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N* 12.  Saturday, May 7, 1709*.
STEELE.

~Nicquid agunt homines =
nojtri eftfarrago lihelli,

Juv. Sat. i. 85, 86.

« Whate’cr men do, or fay, or think, or dream.
<< Qur medley Paper feizes for it's theme," P,

May 5.

HEN a man has engaged to keep a

ftage-coach, he is obliged, whether he
has paffengers or not, to fet out: thus it fares
with us weekly hiftorians j but indeed, fo,r my
particular, | hope, | Ihall foon have little more
to do in this work, than to publilh what is
fent me from fuch as have leifurc and capacity
for giving delight, and being pleafed in an ele-
gant manner. The prefent grandeur of the
Britiih nation might make us expefl, that we
thould rife in our public diverfions, and manner
of enjoying life, in proportion to our advance-
ment in glory and power. Inftead of that, fur-

* Perhaps this Paper was written by Swift, or at leaft,
it may be one of thofe which he gave hints for. See Spec-»
TATOR, N® 47 i and N® 504. Biters,

vey
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vey this town, and you will find rakes and de-
bauchees are your men of pleafure; thoughtlefs
atheifts and illiterate drunkards call themfelves
free-thinkers; and gamefters, banterers, bi-
ters”, fwearers, and twenty new-born infers
more, are, in their feveral fpecies, the modern
men of wit. Hence it is, that a man, who has
been out of town but one half year, has loft the
language, and muft have fomc friend to ftand
by him, and keep him in countenance for talk-
ing common fenfe. To-day | faw a fliort inter-
lude at White's of this nature, which | took
notes of, and put together as well as | could in
a public place. The perfons of the drama are
Pip, the laft gentleman that has been made fo
at cardsj T rimmer, a perfon half undone at
them, and who is now between a cheat and a
gentleman ; Acorn, an honeft Englifhman of
good plain fenfe and meaning; and Mr,
Friendly, a reafonable man of the town.

e The fpecies of folly here treated of, which Rowe made
the fubjedt ofa farce called “ The Kiter,” will receive fome
iiluftraiion from the following paflage in Swift’s Letters.
** 1*11 teach youaway xooux-‘'NMMrs.Johnfon” itisanew -
falhioned way oFbeing witty, and they call \xahite. You
muft afle a bantering queftion, or tell fome damned lie in a
ferious manner, then lhe will anfwer, or fpeak as if you
* were in carneft, and then cry you, ' Madam, there*s A Bite.*
“ 1would not have you undervalue this, for it is the conftant
c( amufement in court, and every where elfe among the great
<people; and I let you know it, in order to have it obtain

among you, and to teach you a new refinement.” Swift’s
Works, vol. XIX. p. 4.

f W hite's
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W hite’s Chocolate-houfe, May 5,
Enter Pip, T rimmer, and Acorn.

Ac. What is the matter, gentlemen? what!
take no notice of an old friend ?

Pip. Pox on it! do not talk to me, I am
vowELED by the count, and curfedly out of
humour,

Ac. Voweled! pry’thee. Trimmer, what does
he mean by that ?

Tr/w. Have a care, Harry, fpeak foftly; do
not {how your ignorance:— if you do, they
will BITE you where ever they meet you, they
are fuch curfed curs— the prefent wits.

Ac. Bite me! what do you mean?

Pip. W hy! do not you know what biting is ?
nay, you are in the right on it. However, one
would learn it only to defend one's felf againft
men of wit, as one would know the tricks of
play, to be fecure againft the cheats. But do
not you hear. Acorn, that report, that fome
potentates of the alliance have taken care of
themfelves exclufively of us?

Ac. How! heaven forbid! after all our glo-
rious vidiories; all the expence of blood and
treafure!

Pip. Bite!

Ac. Bite! how?

Prim. Nay, he has bit you fairly enough;
that is certain.

Ac. Pox! I do not feel it------ How? where?

\Exeunt Pip and Trimmer laughing.
Ac. Hoi
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Ac. Ho! Mr. Friendly, your moft humble
fervant ] you heard what palPcd between thole
fine gentlemen and me. Pip complained to
me, that he had been vowetEd ¢ and they
tell me l amoit.

Friend. You are to underftand. Sir, that litn-
plicity of behaviour, which is the perfe(tion of
good breeding and good fenfe, is utterly loft in
the world; and in the room of it there are
ftarted a thoufand little inventions, which men,
barren of better things, take up in the place
of it. Thus for every cHaradler in converfa-
tion that ufed to pleale, there is an impoftor
put upon you. flim whom we allowed, for-
merly, for a certain pleafint fubtilty, and
natural way of giving you an unexpected hit,
called a Drolls is now mimicked by a Biter,
who is adull fellow, that tells you a lie with a
grave face, and laughs at you for knowing him
no better than to believe him. Infteadof that
fort of companion who could rally you, and
keep his countenance, until he made you fall
into fome little inconiiftency of behaviour, at
which you yourfelf could laugh with him, you
have the fneerer, who will keep you company
from morning to night, to gather your follies
of the day (which perhaps you commit out of
confidence in him) and expofe you in the even-
ing to all the fcorners in town. For your man
of fenfe and free fpirit, whofe fet of thqughts
were built upon learning, reafon, and expe-
rience, you have now an impudent creature

made
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made np of vice only, who fupports his igno-
rance by his courage, and want of learning by
contempt of it.

Ac, Dear Sir, hold : what you have told me
already of this change in converfation is too
miferable to be heard with any delight; but
methinks, as thefe new creatures appear in the
world, it might give an excellent field to wri-
ters for the ftage, to divert us with the repre-
lentation of them there.

Friend, No, no; as you fay, there might
be fome hopes of redrefs of thefe grievances, if
there were proper care taken of the theatre; but
the hiftory of that is yet more lamentable,
than that of the decay of converfation | gave
you.

Ac. Pray, Sir, a little: 1 have not been in
town thefe fix years, until within this fort-
night.

Friend, It is now fome time fince feveral re-
volutions in the gay world had made the em-
pire of the ftage fubjedt to very fatal convul-
fions, which were too dangerous to be cured
by the Ikill of little King Oberon  who then

* “ Mr. Owen, or Mac Owen Swiney, an Irifliman
“ was firft a Manager of Drury-lane Theatre, and aftcr-
wards of the Queen’s Theatre in the Haymarket. He
“ rcfided in Italy feveral years, and, at his return, procured
“ aplace in theCuftom-houfe, and was made Keeper of the

** King’s Mews. He died 2, 17S4> and left his for-
“ tune to Mrs. W offington. He was the author of
“ feveral dramatic pieces.” See T at. N*4 not«t and

Cibber “ Memoirs,” paj/im.
fat
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fat in the throne of it. The lazinefs of this
prince threw him upon the choice of a perfon
who was fit to fpend his life in contentions, an
able and profound attorney* to whom he mort-
gaged his whole empire. This Divito * is the
moft fkilful of all politicians : he has a perfect
art in being unintelligible in difeourfe, and
uncomeatable in bufinefs. But he, having no
underftanding in this polite way, brought in
upon us, to get in his money, ladder dancers,
jugglers, and mountebanks, to ftrut in the
place of Shakspeare’s heroes, and Jonson’s
humorifis. When the feat of wit was thus
mortgaged without equity of redemption, an
architeft '(~arofe, who has built the Mufe a new
palace, butfecured her no retinue; fo that, in-
ftead of adlion there, we have been put off by
fong and dance. This latter help of found has
alfo begun to fail for want of voices; there-
fore the palace has fince been put into the
hands of a furgeon, who cuts any foreign fel-
low into an eunuch J, and pafies him upon us
for a finger of Italy,

Jc.

* Christopher Rich, mentioned afterwards, T at.
N" 42. N®44. and N“ 69. See Cibber's “ Memoirs,"
pajfim.

t Sir John Vanbrugh, an excellent dramatic writer,
and the builder of Blenheim-houfe. See W alpule’s

“ Anecdotes t>f Painting,’* vol. IIl, p. 276, & feqf. and
N ichols’s “ Select Collection of Mifc. Poems,” vol. IV.
p. 340. N.

X John-James HegdeGGER, Efqg. ftyled here a fur-

geon, in allufion to the employment aiEgncd lu him; had
Vol.l. K aC
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jic, 1 will go out of town to-morrow.

Friend. Things are come to this pafs; and
yet the world will not underftand, that the
theatre has much the fame effect on the man-
jiers of the age, as the bank on the credit of
the nation. Wit and fpirit, humour and good
fenfe, can never be revived, but under the
government of thofc who are judges of fuch
talents j who know, that whatever is put up in
their Read, is but a Ihort and trifling expedient,
to fupport the appearance of them for a feafon.
It is poflible, a peace will give leifure to put
thefe matters under new regulations, but, at
prefent, all the afliftance we can fee towards
our recovery is as far from giving us help, as
a poultice is from performing what can be
done only by the grand elixir.

W i11’s CofFee-houfe, May 6.

According to our late defign in the applauded
verfes on the morning  which you lately had
from hence, we proceed to improve that juft
intention, and prefent you with other labours,
made proper to the place in which they were
written The following poem comes from

at that time the dire£lion of the operas, and afterwards of
the mafquerades. See T at. N* i8, and note.

* By Swift. SeeT at. N* Q.

f “ Phillips writeth verfes in a fledge upon the frozen

fea, and tranfmits them hither to thrive in our warm
“ climate under the fhelter of my Lord Dorfet.” Swift's
Works, vol. Xil. p. 108.

Copenhagen,
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Copenhagen, and is as fine a winter-piece as we
have ever had from any of the fchools of the
niofi: learned painters. Such images as thefe
give us a new pleafure in our fight, and fix
upon our minds traces of reflection, which ac-
company us whenever the like objeCts occur.
In Ihort, excellent poetry and defeription dwell
upon us fo agreeably, that all the readers of
them are made to think, if not write, like men
of wit. But it would be injury to detain you
longer from this excellent performance”,which
iIs addrefled to the Earl of Dorset by Mr.
Phillips, the author of feveral choice poems
iIn Mr. T onson’s new Mifcellany-f*,

Copenhagen, March 9, 1709.

From frozen climes, and endlefs tracts of fnow.
From ftreams that northern winds forbid to flow.
W hat prefent fhall the Mufe to Dorset bring,
Or how, fo near the Pole, attempt to fing?

The hoary winter here conceals from fight
All pleafing objeCls that to verfe invite.
The hills and dales, and the delightful woods,
The flow'ry plains, and filver-ftreaming floods.
By fnow difguis’d, in bright confufion lie,
And with one dazzling waftc fatigue the eye.
No

* Pope always excepted this poem from the general cen-
fure he palled upon the author’s writings. Sec Pope’s
Works, vol. VII. p. 2. Warb. ed. fmall 8vo. 1751.

+ The fixth and laft volume of “ D ryden’s Mifcel-

lanies,” mentioned before. T at. N“ 10. A principal
part of that colleEfion has fince bci n interwoven among the
produdlions of the refpeflive authors in Dr. Johnson’s

K 2 colle”lion
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No gentle breathing breeze prepares the fpring,
N o birds within the defart region fing.
The fhips unmov’d the boifterous winds defy.
W hile rattling chariots o’er the ocean fly;
The vaft Leviathan w'ants room to play,
And fpouc his waters in the face of day.
The ftarving wolves along the main fea prowl.
And to the moon in icy valleys howl.
For many a fhining league the level main
Here fpreads itfelf into a glaffy plain :
There folid billows of enormous fize,
Alps of green ice, in wild diforder rife.

And yet but lately have | feen, cv’'n here,
The winter in a lovely drefs appear.
Ere yet the clouds let fall the treafur’d fnow.
Or winds began thro’ hazy Ikies to blow,
At evening a keen eaftern breeze arofe;
And the defeending rain unfiilly’d froze.
Soon as tl"e filent Ihades of night withdrew.
The ruddy morn difclos’d at once to view
The face of nature in a rich difguife,
And brighten’d ev’ry objedt to my eyes:
For every fhrub, and every blade of grafs.
And every pointed thorn, Teem'd wrought in glafs,
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns lhow,
W hile thro’ the ice the crimfon berries glow.
The thick-fprung reeds the watery marfhes yield
Seem poliOi'd lances in a hoftile field.
The flag in limpid currents, with furprize.
Sees cryftal branches on his forehead rife.

col®*Slion of the “ Worhs of Englifh Poets.*” Whatever
elfein * D ryden’'s Mifceilany” was worth preferving, has
bet-n tranfplanted by Mr. Nichols into his “ Select Col-
lection cf Mifceilany Poems,” In eight vol. izmo. 1780.

The

1K
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The fpreading oak, the beech, and towering pine,
Glaz'd over, in the freezing tether lhine.
The frighted birds the rattling branches fliun,
That wave and glitter in the diftant fun.

When, if a fudden guft of wind arife.
The brittle foreft into atoms flies;
The crackling wood beneath the rempeft bends,
And in a fpangled Ihower the profpeft endsi
Or, if a fouthern gale the region warm.
And by degrees unbind the wintery charm,
The traveller a miry country fees,
And journeys fad, beneath the dropping trees.

Like jomc deluded peafant M ertin [™ads
Thro’ fragrant bowers, and thro’ delicious meadsj
W hile here enchanted gardens to him rife,
And airy fabrics there attradl his eyes.
His wandering feet the magic paths purfuej
And while he thinks the fair illufion true.
The tracklefs fcenes difperfe in fluid air.
And, woods and wilds, and thorny ways appear:
A tedious road the weary wretch returns,
And as he goes, the tranfienc vifion mourns.

From my”own Apartment, May 6,

There has a mail this day arrived from Hol-
land; but the matter of the advices importing
rather what gives us great expedlatinns, than
any pofitive aflurances, 1 fhall, for this time,
decline giving you what | know; and apply
the following verfes of Mr. Dryden, in the
fecoiid partof “* Almanzor,” to the prefentcir-
cumflances of things, without difeovering what
my knowledge in agronomy fuggelts to me:

K 3 W'hen,
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When Empire in its childhood firft appears,
A watchful fate o’erfees its tender years:
Till, grown more ftrong, it thrufts and ftretches out.
And elbows all the kingdoms round about.
The place thus made for its firft breathing free.
It moves again for eafe and luxury :
Till fwelling by degrees it has polTeft
The greater fpace, and now crouds up the reft.
When from behind there ftarts fome petty ftate.
And piifhes on its now unwieldy fate.
Then down the precipice of time it goes.
And finks in minutes, which in ages rofe.

N*“ 13. Tuefday, May 8, 1709,
STEELE.

~Nicquid agunt homines - -
nofiri ejl farrago Ubelli,

Juv. Sat. i. 85, 86.

“ Whate’er men do, or fay, or think, or dream.
Our medley Paper feizes for its theme.” P.

From my own Apartment, May 8.

U CH hurry and buftnefs has to-day per-
plexed me into a mood too thoughtful
for going into company; for which reafon, in-
flead of the tavern, | went into Lincoln’s Inn
walks; and, having taken a round or two, | fat

down.





