic gravity.
They are ensnared into sentiments of wis-
dom and virtue when they do not think of
it; and if by that means they arrive only at
such a degree of consideration as may dis-
pose them to listen to more studied and
elaborate discourses, I shall not think my
speculations useless. I might likewise ob-
serve, that t}}(f gloominess in which some-
times the minds of the best men are in-
volved, very often stands in need of such
little incitements to mirth and laughter, as
are apt to disperse melancholy, and put our
faculties in good humour, To which some
will add, that the British climate, more than

any other makes entertainments of this na-
ture in a manner necessary,
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| I what I have here sald does not recom-
[ mend, it will at least excuse, the variety of
my speculations. I would not willingly
| laugh but in order to instruct, or if 1 some-
{times fail in this point, when my mirth
| ceases to be instructive, it shall never cease
to be innocent. A scrupulous conduct in
| this particular, has, perhaps, more merit
in it than the generality of readers imagine;
did they know how many thoughts occur in
a point of humour, which a discreet author
in modesty suppresses; how many strokes
| of raillery present themselves, which could
not fail to please the ordinary taste of man-
kind, but are stifled in their birth by reason
of some remote tendency which they carry
in them to corrupt the minds of those who
read them; dic} they know how many
| glances of ill-nature are industriously avoid-
ed for fear of doing injury to the reputation
of another, they would be apt tothink kindly
of those writers who endeavour to make
themselves diverting without being immo-
ral. One may apply to these authors that
passage in Waller:

Poets lose half the praise they would have got,
Were it but known what they discreetly biot.

As nothing is more easy than to be a wit,
with all the above-mentioned liberties, it
requires some genius and invention to ap-
pear such without them.

What I have here said is not only in re-
gard to the public, but with an eye to my
particular correspondent, who has sent me
the following letter, which I have castrated

in some places upon these considerations:
|

¢ S1r,—Having lately seen yourdiscourse
upon a match of grinning, I cannot forbear
giving you an account of a whistling match,
which with many others, I was entertained
| with about three years since at the Bath.
The prize was a guinea, to be conferred
upon the ablest whistler, that is, on him
| who could whistle clearest, and go through
| his tune without laughing, to which at the
same time he was provoked by the antick
postures of a merry-andrew, who was to
stand upon the stage and play his tricks in
the eye of the performer. There were three
cnnq}elitlu‘s fv:l'}h(- guinea. The first was
a ploughman of a very promising aspect;
his features were steady, and his muscles
composed in so inflexible a stupidity, that
upon his first appearance every one gave
|the guinea for lost. The pickled herring
| however found the way to shake him; for
|upon his whistling a country jig, this un-
[lucky wag danced to it with such variety
of distortions and grimaces, that the coun-
tryman could not forbear smiling upon him,
{and by that means spoiled his whistle and
{lost the prize.
¢ The next that mounted the stage wasan
under-citizen of the Bath, a person remark-
| able among the inferior people of that place
| for his great wisdom, and his broad band.
| He contracted his mouth with much gra-

| vity, and that he might dispose his mind t<
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be more serious than ordinary, began the

tune of The Children in the Wood. He

went through part of it with good success,

when on a sudden the wit at his elbow, who

had appeared wonderfully grave and atten-

tive for some time, gave him a touch upon

the left shoulder, and stared him in the face

with so bewitching a grin, that the whistler

relaxed his fibres into a kind of simper, and |
at length burst out into an open laugh. The |
third who entered the lists was a footman, |
who in defiance of the merry-andrew and
all his arts, whistled a Scotch tune, and an
Italian sonata, with so settled a countenance |
that he bore away the prize, to the great |
admiration of some hundreds of persons, "
who, as well as myself, were present at this |
trial of skill. Now, sir, I humbly conceive, |
whatever you have determined of the grin- |
ners, the whistlers ought to be encouraged,

not only as their art is practised without

distortion, but as it improves country mu-

sic, promotes gravity, and teaches ordinary

people to keep their countenances, if they

see any thing ridiculous in their betters: be-

sides that it seems an entertainment very

particularly adapted to the Bath, as it is
usual for a rider to whistle to his horse

when he would make his water pass. 1

am, sir, &c.

€ POSTSCRIPT.
¢ After having despatched these two im-

portant points of grinning and whistling, I

hope you will oblige the world with some

reflections upon yawning, as I have seen it

practised on a twelfth-night, among other

Christmas gambols, at the house of a very

worthy r,cnllcm:m, who always entertains

his tenants at that time of the year. They |
yvawn for a Cheshire cheese, and begin

about midnight, when the whole company |
is disposed to be drowsy. He that yawns|
widest, and at the same time so naturally |
as to produce the most yawns among the

spectators, carries home the cheese. If you |
handle this subject as you ought, T question
not but your paper will set half the King-
dom a-yawning, though I dare promise you
it will never make any body fall asleep.”

No. 180.] Wednesday, Sepitember 26, 1711.
———Delirant reges, plectuntur Achivi.
Hor. Lib. 1. Ep. ii. 14.
The monarch’s folly makes the people rue.—P.

Tus following letter has so much weight
and good sense, that I cannot forbear insert-
ing it, though it relates to a hardened sin-
ner whom I have very little hopes of re-
forming, viz. Lewis XIV. of France.

¢«MR. SPECTATOR,—Amidst the variety
of subjects of which you have treated,
could wish it had fallen in your way, to ex-
pose the vanity of conquests. This thought
would naturally lead one to the French

king, who has been generally esteemed the
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ereatest conqueror of our age, till her ma-
jesty’s armies had torn from him so many

of his countries, and deprived him of the

fruit of all his former victories. For my
own part, if I were to draw his picture, I
should be for taking him no lower than to

the peace of Ryswick, just at the end of his
trinmphs, and before his reverse of fortune:

and even then I should not forbear thinking
his ambition had been vain, and unprofit-
able to himself and his people.

¢ As for himself, it is certain he can have
gained nothing by his conquests, if they
have not rendered him master of more sub-
jects, more riches, or greater power. What
{ shall be able to offer upon these heads, I
resolve to submit to your consideration.

¢ To begin then with his increase of sub-
jects. From the time he came of age, and
has been a manager for himself, all the
people he had acquired were such only as
he had reduced by his wars, and were left
in his possession by the peace; he had con-
quered not above one-third part of Flan-
ders, and consequently no more than one-
third part of the inhabitants of that pro-
vince.

¢ About one hundred years ago the houses
in that country were all numbered, and by
a just computation the inhabitants of all
sorts could not then exceed 750,000 souls.
And if any man will consider the desolation
by almost perpetual wars, the numerous
armies that have lived almost ever since at
discretion upon the people, and how much
of their commerce has been removed for
more security to other places, he will have
little reason to imagine that their numbers
have since increased; and therefore with
one-third part of that province that prince
can have gained no more than one-third
part of the inhabitants, or 250,000 new sub-
jects, even though it should be supposed
they were all contented to live still in their
native country, and transfer their allegiance
to a new master.

¢The fertility of this province, its con-
venient situation for trade and commerce,
its capacity for furnishing employment and
subsistence to great numbers, and the vast
armies that have been maintained here,
make it credible that the remamning two-
thirds of Flanders are equal to all his other
conquests; and consequently by all; he can-
not have gained more than 750,000 new
subjects, men, women, and children, espe-
cially if a deduction shall be made of such
as have retired from the conqueror, to live
under their old masters.

¢TIt is time now to set his loss against his

rofit, and to show for the new subjects he
Ead acquired, how many old ones he had
lost in the acquisition. I think that in his
wars he has seldom brought less into the
field in all places than 200,000 fighting
men, besides what have been left in garri-
sons: and I think the common computation
is, that of an army, at the end of a cam-
paign, without sieges or battles, scarce four-
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fifths can_be mhistered of those that came
into the field at the beginning of the year.
His wars at several times, llIl[lI the last
peace, have held about twenty years; and
if 40,000 yearly lost, or a fifth part of his
armies, are to be multiplied by twenty, he
cannot have lost less than 800,000 of his
old subjects, and all able-bodied men; 4
greater number than the new subjects he
had acquired.
¢ But this lossis not all. Providence seem$
to have equally divided the whole mass of
mankind into different sexes, that every
woman may have her husband, and that
both may ((llhl”\ contribute to the con-
tinuance of the species. It follows then,
that for all the men that have béen lost, as
many women must have lived sifigle, and it
were but chiarity to believe, they have npt
tone all the service they were capable of
doing in their generation.

SPECTATCOT

| have called him?

In so long a|

course of years great part of them must |

have died; and all the rest must go off at
last, without leaving any representatives
behind. By this account he must have lost
not only 800,000 subjects, but double that |
fiimber, and all the increase that was rea-
sonably to be expected from it:

Tt is sdid in the last war there was a |

famine in his kingdom, which swept away
two millions of his people. This is hardly
tredible. If the loss was only of one-fifth

part of that sum, it was very great. But it
is no wonder there \huuld be famine, where
$o much of the puﬂ) e’s substance is taken
away for the king’s use, that they have not
sufficient left to ]n‘. wide ag .tmst accidents;
where so many of the men are taken from
the plough to serve the king in his wars,
and a great part of the tillage is left to the
weaker hands of so many women and chil-
dren: Whatever was the loss, it must un-

doubtedly be placed to the account of his |

ambition:

* And so must also the destruction or ban-
ishmient of 3 or 400,000 of his reformed
subjects; he could have no other reasons
for valuing those lives so very cheap but
only to recomniend himself to the bigotry
of the Spdmsh nation.

‘ How should there be industry m a coun-
try where all property is puc:mom What
subject will sow his land, that his prince
may reap the whole harvest? Parsimony
and frigality must be strangers to such a
Fcﬂpk" for will any man save to-day, what

e has reason to fear will be take '1 from
him to-morrow’ And \\huu is the en-
touragement for marrying? Will any man
think of raising children, w nhnm any as-
surance of lerthmw for their backs; or so
much as food for their bellies? And thus by
his fatal ambition, he must have lessened
the niimber of his Subjects, njot only by
slauqlmr and de m‘n(m.n. but by prevent-
ing their very births; he has dotie as tnuch
as was possible towatds de sstroying posterity
itself.

“Is this then the great; thé invincible

| this war?
| quer the an ans, and reduce all Italy to

|

|
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Lewis? This the immortal man, the tout
fiuissant, or the almighty, as his flatterers
Is this the man that is so
celebrated for his CanUL\L\ For every
subject he has acquired, has he not lost
three that were his inheritance? Are not
his troops fewer, and those neither so well
fed, clothed, or paid, as they were formerly,
though He has now so much greater cause
to exert himself ? and what can be the rea-
son of all this, but that his revenue is a great
deal less; his subjects are either poorer, or
not so many to I)L plundered by constant
taxes for his use?

¢It is well for him he had found out a way
to steal a kingdom;* if he had gone on con-
quering as he did before, his ruin had been
long since finished. This brings to my mind
a saying of King Pyrrhus, after he had a
second time beat the Romans in a pitched
battle, and was ¢ umphmunul by his gene-
rals: “Yes,” says he, “such another vic-
tory and I am quite undone.” And since I
have mentioned Pyrrhus I will end with a
very good, though known, story of this am-
bitious madman. When he had shown the
utmost fondness for his expedition against
the Romans, Cyneas, his chief minister,
asked him what h( - proposed to himself by
““Why,” says Pyrrhus, ““to con-

my obedience “What then?” says Cy-
neas. “To pw‘ over into Sicily,” says
Pyrrhus, ““and then all the Sicilians must
be our sut yjects. ““ And what (lw(\ your
majesty intend next?” ¢ Why truly,” says
the king, ““ to conquer Carth: 'ge and make
myself master of all n. .” ¢ And what;
sir,” says the minister, ““is to be the end of
all your expeditions?” * Why then,” says
the king, for the rest of our lives we \\nl
sit down to good wine.” ¢ How, sir,” re-
plied ('_\‘m 1s, ¢ to better than we have now
before us? Have we not already as much as
we can drink?”

‘Riot and f£xcess are not the becoming
characters of pmus. but if Pyrrhus ar d
Lewis had debauched like Vitellius, they
had been less hurtful to their people. Your
humble servant,

¢ b ‘ PHILARITHMUS.’

—- -
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His lacrymis vitam damus, et miserescimus ultro

Virg. JEn. ii. 145
Mov'd by these tears, we pity and profect

I AM more pleased with a letter that is
filled with touches of nature than of wit:
The following one is of this kind;

¢Sir,—Among all the distresses which
happen in families, I do not remember that
you have touched upon the marriage of
children without the consent of their pa-
rents. T am oné of these unfortunate per-

v Louis XTV. in 1701
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sons. I was about fifteen when I took the | species of brute creatures, as indced the
liberty to choose for myself ; and have ever | whole animal creation subsists by it.
since languished under the displeasure of This instinct in man is more general and
an inexorable father; who; though he sees | uncircumscribed than in brutes, as being
me happy in the best of husbands; and | enlarged by the dictates of reason and duty.
blessed with very fine children, can lw\‘cr’ For if we consider ourselves attentively,
be prevailed upon to forgive me. He was | we shall find that we are not only inclined
$0 kind to me before this unhappy accident | to love those who descend from us, but that
that indeed it makes my breach of duty, in | we bear a kind of erey4, or natural affec-
some measure, inexcusable; and at the same | tion, to every thing which relies upon us
time creates in me such a tenderness to- | for its good and preseivation. Dependence
wards him, that I love him above all things, |is a perpetual call upon humanity; and a
and would die to be reconciled to him. I |greater incitement to tenderness and pity,
have thrown myself at his feet, and be- | than any other motive whatsoever:
sotight him with tears to pardon me; but| The man, therefore, who, notwithstand-
he always pushes me away, and spurns me | ing any passion or resentment, can over-
from him: I have written several letters to | come this powetful instinct, and extinguish
him, but he will neither open nor receive natural ;;ﬁl ction; debases his mind even
them. About two years ago I sent my little | below brutality; frustrates, as much as in
boy to him, dressed in a new apparel; but [ him lies, the great design of Providence,
the child returned to me crying, because he | and strikes out of his nature one of the most
said his grandfather would not see him; and | divine principles that is planted in it.
had ordered him to be put otit of his house. | Among innumerable arguments which
My mother is won over to my side, but | might be brought against such an unrea-
dares not mention me to my father, for fear | sonable_ proceeding, I shall only insist on
of provoking him. About a month ago he | one. We make it the condition of our for-
lay sick upon his bed, and in great danger | giveness that we forgive others. In our
of his life: I was pierced to the heart at the | very prayers we desire no more than to be
news; and could not forbear going to inquire | treated by this kind of retaliation. The case
after his health. My mother took this op- | therefore before us seems to be what they
{)(munit_\ of speaking in my behalf: she told | call a ¢ case in point;’ the relation between
him, with abundance of tears, that I was|the child and father, being what comes
come to see him, that I could not speak to | nearest to that between a creature and its
her for weeping, and that I should certainly | Creator. If the father is inexorable to the
break my heart if he refused at that time | child who has offended, let the offence be
to give me his blessing; and be reconciled of never so high a nature, how will he ad-
to me. He was so far from relenting to- | dress himself to the Supreme Bciug, under
wards me, that he bid her speak no more | the tender appellation of a Father, and de-
of me, unless she had a mind to disturb him | sire of him such a forgiveness as he himself
in his last moments; for, sir, you must know | refuses to grant?
that he has the reputation of an honest and | To this I might add many other religious,
religious man, which makes my misfortune | as well as many prudential considerations;
so much the greater. God be thanked he is | but if the last-mentioned motive does not
since recovered: but his severe usage Has | prevail, 1 despair of succeeding by any
given me such a blow, that I shall soon sink | other, and shall therefore conclude my
under it, unless I may be relieved by any | paper with a very remarkable story, which
impressions which the reading of this in |is recorded in an old chronicle published
your paper may make upon Him. I am, | by Freher, among the writers of the Ger-
sir, &c.’ man history.
Eginhart, who was secretary to Charles
Of all hardnesses of heart there is none 8o | the Great; became exceeding popular by
inexcusable as that of parents towards their | his behaviour in that post. His great abili«
children. An obstinate; inflexible, unfor- | ties gained him the favour of his master;
giving temper is odious upon all occasions; | and the esteem of the whole court. Imma,
but here it is unnatural. The love; tender- | the daughter of the emperor, was so pleased
ness, and compassion, which are apt to | with his person and conversation, that she
arise in us towards those who depend upon |fell in love with him: As she was one of
uis, is that by which the whole world of life | the greatest beauties of the age, Eginhart
is upheld. ‘The Supreme Being; by the | answered her w ith a more than equal re-
transcendent excellency and goodness of | turn of passion. I'hey stifled their flames
his nature, extends his mercy towards all | for some time, under apprehension of the
his works; and because his creatures have | fatal consequences that might ensue. Eg-
not such a spontaneous benevolence, and | inhart at length; resolved to hazard all,
compassion towards those who are under | rather than live deprived of one whom
_thcu‘ care and protection, he has implanted | his heart was so much set upony conveyed
in them an instinct, that supplies the place himself one night into the princcss’s apart-
of this inherent goodness. 1 have illus- | ment, and knocking gently at the door, was
trated this kind of instinct in former papers, admitted as a person who had something to
and have shown hew it runs through all the | communicate to her from the emperor. He
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was with her in private most part of the
night; but upon his preparing to go away
about break of day, he observed that there
had fallen a great snow during his stay with
the princess. This very much perplexed
him, lest the prints of his feet in the snow
might make (’liscm'm'ies to the king, who
often used to visit his daughter in the morn-
ing. He acquainted the princess Imma
with his fears; who, after some consulta-
tions upon the matter, prevailed upon him
to let her carry him through the snow upon
her own shoulders. It happened, that the
emperor, not being able to sleep, was at
that time up and walking in his chamber,
when upon looking through the window he
Ecrcci\'ed his daughter tottering under her

urden, and carrying his first minister
across the snow; which she had no sooner
done, but she returned again with the ut-
most speed to her own apartment. The
emperor was extremely troubled and asto-
nished at this accident: but resolved to
speak nothing of it until a proper opportu-
nity. In the mean time, Eginhart knowing
that what he had done could not be long a
secret, determined to retire from court;
and in order to it, begged the emperor that
he would be pleased to dismiss him, pre-

tending a kind of discontent at his not hav- |
ing been rewarded for his long services. |

The emperor would not give a direct an-
swer to his petition, but told him he would
think of it, and appointed a certain day
when he would let him know his pleasure.
He then called together the most faithful
of his counsellors, and acquainting them

with his secretary’s crime, asked them |

their advice in so delicate an affair. The
most of them gave their opinion, that the
person could not be too severely punished,
who had thus dishonoured his master. Upon
the whole debate, the emperor declared it
was his opinion, that Egimhart’s punish-
ment would rather increase than diminish
the shame of his family, and that therefore
he thought it the most advisable to wear
out the memory of the fact, by marrying
him to his daughter. Accordingly, Egin-
hart was called in, and acquainted by the
emperor, that he should no longer have
any pretence of complaining his services
were not rewarded, for that the princess
Imma should be given him in marriage,
with a dower suitable to her quality; which
was soon after performed accordingly. L.
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lus aloes quam mellis habet
Juv. Sat. vi. 180.

The bitter overbalances the sweet.

As all parts of human life come under |

my observation, My reader must not make
uncharitable inferences from my speaking
knowingly of that sort of crime which is at
present treated of. He will, I hope, sup-
pose I know it only from the letters of cor-
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|rc.~:[pnmlcnts, two of which you shall have
as follows:

¢MR. SPECTATOR,—It is wonderful to
me that among the many enormities which
you have treated of, you have not men-
tioned that of wenching, and particularly
{the ensnaring part. 1 mean that it is a
| thing very fit for your pen, to expose the
{villany of the practice of deluding women.
“Y(m are to know, sir, that I myself am a
| woman who have been one of the unhappy
| that have fallen into this misfortune, and
{ that by the insinuation of a very worthless
fellow who served others in the same man-
| ner, both before my ruin, and since that
| time. I had, as soon as the rascal left me,
{ so much indignation and resolution, as not
| to go upon the town, as the phrase is, but
took to work for my living in an obscure
| place, out of the knowledge of all with
{ whom I was before acquainted.
| €It is the ordinary practice and business
of life, with a set of idle fellows about this
town, to write letters, send messages, and
form appointments with little raw unthink-
ing girls, and leave them after possession
| of them, without any mercy, to shame, in-
famy, poverty, and disease. Were you to
read the nauseous impertinences which are
written on these occasions, and to see the
silly creatures sighing over them, it could
not but be matter of mirth as well as pity.
A little *prentice girl of mine has been for
some time applied to by an Irish fellow,
who dresses very fine, and struts in a laced
| coat, and is the admiration of seamstresses
who are under age in town. Ever since I
have had some knowledge of the matter, I
| have debarred my ’prentice from pen, ink,
and paper. But the other day he bws[))r‘kc
some cravats of me: I went out of the shop,
and left his mistress to put them up in a
band-box, in order to be sent to him when
his man called. When I came into the
shop again, I took occasion to send her
away, and found in the bottom of the box
written these words, “ Why would you ruin
a harmless creature that loves you?” Then
in the lid, ““ There is no resisting Stre-
phon.”” Isearched a little further, and found
in the rim of the box, “ At eleven o’clock
at night come in a hackney-coach at the
end of our street.” This was enough to
alarm me; I sent away the things, and took
my measures accordingly. An hour or two
before the appointed time I examined my
young lady, and feund her trunk stuffed
with impertinent letters and an old scroll
of parchment in Latin, which her lover had
sent her as a settlement of fifty pounds a
year. Among other things, there was also
the best lace I had in my shop to make
him a present for cravats. I was very glad
;nf this last circumstance, because I could
| very conscientiously swear against him that
| he had enticed my servant away, and was
[ her accomplice in robbing me: I procured
a warrant against him accordingly. Every
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thing was now prepared, and the tender |
hour of love approaching, I who had acted |
for myself in my youth the same senseless |
part, knew how to manage accordingly;
therefore, after having locked up my maid, |
and not being so much unlike her in height |
and shape, asin a huddled way not to pass |
for her, I delivered the bundle designed to
be carried off, to her lover’s man, who came
with the signal to receive them. Thus I |
followed after to the coach, where, when I |
saw his master take them in, I cried out, |
Thieves! Thieves! and the constable with |
his attendants seized my expecting lover.
I kept myself unobserved until I saw thci
crowd sufficiently increased, and then ap-
peared to declare the goods to be mine;
and had the satisfaction to see my man of
mode put into the round-house, with the
stolen wares by him, to be produced in|
evidence against him the next morning.
This matter is notoriously known to be
1d I have been contented to save my |
*prentice, and to take a year’s rent of this|
mortified lover, not to appear farther in |
the matter. This was some penance; but, |
sir, is this enough for villany of much more |
pernicious consequence than the trifles for
which he was to have been indicted? Should
not you, and all men of any parts or honour,
put things upon so right a foot, as that such |
a rascal should not laugh at the imputation
of what he was really guilty, and dread |
being accused of that for which he was ar- |
rested? |

¢In a word, sir, it is in the power of you, |
and such as I hope you are, to make it as
infamous to rob a poor creature of her
honour as her clothes. I leave this to your
consideration, only take leave (which I
cannot do without sighing,) to remark to
you, that if this had been the sense of man-
1 thirty years ago, I should have avoided
a life spent in poverty and shame. Iam,
sir, your humble servant,

t
¢ ALICE THREADNEEDLE.’ i

¢ Round-house, Sept. 9.

¢« MR. SPECTATOR,—] am a man of plea-
sure about town, but by the stupidity of a
dull rogue of a justice of peace, and an in-|
solent constable, upon the oath of an old |
harridan, am imprisoned here for theft, |
when I designed only fornication. Thcl
midnight magistrate as he conveyed me
along, had you in his mouth, and said, this |
would make a pure story for the Spectator. |
I hope, sir, you won’t pretend to wit, and
take the part of dull rogues of business.
The world is so altered of Jate years, that |
there was not a man who would knock |
down a watchman in my behalf, but I was
carried off with as much triumph as if I
had been a pick-pocket. At this rate,
there is an end of all the wit and humour
in the world. The time was when all the
honest whoremongers in the n('i;’,‘hb“m‘-‘

|
|

hood would have rose against the ruckoldsl

in my rescue. If fornication is to be scan-
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dalous, half the fine things that have been
writ by most of the wits of the last age
may be burned by the common hangman.
Harkee, Mr. Spec, do not be queer; aiter
having done some things pretty well, don’t
begin to write at that rate that no gentle-
man can read thee. Be true to love, and
burn your Seneca. You do not expect me
to write my name from hence, but I am
your unknown humble, &c.’ T.
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wutyv, xhnise puinracixs —Hesiod.
ir truth in fiction we disguise ;
esent her naked to men's eyes.

Sometimes
Sometimes pr

FasLEs were the first pieces of wit that
made their appearance in the world, and
have been still highly valued, not only in
times of the greatest simplicity, but among
the most polite ages of mankind. Jotham’s
fable of the trees* is the oldest that is ex-
tant, and as beautiful as any which have
been made since that time. Nathan’s fable
of the poor man and his lambf is likewise
more ancient than any that is extant, be-
sides the above-mentioned, and had so good
an effect, as to convey instruction to the ear

| of a king without offending it, and to bring

the man after God’s own heart to a right
sense of his guilt and his duty. We find
Asop in the most distant ages of Greece;
and if we look into the very beginning of
the commonwealth of Rome,f we sce a
mutiny among the common people appeas-
ed by a fable of the belly and the limbs,
which was indeed very proper to gain the
attention of an incensed rabble, at a time
when perhaps they would have torn to
pieces any man who had preached the
same doctrine to them in an open and direct
manner. As fables tock their birth in the
very infancy of learning, they never flour-
ishéd more than when learning was at its
greatest height. To justify this assertion,
I shall put my reader in mind of Horace,
the greatest wit and critic in the Augustan
age; and of Boileau, the most correct poet
among the moderns; not to mention La
Fontaine, who by this way of writing is
come more into vogue than any cther au-
thor of our times.

The fables I have here mentioned are

| raised altogether upon brutes and vegeta-

bles, with some of our own species mixed
among them, when the moral hath so re-
quired. But besides this kind of fable, there
is another in which the actors are passions,
virtues, vices, and other imaginary persons
of the like nature. Some of the ancient
critics will have it, that the Iliad and Odys-
sey of Homer are fables of this nature; and
that the several names of gods and heroes
are nothing else but the affections of the
mind in a visible shape and character.

* Judges ix. 8—15. t 2 Sam. xii
{ Liv. Hist. lib, ii. seet. 32, &c. Florus, lib.i. ¢
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Thus they tell us, that Achilles, in the first
Iliad, represents anger, or the irascible
part of human pature; that upon drawing

[No, 183.

| come into any place without being followed
{ by the other.

It is possible, that if Plato had thought it

his sword against his superior in a full as- | proper at such a time to describe Socrates

sembly, Pallas is only another name for |
reason, which checks and advises him upon |

that occasion; and at her first appearance
touches him upon the head, that part of

the man being looked upon as the seat of

reason. And thus of the rest of the poem.

As for the Odyssey, I think it is plain that
Horace considered it as one of these alle-
gorical fables, by the moral which he has
given us of several parts of it. The great-

est Italian wits have applied themselves to
the writing of this latter kind of fables.

Spenser’s Fairy-Queen is one continued

series of them from the beginning to the

end of that admirable work. If we look

into the finest prose authors of antiquity,

such as Cicero, Plato, Xenophon, and many

others, we shall find that this was likewise

their favourite kind of fable. I shall only

farther observe upon it, that the first of

this sort that made any considerable figure |
in the world, was that of Hercules meeting

with Pleasure and Virtue ; which was in-

vented by Prodicus, who lived before So-

crates, and in the first dawnings of philo-

sophy. He used to travel through Greece

by virtue of this fable, which procured him

a’kind reeception in all the market towns,

where he never failed telling it as soon as

he had gathered an audience about him.

After this short preface, which I have
made up of such materials as my memory
doesat present suggest to me, before I pre-
sent my reader with a fable of this kind,
which I design as the entertainment of the
present paper, I must in a few words open
the occasion of it.

In the account which Plato gives us of
the conversation and behaviour of Socrates,
the morning he was to die, he tells the fol-
lowing circumstance: ‘

When Socrates his fetters were knocked |
off (as was usual to be done on the day that
the condemned person was to be executed)
being seated in the midst of his disciples,
and laying one of his legs over the other, |
in a very unconcerned posture, he began |
to rub it where it had been galled by the |
iron; and whether it was to show the in-|
difference with which he entertained the
thoughtsof his approaching death, or (after
his usual manner) to take every occasion
of philosophizing upon some useful subject,
he observed the pleasure of that sensation
which now arose in those very parts of his
leg, that just before had been so much
pained by the fetter. Upon this he reflect-
ed on the nature of pleasure and pain in
general, and how constantly they succeed
one another. To this he added, that if a
man of good genius for a fable were to re-
present the nature of pleasure and pain in
that way of writing, he would probably
join them together after such a manner,
that it would be impossible for the one to

launching out into a discourse which was
not of a piece with the business of the day,
he would have enlarged upon this hint,
and have drawn it out into some beautiful
allegory or fable. But since he has not
done it, I shall attempt to write one myself
in the spirit of that divine author.

There were two families which from
the beginning of the world were as opposite
to each other as light and darkness. The
one of them lived in heaven, and the other
in hell. The youngest descendant of the
first family was Pleasure, who was the
daughter of Happiness, who was the child
of Virtue, who was the offspring of the
gods. These, as I said before, had their
habitation in heaven. The youngest of the
opposite family was Pain, who was the son
of Misery, who was the child of Vice, who
was the offspring of the Furies. The habi-
tation of this race of beings was in hell.

‘The middle station of nature between
these two opposite extremes was the earth,
which was inhabited by creatures of a mid-
dle kind, neither so virtuous as the one,
nor so vicious as the other, but partaking
of the good and bad qualities of these two
opposite families. Jupiter considering that
the species, commonly called man, was too
virtuous to be miserable, and too vicious to
be happy; that he might make a distinc-
tion between the good and the bad, ordered
the two youngest of the above-mentioned
families, Pleasure, who was the daughter
of Happiness, and Pain who was the son of
Misery, to meet one another upon this part
of nature which lay in the half way be-
tween them, having promised to settle it
upon them both, provided they could agree
upon the ision of it, so as to share man-
kind bet them.

¢ Pleasure and Pain were no sooner met
in their new habitation, but they imme-
diately agreed upon this point, that Plea-

| sure should take possession of the virtuous,

and Pain of the vicious part of that species
which was given up to them. But upon
examining to which of them any individual
they met with belonged, they found each
of them had a right to him; for that, con-
trary to what they had seen in their old
places of residence, there was no person so
vicious who had not some good in him, nor
any person so virtuous who had not in him
some evil. The truth of it is, they generally
found upon search, that in the most vicious
man Pleasure might lay claim to an hun-
dredth part, and that in the most virtuous
man Pain might come in for at least two-
thirds. This they saw would occasion end-
less disputes between them, unless they
could come to some accommodation. To
this end there was a marriage proposed
between them, and at length concluded.
By this means it is that we find Pleasure
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and Pain are such constant yoke-fellows, |

and that they either make their visits to-
gether, or are never far asunder. If Pain
comes into a heart he is quickly followed
by Pleasure; and if Pleasure enter, you
may be sure Pain is not far off.

¢ But notwithstanding this marriage was
very convenient for the two parties, it did
not seem to answer the intention of Jupiter
in sending them among mankind. To re-
medy therefore this inconvenience, it was

s(ip\il:\tc(l between them by article, and |

confirmed by the consent of each family,
that notwithstanding they here possessed
the species indifferently; upon the death
of every single person, if he was found to
have in him a certain proportion of evil,
he should be despatched into the infernal
regions by a passport from Pain, there to
dwell with Misery, Vice, and the Furies.
Or on the contrary, if he had inhim a cer-
tain proportion of good, he should be de-
spatched into heaven by a passport from
Pleasure, there to dwell with Happiness,
Virtue, and the gods.”

4

No. 184.1 Monday, October 1, 1711.

——Opere in longo fas est obrepere somnum.
Hor. Ars Poet. v. 360,

——Who labours long, may be allowed to sleep.

WrEN a man has discovered a new vein
of humour, it often carries him much far-
ther than he expected from it. My corre-
spondents take the hint I give them, and
pursue it into speculations which l never
thought of at my first starting it. This has
been the fate of my paper on the match of
grinning, which has already produced a
second paper on parallel subjects, and
brought me the following letter by the h:‘t
post. 1shall not premise any thing to it
farther than that it is built on matter of
fact, and is as follows:

¢S1r,—You have already obliged the
world with a discourse upon grinning, and
have since proceeded to whistling, from
whence you at length came to yawning;
from this, I think, you may make a ver
natural transition to sleeping. 1 there-
fore recommend to you for the subject of a
paper the following advertisement, which
about two months ago was given into every
body’s hands, and may be seen with some

THE SPE

CTATOR. 273
On the first of that month he grew dull;
On the second, appeared drowsy;

On the third, fell a yawning;

On the fourth, began to nod;

On the fifth, dropped asleep;

On the sixth, was heard to snore;

On the seventh, turned himself in his bed;

On the eighth, recovered his former pos-
ture;

On the ninth, fell a stretching;

On the tenth, about midnight, awaked;

On the eleventh, in the morning, called
for a little small beer.

¢ This account I have extracted out of
the journal of this sleeping worthy, as it
has been faithfully kept by a gentleman of
| Lincoln’s-inn who has undertaken to be his
‘ historiographer. I have sent it to you, not
| only as it represents the actions of Nicholas
| Hart, but as it seems a very natural picture
| of the life of many an honest English gen-
tleman, whose whole history, very often,
consists of yawning, nodding, stretching,
turning, sleeping, drinking, and the like ex-
traordinary particulars. 1 do not question,
sir, that, if you pleased, you could put out
an advertisement not unlike the above-
mentioned, of several men of figure; that
Mr. John Such-a-one, gentleman, or Tho-
| mas Such-a-one, esquire, who slept in the
country last summer, intends to sleep in
town this winter. The worst of it is, that
the drowsy part of our species is chiefly
made up of very honest gentlemen, who
live quietly among their neighbours, with-
out ever disturbing the public peace. They
are drones without stings. I could heartily
wish, that several turbulent, restless, ambi-
|tious spirits, would for a while change
| places with these good men, and enter
themselves into Nicholas Hart’s fraternity.
| Could one but lay asleep a few busy heads
{ which I could name, from the first of No-
vember next to the first of May ensuing,*
I question not but it would very much re-
dound to the quiet of particular persons, as

| well as to the benefit of the public.
| ¢But to return to Nicholas Hart: I be-
|lieve, sir, you will think it a very extraor-
dinary circumstance for a man to gain his
livelihood by sleeping, and that rest should
| procure a man sustenance as well as indus-
| try; vet so itis, that Nicholas got last year
enough to support himself for a twelve-
{month. I am likewise informed that he
has this year had a very comfortable nap.

additions in the Daily Courant of August | The poets value themselves very much for
the ninth. i | sleeping on Parnassus, but I never heard

« Nicholas Hart, who slept last year in |they got a groat by it. On the contrary,
Saint Bartholomew’s hospital, intends to |our friend Nicholas gets more by sleeping
sleep this year at the Cock and Bottle in | than he could by working, and may be more
Little-Britain.* properly said, than ever Homer was, to

“ Having since inquired into the matter | have had golden dreams. Juvenal indeed
of fact, T find that the above-mentioned | mentions a drowsy husband who raised an

Nicholas Hart is every year seized with a
periodical fit of sleeping, which begins upon
the fifth of August, and ends on the ele-
venth of the same month :
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estate by snoring, but then he is represented

l * At that time the session of parliament usually eon-
| tinued from November till May.






