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came into the Bufinefs ofthe World, he has been arrefted
twice or thrice a Year for Debts he had nothing to do
with, but as Surety for others; and | remember wlien a
Friend of his had fulfered in the Vice of the Town, all
the Phyfick his Friend took was conveyed to him by
Jack, and infcribed, * A Bolus or an Ele£luary for Mr.
* flruepenny. ' Jack had a good Ellate left him, which
came to nothing; becaufe he believed all who pretended
to Demands upon it. This Eafinefs and Credulity de-
firoy all the other Merit he has; and he has all his Life
been a Sacrifice to others, without ever receiving Thanks,
or doing one good Aftion.

I will end this Difcourfe with a Speech which | heard *
Jack make to one of his Creditors, (of whom he deferved
gentler Ulage) after lying a whole Night in Cullody .
at his Suit. L

1T Clot

SIR, V  othi
u r ingratitude for the many KindnejlTes | have

done you, lhall not make me unthankful for the

* Good you have done me, in letting me fee there is fuch
‘ a Man as you in the World. | am obliged to you for the
' Diffidence I lhall have all the reft of my Life: /fl>all
‘ hereafter trujl no Man fo far as to be in his Debt. R

N° 83. Tuefdajy June 5.
«Jnimum piftura pafcit inani. Virg.

Divcrfions without Doors, | frequently make a

little Party with two or three feleft Friends, to

vifit any thing curious that may be feen under Covert,
My principal Entertainments of this Nature are Pictures,
infomuch that when | have found the Weather fet in to
be very bad, | have taken a whole Day’s Journey to fee
a Gallery that is fiirnilhed by the Hands of great Ma-
tters. By this means, when the Heavens are filled with
Clouds,

W H E N the Weather hinders me from taking my
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Clouds, when the Earth fwims in Rain, and all Nature
wears a lowring Countenance, | withdraw my felf from
thefe uncomfortable Scenes into the vifionary Worlds
of Art; where | meet with Ilhining Landskips, gilded
Triumphs, beautiful Faces, and all thofe other Objedb
that fill the Mind with gay Ideas and difperfe that Gloo-
minefs which is.apt to hang upon it in thofe dark difcon-
folate Seafons.

I was fome Weeks ago in a Courfe of thefe Diver-
fions; which had taken fuch an entire Pofleffion of my
Imagination, that they formed in it a fhort Morning’s
Dream, which I Ihall communicate to my Reader, rather
as the firft Sketch and Outlines of a Vifion, than asa
finifhed Piece.

I dreamt that | was admitted into a long fpacious Gal-
lery, which had one Side covered with Pieces of all
the fiimous Painters who are now living, and the
other with the Works of the greatell Mailers that are
dead.

O N the fide of the Lining, | faw feveral Perfons
bufy in Drawing, Colouring, and Defigning; on the
Side of the Dead Painters, | could not difcover more than
one Perfon at Work, who was exceeding flow in his
Motions, and wonderfully nice in his Touches.

I was refolved to examine the feveral Artills that flood
before me, and accordingly applied my felf to the Side
of the Liwng. The firft | obferved at Work in this Part
of the Gallery was V anity, with his Hair tied be-
hind him in a Ribbon, and dreffed like a Frenchman.
All the Faces he drew were very remarkable for their
Smiles, and a certain fmirking Air which he bellowed
indiiFerently on every Age and Degree of either Sex,
The Toujours Gat appeared even in his Judges, Bifhops,
and Privy-Counfellors: In a word all his Men were-
Petits Maitres, and all his Women Coquettes. The Dra-
pery of his Figures was extremely well-fuited to his
Faces, and was made up of all the glaring Colours that
could be mixt together; every Part of the Drefs was
in a Flutter, and endeavoured to diftinguifh it felfabove
the reft.

O N the left Hand of V an ity flood a laborious
Workman,, who | found was his humble Admirer, and

copied
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copied after him. He was dreffed like a and
had a very hard Name that founded fomething like St u-
PIDITY.

THE third Artift that | looked over was Fan-
T ASQUE, dreffed like a yenet”™n Scaramouch. He h»
an excellent Hand at a Chimera” and dealt very much in
Diftortions and Grimaces. He would fometimes affright
himfelf with the Phantoms that flowed from his Pencil.
In lhort the moft elaborate of his Pieces was at belt but
a terrifying Dream; and one could fay nothing more of
his fineft Figures, than that they were agree”le Mon-
fters. . '

THE fourth Perfon | examined, was very remarka-
ble for his hafty Hand, which left his Piftures fo unfinifli-
ed, that the Beauty in the PiAure (which was defigned
to continue as a Monumentof it to Pofterity) faded fooner
than in the Perfon after whom it was drawn. He made
fo much Hafte to difpatch his Bufinefs, that he neither
gave himfelf time to clean his Pencils, nor mix his Co-
lours. The Name of this expeditious Workman was
Avarice.

N O T far from this Artift | faw another of a quite,
different Nature, who was dreffed in the Habit of a
Dutchman, and known by the Name of Industry.,
His Figures were wonderfully laboured : If he drew the
Portraiture of a Man, he did not omit a Angle Hair in.
his Face; if the Figure ofa Ship, there was not a Rope
among the Tackle that efcaped him. He had likewife
hung a great Part of the Wall with Night-Pieces, that
feenied to flrow themfelves by the Candies which were
lighted up in feveral Parts of them; and were fo in-
flamed by the Sun-lhine which accidentally fell upon
them, that at firft Sight | could fcarce forbear crying
out, Fire.

THE five foregoing Artifts were the moft confide-
rable on this fide the Gallery ; there were indeed feve-
ral others whom | had not 'I'ime to look into. One of
them, however, | could not forbear obferving, who was
very bufy in retouching the fineft Pieces, though he pro-
duced no Originals of his own. His Pencil aggravated
every Feature that was before over-charged, loaded every
Defcft, and poifoned every Colour it touched. Though

this

vey
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this Workman did fo much Mifchief on the Side of the
Living, he never turned his Eye towards that of the
Dead. His Name was Envy.

HAVING takena curfory View of one Side of the
Gallery, | turned my felfto that which was filled by the
Works of thofe great Mafters that were dead; when im-
mediately | fanhed my lelf Handing before a Multitude
of Speftators, and thouiands of Eyes looking upon me at
once; for all before me appeared fo like Men and Wo-
men, that | almoll forgot they were Piftures. RaphaePs
Figures flood in one Row, Titian's inanother, Guido Rhe-
iiPs in a third. One Part of the Wall was peopled by
Hannibal Carrache, another by Correggio, and another by
Rubens. To be fhort, there was nota great Mailer among
the Dead who had not contributed to the Embellifhment
of this Side of the Gallery. The Perfons that owed their
Being to thefe feveral Mailers, appeared all of them to be
real and alive, and differed among one another only in the
Variety of their Shapes, Complexions, and Clothes ; fo
that they looked like different Nations ofthe fame Species.

OB6ERV IN G an old Man (who was the fame Per-
fon | before mentioned, as tiie only Artill that was at
work on this Side 0™ the Galiery) creeping up and down
from one PiiSlure to another, and retouching all the fine
Pieces that Hood before me, | could not but be very at-
tentive to all his Motions. | found his Pencil was fo ve-
ry light, that it worked imperceptibly, and after a thou-
fand Touches, fcarce produced any vifible Effeft in the
Pidlure on which he was employed. However, as he
bufied himfelfinceffantly, and repeated Touch after Touch
without Rell or Intermiflion, he wore off infenfiby
every little difagreeable Glofs that hung upon a Figure.
He alfo added fuch a beautiful Brown to the Shades, and
Mellownefs to the Colours, that he made every Pifture
appear more perfect than when it came frefh from the
Mailer’s Pencil. 1 could not forbear looking upon the
Face of this ancient Workman, and immediately, by
the long Lock of Hair upon his Forehead, difcovered him
tobe TIM E.

WHETHER it were becaufe theThread of my Dream
was at an End | cannot tell, but upon my taking a Sur-
vey of this imaginary old Man, my Sleep left me. C

Wednefda;/,.





