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‘ their Faces for doing any future Mifchief, and not al-
‘ low any but direa Traders in Beauty to expofe more
* than the fore-part of the Neck, unlefs you

‘ low this After-Game to thofe who are very defeaive
‘ inthe Charms of the Countenance. | can fay, to my
* Sorrow, the prefent Praaice is very unfair w h”to
‘ look back is Death ; and it may be faid of our Beau-
* ties, asa great Poet did of Bullets,

Thiy kill and wound like Parthians as the"flj-

* | fubmit this to your Animadverfion j and am, for the
* little while I liave left. .
Your humble Ser*uuti

the languijning PHILANTHUS.

P. S. Buppoje you mended my Letter, and made aStmile
about the Porcupine, but | fubmit that alfo.

__Animum rege qui nijiparet
Impcrat - Hor.

T is a very common Expreffion, That fuch a one is

very good-natur’d, but very paflionate. T he 1"prei-

fion indeed is very good-natur’d, to allow paflionate
People fo much Quarter; But | think a pejorate Man
deferves the lead Indulgence imaginable. It is laid, it is
foon over; that is, all the Mifchiefhe does is quickly
difpatch’d, which, I think, is no great Recommendation
to Favour. | have known one of thofe good-natur d
paflionate Men fay in a mix’d Company even to his own
Wife or Child, fuch Things as the rnoft inveterate Ene-
my of his Family would not have fpoke, even in Imagi-
nation. It is certain that quick Senfibility is infcparable
from a ready Underftanding ; but why ftiould not that
good Underftanding call to it felfall its Force on fuch Oc-
caflons, tomafter that hidden Inclination to Anger. Or(w)(te
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of the gr~tell Souls now in the World is the moll fub*
jcft by Nature to Anger, and yet Ib famous for a Con-
quell of himfelf this Way, that he is the known Exam-
ple when you talk of Temper and Command ofa tVian’s
T® contain the Spirit of Anger, is the worthieft
Difeipline we can put our felves to. When a Man has
made any Progrefs this way, a frivolous Fellow in a Paf-
fion, is to liim as contemptible as a froward Child. It
ought to be the Study ofevery Man, for his own Quiet
and Peace. When he hands combuhible and ready to
flame upon every thing that touches him, Life isas un-
eafy to himfelfas it is to all about him. Syr.cropius leads,
ofall Men living, the moll ridiculous Life j he is ever
offending, and begging P.-irdon. If his Man enters the
Room without what he fent for, That Blackhead, begins
@ *Gentlemen, | askyear Pardon, but Servants novi-
a-days*—The wrong Plates are laid, they are thrown into
the Middle of the Room ; his Wife Hands by in Pain
for him, which he fees in her Face, and anfwers as if he
had heard M1 1he was thinking; Why, nuhat the Devill
dsrliyrj fake care togive Orders in thefe thitigs f
His Friends fit down to a taftelefs Plenty of every thing,
every Minute expefting new Infults from his Imperti-
nent Paflions. In a word, to eat with, or villt Syturopius,
is no other tlir.n going to fee him exercife his Family,
cxercife their Patience, and his own Anger.

I T is monllrous that the Shame and Confufion in
which this good-natured angry Man mull needs behold
his Friends while he thus lays about him, does not give
him fo much Reflexion as to create an Amendment.
This is the moll fcandalous Difufe of Reafon imaginable;
all the harmlefs Part of him is no more than that ofa
Bull-Dog, they are tame no longer than they are not of-
fended. One of thefe good-natur’d angry Men lhall, in
an Inllant, alTemble together fo many Allufions to fecret
Circumllances, as are enough to diflblve the Peace ofall
the Families and Friends he isacquainted with, in a Quar-
ter ofan Hour, and yet the next Moment be the bell-
natured Man in the whole World. 1fyou would fee Paf-
fion in its Purity, without Mixture of Reafon, behold it re-
prefented in a mad Hero, drawn by a mad Poet. Nat. Lee
makes his fay thus;

Avsay,
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A'way, legon, andgi've a Whirl'wind Room,

Or 1 luill bloi.vyou up like Duji ! Avant;

Madnefs but meanly reprejints my Toil.

Eternal Difcord!

Fury! Revenge! Di/dain and Indignation !

Tear myfvooln Breajiy make way for Fire and TempeJ®
liy Brain is burjl. Debate and Reafin quench'dj

The Storm is up, and my hot bleeding Heart

Splits with the Rack, while Pajfions like the Wind,
Rife up to Heav'n, and put out all the Stars.

Every pafllonate Fellow in Town talks half the Day
with as little Confillency, and tlireatens things as much
out of his Power.

t h e nextdifagreeable Perfon to the outrageous Gen-
tleman, is one of a much lower Order of Anger, and he
is what we commonly call a peevilh Fellow. A peevilh
Fellow is one who has fome Reafon in himfelf for Ixing
out of Humour, or has a natural Incapacity for Delight,
and therefore difturbs. all who are happier titan himfelf
with Pifhes and Plhaws, or other,well-bred Interjeftions,
at every thintr that is faiJ cr done in his Prefence. There
ihould'be Phyfick mixed in the Food of all which thefe
Fellows eat in good Company. This Degree of Anger
paffes, forfooth, for a Delicacy of Judgment, that won’t
admit of being eafily pleas’d ; but none above the Charac-
ter of wearing a peevilh Man’s Livery, ought to bear
with his ill Manners. All things among Men of Senfe
and Condition lhould pafs the Cenfure, and have the
Proteftion of the Eye of Reafon.

N O Man ought to be tolerated inan habitual Humour,
Whim, or Particularity of Behaviour, by any who do
not wait upon him for Bread. Next to the peevilh Fel-
low is the Snarler. This Gentleman deals mightily in
what we call the Irony, and as thofe fort of People exert
themfclves moft againft thofe below them, you fee tlieir
Humour bell, in their Talk to their Servants. That is
fo like you, You are a fine Fellow, Thou art the quickeft
Head-piece, and the like. One would think the Hcdlor-
ing, the Storming, the Sullen, and all the different Spe-
cies and Subordinations of the Angry Ihould be cured, by

knowing
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knowing they live only as pardoned Men; and how piti-
ful is the Condition of being only fufferod ? But | am in.
terrupted by the pleafanteft Scene of Anger and the Dif-
appomtment of it that | have ever known, which liap-
pened while I was yet Writing, and | overheard as | fat
in the Back-room at a French Bookfeller’s. There came
into the Shop a very learned Man with an creft folemn
Air, and tho’ a Penon of great Parts otherwife, flow in
underftanding any thing which makes againft himfelf.
The Compomre of the faulty Man, and the whimfical
Perplexity of him that was juftly angry, is perfeftly
New : After turning over many Volumes, faid the Sel-
ler to the Buyer, Sir, you know | hanie long askedyou to
fend me back the firft Folume of French Sermons | formerly
lentyou ; Sir, faid the Chapman, | have often looked for
it but cannot find it; it is certainly loft, and | know
not to whom | lent it, it is fo many Years ago; then
Sir, here is the other Volume, FIllfendyou home that, and
f leafs tofayfor both. My Friend, reply’d he, can’ll thou
be fo Senfelefs as not to know that one Volume is as
imperfe£l in my Library as in your Shop? Tes, Sir, but it
isyou hasue loj} thefirfi Volume, and to beJhort | will be
Paid. Sir, anlwered the Chapman, you are a young Man,
your Book is loft, and learn by this litde Lofs to bear
much greater Adverfities, which you muft expefl to meet
with. Tes, Sir, Tllbear when | muft, but Ihaye not loftno-w,
for | fayyou have it andJhallfay me. Friend you grow
warm, | tell you the Book is loft, and | forefee in the
Courfe even of a profperous Life, that you will meet Af-
flidlions to make you Mad, if you cannot bear this Trifle.
Sir, there is in this Cafe no needof bearing,foryou haw the
Book. | fay. Sir, I have not the Book. But your Paflion
will not let you hear enough to be informed that | have
it not. Learn Refignation of your felf to the Dillreffes
of this Life: Nay do not fret and fume, it is my Duty
to tell you that you are of an impatient Spirit, and an
impatient Spirit is never without Woe. Was ewr any
thing like this? Yes, Sir, there have been many things
like this. The Lofs is but a Trifle, but your Temperis
Wanton, and incapable of the leaft Pain; therefore let me
advife you, be patient, the Book is loft, but do not you

for that Reafon lofc your fel£ T
fhurfday”





