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146.  Friday, Aliguji ij.
1”emo Vir MagnusJine aliquo Ajiatu diniino unquamfuit.

E know thehigheft Pleafure our Minds are ca-

W pable of enjoying with Compofure, when we
read fublime Thoughts communicated to us by

Men of great Genius and Eloquence. Such is the Enter-
tainment we meet with in the philofophick Parts of Ci-
cero% Writings. Truth and good Senfe have there fo
charming a Drefs, that they could hardly be more agree-
ably reprefented with the Addition of poetical FifUon and
the Power of Numbers. This ancient Author, and a mo-
dern one, have fallen into my Hands within thefe few
Days; and the Impreffions they have left upon me, have
at the prefent quite fpoiled me for a merry Fellow. The
Modern is that admirable Writer the Author of the Theo-
ry of the Earth. The Subjedls with which | have lately
been entertained in them both bear a near Affinity ; they
are upon Inquiries into Hereafter, and the Thoughts of
the latter feem to me to be railed above thofe of the for-
mer in proportion to his Advantages of Scripture and
Revelation. 1f 1 had a mind to it, | could not at pve-
fent talk of any thing elfe ; therefore I fliall tranflate a
Paflage in the one, and tranferibe a Paragraph out of the
ether, for the Speculation of this Day. Cicero tells us,
that Plato reports Socrates upon receiving his Sentence,
to have fpoken to his Judges in the following Manner. «
< | have great Hopes, oh my Judges, that it isinfinite-
ly to my Advantage that | am fent to Death : For it
muft of Neceffity be, that one of thefe two things mull;
be the Confequence. Death muft take away all thefe
Senfes, or convey me to another Life. Ifall Senfe is to
be taken away, and Death is no more than that pro-
found Sleep without Dreams, in which we are fome-
times buried, oh Heavens ! how defirable is it to die ?
how many Days do wc know in Life preferable to
5 ' fuch
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fuch a State ?But if it be true that Death is butaPaflage
to Places which they who lived before us do now inha-
bit, how much ftill happier is it to go from thofe who
call themfelves Judges, to appear before thofe that
really are fuch ; before Minos, Madamanthus, “acus
and Triptolemus, and to meet Men who have lived with
Jullice and Truth ? Is this, do you think, no™“happy
Journey ? Do you think it nothing to fpeak with Or-
pbeus, Mufaus, Homer znAHefsod? | would, indeed,
fuffer many Deaths to enjoy thefe Things. With what
particular Delight fliould | talk to Palamedes, Ajax,
Md others, who like me have fuffered by the Iniquity
of their Judges. | ihould examine the Wifdomofthat
great Prince, who carried fuch mighty Forces'againfr
Troy i and argue with UlyJJes and Sijyphus, upon diffi-
cult Points, as | have in' Converfation here, without
being in Danger of being condemned. But let not
thofe among you who have pronounced me an inno-
cent Man be afraid of Death. No Harm can arrive at
a good Man whether dead or living; his Affairs are al-
ways under the Direftion of the Gods ; nor will I be-
lieve the Fate which is allotted to me my felf this Day
to have arrived by Chance; nor have | ought to fay
cither againft my Judges or Accufers, but that they
thought they did me an Injury------ But | detain you
too long, it is Time that | retire to Death, and you to
your Affairs of Life ; which of us has the Better is
known to the Gods, but to no mortal Man .

T H E divine Socrates is here reprefented in a Figure
worthy his great Wifdom and Philofophy, worthy the
greateft mere Man that ever breathed.But the modern Dif-
courfe is written upon a Subjeft no lefs than the Diflblu-
tion of Nature it felf. Oh how glorious is the old Age
of that great Man, who has fpent his Time in fuch Con-
templations as has made this Being, what only it lhou.d
be, an Education for Heaven ! He has, according to the
Lights of Reafon and Revelation, which feemed to him
cleareff, traced the Steps of Omnipotence 1 He has, with
a Celellial Ambition, as far as it is coniiftent with Humi-
lity and Devotion, examined the Ways of Providence,
from the Creation to the Diffblution of the vifible
World. How pleafing mult have been the Speculation,

L



540 The Spectator. n «i46.

to obferve Nature and Providence move togerfier, the
pliyfical and moral World march the fame Pace : To
obferve Paradife and eternal Spring the Seat of Inno-
cence, troubled Seafons, and angry Skies the Portion of
Wickednefs and Vice. When this admirable Author has
reviewed all that has pall, or is to come, which relates
to the habitable World, and run through the whole Fate
of it, how could a Guardian Angel, that had attended it
through all ks Courfes or Changes, fpeak more emphati-
cally at the End of his Charge, than does our Author
when he makes, as it were, a Funeral Oration over this
Glo”, looking to the Point where it once Hood ?

‘ LET usonly, ifyou pleafe, to take Leave of this
* Subjefl, refleft upon this Occafion on the Vanity and
tranfient Glory of this habitable World. How by the
Force of one Elementbreaking loofe upon the reft, all
the Vanities of Nature, all the Works of Art, all the
Labours of Men, are reduced to Nothing. All that we
admired and adored before as great and magnificent,
is obliterated or vanilhed ; and another Form and
Face of things, plain, fimple, and every where the
fame, overfpreads the whole Earth. Wliere are now
the wreat Empires of the World, and their great Im-
perial Cities? Their Pillars,.. Trophies and Monu-
ments of Glory ? Shew me where they flood, read
the infeription, tell me the Vidlor's Name. What
Remains, what Impreffions, what Difference, or Di-
ftinflion, do you fee in this Mafs of Fire ? Rome it
fclf, eternal Rome, the great City, the Emprefs of the
World, whofe Domination and Superftition, ancient
and modern, make a great Part of the tliftory of this
‘ Earth, what is become of her now ? She laid her
Foundations deep, and her Palaces were ftrong and
fumptuous; Sheglorified herJelf., and li'vcd delicioufiy,
a7id/aid in herHeart Ifitta ~ cen, aitdfimlifiee no Sor-
r<rw; But her Hour iscome, ftie is wiped away frorn
the Face of the Earth, and buried in cverlafling Obli-
vion. But it is not Cities only, and Works o; Mens
Fiands, but the cverlafling Hills, the Mountains and
Rocks of the Earth are melted as Wax before the Sun,
and their Place is no nuhere fiomd. Here flood the

‘ Alpes, the Load of the Earth, that covered many
' * Countries,
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