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2 THE RAMBLER. N° 71.

of the followers of Aristotle, their souls are mere
pipes or organs, which transmit sounds, but do not
understand them.

Of this kind is the well-known and well-attested
position, that life is short, which may be heard among
mankind by an attentive auditor, many times a day,
but which never yet within my reach of observation
left any impression upon the mind; and perhaps, if
my readers will turn their thoughts back upon their
old friends, they will find it difficult to call a single
man to remembrance, who appeared to know that life
was short till he was about to lose it.

It is observable that Horace, in his account of
the characters of men, as they are diversified by the
various influence of time, remarks, that the old: man
is dilator, spe longus, given to procrastination, and
inclined to extend his hopes to a great distance. So
far are we generally from thinking what we often say
of the shortness of life, that at the time when it is
necessarily shortest, we form projects which we delay
to execute, indulge such expectations as nothing but
a long train of events can gratify, and suffer those
passions to gain upon us, which are only excusable in
the prime of life.

These reflections were lately excited in my mind,
by an evening’s conversation with my friend Prospero,
who, at the age of fifty-five, has bought an estate,
and is now contriving to dispose and cultivate it with
uncommon elegance. His great pleasure is to walk
among stately trees, and lie musing in the heat of
noon under their shade; he is therefore maturely
considering how he shall dispose his walks and his
groves, and has at last determined to send for the












6 THE RAMBLER. N.71.

- As he that lives lougest lives but a little while,
every man may be certain that he has no time to
waste. The duties of life are commensurate to its
- duration, and every day brings its task, which if
neglected is doubled on the morrow. But be that
bas already trifled away those months and years, in
which bhe should have laboured, must remember that
be has now only a part of that of which the whole is
little; and that since the few moments remaining
are to be considered as the last trust of heaven, not
due is to be lost.

Nuwms. 72. SaTUrRDAY, November 24, 1750.

Omnis Aristippum decuit status, et color, et res,
Tentantem majora, fere presentibus @quum. Hor.

Yet Aristippus ev'ry dress became,

In ev’ry various change of life the same ;

And though he aim’d at things of bigher kind,

Yet to the present held an equal mind. Francis.

TO THE RAMBLER.
SIR,
. THOSE who exalt themselves into the chair of in-
‘struction, without enquiring whether any will submit
to their authority, have not sufficiently considered
how ‘much of human life passes in little incidents,
cursory conversation, slight business, and casual
gmusements; and therefore they have endeavoured
only to inculcate the more awful virtues, without
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Nums. 73. Tukespay, November 27, 1750.

-Stulte, quid heu votis frusira puerilibus optas
Que non ulla tulit, fertve, ferctve dies. Ovip.

Why thinks the fool with childish hope to see
* What neither is, nor was, nor €’er shall be?
EvrpuiNsTONE.

TO THE RAMBLER.
SIR,

IF you feel any of that compassion which you re-
commend to others, you will not disregard a case
which I have reason from observation to believe very
common, and which I know by experience to be very
miserable. And though the querulous are seldom
received with great ardour of kindness, I hope to
escape the’ mortification of finding that my lamenta-
tions spread the contagion of impatience, and pro-
duce anger rather than tenderness. I write not
merely to vent the swelling of my heart, but to en-
quire by what means I may recover my tranquillity ;
and shall endeavour at brevity in my narrative, hav-
ing long known that complaint quickly tires, however
elegant, or however just.

I was born in a'remote county, of a famlly that
boasts alliances with the greatest names in English
history, and extends its claims of affinity to the Tu-
dors and Plantagenets. My ancestors, by little
and little, wasted their patrimony, till my father
had not enough left for the support of a family,
without descending to the cultivation of his own






14 THE RAMBLER. N 78.

should come, be able to eclipse all their splendour,
and surpass all their magnificence. '

Upon plans of elegance and schemes of pleasure
the day rose and set, and the year went round un-
regarded, while we were busied in laying out planta-
tions on ground not yet our own, and deliberating
whether the manor-house should be rebuilt or re-
paired. This was the amusement of our leisure,
and the solace of our exigencies; we met together
only to contrive how our approaching fortune should
be enjoyed; for in this our conversation always
ended, on whatever subject it began. We had none
of the collateral interests which diversify the life of
others with joys and hopes, but had turned our whole
attention on one event, which we could neither has-
ten nor retard, and had no other object of curiosity
than the health or sickness of my aunts, of which
we were careful to procure very exact and early in-
telligence.

This visionary opulence for a while svothed our
.imagination, but afterwards fired our wishes, and
exasperated our necessities, and my father could not
always restrain himsclf from exclaiming, that no
creature had so many lives as a cat and an old
maid. At last, upon the recovery of his sister from
an ague, which she was supposed to have caught by
sparing fire, he began to lose his stomach, and four
months afterwards sunk into his grave. -

My mother, who loved her husband, survived him
but a little while, and left me the sole heir of
their lands, their schemes, and their wishes. As 1
had not enlarged my conceptions either by books or
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things which I am unable to procure. Money has
much less power than is ascribed to it by those that
want it. I had formed schemes which I cannot exe-
cute, I had supposed events which do not come to
pass, and the rest of my life must pass in craving so-
licitude, unless you can find some remedy for a mind,
corrupted with an inveterate disease of wishing, and
unable to think on any thing but wants, which rea-
son tells me will never be supplied.
I am, &ec.
Curipus.

NumB. 74. SATURDAY, Deccember 1, 1750.

Riratur de land sepe caprina. Hor.

For nought tormented, she for nought torments.
EvrpHINSTON.

MEN seldom give pleasure, where they are not
pleased themselves; it is necessary, therefore, to cul-
tivate an habitual alacrity and cheerfulness, that in
whatever state we may be placed by Providence, whe
ther we are appointed to confer or receive benefits, to
implore or to afford protection, we may secure the
love of those with whom we transact. For though it
is generally imagined, that he who grants favours,

- may spare any attention to his behaviour, and that
usefulness will always procure friends; yet it has
been found, that there is an art of granting requests,
an art very difficult of attainment; that officiousness
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telling his grief, is too frequently inclined to give
vent to the fermentations of his mind at the first
passages that are opened, and to let his passions boil
over upon those whom accident throws in his way.
A painful and tedious course of sickness frequently
produces such an alarming apprehension of the least
increase of uneasiness, as keeps the soul perpetually
on the watch, such a restless and incessant solicitude,
as no care or tenderness can appease, and can only he
pacified by the cure of the distemper, and the re-
moval of that pain by which it is excited.

Nearly approaching to this weakness, is the cap-
tiousness of old age. When the strength is crush-
ed, the senses dulled, and the common pleasures of
life become insipid by repetition, we are willing to
impute our uneasiness to causes not wholly out of
our power, and please ourselves with fancying that
we suffer by neglect, unkindness, or any evil which
admits a remedy, rather than by the decays of na-
ture, which cannot be prevented or repaired. We
therefore revenge our pains upon those on whom we
resolve to charge them ; and too often drive mankind
away at the time we have the greatest need of ten-
derness and assistance.

But though peevishness may sometimes claim
our compassion, as the consequence or concomitant
of misery, it is very often found, where nothing
can justify or excuse its admission. It is frequently
one of the attendants on the prosperous, and is em-
ployed by insolence in exacting homage, or by ty-
ranny in harassing subjection. It is the offspring
of idleness or pride; of idlcness anxious for trifles;
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unwillingness to be pleased is a proof of understand-
ing, unless his superiority appears from less doubtful
evidence; for though peevishness may sometimes
justly boast its descent from learning or from wit, it
is much oftener of a base extraction, the child of va-
nity and nursling of ignorance.

Nums. 75. TvuEspay, December 4, 1750.

Diligitur nemo, nisi cui Fortuna secunda est,
Que, simul intonuit, proxima queque fugat. Ovip.

When smiling Fortune spreads her golden ray,

All crowd around to flatter and obey :

But when she thunders from an angry sky,

Our friends, our flatterers, our lovers fly. MissA. W.*

TO THE RAMBLER.
SIR, *

THE diligence with which you endeavour to cul-
tivate the knowledge of nature, manners, and life,
will perhaps incline you to pay some regard to the
observations of one who has been taught to know

" mankind by unwelcome information, and whose opi-
nions are the result, not of solitary conjectures, but
of practice and experience.

I was born to a large fortune, and bred to the
knowledge of those arts which are supposed to ac-
complish the mind, and adorn the person of a wo-
man. To these attainments, which custom and edu-
cation almost forced upon me, I added some vo-
luntary acquisitions by the use of books, and the

* Anna Williams, of whom an account is given in the Life of
Dr. Johnson, prefixed to this edition. C.
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When I looked upon my glass, I saw youth and
beauty, with health that might give me reason to
hope their continuance; when I examined my mind,
I found some strength of judgment, and fertility of
fancy ; and was told that every action was grace, and
that every accent was persuasion.

In this manner my life passed like a continual tri-
umph amidst acclamations, and envy, and courtship,
and caresses : to please Melissa was the general am-
bition, and every stratagem of artful flattery was:
practised upon me. To be flattered is grateful, even
when we know that our praises are not believed by
those who pronounce them; for they prove, at least,
our power, and shew that our favour is valued, since
it is purchased by the meanness of falsehood. But,
perhaps, the flatterer is not often detected, for an
honest mind is not apt to suspect, and no one exerts
the power of discernment with much vigour when
self-love favours the deceit.

The number of adorers, and the perpetual distrac-
tion of my thoughts by new schemes of pleasure, pre-
vented me from listening to any of those who crowd
in multitudes to give girls advice, and kept me un-
married and unengaged to my twenty-seventh year,
when, as I was towering in all the pride of uncon-
tested excellency, with a face yet little impaired, and
a mind hourly improving, the failure of a fund, in
which my money was placed, reduced me to a frugal
competency, which allowed little beyond neatness
and independence.

I bore the diminution of my riches without any
outrages of sorrow, or pusillanimity of dejection.
Indeed I did not know how much I had lost, for,
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and to sink to a level with those by whom I had
been considered as moving in a higher sphere, and
who had hitherto approached me with reverence and
submission, which I was now no longer to expect.

Observations like these, are commonly nothing
better than covert insults, which serve to give vent
to the flatulence of pride, but they are now and then
imprudently uttered by honesty and benevolence,
and inflict pain where kindness is intended ; I will,
therefore, so far maintain my antiquated claim to
politeness, as to venture the establishment of this
rule, that no one ought to remind another of mis-
fortunes of which the sufferer does not complain,
and which there are no means proposed of alleviat-
ing. You have no right to excite thoughts which
necessarily give pain whenever they return, and
which perhaps might not have revived but by absurd
and unseasonable compassion. '

My endless train of lovers immediately withdrew,
without raising any emotions. The greater part
had indeed always professed to court, as it is termed,
upon the square, had enquired my fortune, and
offered settlements; these had undoubtedly a right
to retire without censure, since they had openly
treated for money, as necessary to their happiness,
and who can tell how little they wanted any other
portion? 1 have always thought the clamours of
women unreasonable, who imagine themselves in-
jured because the men who followed them upon the
supposition of a greater fortune, reject them when
they are discovered to have less. I have never
known any lady, who did not think wealth a title
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every hour insulted with contradiction by cowards,
who could never find till lately that Melissa was
liable to-errour.

There are two persons only whom I cannot charge
with having changed their conduct with my change
of fortune. One is an old curate that has passed his
life in the duties of his profession, with great reputa-
tion for his knowledge and piety; the other is a lieu-
tenant of dragoons. The parson made no difficulty
in the height of my elevation to check me when I
was pert, and instruct me when I blundered ; and if
there is any alteration, he is now more timorous lest
his freedom should be thought rudeness. The
soldier never paid me any particular addresses, but
very rigidly observed all the rules of politeness,
which he is now so far from relaxing, that whenever
he serves the tea, he obstinately carries me the first
dish, in defiance of the frowns and whispers of the
table.

This, Mr. Rambler, is fo see the world. 1t is
impossible for those that have only known affluence
and prosperity, to judge rightly of themselves or
others. The rich and the powerful live in a per-
petual masquerade, in which all about them wear
borrowed characters; and we only discover in what
estimation we are held, when we can no longer give
bopes or fears.

I am, &c.
MELIssA.
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particular passion turns us aside from rectitude ; and
so willing is every man to flatter himself, that the
difference between approving laws, and obeying them,
is frequently forgotten; he that acknowledges the
obligations of morality, and pleases his vanity with
enforcing them to others, concludes himself zealous
in the cause of virtue, though he has no longer any
regard to ber precepts, than they conform to his own
desires; and counts himself among her warmest
lovers, because he praises her beauty, though every
rival steals away his heart.

There are, however, great numbers who have little
recourse to the refinements of speculation, but who
yet live at peace with themselves, by means which
require less understanding, or less attention. When
their hearts are burthened with the consciousness of
a crime, instead of seeking for some remedy within
themselves, they look round upon the rest of man-
kind, to find others tainted with the same guilt:
they please themselves with observing, that they have
numbers on their side; and that, though they are
hunted out from the society of good men, they are
not likely to be condemned to solitude.

It may be observed, perhaps without exception,
that none are so industrious to detect wickedness, or
so ready to impute it, as they whose crimes are ap-
parent and confessed. They envy an unblemished
reputation, and what they envy they are busy to de-
stroy ; they are unwilling to suppose themselves
meaner and more corrupt than others, and therefore
willingly pull down from their elevations those
with whom they cannot rise to an equality. No
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be abhorred with more acrimony than he that mur-
ders for pay; since they committed greater crimes
without greater temptations.

Of him, to whom much is given, much shall be
required. 'Those, whom God has favoured with su-
perior faculties, and made eminent for quickness of
intuition, and accuracy of distinctions, will certainly
be regarded as culpable in his eye, for defects and
deviations which, in souls less enlightened, may be
guiltless. But, surely, none can think without hor-
ror on that man’s condition, who has been more wick-
ed in proportion as he had more means of excelling in
virtue, and used the light imparted from heaven only
to embellish folly, and shed lustre upon crimes.

Nuwms. 78. SaTurDpAY, Decemter 15, 1750.

Mors sola fatetur
Quantula sint hominum corpuscula. Juv.
Death only this mysterious truth unfolds,
The mighty soul how small a body holds. Drypen.

CoRrPORAL sensation is known to depend so much
upon novelty, that custom takes away from many
things their power of giving pleasure or pain. Thus
a new dress becomes easy by wearing it, and the pa-
late is reconciled by degrees to dishes which at first
disgusted it. That by long habit of carrying a burden,
we lose, in great part, our sensibility of its weight,.
any man may be convinced by putting on for an hour
the armour of our ancestors; for he will scarcely be-
lieve that men would have had much inclination to
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ducers of the world, vanity and interest, and not
only look upon those who act with openness and con-
fidence, as condemned by their principles to obseu-
rity and want, but as contemptible for narrowness of
comprehension, shortness of views, and slownesg of
contrivance.
. The world has been long amused with the men-
tion of policy in publick transactions, and of art in
private affairs; they have been considered as the
effects of great qualities, and as unattainable by
men of the common level: yet I have not found
many performances either of art or policy, that
required such stupendous efforts of intellect, or
might not have been effected by falsehood and im-
pudence, without the assistance of any other pow- -
ers. 'To profess what he does not mean, to promise
what he cannot perform, to flatter ambition with
prospects of promotion, and misery with hopes of
relief, to sooth pride with appearances of submis-
sion, and appease enmity by blandishments and
bribes, can surely imply nothing more or greater
fhan a mind devotéd wholly to its own purposes, a
face that cannot blush, and a heart that cannot feel.
-These practices are so mean and base, that he who
finds in himself no tendency to use them, cannot
easily believe that they are considered by others
with less detestation ; he therefore suffers himself to
slumber in false security, and becomes a prey to
those who applaud their own subtilty, because they
know how 1o steal upon his sleep, and exult in the
success which they could never have obtained, had
they not attempted a man better than themselves,
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NuMmB. 80. SaTurDAY, December 22, 1750.

Vides ut altd stet nive candidum
Soracte, nec Jam sustineant onus

Silce laborantes ' Hor.
Beblod yon mountain’s hoary height
Made higher with new mounts of snow ;
Again bebold the winter’s weight
Oppress the lab’ring woods below. DRYDEN.

As Providence has made the human soul an active
being, always impatient for novelty, and struggling
for ‘something yet unenjoyed with unwearied pro-
gression, the world seems to have been eminently
adapted to this disposition of the mind ; it is formed
to raise expectations by constant vicissitudes, and to
obviate satiety by perpetual change.

Wherever we turn our eyes, we find something to
revive our curiosity, and engage our attention. In
the dusk of the morning we watch the rising of the
sun, and see the day diversify the clouds, and open
new prespects in its gradual advance. After a few
hours, we see the shades lengthen, and the light de-
cline, till the sky is resigued to a multitude of shin-
ing orbs different from each other in magnitude and
splendour. The earth varies its appearance as we
move upon it ; the woods offer their shades, and the
fields their harvests; the hill flatters with an extensive
view, and the valley invites with shelter, fragrance,
and flowers.

The poets have numbered among the felicities of
the golden age, an exemption from the change of
seasons, and a perpetuity of spring; but I am not
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upon himself ‘to perform; and when rcason has no
settled rule, and our passions are striving to mislead
us, it is surely the part of a wise man to err on the
side of safety.

NumB. 82. SATURLAY, December 29, 1750.

Omnia Castor emit, sic fiel ut omnia vendat. _Magr.

Who buys without discretion, buys to sell.

TO THE RAMBLER.
SIR, '
.. It will not be necessary to solicit your good-will
by any formal preface, when I have informed you,
that I have long been known as the most laborious
and zealous virtuoso that the present age has had the
honour of producing, and that inconveniencies have
been brought upon me by an unextinguishable ar-
dour of curiosity, and an unshaken perseverance in
the acquisition of the productions of art and na-
ture.

It was observed, from my entrance into the world,
that I had something uncommon in my disposition,
and that there appeared in me very early tokeus of
superiour genius. 1 was always an enemy to trifles;
the playthings which my mother bestowed upon me
I immediately broke, that I might discover the me-
thod of their structure, and the causes of their
motions; of all the toys with which children are
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You will easily imagine that these accumulations
were not made without some diminution of my for-
tune, for I was so well known to spare no cost, that
at every sale some bid against me for hire, some for
sport, and some for malice; and if T asked the price
of any thing, it was sufficient to double the demand.
For curiosity, trafficking thus with avarice, the wealth
of India had not been enough; and I, by little and
little, transferred all my money from the funds to my
closet : here I was inelined to stop, and live upon my
estate in literary leisure, but the sale of the Harleian
collection shook my resolution : I mortgaged my land,
and purchased thirty medals, which I could never
find before. I have at length bought till I can buy
no longer, and the cruelty of my creditors has seized
my repository ; I am therefore condemned to disperse
what the labour of an age will not re-assemble. I
submit to that which cannot be opposed, and shall, in
a short time, declaré a sale. I have, while it is yet
in my power, sent you a pebble, picked up by Taver-
nier on the banks of the Ganges; for which I desire
no other recompence than that you will recommend
my catalogue to the publick.

. QUISQUILIUS.
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ceptibly fading, and amasses with care what cannot
be preserved. The hunter of insects stands amazed
that any man can waste his short time upon lifeless
matter, while many tribes of animals yet want their
history. Every one is inclined not only to promote
~ his own study, but to exclude all others from regard,
and having heated his imagination with some fa-
vourite pursuit, wonders that the rest of mankind are
not seized with the same passion.
~ There are, indeed, many subjects of study whlch
seem but remotely allied to useful knowledge, and
of little importance to happiness or virtue; nor is
it easy to forbear some sallies of merriment, or ex-
pressions of pity, when we see 8 man wrinkled with
attention, and emaciated with solicitude, in the inves-
tigation of questions, of which, without visible incon-
venience, the world may expire in ignorance. Yet it
is dangerous to discourage well-intended labours, or
innocent curiosity ; for he who is employed in searches,
which by any deduction of consequences tend to the
benefit of life, is surely laudable, in comparison of
those who spend their time in counteracting happi-
ness, and filling the world with wrong and danger,
confusion and remorse. No man can perform so lit-
tle as not to have reason to congratulate himself on
his merits, when he beholds the multitudes that live
in total idleness, and have never yet endeavoured to
be useful.

It is impossible to determine the limits of en-
quiry, or to foresee what consequences a new dis-
covery may produce. He who suffers not his facul-
ties to liec torpid, has a chance, whatever be his
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. brought to undergo again the toil of thinking, or
l?nve his toys and trinkets for arguments and prin-
m.pl.cs, arguments which require circumspection and
vigilance, and principles which cannot be obtained
but by the drudgery of meditation. He will gladly
shut himsclf up for ever with his shells and metals,
like the companions of Ulysses, who, having tasted
the fruit of Lotos, would not, even by the hope of
sceing their own country, be tempted again to the
dangurs of the sea.
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I readily learned from her to trust my own reason,
and to believe it possible, that they who had lived
longer might be mistaken.

Flavia had read much, and used so often to con-
verse on subjects of learning, that she put all the
men in the country to flight, except the old parson,
who declared himself much delighted with her com-
pany, because she gave him opportunities to recol-
lect the studies of his younger years, and, by some
mention of ancient story, had made him rub the
dust off his Homer, which had lain unregarded in
his closet. With Homer, and a thousand other
names familiar to Flavia, I had no acquaintance,
but began, by comparing .her accomplishments with
my own, to repine at my education, and wish that
T had not been so long confined to the company of
those from whom nothing but housewifery was to
be learned. I then set myself to peruse such books
as Flavia recommended, and heard her opinion of
their beauties and defects. I saw new worlds hour-
ly bursting upon my mind, and was enraptured at
the prospect of diversifying life with endless enter-
tainment. :

The old lady, finding that a large screen, which I
had undertaken to adorn with turkey-work against
winter, made very slow advances, and that I had
added in two months but three leaves to a flowered
apron then in the frame, took the alarm, and with
all the zeal of honest folly exclaimed against my
new acquaintance, who had filled me with idle no-
tions, and twned my head with books. But she












84 T THE RAMBLER.' N°85.

Nuwms. 85. TuEespay, January 8, 1751.

Otia si tollas, periere Cupidinis arcus,
Contempteque jacent, et sine luce fuces.  Ovip.

At busy hearts in vain Love's arrows fly ;
Dim'd, scorn'd, and impotent, his torches lie.

MANY writers of eminence in physic have laid
out their diligence upon the consideration of those
distempers to which men are exposed by particular
states of life, and very learned treatises have been

" produced upon the maladies of the camp, the sea, and
the mines. There are, indeed, few employments
which a man accustomed to anatomical enquiries, and
medical refinements, would . not find reasons for de-
clining as dangerous to health, did not his learning
or experience inform him, that almost every occupa-
tion, however inconvenient or formidable, is happier
and safer than a life of sloth. .

The necessity of action is not only demonstrable
from the fabrick of the body, but evident from ob-
servation of the unmiversal practice of mankind,
who, for the preservation of health, in those whose
rank or wealth exempts them from the necessity
of lucrative labour, have invented sports and di-
versions, though not of equal use to the world
with manual trades, yet of equal fatigue to those
who practise them, and differing only from the
drudgery of the husbandman or manufacturer, as
they are acts of choice, and therefore performed
without the painful sense of compulsion. The
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bour, and keeping the body in a healthy state by
supplies exactly equal to its waste, we know that, in
effect, the vital powers unexcited by motion, grow
gradually languid ; that, as their vigour fails, ob-
structions are generated ; and that from obstructions
proceed most of those pains which wear us away
slowly with periodical tortures, and which, though
they sometimes suffer life té be long, condemn it
to be useless, chain us down to the couch of misery,
and mock us with the hopes of death. '
Exercise cannot secure us from that dissolution to
which we are decreed ; but while the soul and body
continue united, it can make the association pleas-
ing, and give probable hopes that they shall be dis-
joined by an easy separation. It was a principle
among the ancients, that acute diseases are from
heaven, and chronical from ourselves: the dart of
death indeed falls from heaven, but we poison it by
our own misconduct : to die is the fate of man, but
to die with lingering anguish is generally his folly.*
* It is necessary to that perfection of which our
present state is capable, that the mind and body
should both be kept in action; that neither the
faculties of the one nor of the other be suffered to
grow lax or torpid for want of use; that neither
health be purchased by voluntary submission to ig-
norance, nor knowledge cultivated at the expence
of that health, which must enable it either to give

* This passage was once strangely supposed by some readers to
recommend suicide, inatead of exercise, which is surely the more
obvious meaning. See, however, a letter from Dr. Jobnson on
the subject, in Boswell's Life, vol. iv. p. 162. C.
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and awakened by vigorous motion, the understanding
may be restrained from that vagrance and dissipation
by which it relieves itself after a long intenseness of
thought, unless some allurement be presented that
may engage application without anxiety.

There is so little reason for expecting frequent
conformity to Locke’s precept, that it is not neces-
sary to enquire whether the practice of mechanical
arts might not give occasion to petty emulation, and
degenerate ambition ; and whether, if our divines and
physicians were taught the lathe and the chisel, they
would not think more of their tools than their books ;
as Nero neglected the care of his empire for his chariot
and his fiddle. It is certainly dangerous to be too
much pleased with little things; but what is there
which may not be perverted? Let us remember how
much worse employment might have been found for
these hours, which a manual occupation appears to
engross ; let us compute the profit with the loss, and
when we reflect how often a genius is allured from
his studies, consider likewise that perhaps by the same
attractions he is sometimes withheld from debauchery,
or recalled from malice, from ambition, from envy,
and from lust.

I have always admired the wisdom of those by
whom our female education was instituted, for hav-
ing contrived, that’ every woman, of whatever con-
dition, should be taught some arts of manufacture,
by which the vacuities of recluse and domestick
leisure may be filled up. These arts are more ne-
cessary, as the weakness of their sex and the gene-
ral system of life debar ladies from any employ-
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which will embrace any thing, however absurd or
criminal, rather than be wholly without an object.
Perhaps every man may date the predominance of
those desires that disturb his life and contaminate his
* conscience, from some unhappy hour when too much
leisure exposed him to their incursions; for he has
lived with little observation either on himself or others,
who does not know that to be idle is to be vicious.

Nums. 86. SATURDAY, January 12, 1751.

Legitimumque sonum digitis callemus ct aure.  Hor.

By fingers, or by ear, we numbers scan. EvrpHINsTON.

ONE of the ancients has observed, that the bur-
then of government is increased upon princes by the
virtues of their immediate predecessors. It is, in-
deed, always dangerous to be placed in a state of un-
avoidable comparison with excellence, and the dan-
ger is still greater when that excellence is consecrated
by death ; when envy and interest cease to act against
it, and those passions by which it was at first vilified
and opposed, now stand in its defence, and turn their
vehemence against honest emulation.

He that succeeds a celebrated writer, has the same
difficulties to encounter; he stands under the shade
of exalted merit, and is hindered from rising to
his natural height, by the interception of those
beams which should invigorate and quicken him.
He applies to that attention which is already en-
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with the perpetual recurrence of the same cadence.
Necessity has therefore enforced the mixed measure,
in which some variation of the accents is allowed ;
this, though it always injures the harmony of the
line, considered by itself, yet compensates the loss by
relieving us from the continual tyranny of the same
sound, and makes us more sensible of the harmony
of the pure measure.

Of these mixed numbers every poet affords us in-
numerable instances, and Milton seldom has two
pure lines together, as will appear if any of his
paragraphs be read with attention merely to the
musick. '

Thus at their shady lodge arriv'd, both stood,
Both turn’d, and under open sky ador’d

The God that made both sky, air, earth, and heav'n,
Which they beheld ; the moon’s resplendent globe,
And starry pole : thou also mad'st the night,
Maker omnipotent ! and thou the day, ‘
Which we in our appointed work employ’d

Have finish’d, happy in our mutual help,

And mutual love, the crown of all our bliss,
‘Ordain’d b'y thee; and this delicious place,

For us too large ; where thy abundance wants
Partakers, and uncrop'd falls to the ground ;

But thou hast promis’d from us two a race

To fill the earth, who shall with us extol

Thy goodness infinite, both when we wake,

And when we seck, as now, thy gift of sleep.

In this passage it will be at first observed, that all
the lines are not equally harmonious, and upon a
nearer examination it will be found thiat only the
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Here the third pair of syllables in the first, and
fourth pair in the second verse, have their accents
retrograde or inverted ; the first syllable being strong
or acute, and the second weak. The detriment
which the measure suffers by this inversion of the
accents is sometimes less perceptible, when the verses
are carried one into another, but is remarkably strik-
ing in this place, where the vicious verse concludes a
period, and is yet more offensive in rhyme, when we
regularly attend to the flow of every single line. This
will appear by reading a couplet in which Cowley, an
author not sufficiently studious of harmony, has com-
mitted the same fault.

. his harmless life
Does with substantial blessedness abound,
And the soft wings of peace cover him round.

In these the law of metre is very grossly violated by
mingling combinations of sound directly opposite to
each other, as Milton expresses in his sonnet, by com-
mitting short and long, and setting one part of the
measure at variance with the rest. The ancients, who
had a language more capable of variety than ours,
had two kinds of verse, the Iambick, consisting of
short and long syllables alternately, from which our
heroick measure is derived, and Trochaick, con-
sisting in a like alternation of long and short. These
were considered as opposites, and conveyed the
contrary images of speed and slowness; to con-
found them, therefore, as in these lines, is to devi-
ate from the established practice. But where the
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sagacity and deeper penetration, have found out that
the inefficacy of advice is usually the fault of the
counsellor, and rules have been laid down, by which
this important duty may be successfully performed :
We are directed by what tokens to discover the fa-
vourable moment at which the heart is disposed for
the operation of truth and reason, with what address
to administer, and with what vehicles to disguise the
catharticks of the soul.

But, notwithstanding this specious expedient, we
find the world yet in the same state: advice is still
given, but still received with disgust; nor has it ap-
peared that the bitterness of the medicine has been
yet abated, or its power increased, by any methods of
Ppreparing it.

If we consider the manner in which those who
assume the office of directing the conduct of others

" execute their undertaking, it will not be very won-

derful that their labours, however zealous or affec-
tionate, are frequently useless. For what is the ad-
vice that is commouly given? A few general maxims,
euforced with vehemence, and inculcated with impor-
tunity, but failing for want of particular reference
and immediate application.

It is not often that any man can have so much
knowledge of another, as is necessary to make in-
struction useful. We are sometimes not ourselves
conscious of the original motives of our actions,
and when we know them, our first care is to hide
them from the sight of others, and often from those
most diligently, whose superiority either of power
or understanding may entitle them to inspect our
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he has inflamed the opposition which he laments by
arrogance and superciliousness. He may suspect, but
needs not hastily to condemn himself, for he can
rarely be certain that the softest language or most
humble diffidence would have escaped resentment ;
since scarcely any degree of circumspection can pre-
vent or obviate the rage with which the slothful, the
impotent, and the unsuccessful, vent their discon-
tent upon those that excel them. Modesty itself, if
it is praised, will be envied ; and there arc minds so
impatient of inferiority, that their gratitude is a
species of revenge, and they return benefits, not be-
cause recompence is a pleasure, but because obliga-
tion is a pain.

The number of those whom the love of themselves
has thus far corrupted, is perhaps not great; but
there are few so frec from vanity, as not to dictate
to those who will hear their instructions with a visible
sense of their own beneficence ; and few to whom it is
not unpleasing to receive documents, however ten-
derly and cautiously delivered, or who are not willing
to raise themselves from pupillage, by disputing the
propositions of their teacher.

It was the maxim, I think, of Alphonsus of Ar-
ragon, that dead counscllors are safest. The grave
puts an end to flattery and artifice, and the informa-
tion that we receive from books is pure from interest,
fear, or ambition. Dead counsellors are likewise
most instructive; because they are heard with pa-
tience and with reverence. We are not unwilling
to believe that man wiser than ourselves, from whose
abilities we may receive advantage, without any
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design than to fill up his hour.” A student may
easily exhaust his life in comparing divines and
moralists, without any practical regard to morality
or religion; he may be learning not to live, but to
reason ; he may regard only the elegance of style,
justness of argument, and accuracy of method ; and
may enable himself to criticise with judgment, and
dispute with subtilty, while the chief use of his vo-
lumes is unthought of, his mind is unaffected, and his
life is unreformed.

But though truth and virtue are thus frequently
defeated by pride, obstinacy, or folly, we are not
allowed to desert them ; for whoever can furnish
arms which they hitherto have not employed, may
enable them to gain some hearts which would have
resisted any other method of attack. Every man
of genius has some arts of fixing the attention peculiar
to himself, by which, honestly exerted, he may bene-
fit mankind ; for the arguments for purity of life fail
of their due influence, not because they have been
cansidered and confuted, but because they have been
passed over without consideration. To the position
of Tully, that if Virtue could be seen, she must be
loved, may be added, that if Truth could be heard,
she must be obeyed.
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of single sounds results that harmony .that adds
force to reason, and gives grace to sublimity; that
shackles attention, and governs passions.

That verse may be melodious and pleasing, it is
necessary, not only that the words be so ranged as
that the accent may fall on its proper place, but that
the syllables themselves be so chosen as to flow
smoothly into one another. This is to be effected
by a proportionate mixture of vowels and conso«
nants, and by tempering the mute consonants with
liquids and semivowels. The Hebrew grammarians
have observed, that it is impossible to pronounce two
consonants without the intervention of a vowel, or
without some emission of the breath between one
and the other; this is longer and more perceptible,
as the sounds of the consonants are less harmonically
conjoined, and by consequence, the flow of the verse
is longer interrupted.

It is pronounced by Dryden, that a line of mono-
syllables is almost always harsh. This, with regard
to our language, is evidently true, not because mono-
syllables cannot compose harmony, but because our
monosyllables being of Teutonick original, or formed
by contraction, commonly begin and end with con-
sonants, as,

Every lower faculty
Of sense, whereby they hear, sce, smell, touch, taste.

The difference of harmony arising principally
from the collocation of vowels and consonants, will
be sufficiently conceived by attending to the follow-

ing passages:
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The richer seat
Of Atabalipa, and yet unspoil’d
Guiana, whose great city Gerion’s sons
Call E! Dorado.——

The moon——The T'uscan artist views
At evening, from the top of Fesole
Or in Valdarno, to descry new lands.——

He has indeed been more attentive to his sylla-
bles than to his accents, and does not often offend
by collisions of consonants, or openings of vowels
upon each other, at least not more often than other
writers who have had less important or complicated
subjects to take off their care from the cadence of
their lines.

The great peculiarity of Milton’s versification,
compared with that of later poets, is the elision of
one vowel before another, or the suppression of the
last syllable of a word ending with a vowel, when a
vowel begins the following word. As

—— Knowledge
Oppresses else with surfeit, and soon turns
Wisdom to folly, as nourishment to wind.

This licence, though now disused in Eunglish poe-
try, was practised by our old writers, and is allow-
ed in many other languages ancient and modern,
and therefore the criticks on *“ Paradise Lost” have,
without much deliberation, commended Milton for
continuing it*. But one language cannot communi-

¢ In the original Rambler, in folio, our author’s opinion ap-
peers different, and is thus expressed :—* This licence, though
an innovation in English poetry, is yet allowed in many other
languages ancient and modern; and therefore the criticks on

Paradise Lost have, without much deliberation, commended
Milton for introducing it.” C.
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Of guests he makes them slaves,
Inhospitably, and kills their infant males.
And vital Virfue infus'd, and vital warmth
Throughout the fluid mass.

God made tAee of choice his own, and of his own
To serve him.

I believe every reader will agree, that in all those
passages, though not equally in all, the musick is
injured, and in some the meaning obscured. There
are other lines in which the vowel is cut off, but it is
so faintly pronounced in common speech, that the
loss of it in poetry is scarcely perceived ; and there-
fore such compliance with the measure may be
allowed.

Nature breeds

Perverse, all monstrous, all prodigious things,

Abominable, inutterable ; and worse .

Than fables yet have feign'd—
From the shore
They view'd the vast immensurable abyss.
Inpenetrable, impal'd with circling fire.
To none communicable in earth or heav'n.

Yet even these contractions increase the rough-
ness of a language too rough alrcady; and though in
long poems they may be sometimes suffered, it never
can be faulty to forbear them.

Milton frequently uses in his poems the hyper-
metrical or redundant line of eleven syllables.

Thus it shall befall

Him who to worth in woman over-trusting
Lets her will rule ————

I also err'd in over much admiring.






110 THE RAMBLER. . N° 80.

the discussion of any abstruse question, he will find
his faculties continually stealing away to more pleas-
ing entertainments. He often perceives himself
transported, he knows not how, to distant tracts of
thought, and returns to his first object as from a
dream, without knowing when he forsook it, or how
long he has becn abstracted from it.

It has been observed that the most studious are
not always the most learned. There is, indeed, no
great difficulty in discovering that this difference of
proficiency may arise from the difference of intellec-
tual powers, of the choice of books, or the conve-
nience of information. But I believe it likewise fre-
quently happens that the most recluse are not the
most vigorous prosecutors of study. Many impose
upon the world, and many upon themselves, by an
appearance of severe and exemplary diligence, when
they, in reality, give themselves up to the luxury of
fancy, please their minds with regulating the past, or
planning the future; place themselves at will in
varied situations of happiness, and slumber away
their days in voluntary visions. In the journey of
life some are left behind, because they are naturally
feeble and slow; some because they miss the way,
and many because they leave it by choice, and instead
of pressing onward with a steady pace, delight them-
selves with momentary deviations, turn aside to pluck
every flower, and repose in every shade.

- There is nothing more fatal to a man whose busi-
ness is to think, than to have learned the art of re-
galing his mind with those airy gratifications. Other
vices or follies are restrained by fear, reformed by
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the soul without warning, and have often charmed
down resistance before their approach is perceiged or
suspected.

This captivity, however, it is necessary for every
man to break, who has any desire to be wise or useful,
to pass his life with the esteem of others, or to look
back with satisfaction from his old age upon his earlier
years. In order to regain liberty, he must find the
means of flying from himself ; he must, in opposition
to the Stoick precept, teach his desires to fix upon
external things; he must adopt the joys and. the
pains of others, and excite in his mind the want of
social pleasures and amicable communication.

It is, perhaps, not impossible to promote the cure
of this mental malady, by close application to some
new study, which may pour in fresh ideas, and keep
curiosity in perpetual motion. But study requires
solitude, and solitude is a state dangerous to those
who are too much accustomed to sink into them-
selves. Active employment or public pleasure is
generally a necessary part of this intellectual regi-
men, without which, thoiugh some remission may be
obtained, a complete cure will scarcely be effected.

This is a formidable and obstinate disease of the
intellect, of which, when it has once become radi-
cated by time, the remedy is one of the hardest tasks
of reason and of virtue. Its slightest attacks, there-
fore, should be watchfully opposed ; and he that
finds the frigid and narcotick infection beginning
to seize him, should turn his whole attention against
it, and check it at the first discovery by proper
counteraction.
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gay contention for paradoxical positions rectify the
opinions.

This is the time in which thosc friendships that
give happiness or consolation, relief or security, are
generally formed. A wise and good man is never so
amiable as in his unbended and familiar intervals.
Heroick generosity, or philosophical discoveries, may
compel veneration and respect, but love always im-
plies some kind of natural or voluntary equality, and
is only to be excited by that levity and cheerfulness
which disencumber all minds from awe and solicitude,
invite the modest to freedom, and exalt the timorous
to confidence. This easy gaiety is certain to please,
whatever be the character of him that exerts it; if
" -our superiors descend from their elevation, we love
them for lessening the distance at which we are placed
below them ; and inferiors, from whom we can re-
ceive no lasting advantage, will always keep our af-
fections while their sprightliness and mirth contri-
bute to our pleasure.

Every man finds himself différently affected by the
sight of fortresses of war, and palaces of pleasure; we
look on the height and strength of the bulwarks with
a kind of gloomy satisfaction, for we cannot think
of defence without admitting images of danger; but
we range delighted and jocund through the gay
apartments of the palace, because nothing is im-
pressed by them on the mind but joy and festivity.
Such is the difference between great and amiable
characters ; with protectors we are safe, with compa-
nions we are happy.
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Homer and Virgil; inconveniencies, which it is no
reproach to Milton not to have overcome, because
they are in their own nature insuperable ; but against
which he has struggled with so much art and dili-
gence, that he may at least be said to have deserved
success.

The hexameter of the ancients may be considered
as consisting of fifteen syllables, so melodiously dis-
posed, that, as every one knows who has examined
the poetical authors, very pleasing and sonorous lyrick
measures are formed from the fragments of the he-
roick. It is, indeed, scarce possible to break them in
such a manner but that invenias etiam digjecti mem-
tra poéte, some harmony will still remain, and the
due proportions of sound will always be discovered.
"This measure therefore allowed great variety of pauses,
and great liberties of connecting one verse with ano-
ther, because wherever the line was interrupted,
_ either part singly was musical. But the ancients seem
to have confined this privilege to hexameters: for in
their other measures, though longer than the English
heroick, those who wrote after the refinements of ver-
sification, venture so seldom to change their pauses,
that every variation may be supposed rather a com-
pliance with necessity than the choice of judgment.

Milton was constrained within the narrow limits
of a measure not very harmonious in the utmost per-
fection ; the single parts, therefore, into which it was
to be sometimes broken by pauses, were in' danger
of losing the very form of verse. This has, perhaps,
notwithstanding all his care, sometimes happened.
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When two syllables likewise are abscinded from -
the rest, they evidently want some associate sounds
to make them harmonious.

more wakeful than to drouze,

Charm'd with Arcadian pipe, the past'ral reed
Of Hermes, or his opiate rod. Meanwhile

To re-salute the world with sacred light
Leucothea wak’d.

He ended, and the sun gave signal high
To the bright minister that watch'd : Ae blew

His trumpet.

First in the east his glorious lamp was seen,
Regent of day ; and all th® horizon round’
Invested with bright rays, jocund to run
His longitude through heav’n’s high road ; the gray
Dawn, and the Pleiades, before him danc'd,
Shedding sweet influence. '

The same defect is perceived in the following line,
where the pause is at the second syllable from the

beginning.
The race

Of that wild rout that tore the Thracian bard

In Rhodope, where woods and rocks had ears
To rapture, ’till the savage clamour drown’d
Both harp and voice ; nor could the muse defend
Her son. So fail not thou, who thee implores.

When the pause falls upon the third syllable or
the seventh, the harmony is better preserved ; but
as the third. and seventh are weak syllables, the
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The rest in the fifth place has the same incon-
venience as in the seventh and third, that the syl-
lable is weak.

Beast now with beast ‘gan war, and fowl with fowl,
And fish with fish, to graze the herb all leaving,
Devour'd each other : Nor stood much in awe:

Of man, but fled Aim, or with countenance grim,
Glar’d on him passing.

The noblest and most majestick pauses which our
versification admits, are upon the fourth and sixth
syllables, which are both strongly sounded in a pure
and regular verse, and at either of which the line is
so divided, that both members participate of harmony.

But now at last the sacred influence
Of light appears, and from the walls of heav’n
Shoots far into the bosom of dim night
A glimmering dawn : here nature first begins
Her farthest verge, and chaos to retire,

But far above all others, if I can give any credit
to my own ear, is the rest upon the sixth syllable,
which, taking in a complete compass of sound, such
as is sufficient to constitute one of our lyrick mea-
sures, makes a full and solemn close. Some passages
which conclude at this stop, I could never read with-
out some strong emotions of delight or admiration.

Before the hills appear'd, or fountain flowd,
Thou with the eternal wisdom didst converse,
Wisdom thy sister, and with her didst play
In presence of the almighty Father, pleas'd
With thy celestial song.
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Or other worlds they seem’d, or happy isles,
Like those Hesperian gardens fam'd of old,
Fortunate fields, and groves, and flow’ry vales,
Thrice happy isles! But who dwelt happy there,
He stay’d not to, inguire.
. He blew
His trumpet, heard in Oreb since, perhaps
When Gop descended ; and, perhaps, once more
To sound at general doom.

If the poetry of Milton be examined, with regard
to the pauses and flow .of his verses into each other,
it will appear, that he has performed all that our lan-
guage would admit ; and the comparison of his num-
bers with those who have cultivated the same man-
ner of writing, will show that he excelled as much
in the lower as the higher parts of his art, and that
his skill in harmony was not less than his invention
or his learning.
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Nuwms. 91. Tuespay, January 29, 1751.

Dulcis inexpertis cultura potentis amici,
Expertus metuit. Hor.

To court the great ones, and to sooth theix pride,
Seems a sweet task to those that never tried ;
But those that have, know well that danger s near. Crexcn.

THE ScIENCEs having long seen their votaries
labouring for the benefit of mankind without reward,
put up their petition to Jupiter for a more equitable
distribution of riches and honours. Jupiter was
moved at their complaints, and touched with the ap-
proaching miseries of men, whom the SciENcEs,
wearied with perpetual ingratitude, were now threat-
ening to forsake, and who would have been reduced
by their departure to feed in dens upon the mast of
trees, to hunt their prey in deserts, and to perish un-
der the paws of animals stronger and fiercer than
themselves. ,

A synod of the celestials was therefore convened,
in which it was resolved, that PATRONAGE should
descend to the assistance of the ScIENCES. PATRON-
AGE was the daughter of ASTREA, by a mortal father,
and had been educated in the school of TrUTH, by
the Goddesses, whom she was now appointed to
protect. She had from her mother that dignity of
aspect, which struck terror into false merit, and
from her mistress that reserve, which made her
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In time, however, the number of those who had
miscarried in their pretensions grew so great, that
they became less ashamed of their repulses ; and in-
stead of hiding their disgrace in retirement, began to
besiege the gates of the palace, and obstruct the
entrance of such as they thought likely to be more
caressed. The decisions of PATRONAGE, who was
but half a Goddess, had been sometimes errone-
ous; and though she always made haste to rectify
her mistakes, a few instances of her fallibility en-
couraged every one to appeal from her judgment to
his own and that of his companions, who are always
ready to clamour in the common ecause, and elate
each other with reciprocal applause.

Hore was a steady friend of the disappointed,
and IMPUDENCE incited them to accept a second
invitation, and lay their claim again before PATRON-
AGE. They were again, for the most part, sent back
with ignominy, but found HoPE not alienated, and
IMPUDENCE more resolutely zealous; they therefore
contrived new expedients, and hoped at last to pre-
vail by their multitudes, which were always increas-
ing, and their perseverance, which HoPE and Im-
PUDENCE forbad them to relax.

PATRONAGE having been long ‘a stranger to the
heavenly assemblies, began to degenerate towards
terrestrial nature, and forget the precepts of Jus-
TiCE and TRuTH. Instead of confining her friend-
ship to the SciENCEs, she suffered herself, by little
and little, to contract an acquaintance with PRIDE,
the son of FaLsEHOOD, by whose embraces she had
two daughters, FLATTERY and CAPRICE. FLATTE-
RY was nursed by LiBERALITY, and CAPRICE by
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PATRONAGE. But it generally happened that they
were here left to their destiny, for the inner doors
were committed to CAPRICE, who opened and shut
them, as it seemed, by chance, and rejected or ad-
mitted without any settled rule of distinction. In
the mean time, the miserable attendants were left
to wear out their lives in alternate exultation and
dejection, delivered up to the sport of SusricioN,
who was always whispering into their ear designs
against them which were never formed, and of
ENvyY, who diligently pointed out the good fortune
of one or other of their competitors. INFAMY flew
round the hall, and scattered mildews from her
wings, with which every one was stained ; REPUTA-
TION followed her with slower flight, and endea-
voured to hide the blemishes with paint, which was
immediately brushed away, or separated of itself, and
left the stains more visible; nor were the spots of
INFAMY ever effaced, but with limpid water effused
by the hand of TIME from a well which sprung up
beneath the throne of TrUTH.

It frequently happened that ScIENCE, unwilling
to lose the ancient prerogative of recommending to
PATRONAGE, would lead her followers into the
Hall of Expectation; but they were soon discou-
raged from attending, for not only ENvy and Sus-
PICION incessantly tormented them, but IMPUDENCE
considered them as intruders, and incited INFAMY
to blacken them. They therefore quickly retired, but
seldom without some spots which they could scarcely
wash away, and which shewed that they had once
waited in the Hall of Expectation.
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long wandered over the world in grief and distress,
were led at last to the cottage of INDEPENDENCE,
thedaughter of FORTITUDE ; where they were taught
‘by PRUDENCE and PARSIMONY to support them-
selves in dignity and quiet.

Nuwms. 92. SaTurpAY, February 2, 1751.

Jam nunc minaci murmure cornuum
Perstringis aures, jam litui strepunt. Hor.

Lo! now the clarion’s voice I hear,

Its threat'ning murmurs pierce mjne ear,

And in thy lines with brazen breath

The trumpet sounds the charge of death. Franxcis.

IT has been long observed, that the idea of beauty
is vague and undefined, different in different minds,
and diversified by time or place. It has been a term
hitherto used to signify that which pleases us we know
not why, and in our approbation of which we can jus-
tify ourselves only by the concurrence of numbers,
without much power of enforcing our opinion upon
others by any argument but example and authority.
It is, indeed, so little subject to the examinations of
reason, that Paschal supposes it to end where demon-
stration begins, and maintains, that without incon-
gruity and absurdity we cannot speak of geometrical
beauty.

To trace all the sources of that various pleasure
which we ascribe to the agency of beauty, or to dis-
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only the anarchy of ignorance, the caprices of fancy,
and the tyranny of prescription.

There is nothing in the art of versifying so much
exposed to the power of imagination as the accom-
modation of the sound to the sense, or the repre-
sentation of particular images, by the flow of the
verse in which they are expressed. Every student
has innumerable passages, in which he, and perhaps
he alone, discovers such resemblances; and since
the attention of the present race of poetical readers
seems particularly turned upon this species of ele-
gance, I shall endeavour to examine how much
these conformities have been observed by the poets,
or directed by the criticks, how far they can be
established upon nature and reason, and on what
occasions they have been practised by Milton.

Homer, the father of all poetical beauty, has been
particularly celebrated by Dionysius of Halicar-
nassus, as * he that, of all the poets, exhibited the
greatest variety of sound; for there are,” says he,
“ innumerable passages, in which length of time,
bulk of body, extremity of passion, and stillness of
repose; or, in which, on the contrary, brevity, speed,
and eagerness, are evidently marked out by the
sound of the syllables. Thus the anguish and
slow pace with which the blind Polypheme groped
out with his hands the entrance of his cave, are
perceived in the cadence of the verses which de-
scribe it.” -

Kiehoy 8i orevdywy re xai Wdivay 6dvvner,

Xepoi Ynhogdey
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Ty & éxi uév Topyw Bhoovpars éarepdyara

Acivov depxopévn” wepi 8¢ Acipoc re ®fos re.

Tremendous Gorgon frown’d upon its field,

And circling terrors fill'd th’ expressive shield. Porr.

Many other examples . Dionysius produces; but
these will sufficiently shew, that either he was fan-
ciful, or we have lost the genuine pronunciation ;
for I know not whether, in any one of these in-
stances, such similitude can be discovered. - It
seems, indeed, probable, that the veneration with
which Homer was read, produced many suppositi-
tious beauties: for though it is certain, that the
sound of many of. his verses very justly corresponds
-with the things expressed, yet, when the force of his
imagination, which gave him full possession of every
object, is considered, together with the flexibility of
his language, of which the syllables might be often
contracted or dilated at pleasure, it will seem unlikely
that such conformity should happen less frequently
even without design.

It is not however to be doubted, that Virgil, who
wrote amidst the light of criticism, and who owed so
much of his success to art and labour, endeavoured,
among other excellencies, to exhibit this similitude;
nor has he been less happy in this than in the other
graces of versification. This felicity of his numbers
was, at the revival of learning, displayed with great
elegance by Vida, in his Art of Poetry.

Haud satis est illis utcunque claudere versum.
Omnia sed numeris vocum concordibus aptant,
Atque sono quecunque canunt imitantur, et apta
Verborum facie, et quasito carminis ore.
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Gumque etiam requies rebus datur, spsa quoque ultro
Carmina paulisper cursu cessare videbis,
In medio interrupta: quiérunt cum freta ponti,
Postquam aure posuere, quiescere protinus ipsum
Cernere erit, mediisque incaptis sistere versum.
Quid dicam, senior cum telum imbelle sine ictu
Invalidus jacit, et defectis viribus eger?
Num quoque tum versus segni pariter pede languet :
Sanguis hebet, frigent effwtm in corpore vires.
Fortem autem juvenem deceat prorumpere tn arces,
Evertisse domos, prefractaque quadrupedantum
Pectora pectoribus perrumpere, sternere turres
Ingentes, totoque, ferum, dare funera campo.

Lis. IIL
"Tis not enough his verses to complete,
In measure, number, or determin’d feet.
To all, proportion'd terms he must dispense,
And make the sound a picture of the sense ;
The correspondent words exactly frame,
The.look, the features, and the mien the same.
With rapid feet and wings, without delay,
This swiftly flies, and smoothly skims away :
This blooms with youth and beauty in his face,
And Venus breathes on ev’ry limb a grace;
That, ¢f rude form, his yncouth members shows,
Looks horrible, and frowns with his rough brows ;
His monstrous tail, in many a fold and wind,
Voluminous and vast, curls up behind ;
At once the image and the lines appear,
Rude to the eye, and frightful to the ear.
Lo! when the sailors steer the pond’rous ships,
And plough, with brazen beaks, the foamy deeps,
Incumbent on the main that roars around, '
Beneath the lab’ring oars the waves resound ;
The prows wide echoing thro’ the dark profound.
To the loud call each distant rock replies;
Tost by the storm the tow’ring surges rise ;
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(His blood congeal’d, and ev’ry nerve unstrung)
"Then with the theme complies the artful song ;
Like him, the solitary numbers flow,

Weak, trembling, melancholy, stiff, and slow.

Not so young Pyrrhus, who with rapid force
Beats down embattled armies in his course.

The raging youth on trembling Ilion falls,

Burns her strong gates, and shakes her lofty walls ;
Provokes his flying courser to the speed,

In full career to charge the warlike steed :

He piles the field with mountains of the slain ;

He pours, he storms, he thunders thro’ the plain. Prrr.

From the Italian gardens Pope seems to have
transplanted this flower, the growth of happier cli-
mates, into a soil less adapted to its nature, and less
favourable to its increase.

Soft is the strain, when Zephyr gently blows,

And the'smooth stream in smoother numbers flows ; -
But when loud billows lash the sounding shore,

The hoarse rough verse should like the torrent roar.
When Ajax strives some rock’s vast weight to throw,
The line too lubours, and the words move slow ;

Not so when swift Camilla scours the plain,

Flies o’er th’ unbending corn, and skims along the main.

From these lines, laboured with great attention,
and celebrated by a rival wit, may be judged what
can be expected from the most diligent endeavours
after this imagery of sound. The verse intended
to represent the whisper of the vernal breeze, must
be confessed not much to excel in softness or volu-
bility : and the smooth stream runs with a perpe-
tual clash of jarring consonants. The noise and
turbulence of the torrent, is, indeed, distinctly
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Nuwms. 93. Tuesbay, February 5, 1751.

Experiar quid concedatur in illos
Quorum flaminid tegitur cinis atque Latind. Juv.

More safely truth to urge her claim presumes,
On names now found alone on books and tombs.

THERE are few books on which more time is spent
by young students, than on treatises which deliver
the characters of authors; nor any which oftener de-
ceive the expectation of the reader, or fill his mind
with more opinions which the progress of his studies
-and the increase of his knowledge oblige him to
resign.

Baillet has introduced his collection of the deci-
sions of the learned, by an enumeration of the preju-
dices which mislead the eritick, and raise the passions
in rebellion against the judgment. His catalogue,
though large, is imperfect; and who can hope to
complete it? 'The beauties of writing have been ob-
served to be often such as cannot In the present state
of human knowledge be evinced by evidence, or
drawn out into demonstrations; they are therefore
wholly subject to the imagination, and do not force
their effects upon & mind pre-occupied by unfavour-
able sentiments, nor overcome the counteraction of
a false principle or of stubborn partiality.

To convince any man against his will is hard,
but to please him against his will is justly pro-
nounced by Dryden to be above the reach of human
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of fame, and transimit the general suffrage of man-
kind when they have no particular motives to sup-
press it.

Criticks, like the rest of mankind, are very fre-

- quently misled by interest. The bigotry with which
editors regard the authors whom they illustrate or
correct, has been generally remarked. Dryden was
known to have written most of his critical disserta-
tions only to recommend the work upon which he
then happened to be employed ; and Addison is sus-
pected to have denied the expediency of poetieal jus-
tice, because his own Cato was condemned to perish
in a good cause.

There are prejudices which authors, not otherwise
weak or corrupt, have indulged without scruple; and
perhaps some of them are so complicated with our na-
tural affections, that they cannot easily be disentan-
gled from the heart. Scarce any can hear with im-
partiality a comparison between the writers of his own
and another country; and though it cannot, I think,
be charged equally on all nations, that they are blind-
ed with this literary patriotism, yet there are none
that do not look upon their authors with the fondness
of affinity, and esteem them as well for the place of
their birth, as for their knowledge or their wit. There
is, therefore, seldom much respect due to compara-
tive criticism, when the competitors are of different
countries, unless the judge is of a nation equally
indifferent to both. The Italians could not for a
long time believe, that there was any learning be-
yond the mountains; and the French scem gene-
rally persuaded, that there are no wits or reasoners
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upon fancy. Dionysius himself tell us, that the
sound of Homer’s verses sometimes exhibits the
idea of corporeal bulk: is not this a discovery
nearly approaching to that of the blind man, who,
after long enquiry into the nature of the scarlet co-
lour, found that it represented nothing so much as
the clangour of a trumpet? The representative
power of poetick harmony consists of sound and
" measure; of the force of the syllables singly con-
sidered, and of the time in which they are pro-
nounced. Sound can resemble nothing but sound,
‘and time can measure nothing but metion and du-
ration. A
The criticks, however, have struck out other si-
militudes; nor is there any irregularity of numbers
which credulous admiration cannot discover to be
eminently beautiful. Thus the. propriety of each
of these lines has been celebrated by writers whose
opinion the world has reason to regard :

Vertitur interea calum, et ruit oceano nox.

Meantime the rapid heav’ns rowl'd down the light,
And on the shaded ocean rush’d the night. Drypen.

Sternitur, exanimisque tremens procumbit humi los.
Down drops the beast, nor needs a second wound ;
But sprawls in pangs of death, and spurns the ground.
DeypEN.
Parturiunt montes, nascitur ridiculus mus.
The mountains labour, and a mouse is born.
Roscommon.

If all these observations are just, there must be
some remarkable conformity between the sudden
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But he has at other times neglected such representa-
tions, as may be observed in the volubility and levity
of these lines, which express an action tardy and re-
luctant.

———Descent and fall
To us is adverse. Who but felt of late,
When the fierce foe hung on our broken rear
Insulting, and pursu’d us through the deep,
With what confusion and laborious flight
We sunk thus low? Th’ ascent is easy then.

In another place, he describes the gentle glide
of ebbing waters in a line remarkably rough and
halting ;

——— Tripping cbb ; that stole
With soft foot tow’rds the deep who now had stopp’d
His sluices.

It is not, indeed, to be expected, that the sound
should always assist the meaning, but it ought never
to counteract it; and therefore Milton has here cer-
tainly committed a fault like that of the player, who
looked on the earth when he implored the heavens,
and to the heavens when he addressed the earth.

Those who are determined to find in Milton an
assemblage of all the excellencies which have en-
nobled all other poets, will perhaps be offended
that I do not celebrate his versification in higher
terms ; for there are readers who discover that in this

Ppassage,
So stretchd out huge in length the arch-fiend lay,

a long form is described in a long line; but the
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Nuwms. 95. Tuespay, February 12, 1752

Parcus Deorum cultor, et infrequens,
Insanientis dum sapientie
Consultus erro ; munc retrorsum
Vela dare, atque iterare cursus
Cogor relictos. Hoe.

A fugitive from heav'n and prayer,

I mock’d at all religious fear, ’
Deep scienc’d in the mazy lore

Of mad philosophy ; but now . R

Hoist sail, and back my voyage plow
To that blest harbour, which I left before. Fraxess.

TO THE RAMBLER.
- 8IR, .

THERE are many diseases both of the body and
mind, which it is far easier to prevent than to cure,
and therefore I hope you will think me employed in
an office not useless either to learning or virtue, if I
describe the symptoms of an intellectual malady,
which, though at first it seizes only the passions, will,
if not speedily remedied, infect the reason, and, from
blasting the blossoms of knowledge, proceed in time
to canker the root. '

I was born in the house of discord. My parents
were of unsuitable ages, contrary tempers, and dif-
ferent religions, and therefore employed the spirit
and acuteness which nature had very liberally be-
stowed upon both, in hourly disputes, and incessant
contrivances to detect each other in the wrong; so


















158 - THE ‘,I‘tAMBLER. N° 96.

certain, and refrained steadily from gratifying my
vanity by the support of falsehood.

" By this method I am at length recovered from my
argumental delirium, and find myself in the state of
one awakened from the confusion and tumult of a
feverish dream. I rejoice in the new possession of
evidence and reality, and step on from truth to truth
with confidence and quiet.

I am, Sir, &e.
PERTINAX.

" NumB. 96. SATURDAY, February 16, 1751.

Quod si Platonis musa personat verum,
Quod quisque discit, immemor recordatur. BorTHIUS.

Truth in Platonick ornaments bedeck'd,
Inforc’d we love, unheeding recollect.

It is reported of the Persians, by an ancient
writer, that the sum of their education consisted in
teaching youth Zo ride, to shoot with the bow, and
to speak truth.

The bow and the horse were easily mastered, but
it would have been happy if we had been informed
by what arts veracity was cultivated, and by what
preservatives a Persian mind was secured against the
temptations to falsehood.

There are, indeed, in the present corruption of
mankind, many incitements to.forsake truth; the.
need of palliating our own faults, and the conveni-
ence of imposing on the ignorance or credulity of
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~ Nums. 98. SATURDAY, February 28, 1751.

Qua nec Sarmentus iniguas
Casaris ad mensas, nec vilis Gabba tulisset. Juv.

Which not Sarmentus brook'd at Ceesar's board, .
Nor grov'ling Gabba from his haughty Lord. ErruinsToN.

TO THE AUTHOR OF THE BRAMBLER.

MR. RAMBLER,

You have often endeavoured to impress upon
your readers an observation of more truth than no-
velty, that life passes, for the most part, in petty
transactions ; that our hours glide away in trifling
amusements and slight gratifications; and that
there very seldom emerges any occasion that can call
forth great virtue or great abilities.

It very commonly happens that speculatlon has
no influence on conduct. Just conclusions, and co-
gent arguments, formed by laborious study, and dili-
gent enquiry, are often reposited in the treasuries of
memory, as gold in a miser’s chest, useless alike to
others and himself. As some are not richer for the
extent of their possessions, others are not wiser for
the multitude of their ideas.

You have truly described the state of human
beings, but it may be doubted whether you have
accommodated your precepts to your description;
whether you have not generally considered your
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are less wealthy than himself, and has rafed innu-
merable enemies without rivalry, and without male-
volence.

Yet though all are not equally culpable with Try-
" pherus, it is scarcely possible to find any man who
does not frequently, like him, indulge his own pride
by forcing others into a comparison with himself
when he knows the advantage is on his side, without
considering that unnecessarily to obtrude unpleasing
ideas, is a species of oppression ; and that it is little
more criminal to deprive another of some real advan-
tage, than tb interrupt that forgetfulness of its
absence which is the next happiness to actual pos-
session. '

_' I am, &c.

"FRUTROPIUS,

VOlL. IIL. N
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ness with which he floats along the stream of time;
I sunk into a slumber amidst my meditations, and
on a sudden, found my ears filled with the tumult
of labour, the shouts of alacrity, the shrieks of alarm, .
the whistle of winds, and the dash of waters.
~ My astonishment for a time repressed my curio-
sity; but soon recovering myself so far as to enquire
whither we were going, and what was the cause of
* such clamour and confusion, I was told that we were
launching out into the ocean of life; that we had
already passed the streights of infancy, in which
multitudes had perished, some by the weakness and
fragility of their vessels, and more by the folly, per-
verseness, or neg]igen'c_e, of those who undertook to
steer them ; and that we were now on the main sea,
abandoned to the winds and billows, without any
other means of security than the care of the pilot,
whom it was always in our power to choose among
grcat numbers that offered their direction and assist-
‘ance.

I then looked round with anxious eagerness; and
first turning my eyes behind me, saw a stream flow-
ing through flowery islands, which every one that
sailed along secmed to behold with pleasure; but no
sooner touched, than the current, which, though not
noisy or turbulent, was yet irresistible, bore him
away. Beyond these islands all was darkness, nor
could any of the passengers describe the shore at
which he first embarked.

Before me, and on cach side, was an expanse of
waters violently agitated, and covered with so thick
a mist, that the most perspicacious eye could see
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'This negligence did not proceed from indiffe-
fence, or from weariness of their present condition ;
for not one of those who thus rushed upon destrue-
tion, failed, when he was sinking, to call loudly
upon his associates for that help which could not
now be given him; and many spent their last mo-
ments in cautioning others against the folly by
which they were intercepted in the midst of their
course. Their benevolence was sometimes- praised,
but their admonitions were unregarded.

The vessels in which we had embarked being-
confessedly unequal to the turbulence of the stream -
of life, were visibly impaired in the course of the
voyage; so that every passenger was certain, that
how long soever he might, by favourable accidents,
or by incessant vigilance, be preserved, he must sink:
at last.

This necessity of perishing might have been ex-
pected to sadden the gay, and intimidate the daring,
at least to keep the melancholy and timorous in per--
. petual torments, and hinder them from any enjoy-
ment of the varieties and gratifications which nature
offered them as the solace of their labours; yet, in
effect, none seemed less to expect destruction than
those to whom it was most dreadful; they all had the
art of concealing their danger from themselves; and
those who knew their inability to bear the sight of
the terrours that embarrassed their way, took care
never to look forward, but found some amusement
for the present moment, and generally entertained
themselves by playing with Hore, who was the
constant associate of the voyage of life.
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whose company they had issued from the streights
of infancy, perish in the way, and at last were over-
set by a cross breeze, without the toil of resistance,
or the anguish of expectation. But such as had
often fallen against the rocks of PLEASURE, com-
monly subsided by sensible degrees, contended long
with the encroaching waters, and harassed themselves
by labours that- scarce HoPE herself could flatter
with success.

As 1 was looking upon the various fate of the
multitude about me, I was suddenly alarmed with
an admonition from some unknown Power, “ Gaze
not idly upon others when thou thyself art sinking.
Whence is this thoughtless tranquillity, when thou
and they are equally endangered ?” I looked, and
seeing the gulph of INTEMPERANCE before me,
started and awaked.



202 THE RAMBLER. N~ 108.

Nuwms. 103. Tuespay, March 12, 1751.

Scire volunt secreta domus, atque inde timeri. Juv.

They search the secrets of the house, and so
-Are worshipp’d there, and fear'd for what they know.
DrYDEN.

CuriosiTy is one of the permanent and certain
characteristicks of a vigorous intellect. Every ad-
vance into knowledge opens new prospects, and pro-
duces new incitements to further progress. All the
attainments possible in our present state are evi-
dently inadequate to our capacities of enjoyment;
conquest serves no purpose but that of kindling
ambition, discovery has mno effect but of raising ex-
pectation ; the gratification of one desire encourages
another ; and after all our labours, studies, and en-
quiries, we are continually at the same distance from
the completion of our schemes, have still some wish
importunate to be satisfied, and some faculty restless
and turbulent for want of its enjoyment.

The desire of knowledge, though often animated
by extrinsick and adventitious motives, seems on
many occasions to operate without subordination to
any other principle; we are eager to see and hear,
without intention of referring our observations to
a farther end ; we climb a mountain for a prospect of
the plain; we run to the strand in a storm, that
we may contemplate the agitation of the water;
we range from city to city, though we profess nei-
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traffick like the chymists, and purchase one secret
with another, he is every day more hated as he is
more known; for he is considered by great num-
bers as one that has their fame and their happiness
in his ‘power, and no man can much love him of
whom he lives in fear.

Thus has an intention, innocent at first, if not
lgudable, the intention of regulating his own beha-
viour by the experience of others, by an accidental
declension of minuteness, betrayed Nugaculus, not
only to a foolish, but vicious waste ef a life which
might have been honourably passed in publick ser-
vices, or domestick virtues. He has lost his original
intention, and given up his mind to employments
that engross, but do not improve it.
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maxims, and his conduct ; whom the honour of being
numbered among his acquaintancey reconciles to all
his vices, and all his absurdities; and who easily per-
suade themselves to esteem him, by whose regard
they consider themselves as distinguished and exalted.

It is dangerous for mean minds to venture them-
selves within the sphere of greatness. Stupidity is
soon blinded by the splendour of wealth, and cow-
ardice is easily fettered in the shackles of depend-
ance. To solicit patronage, is, at .least, in the event,
to set virtue to sale. None can be pleased without
praise, and few can be praised without falsehood; few
can be assiduous without servility, and none can be
servile without corruption.
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were produced against him, or by what proofs they
were confuted.

Some writers apply themselves to studies bound-
less and inexhaustible, as experiments in natural phi-
losophy. These are always lost in successive compi-
lations, as new advances are made, and former obser-
vations become more familiar. Others spend their
lives in remarks on language, or explanations of anti-
quities, and only afford materials for lexicographers
and commentators, who are themselves overwhelmed
by subsequent collectors, that equally destroy-the me-
mory of their predecessors by am plification, transposi-
tion, or contraction. Every new system of nature
gives hirth to a swarm of expositors, whose business
is to explain and illustrate it, and who can hope to
exist no longer than the founder of their sect preserves
his reputation.

There are, indeed, few kinds of composition from
which an author, hawever learned or ingenious, can
hope a long continuance of fame, He who has care-
fully studied human nature, and can well describe it,
may with most reason flatter his ambition. Bacon,
among all his pretensions to the regard of posterity,
seems to have pleased himself chicfly with his Essays,
which comc home to men’s business and bosoms, and
of which, therefore, he declares his expectation, that
they will live as long as books last. 1t may, how-
ever, satisfy an honest and benevolent mind to have
been useful, though less conspicuous; nor will he that
extends his hope to higher rewards, be so much anx-
ious to obtain praise, as to discharge the duty which
Providence assigns him.
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TO THE RAMBLER.
DEAR SIR,

THOUGH, as my mamma tells me, I am too young
to talk at the table, I have great pleasure in listen-
ing to the conversation of learned men, especially
when they discourse of things which I do not under-
stand ; and have, therefore, been of late particularly
delighted with many disputes about the alteration
of the stile, which, they say, is to be made by act of
parliament.

One day when my mamma was gone out of the
room, I asked a very great scholar what the stile
was? He told me, he was afraid I should hardly
understand him when he informed me, that it was
the stated and established method of computing
time. It wasnot, indeed, likely that I should under-
stand him ; for I never yet knew time computed in
my life, nor can imagine why we should be at so
much trouble to count what we cannot keep. He
did not tell me whether we are to count the time
past, or the time to come; but I have considered
them both by myself, and think it as foolish to count
time that is gone, as money that is spent ; and as for
the time which is to come, it only seems farther off by
counting ; and therefore, when any pleasure is pro-
mised me, I always think of the time as little as I can.

I have since listened “very attentively to cvery
one that talked upon this subject, of whom the
greater part seem not to understand it better than
myself; for though they often hint how much the
nation has been mistaken, and rcjoice that we are
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for my mamma eays I shall go to court when I am
sixteen, and if they can but contrive often to leap
over eleven days together, the mounths of restraint
will soon be at an end. It is strange, that with all
the plots that have been laid against time, they could
never kill it by act of parliament before. Dear Sir,
if you have any vote or intevest, get them but for
once to destroy eleven months, and then I shall be as
old as some married ladies. But this is desired only
if you think they will not comply with Mr. Starlight’s
scheme; for nething surely could please me like a
year of confusion, when I shall no longer be fixed
this hour to my pen, and the next to my needle, or
wait at home for the dancing-master one day, and the
next for the musick-master; but run from ball to ball,
and from drum to drum; sand spend all my time
without tasks, and without account, and go out with-
out telling whither, and come home without regard
to prescribed hours, or family-rules.
I am, Sir,
Your humble Servant,
PROPERANTIA.
MR. RAMBLER,

I was seized this morning with an unusual pen-
siveness, aud, finding that books only served to
heighten it, took a ramble into the fields, in hopes
of relief and invigoration from the keenness of the
air and brightness of the sun.

As I wandered wrapped up in thought, my eyes
were struck with the hospital for the reception of
deserted infants, which I surveyed with pleasure,
till, by a natural train of sentiment, I began to reflect
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inevitably appropriated to the demands of nature, or
irresistibly engrossed by the tyranny. of custom; all
that passes in regulating the superficial decorations
of life, or is given up in the reciprocations of civility
to the disposal of others; all that is torn from us by
the violence of disease, or stolen imperceptibly away
by lassitude and languor; we shall find that part of
our duration very small of which we ean truly call
ourselves masters, or which we can spend wholly at
our own choice. Many of our hours are lost in a
rotation of petty cares, in a constant recurrence of
the same employments; many of our provisions for
ease or happiness are always exhausted by the present
day; and a great part of our existence serves no other
purpose, than that of enabling us to enjoy the rest.

Of the few moments which are left in our disposal,
it may reasonably be expected, that we should be so
frugal, as to let none of them slip from us without
zme equivalent ;- and perhaps i¢ might be found,

at as the earth, however straitened by rocks and
‘waters, is capable of producing more than all its in-
habitants are able to consume, our lives, though
muych contracted by incidental distraction, would yet
afford us a large space vacant to- the exercise of rea-
son and virtue; that we want not time, but dili-
gence, for great performances; and that we squander
much of our allowance, even while we think it spar-
ing and insufficient.

This natural and necessary comminution of our
lives, perhaps, often makes us insensible of the neg-
ligence with which we suffer them to slide away.
We never consider ourselves as possessed at once of
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joined to his knowledge of the world, such applica-
tion to books, that he will stand for ever in the first
rank of literary heroes. How this proficiency was ob-
tained he sufficiently discovers, by informing us, that
the « Praise of Folly” one of his most celebrated
performances, was composed by him on the road to
Italy ; ne totum illud tempus quo equo fuit insiden-
dum, illiteratis fabulis terreretur, lest the hours
which he was obliged to spend on horseback should
be tattled away without regard to literature.

An Italian philosopher expressed in -his motto,
that time was his estate; an estate indeed, which
will produce nothing without cultivation, but will al-
ways abundantly repay the labours of industry, and
satisfy the most extensive desires, if no part of it be
suffered to lie waste by negligence, to be over-run
with noxious plants, or laid out for shew rather than
for use.
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or that you imagine none but yoursclf able to dis-
cover what I suppose has been secn and felt by all
the inhabitants of the world; whether you intend
your writings as antidotal to the levity and merri-
ment with which your rivals endeavour to attract the
favour of the publick; or fancy that you have some
particular powers of dolorous declamation, and war-
ble out your groans with uncommon elegance or
energy ; it is certain, that whatever be your subject,
melancholy for the most part bursts in upon your spe-
culation, your gaiety is quickly overcast, and though
your readers may be flattered with hopes of pleasantry,
they are seldom dismissed but with heavy hearts.

That I may therefore gratify you with an imita-
tion of your own syllables of sadness, I will inform
you that I was condemned by some disastrous influ-
ence to be an only son, born to the apparent prospect
of a large fortune, and allotted to my parents at that
time of life when satiety of common diversions allows
the mind to indulge parental affection with greater
intenseness. My birth was celebrated by the tenants
with feasts, and dances, and bagpipes: congratula-
tions were sent from every family within ten miles
round ; and my parents discovered in my first cries
such tokens of future virtue and understanding, that
they declared themselves determined to devote the
remaining part of life to my happiness and the in-
crease of their estate.

The abilities of my father and mother were not
perceptibly unequal, and education had given nei-
ther much advantage over the other. They had
both kept good company, rattled in chariots, glit-
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than to appear wise and manly, soon acquiesced,
since I was not to live by my learning; for indeed
he had known very few students that had not some
stiffness in their manner. They therefore agreed,
that a domestick tutor should be procured, and
hired an honest gentleman of mean conversation
and narrow sentiments, but whom, having passed
the common forms of literary eduncation, they im-
plicitly concluded qualified to teach all that was to
be learned from a scholar. He thought himself suf-
ficiently exalted by being placed at the same table
with his pupil, and had no other view than to per-
petuate his felicity by the utmost flexibility of sub-
mission to all my mother's opinions and caprices.
He frequently took away my book, lest I should
mope with too much application, charged me never
to write without turning up my ruffles, and generally
brushed my coat before he dismissed me into the
parlour.

He had no occasion to complain of too .burden-
some an emrployment ; for my mother very judiei-
ously considered, that I was not likely to grow po-
liter in his company, and suffered me not to pass
any more time in his apartment than my lesson re-
quired. When I was summoned to my task, she
enjomed me not to get any of my tutor's ways, who
was seldom -mentioned before me but for practices
to be avoided. I was every moment admonished not
to lean on my chair, cross my legs, or swing my
hands like my tutor; and onee my mother very
seriously deliberated npon his total dismission, be-
cause 1 began, she said, to learn his manner of stick-
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Nums, 110. SaTURDAY, April 6, 1751.

At nobis vite dominum querentibus unum

Luz iter est, et clura dies, ct gratia simplex.

Spem sequimur, gradimurque fide, fruimurque futuris,

Ad que non ceniunt presentis gaudia vite,

Nec currunt pariter capta, et capienda coluptas.
PrubE~TIUS.

We through this maze of life one Lord obey ;

Whose light and grace unerring, lead the way.

By hope and faith secure of future bliss,

Gladly the joys of present life we miss :

For baffled mortals still attempt in vain,

Present and future bliss at once to gain. F. Lewis.

THAT to please the Lord and Father of the uni-
verse, is the supreme interest of created and depen-
dent beings, as it is easily proved, has been universally
confessed ; and since all rational agents are conscious
of having neglected or violated the duties prescribed
to them, the fear of being rejected, or punished
by God, has always burdened the human mind.
The expiation of crimes, and renovation of the for-
feited hopes of divine favour, therefore constitute a
large part of every religion.

The various methods of propitiation and atone-
ment which fear and folly have dictated, or artifice
and interest tolerated in the different parts of the
world, however they may sometimes reproach or de-
grade humanity, at least shew the general consent of
all ages and nations in their opinion of the pla-
cability of the divine nature. That God will for-
give, may, indeed, be established as the first and
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as may overpower the blandishments of secular de-
lights, and enable him to advance from one degree
of holiness to another, till death shall set him free
from doubt and contest, misery and temptation.

What better can we do than prostrate fall
Before him reverent; and there confess
Humbly our faults, and pardon beg, with tears
Wat'ring the ground, and with our sighs the air
Frequenting, sent from hearts contrite, in sign
Of sorrow unfeign'd, and humiliation meek ?
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The first repulses rather inflame vehemence than

teach prudence; a brave and generous mind is long

before it suspects its own weakness, or submits to sap

the difficulties which it expected to subdue by storm.

Before disappointments have enforced the dictates of

philosophy, we believe it in our power to shorten the

.interval between the first cause and the last effect ;
we laugh at the timorous delays of plodding indus-

try, and fancy that, by increasing the fire, we can at

pleasure accelerate the projection.

At our entrance into the world, when health and
vigour give us fair promises of time sufficient for the
regular nmaturation of our schemes, and a long enjoy-
ment of our acquisitions, we are eager to seize the
present moment ; we pluck every gratification within
our reach, without suffering it to ripen into perfec-

~ tion, and crowd all the varieties of delight into a
narrow compass ; but age seldom fails to change our
conduct ; we grow negligent of time in proportion
as we have less remaining, and suffer the last part of
life to steal from us in languid preparations for future
undertakings, or slow approaches to remote advan-
tages, in weak hopes of some fortuitous occurrence, or
drowsy equilibrations of undetermined counsel : whe-
ther it be that the aged, having tasted the pleasures
of man's condition, and found them delusive, be-
come less anxious for their attainment; or that fre-
quent miscarriages have depressed them to despair,
and frozen them to inactivity; or that death shocks
them more as it advances upon them, and they are
afraid to remind themselves of their decay, or to dis-
cover to their own hearts that the time of trifling
is past.
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excited, and loses those years which might have been
most usefully employed, the years of youth, of spirit,
and vivacity.

It is one of the innumerable absurdities of pride,
that we are never more impatient of direction, than
in that part of life when we need it most ; we are in
haste to meet enemies whom we have not strength to
overcome, and to undertake tasks which we cannot
perform: and as he that once miscarries docs not
easily persuade mankind to favour another attempt,
an ineffectual struggle for fame is often followed by
perpetual obscurity. :

NuMmsB. 112. SATURDAY, April 18, 1751.

In mea vesanas habui dispendia vires, _ .
Et valui penas fortis in ipse meas. Ovp.

Of strength pernicious to myself I boast ;
. The pow'rs I have were giv'n me to my cost. F.Lewis.

WE are taught by Celsus, that health is best
preserved by avoiding settled habits of life, and
deviating sometimes into slight aberrations from
the laws of medicine; by varying the proportions
of food and exercise, Ainterrupting the successions
of rest and labour, and mingling hardships with in-
dulgence. The body, long accustomed to stated
quantities and uniform periods, is disordered by the
smallest irregularity; and since we cannot adjust
every day by the balance or barometer, it is fit
sometimes to depart from rigid accuracy, that we
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The boy was dismissed with many prudent admoni-
tions ; informed of his father’s inability to maintain
him in his native rank ; cautioned against all oppo-
sition to the opinions or precepts of his uncle; and
animated to perseverance by the hopes of supporting
the honour of the family, and overtopping his elder
brother. He had a natural ductility of mind, with-
out much warmth of affection, or elevation of senti-
ment; and therefore readily complied with every
variety of caprice; patiently endured contradictory
reproofs ; heard false accusations without pain, and
opprobrious reproaches without reply; langhed ob-
streperously at the ninetieth repetition of a joke;
asked questions about the universal decay of trade;
admired the strength of those heads by which the
price of stocks is changed and adjusted; and behaved
with such prudence and circumspection, that after
six years the will was made, and Juvenculus was
declared heir.. But unhappily, a month afterwards,
- retiring at night from bis uncle’s chamber, he left
the door open behind him: the old man tore his will,
and being then perceptibly declining, for want of
time to deliberate, left his money to a trading com-
pany.

- When female minds are embittered by age or soli-
tude, their malignity is generally exerted in a rigor-
ous and spiteful superintendance of domestick tri-
fles. Eriphile has employed her eloquence for
twenty years upon the degeneracy of servants, the
nastiness of her house, the ruin of her furniture, the
difficulty of preserving tapestry from the moths, and
the carelessness of the sluts whom she employs in
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- to the direction of the wind, and loses all that con-
stancy and equanimity which comstitute the chief
praise of a wise man. . _

The province of prudence lies between the greatest
things and the least; some surpass our power by
their magnitude, and some escape our notice by their
number and theirfrequency. But the indispensable bu-
siness of life will afford sufficient exercise to every un-
derstanding ; and such is the limitation of the human
powers, that by attention to trifles we must let things
of importance pass unobserved : when we examine a
mite with a glass, we see nothing but a mite.

That it is every man’s interest to be pleased, will
need little proof: that it is his interest to please
others, experience will inform him. It is therefore
not less necessary to happiness than to virtue, that
he rid his mind of passions which make him uneasy
to himself, and hateful to the world, which enchain
his intellects, and obstruct his improvement.
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but will lay my case honestly before you, that you or
your readers may at length decide it.

Whether you will be able to preserve your boasted
impartiality, when you hear, that [ am considered as
an adversary by half the female world, you may
surely pardon me for doubting, notwithstanding the
veneration to which you may imagine yourself en-
titled by your age, your learning, your abstraction,
or your virtue. Beauty, Mr. Rambler, has often
overpowered the resolutions of the firm, and the rea-
sonings of the wise, roused the old to sensibility, and
subdued the rigorous to softness. )

I am one of those unhappy beings, who have been
mwarked out as husbands for many different women,
and deliberated a hundred times on the brink of ma-
trimony. I have discussed all the nuptial prelimina-
" ries so often, that I can repeat the forms in which
jointures are settled, pin-money secured, and provi-
sions for younger children ascertained; but am at
last doomed by general consent to everlasting soli-
tude, and excluded by an irreversable decree from all
hopes of connubial felicity. I am pointed out by
every mother, as a man whose visits cannot be ad-
mitted without reproach; who raises hopes only to
embitter disappointment, and makeés offers only to
seduce girls into a waste of that part of life, in which
they might gain advantageous matches, and become
mistresses and mothers.

I hope you will think, that some part of this penal
severity may justly be remitted, when I inform you,
that I never yet professed love to a woman with-
out sincere intentions of marriage; that I have
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for a reconciliation with her mistress, who had turned
her out at night for breaking six teeth in a tortoise-
shell comb ; she had attended her lady from a distant
provinee, and having not lived long enough to save
much money, was destitute among- straugers, and,
though of a good family, in danger of perishing in the
streets, or of being compelled by hunger to prostitu-
tion. I made no scruple of promising to restore her ;
but upon my first application to Sophronia, was
answered with an air which called for approbation,
that if she neglected her own affairs, I might suspect
her of neglecting mine; that the comb stood her in
three half-crowns; that no servant should wrong her
twice; and that indeed she took the first opportunity
of parting with Phillida, because, though she was
honest, her constitution was bad, and she thought her
very likely to fall sick. Of our conference I need not
tell you the effect ; it surely may be forgiven me, if on
this occasion I forgot the decency of common forms.

From two more ladies I was disengaged by find-
ing, that they entertained my rivals at the same
time, and determined their choice by the liberality
of our settlements. Another I thought wyself jus-
tified in forsaking, because she gave my attorney a
bribe to favour her in the bargain; another because
1 could never soften her to tenderness, till she heard
that most of my family had died young; and ano-
ther, because, to mcrease her fortune by expectations,
she rcpresented her sister as languishing aud con-
sumptive.

I shall in another letter give the remaining part
of my history of courtship. I presume that I should
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the most equitable claims by violence and penalties,
than descend from the dignity of command to dis-
pute and expostulation.

It may, I think, be suspected, that this political
arrogance has sometimes found its way into legisla-
tive assemblies, and mingled with deliberations upon
property and life. A slight perusal of the laws by
- which the measures of vindictive and coercive justice
are established, will discover so many disproportions
between crimes and punishments, such capricious
distinctions of guilt, and such confusion of remissness
and severity, as can scarcely be believed to have been
produced by publick wisdom, sincerely and calmly
studious of publick happiness.

The learned, the judicious,, the pious Boerhaave
relates, that he .never saw a criminal dragged to
execution without asking himself, “ Who knows
.whether this man is not less culpable than me?” On
the days when the prisons of this city are emptied
into the grave, let every spectator of the dreadful
procession put the same question to his own heart.
Few among those that crowd in thousands to the
legal massacre, and look with carelessness, perhaps
with triumph, on the utmost exacerbations of human
misery, would then be able to return without horrour
and dejection. - For, who can congratulate himself
upon a life passed without some act more mischievous
to the peace or prosperity of others, than the theft of
a piece of money ?

It has been always the practice, when any par-
ticular species of robbery becomes prevalent and
common, to endeavour its suppression by capital
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Nuwms. 115. Tukspay, April 23, 1751.

Quadam parva quidem, sed non toleranda maritis. Juv.

Some faults, though small, intolerable grow. DrypEX.

TO THE RAMBLER.
SIR,

I siT down, in pursuance of my late engagement,
to recount the remaining part of the adventures that
befel me in my long quest of conjugal felicity, which,
though I have not yet been so happy as to obtain
it, I have at least endeavoured to deserve by un-
wearied diligence, without suffering from repeated
disappointments any abatement of my hope, or re-
pression of my activity.

You must have observed in the world a species of
mortals who employ themselves in promoting matri-
mony, and without any visible motive of interest or
'vanity, without any discoverable impulse of malice
or benevolence, without any reason, but that they
want objects of attention and topicks of conversa-
tion, are incessantly busy in procuring wives and
husbands. They fill the ears of every single ‘'man
and woman with some convenient match; and when
they are informed of your age and fortune, offer a
partner for life with the same readiness, and the
same indifference, as a salesman, when he has taken
measure by his eye, fits his customer with a coat.

It might be expected that they should soon be
discouraged from this officious interposition by re-
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altars, ‘and sacrifices; and thought her charms dis-
honoured, and her power infringed, by the softéest
opposition to her sentiments, or the smallest trans-
gression of her commands. Time might indeed cure
this species of pride in a mind not naturally undis-
cerning, and vitiated only by false representations;
but the operations of time are slow; and I therefore
left her to grow wise at leisure; or to continue in
error at her own expence. ,

Thus I have hitherto, in spite of myself, passed
my life in frozen celibacy. My friends, indeed, often
tell me, that I flatter my imagination with higher
hopes than human nature can gratify ; that I dress
up an ideal charmer in all the radiance of perfection,
and then enter the world to look for the same excel-
lence in corporeal beauty. ‘But surely, Mr. Ram-
bler, it is not madness to hope for some terrestrial
lady unstained by the spots which I have been de-
scribing ; at least I am resolved to pursue my search;
for I am so far from thinking meanly of marriage,
that I believe it able to afford the highest happiness
decreed to our present state; and if, after all these
miscarriages, I find a woman that fills up my expec-
tation, you shall hear once more from,

Yours, &c.

HyMeNEUS.
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by one or other the company was so happily amused,
that I was neither heard nor seen, nor was able to
give any other proof of my existence than that I put
round the glass, and was in my. turn permitted to
name the toast. ,

My mother, indeed, endeavoured to comfort me
in my vexation, by telling me, that perhaps these
~ showy talkers were hardly able to pay every one his

own; that he who has money in his pocket need not
care what any man says of him; that, if .I minded
my trade, the time will come when lawyers and sol-
diers would be glad to borrow out of my purse; and
that it is fine, when a man can set his hands to his
sides, and say he is worth forty thousand pounds
every day of the year. These and many more such.
consolations and encouragements, I received frem my
good mother, which, however, did not mnch allay my.
uneasiness ; for having by some accident heard, that
the country ladies despised her as a cit, I had there-
fore no longer much reverence for her opinions, but .
considered her as one whose ignorance and prejudice
had hurried me, théugh without ill intentions, into a
state of meanness and ignominy, from which I could
not find any possibility of rising to the rank which
my ancestors had always held.

I returned, however, to my master, and busied
myself among thread, and silks, and laces, but.
without my former cheerfulness and alacrity. I
had now no longer any felicity in contemplating
the exact disposition of my powdered curls, the
equal plaits of my ruffles, or the glossy blackness
of my shoes; nor heard with my former elevation
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Nuwms. 117. Tuespay, dpril 80, 1751.
“Ocoay éx' Ovhipry pépacay Bépev: avrdp éx’"Oaoy
INj\ioy eivooipuAioy, O ovpards dufarés ein. Homer.

The gods they challenge, and affect the gkies:
Heav'd on Olympus tott’ring Ossa stood ;
On Ossa, Pelion nods with all his wood. Pork. ..

TO THE RAMBLER.
SIR,

NoTHING has more retarded the advancement of
learning than the disposition of vulgar minds to
ridicule and vilify what they cannot comprehend.
All industry must be excited by hope; and as the
student often proposes no other reward to himself
than praise, he is easily discouraged by contempt .
and insult. He who brings with him into a clamor-
ous multitude the timidity of recluse speculation,
and has never hardened his front in publick life, or
accustomed his passions to the vicissitudes and acci-
dents, the triumphs and defeats of mixed conversa- .
tion, will blush at the stare of petulant incredulity,
and suffer himself to be driven by a burst of laugh-
ter, from the fortresses of demonstration. The me-
chanist will be afraid to assert before hardy contra-
diction, the possibllity of tearing down bulwarks with
a silk-worn’s thread ; and the astronomer of relating
the rapidity of light, the distance of the fixed stars,
and the height of the lunar mountains.
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xover; “ when the wind blows, worshlp its echo.”

- This could not but be understood by his (hsplples as
a'm inviolable injunction to live in a garret, which I
have found frequently visited by the echo and the
wind. Nor was the tradition wholly obliterated in
the age of Augustus, for Tibullus evidently congra-
tulates himself upon his garret, not without some al-
lusion to the Pythagorean precept :

Quadm juvat immites ventos audire cubantem——.-

Aut, gelidas hybernus aquas cum Sfuderit auster,
Securum somnos, imbre juvante, sequi !

How sweet in sleep to pass the careless hours,
Lull'd by the beating winds and dashing show'rs!

And it is impossible not to discover the fondness
of Lucretius, an earlier writer, for a garret, in his de-
scription of the lofty towers of serene learning, and
of the pleasure with which a wise man looks down
upon the confused and erratick state of the world
moving below him :

Sed nil dulcius est, bene guam munita tencre
Editd doctrind sapientum templa serena ;
Despicere unde queas alios, passimque videre
Errare, atque viam palantm queerere vite.

*Tis sweet thy lab’ring steps to guide

To virtue's heights, with wisdom well supplied,

And all the Magazines of learning fortified :

From thence to look below on human kind,
Bewilder'd in the maze of life, and blind. Drypen.






296 ~ THE RAMBLER. N°117.

These conveniencies may perhaps all be found in
"a well chosen - garret; but surely they cannot be
supposed sufficiently important to have operated
unvariably upon different climates, distant ages, and
écparate nations. Of an univer'sal' practiee, there
must still be presumed an universal cause, which,
however recoudite and abstruse, may be perhaps re-
served to make me illustrious by its discovery, and
you by its promulgation.

It is universally known that the faculties of the
mind are invigorated or weakened by the state of the
body, and that the body is in a great measure regu-
lated by the various compressions of the ambient
element. The effects of the air in the production er
cure of corporeal maladies have been acknowledged
from the time of Hippocrates; but no man has yet
sufficiently considered how far it may influence the
operations of the genius, though every- day affords
instances of local understanding, of wits and reasoners,
whose facultics are adapted to some single spot, and
who, when they are rcmoved to any other place, sink -
at once into silence and stupidity. I have discovered,
by a long series of obscrvations, that invention and
elocution suffer great impediments from dense and
impure vapours, and that the tenuity of a defecated
air at a proper distance from the surface of the earth,
accelerates the fancy, and sets at liberty those intel-
lectual powers which were before shackled by tao
strong attraction, and unable to expand themselves
under the pressure of a gross atmosphere. I have
found dulness to quicken into sentiment in a thin
ether, as water, though not very hot, boils in a receiver
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Nums. 118. SaTURDAY, May 4, 1751.

—— Omnes illacrymabiles
Urgentur, igrotique longd
Nocte. * Hon.

In endless night they sleep, unwept, unknown. Fuu«:l.s.

CicERO has, with his usual elegance and ‘magnifi-
cence of language, attempted, in his relation of the
dream of Scipio, to depreciate those honours for
which he himself appears to have panted with restless
solicitude, by shewing within what narrow limits all
that fame and celebrity which man can hope for from
men is circumscribed.

“ You see,” says Africanus, pointing at the earth,
from the celestial regions, “ that the globe assigned
to the residence and habitation of human beings is
of small dimensions: how then can you obtain from
the praisc of men, any glory worthy of a wish? Of
this little world the inhabited parts are neither nu-
merous nor wide; even the spots where men are to be
found are broken by intervening deserts, and the
nations are so separated as that nothing can be trans-
mitted from one to another. With the people of the
south, by whom the opposite part of the earth is pos-
sessed, you have no intercourse; and by how small a
tract do you communicate with the countries of the
north? The territory which you inhabit is no
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alleges little more against it, than that it'is neither
without end, nor without limits.

Wikiat might be the effect of these observatious
conveyed in Ciceronian- eloquence to Rorman under-
standings, cannot be determined; but few of those
who shall in the present age read my humble version
will fird -themselves much depressed in their hopes, or
retarded in their designs; for I am not inclined to
believe, that they who among us pass their lives in
the cultivation of knowledge, or acquisition of power,
have very anxiously inquired what opinions’ prevail
on the further banks ‘of the Ganges, or invigorated
any effort ‘by the desire of 'spreading their renown
among the clans of Caucasus. The hopes and fears
of modern minds are content to-range i’ a narrower
compass; a single nation, ard' a few years, have
generally sufficient -amplitude to fill our imagina-
tions. _

A little consideration will indeed teach us, that
fame has other limits than mountains ‘and oceans;
and ‘that he who places happiness in the frequent
repetition of his name, may spend his life in propa-
gating it, without any danger of weeping for new
worlds, or necessity of passing the Atlantick sea.

The numbers to whom' any real ‘and perceptible
good or evil can be derived by the jgreatest power, or
most active diligence, are inconsiderable; and where
neither benefit nor mischief operate, the only motive
to the mention or' remembrance of others is curiosity;
a passion, which, though in some degrec universally
associated to reason, is easily confined, overborne, or
diverted from any particular object.
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dains to turn his ear-to any other name than that of”
‘Corinna; and the courtier thinks the hour lost,
which is not spent in promoting his interest, and -
facilitating his advancement. The adventures of
valour, and the discoveries of science, will find a
cold reception, when they are obtruded upon an
attention thus busy with its favouritc amusement,
and impatient of interruption or disturbance.

But not only such employments as seduce atten-
tion by appearauces of dignity, or promises of hap-
piness, may reswrain the mind from excursion and in-
quiry ; curiosity may be equally destroyed by less
formidable enemies; it may be dissipated in trifles,
or congealed by indolence. The sportsman and the
man of dress have their heads filled with a fox or a
horse-race, a feather or a ball; and live in ignorance
of every thing beside, with as much content as he
that heaps up gold, or solicits préferment, digs the
field, or beats the anvil; agd some yet lower in the
ranks of intellect, dream out their days without plea-
sure or business, without joy or sorrow, nor ever rouse
from their lethargy to hear or think.

Even of those who have dedicated themselves to
knowledge, the far greater part have confined their
curiosity to a few objects, and have very little incli-
nation to promote any fame, but that which their
own studies entitle them to partake. The naturalist
has no desire to know the opinions or conjectures of
the philologer: the botanist looks upon the astro-
nomer as a being unworthy of his regard: the law-
yer scarcely hears the name of a physician without °
contempt; and he that is growing great and
happy by electrifying -a bottle, wonders how the
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Nuwms. 119. TcEespay, May 7, 1751.

Iliacos intra muros peccatur, et extra. Hor.

Faults lay on either side the Trojan tow'rs. ErpHiNsTON.

TO THE RAMBLER.
SIR, ' _

‘As, notwithstanding all that wit, or malice, or
pride, or prudence will be able to suggest, men and
women must at last pass their lives togethér, I have
never therefore thought those writers friends to
human happiness, who,endeavour to excite in either
sex a general contempt or suspicion of the other. To
persuade them who are entering the world, and look-
ing abroad for a suitable associate, that all are equally
vicious, or equally ridiculous; that they who trust are
certainly betrayed, and they who esteemare always
disappointed ; is not to awaken judgment, but to in-
flame temerity. Without hope there can be mo
caution. Those who are convinced, that no reason
for preference can be found, will never harass their
thoughts with doubt and deliberation ; they will re-
solve, since they are doomed to misery, that no need-
less anxiety shall disturb their quiet ; they will plunge
at hazard into the crowd, and snatch the first hand
that shall be held toward them.

That the world is overrun with vice, cannot be
denied; but vice, however predominant, has not
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It is, indeed, not very difficalt to bear that condi-
tion to which we are not condemned by necessity,
but induced by observation and choice; and there-
fore I, perhaps, have never yet felt all the malignity
with which a reproach, edged with the appellation of
old maid, swells some of those hearts in which it is
infixed. I was not condemned in my youth to soli-
tude, either by indigence or deformity, nor passed
the earlier part of life without the flattery of court-
ship, and the joys of triumph. I have danced the
round of gaiety amidst the murmurs of envy, and "
gratulations of applause; been attended from plea-
sure to pleasure by the great, the sprightly, and the
vain; and seen my regard solicited by the obse-
quiousness of gallantry, the gaiety of wit, and the
timidity of love. If, therefore, I am yet a stranger
to nuptial happiness, I suffer only the consequences
of my own resolves, and can look back upon the suc-
cession of lovers, whose addresses I have rejectéd
without grief, and without malice.
- When my name first began to be inscribed upon
glasses, I was honoured with the amorous profes-
gions of the gay Venustulus, a gentleman, who,
being the only son of a wealthy family, had been
educated in a]l the wantonness. of expence, and
softness of effeminacy. He was beautiful in his
person, and easy in his address, and, therefore,
soon gained upon my eye at an age when the sight
is very little over-ruled by the understanding.
He had not any power in himself of gladdening or
amusing ; but supplied his want of conversation
by treats and diversions; "and his chief art of






810 THL RAMBLER. N° 119.

with unnecessary fears, and flown to me for that
succour which it was his duty to have given.

My next lover was Fungoso, the son of a stock-
jobber, whose visits my friends, by the importinity
of persuasion, prevailed upon me to allow. Fungoso
was no very suitable companion; for having been bred
in a counting-house, he spoke a language unintelli-
gible in any other place. He had no desire of any
reputation but that of an acute prognosticator of the
changes in the funds; nor had any means of raising
merriment, but by telling how somebody was over-
reached in a bargain by his father. He was, however,
a youth of great sobriety and prudence, and fre-
quently informed us how carefully he would improve
my fortune. I ‘was not in haste to conclude the
match, but was so much awed by my parents, that I
durst not dismiss him, and might perhaps have been
" doomed for ever to the grossness of pedlary, and the
jargon of usury, had not a fraud been discovered in
the settlement, which set me free from the persecu-
tion of grovelling pride, and pecuniary impudence.

I was afterwards six months without any parti-
cular notice, but at last became the idol of the
glittering Flosculus, who prescribed the mode of
embroidery to all the fops of his time, and varied
at pleasure the cock of every hat, and the sleeve
of every coat that appeared in fashionable assem-
blies. Flosculus made some impression upon my
heart by a compliment which few ladies can hear
without emotion; he commended my skill in dress,
my judgment in suiting colours, and my art in
disposing ornaments. -But Flosculus was too much






812 THE RAMBLER. N°119.

of my reign, I sentenced two to perpetual exile,
for offering me settlements, by which the children of
a former marriage would have been injured ; four, for
representing falsely the value of théir estates; three
for concealing their debts; and one, for ralsmg the
rent of a decrepit tenant.

I have now sent you a narrative, which the ladies
may oppose to the tale of Hymenzus. I mean not
to depreciate the sex which has produced poets and
philosophers, heroes and martyrs; but will not suffer
the rising generation of beauties to be dejected by
. ‘partial satire; or to imagine that those who censured
them have not likewise their follies, and their vices.
I do not yet believe happiness unattainable in mar-
riage, though I have never yet been able to find a
man, with whom I ¢ould prudently venture an inse-
parable union. It is necessary to expose faults, that
their deformity may be seen ; but the reproach onght
not to be extended beyond the crime, nor either sex
to be contemned, because some women, or men, are
indelicate or dishonest.

I am, &c.
TRANQUILLA.
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less, he was at last terrified, and called for help upon
the sages of physick; they filled his apartments with
alexipharmicks, restoratives, and essential virtues ; the
peatls of the ocean were dissolved, the spices of
Arabia were distilled, and all the powers of nature
were employed to give new spirits to his nerves, and
new balsam to his blood. Nouradin was for some
time amused with promises, invigorated with cor-
dials, or soothed with anodynes; but the discase
preyed upon his vitals, and he soon discovered with
indignation, that health was not to be bought. He
was confined to his chamber, deserted by his physi-
cians, and rarely visited by his friends; but his un-
willingness to die flattered him long with hopes of
life.

At length, having passed the night in tedious lan-
guor, he called"to him Almamoulin, his only son,
and dismissing his attendants, “ My son,” says he,
“ behold here the weakness and fragility of man ;
look backward a few days, thy father was great and
happy, fresh as the vernal rose, and strong as the
cedar of the mountain ; the nations of Asia drank his
dews, and art and commerce delighted in his shade.
Malevolence beheld me, and sighed : His root, she
cried, is fixed in the depths; it is watered by the
fountains of Oxus; it sends out branches afar, and
bids defiance to the blast; prudence reclines against
his trunk, and prosperity dances on his top. Now,
Almamoulin, look upon me withering and pros-
trate; look upon me, and attend. I have trafficked,
I have prospered, I have rioted in gain; my house
is splendid, my servants are numerous; yct I dis-
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the finery and expences of other young men: he
therefore believed, that happiness was now in his
power, since he could pbtain all of which he had hi-
tlerto been accustomed to regret the want. He re-
solved to give a loose to his desires, to revel-in enjoy-
ment, and feel pain or uneasiness no more.

He immediately procured a splendid equipage,
dressed his servauts in rich embmdery, and covered
his horses with golden eaparisons. He showered
down silver on the populace, and suffered their accla-
mations to swell him with insolence. The nobles
saw him with anger, the wise men of the state com-
bined against him, the leadérs of armies threatened
his destruction. Almamoulin was informed of his
danger : he put on the robe of mourning .in the pre-
sence of his enemies, and appeased them with gold,
and gems, and supplication.

He then sought to strengthen himself, by an al-
liance with the princes of Tartary, and offered the
price of kingdoms for a wife of noble birth. His
suit was generally rejected, and his presents refused ;
but the princess of Astracan once condescended to
admit him to her presence. She received him sitting
on a throne, attired in the robe of royalty, and
shining with the jewels of Golconda; command
sparkled in her eyes, and dignity towered on her
forechead. Almamoulin_approached and trembled.
She saw his confusion and disdained him : How,
says she, dares the wretch hope my obedience, who
thus shrinks at my glance? Retire, and enjoy thy
riches in sordid ostentation; thou wast born to be
wealthy, but never canst be great.
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may be repaid with pleasure? What danger can he
dread, to whom every man is a friend ?”

Such were the thoughts of Almamoulin, as he
looked. down from a gallery upon the gay assembly;
regaling at his expence; but.in the midst of this so-
liloquy, an officer of justice entered the house, and in
the form of legal citation, summoned Almamoulin to
appear before the emperor. The guests stood a while
aghast, then stole imperceptibly away, and he was
led off without a single voice to witness his integrity.
He now found one of his most frequent visitants
accusing him of treason, in hopes of sharing his con-
fiscation ; yet, unpatronized and unsupported, he
cleared himself by the openness of innocence, and
the consistence of truth; he was dismissed with
honour, and his accuser perished in prison.

Almamoulin now perceived with how little reason
he had hoped for justice or fidelity from those who
live only to gratify their senses; and, being now
weary with vain experiments upon life and fruitless
researches. after felicity, he had recourse to a sage,
who, after spending his youth in travel and observa-
tion had retired from all human cares, to a small
habitation on the banks of Oxus, where he conversed
only with such as solicited his counsel. * Brother,”
said the pbilosopher, “ thou hast suffered thy rea-
son to be deluded by idle hopes, and fallacious
appearances. Having long looked with desire upon
riches, thou hadst taught thyself to think them
more valuable than nature designed them, and to
expect from them, what experience has now taught
thee, that they cannot give. That they do not
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Nuwms. 121. Tuespay, May 14, 1751.

O imitatores, servum pecus! Hor.

Away, ye xmltators, servile herd! . ELrrINSTON.

I HAVE been informed by a letter from one of the
universitics, that among the youth from whom the.
next swarm of reasoners is to learn philosophy, and
the next flight of beauties to hear elegies and son-,
nets, there are many, who, instead of endeavouring by
books and meditation to form their own opinions, con-
tent themselves with the secondary knowledge, which
a convenient bench in a coffee-house can supply ; ard
without any examination or distinction, adopt the
criticisms and remarks, which happen to drop-from
those who have risen, by merit or fortune, to reputa-
tion and authority. .

These humble retailers of knowledge my corre-
spondent stigmatises with the name of Echoes; and
seems desirous that they should be made ashamed of
lazy submission, and animated to attempts after new
discoveries, and original sentiments. .

It is very natural for young men to be vehement,
acrimonious, and severe. For, as they seldom com-
prehend at once all the consequences of .a position,
or perceive the difficulties by which cooler and
more experienced reasoners are restrained from
confidence, they. form their conclusions with great
precipitance. Seeing nothing that can darken or
embarrass the question, they expect to find their
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rude an orator could have found, and by which he
gave his enemy no opportunity of exerting the only
power in which he was superiour.

When Zneas is sent by Virgil to the shades, he
meets Dido the queen of Carthage, whom his perfidy
had hurried to the grave; he accosts her with tem-
derness and excuses; but the lady turns away like
Ajax in mute disdain. She turns away like Ajax;
but she resembles him in none of those qualities
which give either dignity or propriety to silence.
She might, without any departure from the tenour
.of her conduct, have burst out like other injured
women into clamour, reproach, and denunciation ;
but Virgil had his imagination full of Ajax, and
therefore could not prevail on himself to teach Dido
any other mode of resentment.

If Virgil could be thus seduced by imitation, there
will be little hope, that common wits should escape;
and accordingly we find, that besides the universal
and acknowledged practice of copying the ancients,
there has prevailed in every age a particular species
of fiction. At one time all truth was conveyed in
allegory ; at another, nothing was seen but in a
vision; at one period all the poets followed sheep,
and every event produced a pastoral ; at another they
busied themselves wholly in giving directions to a
painter.

It isindeed easy to conceive why any fashion should
become popular, by which idleness is favoured, and
imbecility assisted; but surely no man of genius can
much applaud himself for repeating a tale with which
the audience is already tired, and which could bring
no honour to any but its inventor.
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multiplied, as the difficulty of rhyme is increased by
long concatenations.

The imitators of Spenser are indeed not very rigid
censors of themselves, for they seem to conclude, that
when they have disfigured their lines with a few ob-
solete syllables, they have accomplished their design,
without considering that they ought not only to
admit old words, but to avoid new. The laws of
imitation are broken by every word introduced since
the time of Spenser, as the character of Hector is
violated by quoting Aristotle in the play. It would,
indeed, be difficult to exclude from a long poem all
modern phrases, though it is easy to sprinkle it with
gleanings of antiquity. Perhaps, however, the style
of Spenser might by long labour be justly copied ;
but life is surely given us for higher purposes than
to gather what our ancestors have wisely thrown
away, and to learn what is of no value, but because
it has been forgotten.
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and when we imagine ourselves almost at the end of
our labours, drive us back to new plans and different
mcasures.

There are many things which we every day see
others unable to perform, and perhaps have even our-
selves miscarried in attempting ; and yet can hardly
allow to be difficult ; nor can we forbear to wonder
afresh at every new failure, or to promise certainty of
success to our next essay; but when we try, the same
hindrances recur, the same inability is perceived, and
the vexation of disappointment must again be suffered.

Of the various kinds of speaking or writing, which
serve necessity, or promote pleasure, none appears so
artless or easy as simple narration; for what should
make him that knows the whole order and progress
of an affair unable to relate it? Yet we honrly find
such as endeavour to entertsin or instruct us by reci-
tals, clouding the facts which they intend to illus-
trate, and losing themselves and their auditors in
wilds and mases, in digression and confusion. When
we have congratulated ourselves upon a new oppor-
tunity of inquiry, and new means of information, it
often happens, that without designing either deceit
or concealment, without ignorance of the fact, or un-
willingness to. disclose it, the relator fills the ear with
empty sounds, harasses the attention with fruitlcss
impatience, and disturbs the imagination by a tu-
mult of events, without order of time, or trair of con-
sequence.

It is natural to believe, upon the same principle,
that no writer has a more easy task than the his-
torian. The philosopher has the works of omni-
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broken. There is nothing turgid in his dignity, nor
superfluous in his copiousness. His orations only,
which he feigns, like the ancient historians, to have
been pronounced on remarkable occasions, are tedious
and languid; and since they are merely the voluntary
sports of imagination, prove how much the most ju-
dicious and skilful may be mistaken in the estimate
of their own powers,

Nothing could have sunk this authar in obscurity,
but the remoteness and barbarity of the people, whose
story he relates. It seldom happens, that all cir-
cumstances concur to happiness or fame. The nation
which produced this great historian, has the grief of
seeing his genius employed upon a foreign and unin-
teresting subject ; and that writer who might have
secured perpetuity to his name, by a history of his
own country, has exposed himself to the danger of
oblivion, by recounting enterprises and revolutions,
of which none desire to be informed.
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I was now detected in trade, and therefore re-
solved to stay no longer. I hired another apartment,
and changed my servants. Here I lived very hap-
pily for three months, and, with secret satisfaction,
often overheard the family celebrating the greatness
and felicity of the esquire; though the conversation
seldom ended without some complaint of my covetous-
ness, or some remark upon my language; or my gait.
I now began to venture into the publick walks, and
to know the faces of nobles and beauties; but could
not observe, without wonder, as I passed by them,
how frequently they were talking of a tailor. I
longed, however, to be admitted to conversation, and
was somewhat weary of walking in crowds without a
companion, yet continued to come and go with the
rest, till a lady whom I endeavoured to protect in a
crowded passage, as she was about ‘to step into her
chariot, thanked me for my civility, and told me, that,
as she had often distinguished me for my modest and
respectful behaviour, whenever I set up for myself, I
might expect to see her among my first customers.

Here was an end of all my ambulatory projects.
I indeed sometimes entered the walks again, but
was always blasted by this destructive lady, whose
mischievous generosity recommended me to her
acquaintance. Being therefore forced to practise
my adscititious character upon another stage, I be-
took myself to a coffee-house frequented by wits,
among whom I learned in a short time the cant of
criticism, and talked so loudly and volubly of na-
ture, and manners, and sentiment, and diction,
and similies, and contrasts, and action, and pro.
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and of dirt in the marsh; I shivered on the brink of
a river while the sportsmen crossed it, and trembled
at the sight of a five-bar gate. - When the sport and
danger were over, I was still equally disconcerted ;
for I was effeminate, though not delicate, ‘and could
only join a feebly whispering voice in the clamours of
their triumph. _

A fall, by which my ribs were broken, soon re-
called me to domestick pleasures, and I exerted all
my art to obtain the favour of the neighbouring
ladies; but wherever I came, there was always some
unlucky conversation upon ribands, fillets, pins, or
thread, which drove all my stock of compliments out
of my memory, and overwhelmed me with shame
and dejection. .

Thus I passed the ten first ;years ‘after the death
of my brother, in which I have learned at last to
répress that ambition, which I could mever gratify;
and, instead of wasting more of my life in vain en-
deavours after accomplishments, which, if not early
acquired, no endeavours can obtain, I shall confine
my care to those higher excellencies which are im
every man's power, and though I cannot enchart
affection by elegance and ease, hope to secure esteem
by honesty and truth.

I am, &ec.
Mi150CAPELUS.
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est, and to exercise the highest understanding. That
mind will never be vacant, which is frequently re-
called by stated duties to meditations on eternal in-
terests ; nor can any hour be long, which is spent in
obtaining some new qualification for celestial happiness. .

Noums. 125. Tuespay, May 28, 1751.

Descriptas servare vices, uperumque colores,
Cur ego, si nequeo ignoroque, poéta salutor ? Hox.

But if, through weakness, or my want of art,

1 can’t to every different style impart

The proper strokes and colours it may claim,

Why am I honour'd with a poet’s name? Fraxcis.

IT is one of the maxims of the civil law, that
definitions are hazardous. Things modified by hu-
man understandings, subject to varieties of complica-
tion, and changeable as experience advances know-
ledge, or accident influences caprice, are scarcely to
be included in any standing form of expression, be-
cause they arc always suffering some alteration of
their state. Definition is, indeed, not the province of
man ; every thing is set above or below our faculties.
The works and operations of nature are too great in
their extent, or too much diffused in their relations,
and the performances of art too inconstant and uncer-
tain, to be reduced to any determinate idea. It isim-
possible to impress upon our minds an adequate and
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should be either mean or corrupt, nor always requi-
site, that the action should be trivial, nor ever, that
it should be fictitious. '

If the two kinds of dramatick poetry had been
defined only by their effects upon the mind, some
absurdities might have been prevented, with which
the compositions of our greatest poets are disgraced,
who, for want of some settled ideas and accurate dis-
tinctions, have unhappily confounded tragick with
comick sentiments. They seem to have thought,
that as the meanness of personages constituted co-
medy, their greatness was sufficient to form a tragedy;
and that nothing was necessary but that they should
crowd the scene with monarchs, and generals, and
guards; and make them talk, at certain intervals, of
the downfall of kingdoms, and the rout of armies.
They have not considered, that thoughts or incidents,
in themselves ridiculous, grow still more grotesque
by the solemnity of such characters; that reason and
nature are uniform and inflexible; and that what is
despicable and absurd, will not, by any asseciation
with splendid titles, become rational or great ; that
the most important affairs, by an intermixture of an
unseasonable levity, may be made contemptible ; and
that the robes of royalty can give no dignity to non-
sense or to folly. '

~ % Comedy,” says Horace, “ sometimes raises
her voice;” and Tragedy may likewise on proper
occasions abate her dignity; but as the comick
personages can only depart from their familiarity
of style, when the more violent passions are put
in motion, the heroes and queens of tragedy should
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A thousand instances of such impropriety might
be produced, were not .one scene in Aureng-Zebe
sufficient to exemplify it. Indamora, a captive
queen, having Aureng-Zebe for her lover, employs
Arimant, to whose charge she had been entrusted,
and whom she had made sensible of her charms, to
carry her message to his rival.

AXINANT, with a letter in Ais hand: INpAMORA.
Arim. And I the messenger to him from you ?

Your empire you to tyranny pursue:
You lay commands both cruel and unjust,
To serve my rival, and betray my trust.
Ind. You first betray'd your trust in loving me :
And should not I my own advantage see ?
Serving my love, you may my friendship gain ;
You know the rest of your pretences vain.
You must, my Arimant, you must be kind:
*Tis in your nature, and your noble mind.
Arim. I'll to the king, and straight my trust resign.
Ind. His trust you may, but you shall never mine.
Heaven made you love me for no other end,
But to become my confident and friend :
As such, I keep no secret from your sight,
And therefore make you judge how ill I write:
Read it, and tell me freely then your mind,
If tis indited, as I meant it, kind.
Anm. I ask not heav'n my _freedom to restore—[ Reading.
But only for your sake I’ll read no more.
And yet I must
Less for my own, than for your sorrow sad——[Reading.
Another line like this, would make me mad
Heav'n! she goes on——yet more——and yet more kind !

[A4s reading.

Each sentence is a dagger to my mind.
See me this night -[Reading.
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persuade his reason to approve, are surely sufficient
to awaken the most torpid risibility.

There is scarce a tragedy of the last century
which has not debased its most important incidents,
and polluted its most sericus interlocutions, with
buffoonery and meanness; but though perhaps it
cannot be pretended that the present age has added
much to the force and efficacy of the drama, it has
at least been able to escape many faults, which
cither ignorance had overlooked, or indulgence had
licensed. The later tragedies, indeed, have faults
of another kind, perhaps more destructive to delight,
though less open to cemsure. That perpetual tu-
mour of phrase with which every thought is now ex-
pressed by every personage, the paucity of adventures
which regularity admits, and the unvaried equality
of flowing dialogue, has taken away from our present
writers almost all that dominion over the passions
which was the boast of their predecessors. Yet they
may at least claim this commendation, that they
avoid gross faults, and that if they cannot often move
terrour or pity, they are always careful not -to pro-
voke laughter.
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him, that no wise man ever perished by water, or
was lost in the dark.

The next was humbly of opinion, that if Tran-
quilla had seen, like him, the cattle run roaring
about the meadows in the hot months, she would not
have thought meanly of her lover for not venturing
his safety among them. His neighbour then told us,
that for his part he was not ashamed to confess, that
he could not see a rat, though it was dead, without
palpitation; that he had been driven six times out of
his lodgings either by rats or mice ; and that he al-
ways had a bed in the closet for his servant, whom he
called up whenever the enemy was in motion. Ano-
ther wondered that any man should think himself
disgraced by a precipitate retreat from a dog; for
there was always a possibility that a dog might be
mad; and that surely, though there wasno danger
but of being bit by a fierce animal, there was more
wisdom in flight than contest. By all these declara- -
tions another was encouraged to confess, that if he
had been admitted to the honour of paying his ad-
dresses to Tranquilla, he should have been likely to
incur the same censure ; for, among all the animals
upon which nature has impressed deformity and hor-
rour, there is none whom he durst not encounter ra-
ther than a beetle.

Thus, Sir, though cowardice is universally de-
fined too close and anxious an attention to personal
safety, there will be found scarcely any fear, how-
ever excessive in its degree, or unreasonable in its
object, which will be allowed to characterise a
coward. Fear is a passion which every man feels so
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best” method of barring a window, 6r a door; and
many an hour has he spent in establishing the pre-
. ference of a bolt to a lock. He had at last, by the
daily superaddition of new expedients, contrived a
door which could never be forced; for one bar was
secured by another with such intricacy of subordina-
tion, that he was himself not always able to disengage
them in the proper method. He was happy in this
fortification, till being asked how he would escape
if he was threatened by fire, he discovered, that
+with all his care and .expence, he had only been
assisting his own destruction. He then immediately
tore off his bolts, and now leaves at night his outer
door half-locked, that he may not by his own folly
perish in the flames.

There is one species of terrour which those who
are unwilling to suffer the reproach of cowardice have
wisely dignified with the name of antipathy. A
man who talks with intrepidity of the monsters of
the wilderness while they are out of sight, will readily
confess his antipathy to a mole, a weasel, or a frog.
He has indeed no dread of harm from an insect or a
worm, but his antipathy turns him pale whenever
they approach him. He believes that a bpat will trans-
port him with as much safety as his neighbours, but
he cannot conquer his antipathy to the water. Thus
he goes on without any reproach from his own re-
flections, and every day multiplics antipathies, till
he becomes contemptible to others, and burdensome
to himself.

It is indeed certain, that impressions of dread
may sometimes be unluckily made by objects not
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T hope, Mr. Rambler, you will inform them, that
no man should be denied the privilege of silence, or
tortured to false declarations; and that though ladies
may justly claim to be exempt from rudeness, they
have no right to force unwilling civilities. To please
is a laudable and elegant ambition, and is properly
rewarded with honest praise; but to seize applause
by violence, and call out for commendation, without
knowing, or caring to know, whether it be given from
conviction, is a species of tyranny by which modesty
is oppressed, and sincerity corrupted. The tribute
of admiration, thus exacted by impudence and im-
portunity, differs from the respect paid to silent
merit, as the plunder of a pirate from the merchant’s

profit.
I am, &ec.

MisocoLAXx.

SIR,
Your great predecessor, the Spectator, endea-
voured to diffuse among his female readers a desire
of knowledge ; nor can I charge you, though you do
not seem equally attentive to the ladies, with endea-
vouring to discourage them from any laudable pur- -
suit. But however either he or you may excite our
curiosity, you have not yet informed us how it may
be gratified. The world seems to have formed an
universal conspiracy against our understandings ; our
questions are supposed not to expect answers, our ar-
guments are confuted with a jest, and we are treated
like beings who transgress the limits of our nature
whenever we aspire to seriousness or improvement.
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I inquired yesterday of a gentleman eminent for
astronomical skill, what made the day long in sum-
mer, and short in winter ; and was told that nature
protracted the days in summer, lest ladies should
want time to walk in the park; and the nights in
winter, lest they should not have hours sufficient to
spend at the card-table.

I hope you do not doubt but I heard such in-
formation with just contempt, and I desire you to
discover to this great master of ridicule, that I was
far from wanting any intelligence which he could
have given me. I asked the question with no other
intention than to set him free from the necessity of
silence, and gave him an opportunity of mingling on
equal terms with a polite assembly, from which, how-
ever uneasy, he could not then escape, by a kind in-
troduction of the only subject on which I believed
him able to speak with propriety.

I am, &e.
GENEROSA.
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Nums. 127. TuEespbay, June 4, 1751.

Capisti melivs quam desinis : ultima primis

Cedunt : dissimiles hic tir, et ille puer. Ovip.
Succeeding years thy early fame destroy;
Thou, who began'st a man, wilt end a boy.

PoLITIAN, a name eminent among the restorers
of polite literature, when he published a collection of
epigrams, prefixed to many of them the year of his
age at which they were composed. He might design
by this information, either to boast the early matu-
rity of his genius, or to conciliate indulgence to the
puerility of his performances. But whatever was his
intent, it is remarked by Scaliger, that he very little
promoted his own reputation, because he fell below
the promise which his first productions had given,
and in the latter part of his life seldom equalled the
sallies of his youth.

It is not uncommon for those who at their first
entrance into the world- were distingunished for attain-
ments or abilities, to disappoint the hopes which
they had raised, and to end in neglect and obscurity
that life which they began in celebrity and honour.
To the long catalogue of the inconveniencies of old
age, which moral and satirical writers have so copi-
ously displayed, may be often addcd the loss of fame.

The advance of the human mind towards any
object of laudable pursuit, may be compared to
the progress of a body driven by a blow. It moves
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the mind, it can scarcely be dispossessed but by such
efforts as very few are willing to exert.
It is the fate of industry to be equally endangered
_ by miscarriage and success, by confidence and despon-
dency. He that engages in a great undertaking,
with a false opinion of its facility, or too high concep-
tions of his own strength, is easily discouraged by the
first hindrance of his advances, because he had pro-
mised himself an equal and perpetual progression
without impediment or disturbance; when unex-
pected interruptions break in upon him, he is in the
state of a man surprised by a tempest, where he pur-
posed only to bask in the calm, or sport in the shallows.
It is not only common to find the difficulty of an
enterprize greater, but the profit less, than hope had
pictured it. Youth enters the world with very
bappy prejudices in her own favour.. She imagines
herself not only certain of accomplishing every
adventure, but of obtaining those rewards which
the accomplishment may deserve. She is not easily
persuaded to believe that the force of merit can be
resisted by obstinacy and avarice, or its lustre
darkened by envy and malignity. She has not yet
learned that the most evident claims to praise or
preferment may be rejected by malice against con-
viction, or by indolence without examination ; that
they may be sometimes defeated by artifices, and
sometimes overborne by clamour; that, in the
mingled numbers of mankind, many nced no other
provocation to enmity than that they find them-
selves excelled; that others have ceased their
curiosity, and consider every man who fills the
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themselves by a contrary fallacy. It was said of
Hannibal that he wanted nothing to the comple-
tion of his martial virtues, but that when he had
gained a victory he should know how to use it. -
The folly of desisting too soon from successful la-
bours, and the haste of enjoying advantages before
they are secured, are often fatal to men of impetuous
desire, to men whose consciousness of uncommon
" powers fills them with presumption, and who, hav-
ing borne opposition down before them, and.left
emulation panting behind, are early persuaded to
imagine that they have reached the heights of per-
fection, and that now, being no longer in danger
from competitors, they may pass the rest of their
days in the enjoyment of their acquisitions, in con-
templation of their own superiority, and in attention
to their own praises, and look unconcerned from
their eminence upon the toils and contentions of
meaner beings.

It is not sufficiently considered in the hour of
exultation, that all human excellence is compara-
tive; that no man performs much but in propor-
tion to what others accomplish, or to the time and
opportunitics which have been allowed him; and
that he who stops at any point of excellence is every
day sinking in estimation, because his improve-
ment grows continually more incommensurate to
his life. Yet, as no man willingly quits opinions
favourable to himself, they who have .once been
justly celebrated, imagine that they still have the
same pretensions to regard, and seldom perceive
the diminution of their character while there is



N° 127. THE RAMBLER. 303

time to recover it. Nothing then remains but mur-
murs and remorse ; for if the spendthrift’s poverty
- be embittered by the reflection that he once was
rich, how must the idler’s obscurity be clouded by
remembering that he once had lustre!

These errours all arise from an original mistake of
the true motives of action. He that never extends
his view beyond the praises or rewards of men, will be
dejected by neglect and envy, or infatuated by ho-
nours and applause. But the consideration that life
is only deposited in his hands to be employed in
obedience to a Master who will regard his endeavours,
not his success, would have preserved him from trivial
elations and discouragements, and enabled him to
proceed with constancy and checrfulness, neither ener-
vated by commendation, nor intimidated by censure.
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NumMs. 1$8. SATURDAY, June 8, 1751.

Aidv ¥ degaric
Ovx éyiver', ofr’ Aiaxidg wapd TIphai,
Obre xdp’ dvribly
Kddug Ayorral ya pav ﬂpdruv
“ONBov vxipraroy o
Tyeir. Pixp.

For not the brave, or wise, or great,
E'er yet had happiness complete :
Nor Peleus, grandson of the sky,
Nor Cadmus, scap’d the shafts of pain,
‘Though favour'd by the I'ow’rs on high,
With every bliss that man can gain.

THE writers who have undertaken the task of
reconciling mankind to their present state, and re-
lieving the discontent produced by the various dis-
tribution of terrestrial advantages, frequently remind
us that we judge too hastily of good and evil, that
we view only the superficies of life, and determine of
the whole by a very small part; and that in the con-
dition of men it frequently happens, that grief and
anxiety lie hid under the golden robes of prosperity,
and the gloom of calamity is cheered by secret radia-
tions of hope and comfort ; as in the works of nature
the bog is sometimes covered with flowers, and the
mine concealed in the barren crags.

None but those who have learned the art of sub-
jecting their senses as well as reason to hypotheti-
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which spreads distraction over half the commercial
world, assembles the trading companies in councils
and committees, and shakes the nerves of a thousand
stockjobbers, is read by the landlord and the farmer
with frigid indifference. An affdir of love, which
fills the young hreast with incessant alternations of
hope and fear, and steals away the night and day
from every other pleasure or employment, is regarded
by them whose passions time has extinguished, as an
amusement, which can properly raise neither joy nor
sorrow, and, though it may be suffered to fill the
vacuity of an idle moment, should always give way
to prudence or interest.

He that never had any other desire than to fill a
chest with money, or to add another manour to
his estate, who never grieved but at a bad mort-
gage, or entered a company but to make a bar-
gain, would be astonished to hear of beings known
among the polite and gay by the denomination
of wits. How would he gape with curiosity, or
grin with contempt, at the mention of beings who
have no wish but to speak what was never spoken
before; who, if they happen to inherit wealth,
often exhaust their patrimonies in treating those
who will hear them talk ; and if they are poor,
neglect opportunities of improving their fortunes,
for the pleasure of making others laugh? How
slowly would he believe that there are men who
would rather lose a legacy than the reputation of
a distich; who think it less disgrace to want money
than repartee; whom the vexation of having
been foiled in a contest of raillery is sometimes
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delights, without requiring from them any returns
but willingness to be pleased ?

Surely, among these favourites of nature, thus un-
acquainted with toil and danger, felicity must have
fixed her residence; they must know only the
changes of more vivid or more gentle joys ; their life
must always move either to the slow or sprightly
melody of the lyre of gladness; they can never as-
semble but to pleasure, or retire but to peace.

Such would be the thoughts of every man who
should hover at a distance round the world, and know
it only by conjecture and speculation. But experi-
ence will soon discover how easily those are disgusted
who have been made nice by plenty and tender by
indulgence. He will soon see to how many dangers
power is exposed which has no other guard than youth
and beauty, and how easily that tranquillity is mo-
lested which can only be soothed with the songs of
flattery. [t is impossible to supply wants as fast as
an idle imagination may be able to form them, or to
remove all inconveniencies by which .elegance refined
into impatience may be offended. None are so hard
to please, as those whom satiety of pleasure makes
weary of themselves; nor any so readily provoked as
those who have been always courted with an emula-
tion of civility.

‘' There are indeed some strokes which the envy
of fate aims immediately at the fair. The mistress
of Catullus wept for her sparrow many centuries
ago, and lapdogs will be sometimes sick in the
present age. The most fashionable brocade is
subject to stains; a pinuner, the pride of Brussels,
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may be torn by a careless washer; a picture may
drop from a wach; or thet triumph of a new suit
may be interrupted on the first day of its enjoyment,
and all distinctions of dress unexpectedly obliterated
by a general mourning.

Such is the state of every age, every sex, and
every condition: all have their cares, either from
nature or from folly: and whoever therefore finds
himself inclined to envy another, should remember
that he knows not the real condition which he desires
. to obtain, but is certain that by indulging a vicious
passion, he must lessen that happiness which he
thinks already too sparingly bestowed.

VOIL. 11 2B

-
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Nuwms. 129. Tuespay, June 11, 1751.

——Nunc, O nunc, Dedale, dirxit,

Materiam, qua sis ingeniosus, Aabes.
Possidet en terras, et possidet agquora Minos :

Nec tellus nostre, nec patet unda fige.
Restat iter celo : celo tentabimus ire.

Da ceniam capto, Jupiter alte, meo. Ovip.
Now, Dadalus, behold, by fate assign'd,
A task proportion’d to thy mighty mind!
Unconquer'd bars on earth and sea withstand ;
Thine, Minos, is the main, and thine the land.
The skies are open—let us try the skies :
Forgive, great Jove, the daring enterprize.

MograLisTs, like other writers, instead of casting
their eyes abroad in the living world, and endeavour-
ing to form maxims of practice and new hints of
theory, content their curiosity with that secondary
knowledge which books afford, and think themselves
entitled to reverence by a mew arrangement of an
ancient system, or new illustration of established
principles. The sage precepts of the first instructors
of the world are transmitted from age to age with
little variation, and echoed from one author to another,
not perhaps without some loss of their original force
at every repercussion.

I know not whether any other reason than this
idleness of imitation can be assigned for that uni-
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approaches nearly to the folly, if not the guilt, of
suicide; there is a ridiculous perseverance in im-
* practicable schemes, which is justly punished with
ignominy and reproach. But in the wide regions
of probability, which are the proper province of
prudence and election, there is always room to
deviate on either side of rectitude without rushing
against apparent absurdity; and according to the
inclinations of nature, or the impressions of pre-
cept, the daring and the cautious may move in dif-
ferent directions without touching upon fashness or
- cowardice.

That there is a middle path which it is every
man’s duty to find, and to keep, is unanimously con-
fessed : but it is likewise ackmowledged that this
middle path is so narrow, that it cannot easily be
discovered, and so little beaten, that there are no
certain marks by which it can be followed : the care,
therefore, of all those who conduct others has been,
that whenever they decline into obliquities, they
should tend towards the side of safety.

It can, indeed, raise no wonder that temerity
has been generally censured; for it is one of the
vices with which few can be charged, and which
therefore, great numbers are ready to condemn.
It is the vice of noble and generous minds, the
exuberance of magnanimity, and the ebullition of
genius; and is therefore not regarded with much
tenderness, because it never flatters us hy that
appearance of softness and imbecility which is com-
monly necessary to conciliate compassion. But if
the same attention had been applied to the search
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there is no longer any place for doubt and hesitation,
when diffidence is absorbed in the sense of danger,
or overwhelmed by some resistless passion. We then
soon discover, that difficulty is, for the most part, the
daughter of idleness, that the obstacles with which
our way seemed to be obstructed were only phantoms,
which we believed real, because we durst not advance
to a close examination; and we learn that it is im-
possible to determine without experience how much
constancy may endure, or perseverance perform.

But whatever pleasure may be found in the re-
view of distresses when art or courage has sur-
mounted them, few will be persuaded to wish that
they may be awakened by want, or terrour, to
the conviction of their own abilities. Kvery one
should therefore endeavour to invigorate himself by
reason and reflection, and determine to exert the
latent force that nature may have reposed in him,
before the hour of exigence comes upon him, and
compulsion shall torture him to diligence. It is
below the dignity of a reasonable being to owe
that strength to necessity which ought -always to
act at the call of choice, or to need any other mo-
tive to industry than the desire of performing his
duty.

Reflections that may drive away despair, cannot
be wanting to him who considers how much life is
now advanced beyond the state of naked, undisci-
plined, uninstructed nature. Whatever has been
effected for counvenience or elegance, while it was
yet unknown, was believed impossible ; and there-
fore would never have been attempted, had not
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some, more daring than the rest, adventured to bid
defiance to prejudice and censure. Nor is there yet
any reason to doubt that the same labour would be
rewarded with the same success. There are qualities
in the products of nature yet undiscovered, and com-
binations in the powers of art yet untried. It is the
duty of every man to endeavour that something may
be added by his industry to the hereditary aggregate
of knowledge and happiness. To add much can
indeed be the lot of few, but to add something, how-
ever little, every one may hope ; and of every honest
endeavour, it is certain, that, however unsuccessful,
it will be at last rewarded.
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NumsB. 180. SATURDAY, June 15, 1751.

Non sic prata novo vere deceatia
statis calide dispoliat vapor,
Seevit solstitio cum medius dies ;
Ut fulgor teneris qui radiat genis

Momento rapitur, nullaque non dics

Formosi spolium corporis abstulit.

Res est forma fugas. Ruis sapicns bono

Confidat fragihi? Sexeca.

Not faster in the suramer’s ray

The spring’s frail beauty fades away,

Than anguish and decay consume

The smiling virgin's rosy bloom.

Some beauty's snatch'd each day, cach hour;

For beauty is a fleeting flow’r:

Then how can wisdom e’er confide

In beauty's momentary pride? Erruninston.

TO THE RAMBLER.

SIR,

You have very lately observed that in the nume-
rous subdivisions of the world, every class and order
of mankind have joys and sorrows of their own; we
all feel hourly pain and pleasure from events which
pass unheeded before other eyes, but can scarcely
communicate our perceptions to minds pre-occupied
by different objects, any more than the delight of
well-disposed colours or barmonious sounds can be
imparted to such as want the senses of hearing or of

sight.
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her son for battle, bade him bring back his shield,
or be brought upon it. My venerable parent dis-
missed me to a field, in her opinion of equal glory,
with a command to shew that I was her daughter,
and not to return without a lover.

I went, and was received like other pleasing no-
velties with a tumult of applause. Every man who
valued himself upon the graces of his person, or the
elegance of his address, crowded about me, and wit
and splendour contended for my notice. I was de-
lightfully fatigued with incessant civilities, which
were made more pleasing by the apparent envy of
those whom my presence exposed to neglect, and re-
turned with an attendant equal in rank and wealth
to my utmost wishes, and from this time stood in the
first rank of beauty, was followed by gazers in the
Mall, celebrated in the papers of the day, imitated
by all who endeavoured to rise into fashion, and cen-
sured by those whom age or disappointment forced
to retire.

My mother, who pleased herself with the hopes
of sceing my exaltation, dressed me with all the
exuberance of finery; and when I represented to
her that a fortune might be expected proportionate to
my appearance, told me that she should scorn the rep-
tile who could inquire after the fortune of a girl like
me. She advised me to prosecute my victories, and
time would certainly bring me a captive who might
deserve the honour of being enchained for ever.

My lovers were indeed so numerous, that I had no
other care than that of determining to whom I
should scem to give the preference. But having
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if my charms had lost any of their softness, it was
more than compensated by additional dignity ; and
if the attractions of innocence were impaired, their
place was supplied by the arts of allurement. I was
therefore preparing for a new attack, without any
abatement of my confidence, when, in the midst of
my hopes and schemes, I was seized by that dreadful
malady which has so often put a sudden end to the
tyranny of beauty. 1 recovered my health after a
long confinement ; but when I looked again on that
face which had been often flushed with transport at
its own reflection, and saw all that I had learned to
value, all that I had endeavoured to improve, all that
had procured me honours or praises, irrecoverably
destroyed, I sunk at once into melancholy and
despondence. My pain was not much consoled or
alleviated by my mother, who grieved that 1 had not
lost my life together with my beauty; and declared,
that she thought a young woman divested of her
charms had nothing for which those who loved her
could desire to save her from the grave.

Having thus continued my relation to the period
from which my life took a new course, I shall con-
clude it in another letter, if, by publishing this, you
shew any regard for the correspondence of,

Sir, &e.
VicToRIA.
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No desire can be formed which riches do not as-
sist to gratify. He that places his happiness in
splendid equipage or numerous dependants, in re-
fined praise or popular acclamations, in the accumu-
lation of curiosities or the revels of luxury, in splen-
did edifices or wide plantations, must still, either by
birth or acquisition, possess riches. They may be
considered as the elemental principles of pleasure,
which may be combined with endless diversity; as
the essential and necessary substance, of which only
the form is left to be adjusted by choice.

The necessity of riches being thus apparent, it is
not wonderful that almost every mind has been em-
ployed in endeavours to acquire them; that multi-
tudes have vied in arts by which life is furnished
with accommodations, and which therefore mankind
may reasonably be expected to reward.

It had, indeed, been happy, if this predominant
appetite had operated only in concurrence with vir-
tue, by influencing none but those who were zealous
to deserve what they were eager to possess, and had
abilities to improve their own fortunes by contri-
buting to the ease or happiness of others. To have
riches and to have merit would then have been the
same, and success might reasonably have been consi-
dered as a proof of excellence.

But we do not find that any of the wishes of men
keep a stated proportion to their powers of attain-
ment. Many cnvy and desire wealth, who can
never procure it by honest industry or useful know-
ledge. They therefore turn their cyes about to exa-
mine what other methods can be found of gaining
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tion which is not disquieted either with the care of
gaining or of kecping money ; and the race of man
may be divided in a political estimate between those
who are practising fraud, and thoee who are repelling it.

If we consider the present state of the world, it
will be found, that all confidence is lost among man-
kind, that no man ventures to act, where money can
be endangered upon the faith of another. It is im-
possible to see the long scrolls in which every contract
is ineluded, with all their appendages of seals and
attestation, without wondering at the depravity of
those beings, who must be restrained from violation
of promise by such formal and publick evidences, and
precluded from cquivocation and subterfuge by such
punctilious minuteness. Among all the satires to
which folly and wickedness have given occasion, none
is equally severe with a bond or a settlement.

Of the various arts by which riches may be ob-
tained, the greater part are at the first view irrecon-
cileable with the laws of virtue ; some are openly fla-
gitious, and practised not only in neglect, but in de-
fiance of faith and justice; and the rest are on every
side so entangled with dubious tendencies, and so be-
set with perpetual temptations, that very few, cven
of those who are not yet abandoned, are able to pre-
serve their innocence, or can produce any other claim
to pardon than that they have deviated from the right
less than others, and have sooner and more diligently
endeavoured to return.

Oue of the chief characteristicks of the golden
age, of the age in which neither care nor danger
had intruded on mankind, is the commnnity of
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motives. Gold will -turn the intellectual balance,
when weighed only against reputation; but will be
light and ineffectual when the opposite scale is
charged with justice, veracity, and piety.

NumB. 132. SATURDAY, June 22, 1751.

Dociles imitandis
Turpibus ac pravis omnes sumus.

—_ Juv.

The mind of mortals, in perverscness strong,
Imbibes with dire docility the wrong.

TO THE RAMBLER.
MR. RAMBLER,

I was bred a scholar, and afier the usual course
of education, found it necessary to employ for the
support of life that learning which I had almost
exhausted my little fortune in acquiring. The
lucrative professions drew my regard with equal at-
traction; each presented ideas which excited my
curiosity, and each imposed duties which terrified
my apprehension.

There is no temper more unpropitious to interest
than desultory application and unlimited inquiry,
by which the desires are held in a perpetual equi-
poise, and the mind fluctuates between different
‘purposes without determination. I had books of
every kind round me, among which I divided my
time as caprice or accident directed. I often spent
the first hours of the day, in considering to what
study I should devote the rest, and at last snatched
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office of instructing a young nobleman in the house
of his father : I went to the seat at which the family
then happened to reside, was received with great po-
liteness, and invited to enter immediately on my
charge. The terms offered were such as I should
willingly have accepted, though my fortune had al-
lowed me greater liberty of choice : the respect with
which I was treated, flattered my vanity ; and per-
hapa the splendour of the apartments, and the lux-
ury of the table, were not wholly without their in-
fluence. I immediately complied with the proposals,
and received the young lord into my care.

Having no desire to gain more than I should
truly deserve, I very diligently prosecuted my under-
taking, and had the satisfaction of discovering in my
pupil a flexible temper, a quick apprehension, and a
retentive memory. I did not much doubt that my
care would, in time, produce a wise and useful coun-
sellor to the state, though my labours were some-
what obstructed by want of authority, and the ne-
cessity of complying with the freaks of negli-
gence, and of waiting patiently for the lucky moment
of voluntary attention. To a man whose imagina-
tion was filled with the dignity of knowledge, and
to whom a studious life had made all the common
amusements insipid and contemptible, it was not
very easy to suppress his indignation, when he saw
himself forsaken in the midst of his lecture, for an
opportunity to catch an insect, and found his instruc-
tions decbarred from access to the intellectual faculties,
by the memory of a childish frolick, or the desire of
a new plaything.
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it was now time to shew him the world; nothing was
more a brand of meanness than bashful timidity ; gay
freedom and elegant assurance were only to be gained
by mixed conversation, a frequent intercourse with
strangers, and a timely introduction to splendid
assemblies ; and she had more than once observed,
that his forwardness and complaisance began to desert
him, that he was silent when he had not something
of consequence to say, blushed whenever he happened
to find himself mistaken, and hung down his head in
the presence of the ladies, without the readiness of
reply, and activity of officiousness, remarkable in
young gentlemen that are bred in London.

Again I found resistance hopeless, and again
thought it proper to comply. We entered the
coach, and in four days were placed in the gayest
and most magnificent region of the town. My pupil,
who had for several years lived at a remote seat, was
immediately dazzled with a thousand beams of no-
velty and show. His imagination was filled with
the perpetual tumult of pleasure that passed before
him, and it was impossible to allure him from the
window, or to overpower by any charm of cloquence
the rattle of coaches, and the sounds which echoed
from the doors in the neighbourhood. In three days
his attention, which he began to regain, was dis-
turbed by a rich suit, in which he was equipped for
the reception of company, and which, having been
long accustomed to a plain dress, he could not at
first survey without ecstacy.

The arrival of the family was now formally noti-
fied; every hour of every day brought more intimate
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Nums. 133. Tuespbay, June 25, 1751.

Maugna quidem sacris que dat pracepta libellis
 Victriz fortune sapientia. Dicimus autep
Hos quoque felices, qui ferre incommoda vite, .
Nec jactare jugum vitd didicere magistrd. - Juv.

Let Stoicks cthicks’ haughty rules advance

To combat fortune, and to conquer chance:

Yet happy those, though not so learn’d are thought,
Whom life instructs, who by experience taught,
For new to come from past misfortunes look,

Nor shake the yoke, which galls the more ’tis shook.
Creecu.

TO THE RAMBLER.

SIR,

You have shewn, by the publication of my letter,
that you think the life of Victoria not wholly un-
worthy of the notice of a philosopher: I ‘shall there-
fore continuc my narrative, without any apology for
unimportance which you have dignified, or for inac-
curacies which you are to correct.

When my lifc appeared to be no longer in dan-
ger, and as much of my strength was recovered as
enabled me to bear the agitation of a coach, I was
placed at a lodging in a neighbouring village, to
which my mother dismissed me with a faint em-
brace, having repeated her command not to exposc
my face too soon to the sun or wind, and told me
that with care I might perhaps become tolerable
again. The prospect of being tolcrable had very
little power to elevate the imagination of one who
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lation; by some I have been told in express terms,
that I am not yet without my charms; others have
whispered at my entrance, This is the celebrated
beauty. One told me of a wash that would smooth
the skin ; and another offered me her chair that I
might not front the light. Some soothed me with
the observation that none can tell how soon my case
may be her own ; and some thought it proper to re-
ceive me with mournful tenderness, formal condo-
lence, and consolatory blandishments.

Thus was I every day harassed with all the strata-
gems of well-bred malignity; yet insolence was more
tolerable than solitude, and I therefore persisted to
keep my time at the doors of my acquaintance, with-
out gratifying them with any appearance of resent-
ment, or depression. I expected that their exulta-
tion would in time vapour away ; that the joy of their
superiority would end with its novelty; and that I
should be suffered to glide along in my present form
. among the nameless multitude, whom nature never
intended to excite envy or admiration, nor enabled to
delight the eye or inflame the heart.

This was naturally to be expected, and this I
began to experience. But when I was no longer
agitated by the perpetual ardour of resistance,
and effort of perseverance, I found more sensibly
the want of those entertainments which had for-
merly delighted me; the day rose upon me without
an engagement; and the evening closed in its na-
tural gloom, without summoning me to a concert
or a ball. None had any care to find amusements
for me, and I had no power of amusing myself.
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hourly impaired ; every submission to our fear en-
larges its dominion ; we not only waste that time in
which the evil we dread might have been suffered and
surmounted, but even where procrastination produces
no absolute increase of our difficulties, make them less
superable to ourselves by habitual terrors. When
evils cannot be avoided, it is wise to contract the in-
terval of expectation; to meet the mischiefs which
will overtake us if we fly ; and suffer only their real
malignity, without the conflicts of doubt, and anguish
of anticipation.

To act is far easier than to suffer; yet we every
. day see the progress of life retarded by the vis
inertie, the mere repugnance to motion, and find
multitudes repining at the want of that which no-
thing but idleness hinders them from enjoying. The
case of Tantalus, in the region of poetick punish-
ment, was somewhat to be pitied, because the fruits
that hung about him retired from his hand; but
what tenderness can be claimed by those who, though
perhaps they suffer the pains of Tantalus, will never
lift their hands for their own relief ?

There is nothing more common among this tor-
pid generation than murmurs and complaints; mur-
murs at uneasiness which only vacancy and suspi-
cion expose them to feel, and complaints of dis-
tresses which it is in their own power to remove.
Lasiness is commenly associated with timidity.
Either fear originally prohibits endeavours by in-
fusing despair of success; or the frequent failure of
irresolute struggles, and the constant desire of
avoiding labour, impress by degrees false terrors on
the mind. But fear, whether natural er acquired,
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without advancing. He who sces different ways to
the same end, will, unless he watches carefully over
his own conduct, lay out too much of his attention
upon the comparison of probabilities, and the adjust-
ment of expedients, and pause in the choice of his
road till some accident intercepts his journey. He
. whose penetration extends to remote consequences,
and who, whenever he applies his attention to any
design, discovers mew prospects of advantage, and

possibilities of improvement, will not easily be per-
" suaded that his project is ripe for execution; but
will superadd one contrivance to another, endeavour
to unite various purposcs in one operation, multiply
complications, and refine niceties, till he is entangled
in his own scheme, and bewildered in the perplexity
of various intentions. He that resolves to unite all
the beauties of situation in a new purchase, must
waste his life in roving to no purpose from province
to province. Ke that hopes in the same house to
obtain every convenience, may draw plans and study
Palladio, but will never lay a stone. He will at-
tempt a treatisc on somc important subject, and
amass materials, consult authors, and study all the
dependant and collateral parts of learning, but never
conclude himself qualified to write. He that has
abilitics to conceive perfection, will not easily be
content without it; and since perfection cannot be
reached, will lose the opportunity of doing well in
the vain hope of unattainable excellence.

The certainty that life cannot be long, and the
probability that it will be much shorter than nature
allows, eught to awaken every man to the active
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discovery of abstruse truth; and of those few some
want leisure, and some resolution. But it is not so
easy to find the reason of the universal submission to
precedent where every man might safely judge for
himself; where no irreparable loss can be hazarded,
nor any mischief of long continuance incurred. Va-
nity might be expected to operate where the more
powerful passions are not awakened ; the mere plea-
sure of acknowledging no superior might produce
slight singularities, or the hope of gaining some new
degree of happiness awaken the mind to invention or
experiment.

If in any case the shackles of prescription could
be wholly shuken off, and the imagination left to
act without controul, on what occasion should it
be expected, but in the selection of lawful pleasure?
Pleasure, of which the essence is choice; which
compulsion dissociates from every thing to which na-
ture has united it; and which owes not only its
vigour but its being to the smiles of liberty. Yet we
see that the senses, as well as the reason, are regu-
lated by credulity; and that most will feel, or say
that they feel, the gratifications which others have
taught them to expect.

At this time of universal migration, when almost
every one, considerable enough to attract regard, has
retired, or is preparing with all the earnestness of
distress to retire, into the country; when nothing is
to be heard but the hopes of speedy departure, or
the complaints of involuntary delay; I have often
been tempted to inquirc what happiness is to be
guined, or what inconvenience to be avoided, by
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fly to that ease and convehience which their condi-
tion allowed them to find only in the country. The
statesman who devoted the greater part of his time
to the publick, was desirous of keeping the remainder
in his own power. The general, ruffled with dan-
gers, wearied with labours, and stunned with accla-
mations, gladly snatched an interval of silencc and
relaxation. The naturalist was unhappy where the
works of Providence were not always before him.
The reasoner could adjust his systems only where his
mind was free from the intrusion of outward objects.

Such examples of solitude very few of those who
are now hastening from the town, have any preten-
sions to plead in their own justification, since they
cannot pretend either weariness of labour, or desire
of knowledge. 'They purpose nothing more than
to quit one scene of idleness for another, and after
having trifled in publick, to sleep in secrecy. The
utmost that they can hope to gain is the change of
ridiculousness to obscurity, and the privilege of
having fewer witnesses to a life of folly. He who
is not sufficiently important to be disturbed in his
pursuits, but spends all his hours according to his
own inclination, and has more hours than his mental
faculties enable him to fill either with enjoyment or
desires, can have nothing to demand of shades and
valleys. As bravery is said to be a panoply, insigni-
ficanoy is always a shelter.

There are, however, plcasures and advantages in
a rural situation, which are not confined to philoso-
phers and heroes. The freshness of the air, the
verdure of the woods, the paint of the meadows
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they deal cards at night, they attend to the same
tattle, and dance vyith the same partners; nor can
they at their return to their former habitation con-
gratulate themselves on any other advantage, than
that they have passed their time like others of the
same rank ; and have the same right to talk of the
happiness and beauty of the country, of happiness
which they never felt, and beauty which they never
regarded. i

To be able to procure its own entertainments, and
to subsist upon its own stock, is not the prerogative
of every mind. There are indeed understandings so
fertile and comprehensive, that they can always feed
reflection with new supplies, and suffer nothing from
the preclusion of adventitious amusements; as some
cities have within their own walls enclosed ground
enough to feed their inhabitants in a siege. But
others live only from day to day, and must be con-
stantly cnabled, by foreign supplies, to keep out the
encroachments of languor a::1 stupidity. Such could
not indecd be blamed for hovering within reach of
their usual pleasure, more than any other animal for
not quitting its native element, were not their facul-
ties contracted by their own fault. But let not those
who go into the country, merely because they dare
not be left alone at home, boast their love of nature,
or their qualificatious for solitude ; nor pretend that
they receive instantaneous infusions of wisdom from
the Dryads, and are able, when they leave smoke and
noise behind, to act, or think, or reason for them-
sclves.
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tice, is to destroy the distinction of good and evil.
Many have no other test of actions than general opi-
nion ; and all are so far influenced by a sense of repu-
tation, that they are often restrained by fear of re-
proach, and excited by hope of honour, when other
principles have lost their power; nor can any species
of prostitution promote general depravity more than
that which destroys the force of praise, by shewing
that it may be acquired without deserving it, and
which, by setting free the active and ambitious from
the dread of infamy, lcts loose the rapacity of power,
and weakens the only authority by which greatness
is controlled.

Praise, like gold and diamonds, owes its value
ouly to its scarcity. It becomes cheap as it becomes
vulgar, and will no longer raise cxpectation, or ani-
matc enterprize. It is therefore not only necessary,
that wickedness, even when it is not safe to censure
it, be denied applause, but that goodness be com-
mended only in proportion to its degree; and that
the garlands, due to the great benefactors of man-
kind, be not suffered to fade upon the brow of him
who can boast only petty services and easy virtues.

Had these maxims been universally received, how
much would have been added to the task of dedica-
tion, the work on which all the power of modern
wit has been exhausted. How few of these initial
panegyricks had appeared, if the author had been
obliged first to find a man of virtue, then to distin-
guish the distinct species and degree of his desert,
and at last to pay him only the honours which he
might justly claim. It is much easier to learn the

.
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is oppressed by miseries which he hopes to relieve,
or inflamed by ambition which he expects to gratify.
But the patron has no incitements equally violent ;
he can receive only a short gratification, with which
nothing but stupidity could dispose him to be pleased.
The real satisfaction which praise can afford is by
repeating aloud the whispers of conscience, and by
‘shewing us that we have not endeavoured to deserve
well in vain. Every other encomium is, to an intel-
ligent mind, satire and reproach ; the celebration of
those virtues which we feel ourselves to want, can
only impress a quicker sense of our own defects, and
shew that we have not yet satisfied the expectations of
the world, by forcing us to observe how much fiction
must contribute to the completion of our character.
Yet sometimes the patron may claim indulgence;
for it does not always happen, that the encomiast
has been much encouraged to his attempt. Many
a hapless author, when his book, and perhaps his
dedication, was ready for the press, has waited long
before any one would pay the price of prostitution,
or consent to hear the praises destined to insure his
name against the casualties of time; and many a
complaint has been vented against the decline of
learning, and neglect of genius, when either parsi-
monious prudence has declined expence,.or honest
indignation rejected falsehood. But if at last, after
long inquiry and innumerable disappointments, he
find a lord willing to hear of his own eloquence
and taste, a statesman desirous of knowing how a
friendly historian will represent his conduct, or a
lady delighted to leave to the world some memorial
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writer who pours out his praises only to propitiate
power, or attract the attention of greatness, be cau-
tious lest his desire betray him to cxuberant eulogies.
We are naturally more apt to please ourselves with
the future than the past, and while we luxuriate in
expectation, may be easily persuaded to purchase
what we yet rate, only by imagination, at a higher
price than experience will warrant.

But no private views of personal regard can dis-
charge any man from his general obligations to virtue
and to truth. Tt may happen in the various combi-
nations of life, that a good man may receive favours
from one, who, notwithstanding his accidental bene-
ficence, cannot be justly proposed to the imitation of
others, and whom therefore he must find some other
way of rewarding than by public celcbrations. . Self-
love has indeed thany powers of scducement; but it
surely ought not to cxalt any individual to equality
with the collective body of mankind, or persuade him
that a benefit conferrcd on him is equivalent to every
other virtue. Yet many, upon false principles of
gratitude, have ventured to extol wretches, whom all
but their dependents numbered among the reproaches
of the species, and whom they would likewise have
beheld with the same scorn, bad they not been hired
to dishonest approbation.

T'o encourage merit with praise is the great busi-
ness of literature; but praise must lose its influence,
by unjust or negligent distribution ; and he that im-
pairs its value may be charged with misapplication
of the power that genius puts into his hands, and
with squandering on guilt the recompence of virtue.
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rational contemplation to more pertinacious study,
or more active faculties.

Among the productions of mechanick art, many
are of a form so different from that of their first
materials, and many consist of parts so numcrous
and so nicely adapted to each other, that it is not
possible to view them without amazement. But
when we enter the shops of artificers, observe the
various tools by which every operation is facilitated,
and trace the progress of a manufacture through the
different hands, that, in succession to each other,
contribute to its perfection, we soon discover that
every single man has an easy task, and that the ex-
tremes, however remote, of natural rudeness and ar-
tificial elegance, are joined by a regular concatena-
tion of effects, of which every one is introduced by
that which precedes it, and equally introduces that
which is to follow.

The same is the state of intellectual and manual
performances. Long calculations or complex dia-
grams affright the timorous and unexperienced from
a second view ; but if we have skill sufficient to ana-
lyze them into simple principles, it will be discovered
that our fear was groundless. Divide and conquer,
is a principle cqually just in science as in policy.
Complication is a species of confederacy, which, while
it continues united, bids defiance to the most active
and vigorous intellect ; but of which every member
is separately weak, and which may therefore be
quickly subdued, if it can once be broken.

The chief art of learning, as Locke has obscrved,
is to attempt but little at a time. The widest ex-
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the fluctuations of uncertainty, and the conflicts of
contradiction. But when nothing more is required,
than to pursue a path already beaten, and to trample
obstacles which others have demolished, why should
any man so much distrust his own intellect as to
imagine himself unequal to the attempt ?

It were to he wished that they who devote their
lives to study. would at once believe nothing too great
for their attainment, and consider nothing as too little
for their regard; that they would extend their notice
alike to science and to life, and unite some knowledge
of the present world to their acquaintance with past
ages and remote events.

Nothing has so much exposed. men of learning to
contempt and ridicule, as their ignorance of things
which are known to all but themselves. Those who
have been taught to consider the institutions of the
schools, as giving the last perfection to human abili-
ties, are surprised to see men wrinkled with study,
yet wanting to be instructed in the minute circum-
stances of propriety, or the necessary forms of daily
transaction; and quickly shake off their reverence for
modes of education, which they find to produce mo
ability above the rest of mankind.

“ Books,” says Bacon, “ can never teach the use of
books.” The student must learn by commerce with
mankind to reduce his speculations to practice, and
accommodate his knowledge to the purposes of life.

It is too common for those who have been bred
to scholastick professions, and passed much of their
time in academies where nothing but learning con-
fers honours, to disregard every other qualification,
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or to extinguish the desire of fond endearments, and
tender officiousness; and therefore, no one should
think it unnccessary to learn those arts by which
friendship may be gained. Kindness is preserved by
a constant reciprocation of benefits or interchange of
pleasures; but such benefits only can be bestowed, as
others are capable to receive, and such pleasures only
imparted, as others are qualified to enjoy.

By this descent from the pinnacles of art mo
henour will be lost; for the condescensions of
learning are always overpaid by gratitude. An ele-
vated genius employed in little things, appears, to
use the simile of Longinus, like the sun in his even-
ing declination: he remits his splendour but retains

his magnitude, and pleases more though he dax-
zles less.
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chiefly to be found. In cities, and yet more in
courts, the minute discriminations which distinguish
one from another are for the most part effaced, the
peculiarities of temper and opinion are gradually
worn away by promiscuous converse, as angular bo-
dies and uneven surfaces lose their points and aspe-
rities by frequent attrition against one another, and
approach by degrees to uniform rotundity. ‘The pre-
valence of fashion, the influence of example, the de-
sire of applause, and the dread of censure, obstruct
the natural tendencies of the mind, and check the
fancy in its first efforts to break forth into experi-
ments of caprice.

Few inclinations are so strong as to grow up into
habits, when they must struggle with_the constant
opposition of settled forms and established customs.
But in the country every man is a separate and inde-
pendent being: solitude flatters irregularity with
hopes of secrecy; and wealth, removed from the
mortification of comparison, and the awe of equality,
swells into contemptuous confidence, and sets blame
and laughter at defiance; the impulses of nature act
unrestrained, and the disposition dares to shew
itself in its true form, without any disguise of hy-
pocrisy, or decorations of elegance. KEvery one in-
dulges the full enjoyment of his own choice, and
talks and lives with no other view than to please
himself, without inquiring how far he deviates from
the general practice, or considering others as enti-
tled to any account of his sentiments or actions. If
he builds or demolishes, opens or encloses, de-
luges or drains, it is not his care what may be the
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at the manor-house in the government of her chil-
dren, and the management of the estate.

Mrs. Busy was married at eighteen from a board-
ing-school, where she had passed her time like other
young ladies, in needle-work, with a few intervals of
dancing and reading. When she became a bride she
spent one winter with her husband in town, where,
having no idea of any conversation beyond the for-
malities of a visit, she found nothing to engage her
passions: and when she had been one night at court,
and two at an opera, and seen the Monument, the
Tombs, and the Tower, she concluded that London
had nothing more to shew, and wondered that when

~women had once seen the world, they could not be
content to stay at home. She therefore went will-
ingly to the ancient seat, and for some years studied
housewifery under Mr. Busy’s mother, with so much
assiduity, that the old lady, when she died, be-
qucathed her a caudle-cup, a soup-dish, two beakers,
and a chest of table-linen, spun by herself.

Mr. Busy, finding the economical qualities of his
lady, resigned his affairs wholly into her hands, and
devoted his life to his pointers and his hounds. He
never visited his estates but to destroy the par-
tridges or foxes; and often committed such devasta-
tions in the rage of pleasure, that some of his tenants

. refused to hold their lands at the usual rent. Their
landlady persuaded them to be satisfied, and en-
treated her husband to dismiss his dogs, with many
exact calculations of the ale drunk by his compa-
nions, and corn consumed by the horses, and remon-
strances against the insolence of the huntsman, and
the frauds of the groom. The huntsman was too ne-
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sheep at noon, counts the lambs, and observes the
fences, and, where she finds a gap, stops it with a
bush till it can be better mended. In harvest she rides
a-field in the waggon, and is very liberal of her ale
from a wooden bottle. At her leisure hours she looks
goose eggs, airs the wool-room, and turns the cheese.

When respect or curiosity brings visitants to her
house, she entertains them with prognosticks of a
scarcity of wheat, or a rot among the sheep, and al-
ways thinks herself privileged to dismiss them, when
she is to see the hogs fed, or to count her poultry on
the roost.

The only things neglected about her are her chil-
dren, whom she has taught nothing but the lowest
household duties. In my last visit I met Miss Busy
carrying grains to a sick cow, and was entertained
with the accomplishments of her eldest son, a youth
of such early maturity, that though he is only six-
teen, she can trust him to sell corn in the market.
Her younger daughter, who is eminent for her beauty,
though somewhat tanned in making hay, was busy
in pouring out ale to the ploughmen, that every one
might have an equal share.

. I could not but look with pity on this young fa-
mily, doomed by the absurd prudence of their mother
to ignorance and meanness: but when I recommended
a more elegant education, was answered, that she
never saw bookish or finical people grow rich, and
that she was good for nothing herself till she had
forgotten the nicety of the boarding-school.

I am, Yours, &ec.
BucoLus.
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This precept is to be understood in its rigour only
with respect to great and essential events, and cannot
be extended in the same force to minuter circam-
stances and arbitrary decorations, which yet are more
happy. as they contribute more to the main design;
for &t is always a proof of extemsive thought and
accurate circumspection, to promote various purposes
by the same act ; and the idea of an ornament ad-
mits use, though it seems to exclude necessity.

Whoever purposes, as it is expressed by Milton,
to build the lofty rhyme, must acquaint himself with
this law of poetical architecture, and take care that
his edifice be solid as well as beautiful ; that nothing
stand single or independent, so as that it may be
taken away without injuring the rest; but that, from
the foundation to the pinnacles, one part rest firm
upon another.

This regular and consequential distribution is
among common authors frequently neglected; but
the failures of those, whose example can have no
influence, may be safely overlooked, nor is it of much
use to recal obscure and unregarded names to me-
mory for the sake of sporting with their infamy.
But if there is any writer whose genius can embellish
impropriety, and whose authority can make error
venerable, his works are the proper objects of critical
inquisition. To expunge faults where there are no
excellencies, is a task equally useless with that of
the chemist, who employs the arts of separation and
refinement upon ore in which no precious metal is
contained to reward his operations.
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‘Who this high gift of strength, committed to me,
In what part lodg'd, how casily bereft me,
Under the seat of silence could not keep ;

But weakly to a8 woman must reveal it.

His soliloquy is interrupted by a chorus or company
of men of his own tribe, who condole his miseries,
extenuate his fault, and conclude with a solemn vin-
dication of divine justice. So that at the conclusion
of the first act there is no design laid, no discovery
made, nor any disposition formed towards the subse-
quent event.

In the second act, Manoah, the father of Samson,
comes to seck his son, and, being shewn him by the
chorus, breaks out into lamentations of his misery,
and comparisons of his present with his former state,
representing to him the ignominy which his religion
suffers, by the festival this day celebrated in honour
of Dagon, to whom the idolaters ascribed his over-
throw.

Thou bear’st .

Enough, and more, the burthen of that fault;
Bitterly hast thou paid and still art paying

That rigid score. A worse thing yet remains,
This day the Philistines a pop’lar feast

Here celcbrate in Gaza ; and proclaim

Great pomp and sacrifice, and praises loud

To Dagon as their God, who hath deliver'd

Thee, Samson, bound and blind into their hands,
Them out of thine, who slew’st them many a slain.

Samson, touched with this reproach, makes a re-
ply equally penitential and pious, which his father
considers as the effusion of prophetick confidence :
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Haraph. Much I have heard
Of thy prodigious might, and feats perform'd
Incredible to me; in this displeas’d
That I was never present in the place
Of those encounters, where we might have tried
Each other's force in camp or listed fields:

And now am come to see of whom such noise
Hath walk'd about, and each limb to survey,
If thy appearance answer loud report.

Samson challenges him to the combat ; and, after
an interchange of reproaches, elevated by repeated
defiance on one side, and imbittered by contemptuous
insults on the other, Harapha retires ; we then hear
it determined by Samson, and the chorus, that no

consequence good or bad will proceed from their in-
terview :

Chorus. He will dircctly to the lords,I fe ar,
And with malicious counsel stir them up
Some way or othier farther to afflict thee.

Sams. He must allege some cause, and offer'd fight
Will not dare mention, lest a question rise,

Whether he durst accept the offer or not ;
And that he durst not, plain enough appear'd.

At last, in the fifth act, appears a messenger
from the lords assembled at the festival of Dagon,
with a summons by which Samson is required to
come and entertain them with some proof of his
strength. Samson, after a short expostulation, dis-
misses him with a firm and resolute refusal; but,
during the absence of the messenger, having a while
defended the propriety of his conduct, he at last
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This is undoubtedly a just and regular cata-
strophe, and the poem, therefore, has a beginning
and an end which Aristotle himself could not bave
disapproved ; but it must be allowed to want a
middle, since nothing passes between the first act
and the last, that either hastens or delays the death
of Samson. The whole drama, if its superfluities
were cut off, would scarcely fill a single act; yet this
is the tragedy which ignorance has admired, and bi-
gotry applauded.

NumB. 140. SATURDAY, July 20, 1751.

Quis tam Lucili fautor incpte est,
Ut non hoc futeatur, Hon.

What doating bigot, to his faults so blind,
As not to grant me this, can Milton find ?

IT is common, says Bacon, to desire the end with-
out enduring the means. Every member of society
feels and acknowledges the necessity of detecting
crimes, yet scarce any degree of virtue or reputation
is able to secure an informer from publick hatred.
The learned world has always admitted the useful-
ness of critical disquisitions, yet he that attempts to
show, however modestly, the failures of a celebrated
writer, shall surely irritate his admirers, and incur
the imputation of envy, captiousness, and maligaity.

With this danger full in my view, I shall proceed
to examine the sentiments of Miltons tragedy,
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He has taught Samson the tales of Circe, and the
Syrens, at which he apparently hints in his oolloquy
with Delilah:

———1I know thy trains,
Tho' dearly to my cost, thy gins and toils ;
Thy fair enchanted cup, and warbling charms,

No more on me have pow’r.

But the grossest error of this kind is the solemn
introduction of the Pheenix in the last scene; which
is faulty, not only as it is incongruous to the per-
sonage to whom it is ascribed, but as it is so evi-
dently contrary to reason and nature, that it ought
never to be mentioned but as a fable in any serious
poem :

Virtue giv'n for lost,
Deprest, and overthrown, as seem’d
Like that self-begotten bird

In the Arabian woods embost

That no second knows, nor third,

And lay ere while a holocaust;

From out her ashy womb now teem'd,
Revives, reflourishes, then vigorous most
When most unactive deem’d.

Aud tho’ her body die, her fame survives,
A secular bird, ages of lives.

Another species of impropricty is the unsuitable-
ness of thoughts to the gencral character of the
poem. The seriousness and solemnity of tragedy
necessarily reject all pointed or epigrammatical ex-
pressions, all remote conceits and opposition of
ideas. Samson’s complaint is therefore too elaborate
to be natural :
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And yet more despicable are the lines in which
Manoah’s paternal kindness is commended by the
chorus : .

Fathers are wont to lay up for their sons,
Thou for thy son are bent to lay out all ;——
Samson’s complaint of the inconveniencies of impri-
sonment is not wholly without verbal quaintness :

I, a prisoner chain’d, scarce freely draw
The air, imprison'd also, close and damp.

From the sentiments we may properly descend to
the consideration of the language, which, in imitation
of the ancients, is through the whole dialogue remark-
ably simple and unadorned, scldom heightened by
cpithets, or varied by figures; yet sometimes meta-
phors find admission, even where their consistency is
not accurately preserved. Thus Samson confouunds
loquacity with a shipwreck :

How could T once look up, or heave the head,
Who, like a foolish pilot, have shipwreck'd
My vessel trusted to me from above,
Gloriously rigg'd ; and for a word, a tear,
Fool, have divulg'd the secret gif? of God

To a deceitful woman !——

And the chorus talks of adding fuel to flame in a
rcport :

He’s gone, and who knows how he may report
Thy words, by adding fucl to the flame?

The versification is in the dialogue much more
smooth and harmonious, than in the parts allotted
to the chorus, which are often so harsh and disso-

-
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These are thy wonted arts,
And arts of every woman false like thee,
To break all faith, all vows, deceive, betray,
Then as repentant to submit, beseech,
And reconcilement move with feign'd remorse,
Confess and promise wonders in her change;
Not truly penitent, but chief to try

Her husband, how far urg'd his patience bears,

His virtue or weakness which way to assail :

Then with more cautious and instructed skill

Again transgresses, and again submits.

When Samson has refused to make himself a
spectacle at the feast of Dagon, he first justifies his
behaviour to the chorus, who charge him with having
scrved the Philistines, by a very just distinction: and
then destroys the common excusc of cowardice and
servility, which always confound temptation with

compulsion :

Chor. Yet with thy strength thou serv'st the Philistines.
Sams. Not in their idol worship, but by labour
Honest and lawful to deserve my food
Of those who have me in their civil power.
Chor. Where the heart joins not, outward acts defile not.
Sams. Where outward force constrains, the sentence
holds ;
But who constrains me to the temple of Dagon,
Not dragging? The Philistine lords command.
Commands are no constraints. If I obey them,
I do it freely, ventring to displease
God for the fear of man, and man prefer,
Set God behind.

The complaint of blindness which Samson pours
out at the beginning of the tragedy is equally ad-



N° 140. THE RAMBLER. 443

dressed to the passions and the fancy. The enume-
ration of his miseries is succeeded by a very pleasing
train of poetical images, and concluded by such ex-
postulations and wishes, as reason too often submits
to learn from despair:

O first created beam, and thou great word
Let there be light, and light was over all ;
Why am I thus bereav'd thy prime decree ?
The sun to me is dark,

And silent as the moon,

When she deserts the night,

Hid in her vacant interlunar cave.

Since light so necessary is to life,

And almost life itself; if it be true,

That light is in the soul,

She all in ev'ry part; why was the sight
To such a tender ball as th’ eye confin'd,
So obvious and so easy to be quench'd,
And not, as feeling, thro'all pnrts’diﬂ'us’d,
"That she may look at will thro’ every pore ?

Such are the faults and such the beauties of
Samson Agonistes, which T have shown with no
other purpose tban to promote the knowledge of
true criticism. The everlasting verdure of Milton’s
laurels has nothing to fear from the blasts of malig-
nity ; nor can my attempt produce any other effect,
than to strengthen their shoots by lopping their
luxuriance.

END OF THFE THIRD VOLUME.
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