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N® 366. Wednefday, April 30.

Pone me pigrts ubi nulla campis
Arbor afliva recreatur aura,
Duke ridentem Lalagcn amabo,
Duke loquentem. Hor.

PT'MIERE are fuch wild Inconfiftencies in the
JL Thoughts of a Man in Love, that | have often
reflefled there can be no reafon for aIIovving hiih
more Liberty than others poiTeffed with Phrenz)™ but
that his Diftemper has no Malevolence in it to any Mor-
tal. That Devotion to his Miftrefs kindles in his Mind a
general Tendernefs, which exerts it felf towards every
Objeft as well as his Fair-one. When this Paffion is re-
prefented by Writers, it is common with them to endea-
vour at certain Quaintnefles and Turns of Imagination,
which are apparently the Work of a Mind at eafe ; bat
the Men of trueTafte can eafily diftinguilh the Exertion of
a Mind which overflons with tender Sentiments, and the
Labour of one which isonly defcribing Diftrefs. In Per-
formances of this Icind, themoft abfurd of all things is
to be witty; every Sentiment mull grow out of the Oc-
cafion, and be fuitable to the Circumftances of the Cha-
radter. Where this Rule is tranfgrelTed, the humble Ser-
vant, in all the fine things he fays, is but fliewing his
Miftrefs how well he can drefs, inftead of faying how
well he loves. Lace and Drapery is as much a Man, as
Wit and Turn is Paffion.

Mr. Spectator,

H E following Verfes are a Tranflation ofa Lap-
‘ land Love-Song, which [I met with in scheffer s
< Hiftory ofthat Country. | was agreeably furpriled to
* find a Spirit of Tendernefs and Poetry in a Region
* which | never fufpedled for Delicacy. In hotter Cli-
‘ mates, tho’altogether uncivilized, | had not wonder’d
if I liad found lome fweet wild Notes among the Na-

* tives.
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lives, where they live in Groves of Oranges, and hear
the Melody of Birds about them ; But a Lapland Lyric,
breathing Sentiments of Love and Poetry, not unwor-
thy old Greece or Rome; a regular Ode from a Climate
pinched with Froft, and curfed with Darknefs fo great
a Part ofthe Year; where ’tis amazing that the poor
Natives Ihould get Food, or be tempted to propagate
tlieir Specie’: this, | confefs, feemed a greater Miracle
to me, than the famous Stories of their Drums, their
Winds and Jnchantments.

* lam the bolder in commending this Northern Song,
becaufel have faithfully kept to the Sentiments, without
adding or diminifhing j and pretend to no greater Praife
from my Tranflation, than they who fmooth and clean
the Furs of that Country which have fuffered by Car-
riage. The Numbers in the Original areas loofe and
unequal, asthofe in which the Brittjh Ladies fport their
Pindaricks; and perhaps the faireft of them might not
think it a difagreeable Prefentfroma Lover: But | have
ventured to bind it in ftridler Mcafures, as being more
proper for our Tongue, tho” perhaps wilder Graces may
better fuit the Genius of the Laponian Language.

* I'T will be neceffary to imagine, that the Author of
this Song, not having the Liberty of vifiting his Miftrefs
at her Father’s Houfe, was in hopes of fpying her at a
dillance in the Fields.

h o u rijtng Sun, njohofegladfome Re”
T Invites my Fair to rural Play,
Dtfpel the Mifi, and clear the Skies,
And bring my Orra to my Eyes.

Oh ! viere 1fare my Dear to vienv,
I'd climb that Pine-Tree's topmojl Bough,
Aloft in Air that quins ring plays.
And round and roundfor ever gasee.

1.
My Orra Moor, vshere art thou laid?
IVhat IrVoad conceals myJleeping Maid ?
Faji by the Roots enrag'd I'll tear
The Trees that hide my promis'd Fair,

Oh!
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V.
Oh ! lcouliridt the Clouds and Skies,
Or on the Ravens Pinions rife ;
Ye Storks,ye Snxians, a momentflay.
And ‘waft a Lover on his 'way.
V.
My Blifs too long my Bride denies.
Apace the 'wafling Summerflies:
Noryet the ‘wintry Blajls Ifear.
Not Storms or Nightfhall keep me here.
VI.
W hat mayfor Strength ‘with Steel compare f
A Oh! Love has Fettersftrongerfar :
By Bolts ofSteel are Limbs confin'd.
But cruel Love enchains the Mind.
VII.
No longer then perplex thy Breafi,
When thoughts torment, thefirfi are hefi ;
'Tis mad to go, 'tis Death toflay,
A way to Orra, hafie a'way.

Mr. Spectator, April the lotb.

Am one of thofe defpicable Creatures called a Cham-
bermaid, and have lived with a Miitrefs for fomc
time, whom | love as my Life, which has made my
Duty and Pleafure infeparable. My greateft Delight l.as
been in being employ’d about her Perfon ; and indeed
(he is very (eldom out of humour for a Woman of her
Quality : But here lies my Complaint, Sirj To bear
with me is all the Encouragement (he is pleafed to be-
ftow upon me; for (lie gives her caft-o(F Clothes from
me to others: (bme (lie is pleafed to beftow in the Houfe
to thofe that neither wants nor wears them, and fome to
Hangers-on, that frequents the Houfe daily, who comes
drefled out in them. This, Sir, is a very mortifying
Sight to me, who am a little neceffitous for Clothes, and
loves to appear what | am, and caufes an Uneafinefs,
fo that 1 can’t ferve with that CliEarfuliiefs as formerly;
which my Miftrefs takes notice of, and calls Envy and
IlI-Temper at feeing others preferred before me. My
Millrefs hasa younger Siller livesin the Houfe with her,
tliat is fomc Tlioufands below her in Eftate, who is
‘ continually





