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conceives from the present season of the
year, by the recommending of a practice
for which every one has sufficient abilities.

I would have my readers endeavour to
moralize this natural pleasure of the soul,
and to improve this vernal delight, as Mil-
ton calls it, into a Christian virtue. When
we find ourselves inspired with this pleasing
instinct, this secret satisfaction and compla-
cency arising from the beauties of the crea-
tion, let us consider to whom we stand in-
debted for all these entertainments of sense,
and who it is that thus opens his hand and
fills the world with good. The apostle in-
structs us to take advantage of our present
temper of mind, to graft upon it such a re-
ligious exercise as is particularly conform-
able to it, by that precept which advises

those who are sad to pray, and those who |

are merry to sing psalms. The cheerful-
ness of heart which springs up in us from
the survey of nature’s works, is an admira-
ble preparation for gratitude. The mind
has gone a great way towards praise and
thanksgiving, that is filled with such secret
gladness—a grateful reflection on the su-
preme cause who produces it, sanctifies it
in the soul, and gives it its proper value.
Such an habitual disposition of mind conse-
crates every field and wood, turns an ordi-
nary walk into a morning or evening sa-
crifice, and will improve those transient
gleams of joy which naturally brighten up
and refresh the soul on such ccgasions, into
an inviolable and perpetual state of bliss
and happiness. ¥

Monday, June 2, 1712.
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Bene colligitur hee pueris et mulierculis et serviset ser-
vorum similimis liberis esse grata: gravi vero homini
et ea que fiunt judicio certo ponderanti, probari posse
nullo modo.— T'wll.

It is obvious to see, that these things are very accept-
able to children, young women, and servants, and to
such as most resemble servants; but that they can by
no means meet with the approbation of people of
thought and consideration.

I HAVE been considering the little and
frivolous things which give men accesses to
one another, and power with each other,
not only in the common and indifferent ac-
cidents of life, but also in matters of greater
importance. You see in elections for mem-
bers to sit in parliament, how far saluting
rows of old women, drinking with clowns,
and being upon a level with the lowest part
of mankind in that wherein they themselves
are lowest, their diversions, willl carry a
candidate. A capacity for prostituting a
man’s self in his behaviour, and descending
to the present humour of the vulgar, is per-
haps as good an ingredient as any other for
making a considerable figure in the world;
and if a man has nothing else or better to
think of, he could not make his way to
wealth and distinction by properer me-
thods, than studying the particular bent or
inclination of people with whom he con-
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verses, and working from the observation
of such their bias in all matters wherein he
has any intercourse with them: for his ease
and comfort he may assure himself, he need
not be at the expense of any great talent or
virtue to please even those who are pos-
sessed of the highest qualifications. Pride,
in some particular disguise or other, (often
a secret to the proud man himself) is the
most ordinary spring of action among men.
You need no more than to discover what a
man values himself for; then of all things
admire that quality, but be sure to be fail-
ing in it yourself in comparison of the man
whom you court. I have heard, or read,
of a secretary of state in Spain, who served
a prince who was happy in an elegant use
of the Latin tongue, and often writ de-
spatches in it with his own hand. The king
showed his secretary a letter he had writ-
ten to a foreign prince, and, under the colour
of asking his advice, laid a trap for his ap-
plause. The honest man read it as a faith-
ful counsellor, and not only excepted against
his tying himself down too much by some
expressions, but mended the phrase in
others. You may guess the despatches

|that evening did not take much longer

time. Mr. Secretary as soon as he came to
his own house, sent for his eldest son, and
communicated to him that the family must
retire out of Spain as soon as possible: ¢for,’
said he, ¢ the king knows I understand Latin
better than he does.’

This egregicus fault in a man of the world
should be a lesson to all who would make
their fortunes; but regard must be carefully
had to the person with whom you have to
do; for it is not to be doubted but a great
man of common sense must look with secret
indignation, or bridled laughter, on all the
slaves who stand around him with ready
faces to approve and smile at all he says in
the gross. It is good comedy enough to
observe a superior talking half sentences,
and playing an humble admirer’s counte-
nance from one thing to another, with such
perplexity, that he knows not what to sneer
in approbation of. But this kind of com-
plaisance is peculiarly the manner of courts;
in all other places you must constantly go
further in compliance with the persons you
have to do with, than a mere conformity of
looks and gestures. If youare in a country
life, and would be a leading man, a good
stomach, a loud voice, and rustic cheerful-
ness, will go a great way, provided you are
able to drink, and drink any thing. ButI
was just now going to draw the manner of
behaviour I would advise people to practise
under some maxim; and intimated, that
every one almost was governed by his pride.
There was an old fellow about forty years
ago so peevish and fretful, though a man of
business, that no one could come at him;
but he frequented a particular little coffee-
house, where he triumphed over every body
at trick-track and backgammon. The way
to pass his office well, was first to be insulted
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by him at one of those games in his leisure
hours; for his vanity was to show that he
was a man of pleasure as well as business.
Next to this sort of insinuation, which is
called in all places (from its taking its birth
in the household of princes) making one’s
court, the most prevailing way is, by what
better-bred people call a present, the vul-
gar a bribe. I humbly conceive that such
a thing is conveyed with more gallantry in
a billet-doux that should be understood at
the Bank, than in gross money: but as to
stubborn people, who are so surly as to ac
cept of neither note nor cash, having for- |
merly dabbled in chemistry, I can only say,
that one part of matter asks one thing, and
another another, to make it fluent: but
there is nothing but may be dissolved by a |
proper mean. Thus, the virtue which is |
too obdurate for gold or paper, shall melt
away very kmdh in a liquid. The island
of Barbadoes (a shrewd people) manage all
their appeals to Great Britain by a skilful
distribution of citron water* among the |
whisperers about men in power. Generous |
wines do every day prevail, and that in great
points, where ten thousand times their value 1
would have been rejected with indignation. |
But, to wave the enumeration of the sun- |
|
|
|
|
|

dry ways of applying by presents, bribes,
management of people’s passions and affec- |
tions, in such a manner as it shall appear
that the virtue of the best man is by one
method or other corruptible, let us look out |
for some expedient to turn those passions
and affections on the side of truth and ho-
nour. When a man has laid it down for a |
position, that parting with his integrity, in |
the minuter circumstance, is losing so much |
of his very self, self-love will become a vir-
tue. By this means good and evil will be
the only objects of dislike and approbation;
and he that injures any man, has effectually
wounded the man of this turn as much as |
if the harm had been to himself. This
seems to be the only expedient to arrive at
an impartiality ; and a man who follows the
dictates of truth and right reason, may by
artifice be led into error, but never can into

guilt. T. |
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Quod nune ratio est, impetus ante fuit. 1
Ovid. Rem. Amor, 10.

'Tis reason now, 'twas appetite before,

BEWARE of the ides of March,’ said the
Roman augur to .]llhll\ Casar: ¢ Beware of |
the month of May,’ says the British Spec-
tator to his fairc wmm y-women. The cau-
tion of the first was mﬂmppxlv ne -’h( ted,
and Cazsar’s confidence cost him his life. 1 |
am apt to flatter myself that my Pr ut\
readers had much more regard to the ad-
vice I gave them, since I have yet received |
few accounts of any notorious t111;s|
in the last month.

* Then commonly called Barbadoes water.
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But, though I hope for the best, 1 shall
not pronounce too positively on this point,
till I have seen forty weeks well over; at
which period of time, as my good friend
Sir Roger has often told me, he has more
business as justice of peace, among the dis-
solute young people in the country, than at
any other season of the year.

Neither must I forget a letter which I
received near a fortnight since from a lady,
who, it s&‘cnxs, could hold out no longer, tell-
ing me she looked upon the month as then
out, for that she had all along reckoned by
the new style.

On the other hand, I have great reason
to believe, from several angry letters which
have been sent to me by disappointed lovers,
that my advice has been of very signal ser-
vice to the fair sex, who, according to the
old proverb, were ¢ forewarned, forearmed.’

One of these gentlemen tells me, that he
would have given me a hundred pounds,
rather than I should have published that
paper; for that his mistress, who had pro-
mised to explain herself to him about the
beginning of May, upon reading that dis-
course told him, that she would give him
her answer in June.

Thyrsis acquaints me, that when he de-
sired Sylvia to take a walk in the fields, she
told him, the Spectator had tm*b dden her.

Another of my correspondents, who
writes himself Mat Meager, c mplnins
that, whereas he constantly “used to break-
fast with his mistress upon chocolate; going
to wait upon her the first of May, he found
his usual treat very much changed for the
worse, and has been forced to feed ever
since upon green tea.

As I begun this critical season with a
caveat to the ladies, 1 shall conclude it
with a congratulation, and do most heartily
wish them joy of their happy deliverance.

They may now reflect with pleasure on
the dangers they have escaped, and look
back with as much satisfaction on the perils
that threatened them, as their great grand-
mothers did formerly on the burning plough-
shares, after having passed through the
ordeal trial. The instigations of the spring

are now abated. The nightingale gives
over her ‘love-labour’d seng,” as Milton
Iht.x\u it; the blossoms are fallen, and the

l)t( s of flowers swept away by the scythe

f the mower.

I shall now allow my fair re
return to their romances and
provided they make use of them with mode-
ration, till about the middle of the month,
when the sun shall lx‘.w made some pro-
gress in the Crab. Nothing is more dan-
gerous than too mnch con h(let and secu-
rity. The Trojans, who stood upon their
guard all the while the (nul»"‘* lay before
their city, when they fancied the siege was
I nwd. and the danger past, were UIL very
next night burnt in thu) beds. I mustalso
ve, that as in some climates there is
perpetual spring, so in some female consti-

wders to
chocolate,
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tutions there 1s a perpetual May.
are a kind of valetudinarians in chastity,
whom 1 would continue in a constant diet.
I cannot think these wholly out of danger,
till they have looked upon the other sex at
least five years through a pair of spectacles.

Will Honeycomb has often assured me, that |

it is much easier to steal one of this species,
when she has passed her grand climacteric,
than to carry off an icy girl on this side
five-and-twenty; and that a rake of his ac-
quaintance, who had in vain endeavoured to
gain the affections of a young lady of fifteen,
had at last made his fortune by running
away with her grandmother. Y

But as I do not design this speculation for
the evergreens cf the sex, 1'shall again ap-
ply myself to those who would willingly
listen to the dictates of reason and virtue,
and can now hear me in cold blood If
there are any who have forfeited their i
cence, they must now consider themselves
under that melancholy view in which Cha-
mont regards his sister, in those beautiful
lines:

o Long she flourish'd,

Grew sweet to sense, and lovely to the eye.

Till at the last a ernel spoiler came

Cropt this fair rose, and rifled all its sweetness,
Then cast it like a loathsome weed away.

On the contrary, she who has observed
the timely cautions I gave her, and lived up
to the rules of modesty, will now flourish
like ¢a rose in June,’ with all her virgin
blushes and sweetness about her. 1 must,
however, desire these last to consider, how
shameful it would be for a general who has
made a successful campaign, to be surprised
in his winter quarters. It would be no less
dishonourable for a lady to lose, in any other
month in the year, what she has been at the
pains to preserve in May.

There is no charm in the female sex that
can supply the place-of virtue. Without
innocence, beauty is unlovely, and quality
contemptible; good-breeding degenerates
into wantonness, and wit into impudence.
It is observed, that all the virtues are re-
presented by both painters and statuaries
under female shapes; but if any of them has
a more particular title to that sex, itis mo-
desty. 1 shall leave it to the divines to
guard them against the opposite vice, as
they may be overpowered by temptations.
It is sufficient for me to have warned them
against it, as they may be led astray by in-
stinct.

I desire this paper may be read with
more than ordinary attention, at all tea-
tables within the cities of London and West-
minster, X.

No. 3‘)6.]

Wednesday, June 4, 1712,
Barbara, Celarent, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton.

Having a great deal of business uponmy
llhmds at present, I shall beg the reader’s
€ave to present him with a letter that I re-
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These | ceived about half a year ago from a gentle-

man at Cambridge, who styles himself Pe-
ter de Quir. 1 have kept it by me some
months: and, though I did not know at first
what to make of it,upon my reading it over
very frequently I have at last discovered
several conceits in it: I would not therefore
have my reader discouraged if he does not
take them at the first perusal.

« To the Spectator.

‘From St. John's College, Cambridge, Feb. 3, 1712
S1r,—The monopoly of puns in this uni-
versity has been an_immemorial privilege
of the Johnians:* and we can’t help resent-
ing the late invasion of our ancient rightsas
to that particular, by a little pretender to
clenching in a neighbouring college, who in
application to you by way of letter, a while
ago, styled himself Philobrune. Dear sir,
as you are by character a professed well-
wisher to speculation, you will excuse a re-
mark which this gentleman’s passion for the
brunctte has suggested toa brother theorist;
it is an offer towards a mechanical account
of his lapse to punning, for he belongs to a
set of mortals who value themselvesupon an
uncommon mastery inthe more humane and
polite parts of letters. :

¢ A conquest by one of this species of
females gives a very odd turn to the in-
tellectuals of the captivated person, and
verv different from that way of thinking
which a triumph from the eyes of another,
more emphatically of the fair sex, does ge-
nerally occasion. It fills the imagination
with an assemblage of such ideas and pic-
tures as are hardly any thing but shade,
such as night, the devil, &c. These por-
traitures very near overpower the light of
the understanding, almost benight the fa-
culties, and give that melanchely tincture
to the most sanguine complexion, which
this gentleman callsan inclination to be in a
brown-study, and is usually attended with
worse consequences in case of a repulse.
During this twilight ¢ f intellects the patient
is extremely apt, as love is the most witty
passion in nature, to ¢ ffer at some pert sal-
lies now and then, by way of flourish, upon
the ar le enchantress, and unfortunately
stumbles upon that mongrel miscreated (to
speak in Miltonic) kind of wit, vulgarly
termed the pun. It would not be much
amiss to consult Dr. T— W—— (who is
certainly a very able projector, and whose
system of divinity and spiritual mechanics
obtains very much among the better part of
our under-graduates) whether a general
intermarriage, enjoined by parliament, be-
tween this sisterhood of the olive-beauties
and the fraternity of the people called qua-
kers, would not be a very serviceable ex-
pedient, and abate that overflow of light
which shines within them so powerfully,
that it dazzles their eyes, and dances them
into a thousand v: iesof error and enthu-

* The students of 8t. John's College
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siasm. These reflections may impart some
light towards a discovery of the origin of
punning among us, and the foundation of its
prevailing so long in this famous body. It
1s notorious from the instance under consi-
deration, that it must be owing chiefly to the
use of brown jugs, muddy belch, and the

fumes of a certain memorable place of ren- |

dezvous with us at meals, known by the
name of Staincoat Hole: for the atmosphere
of the kitchen, like the tail of a comet, pre-
dominates least about the fire, but resides

behind, and fills the fragrant receptacle |

above mentioned. Besides, it is further
observable, that the delicate spirits among
us, who declare against these nauseous pro-
ceedings, sip tea, and put up for critic and
amour, profess likewise an equal abhor-
rence for punning, the ancient innocent di-
version of this society. After all, sir, though
it may appear something absurd that I seem
to approach you with the air of an advocate
for punning, (you who have justified your
censures of the practice in a set dissertation
upon that subject*) yet I am confident you
will think it abundantly atoned for by ob-
serving, that this humbler exercise may be
as instrumental in diverting us from any in-
novating schemes and hypotheses in wit, as

dwelling upon honest orthodox logic would |

be in securing us from heresy in religion.
Had Mr. W n’st researches been con-
fined within the bounds of Ramus or Crack-
enthorp, that learned news-monger might
have acquiesced in what the holy oracles
pronounced upon the deluge like other
Christians; and had the surprising Mr.
L y been content with the employment
of refining upon Shakspeare’s points and
quibbles (for which he must be allowed to
have a superlative genius,) and now and
then penning a catch or a ditty, instead
of inditing odes and sonnets, the gentle-
men of the don gout in the pit would
never have been put to all that grimace in
damning the frippery of state, the poverty
and languor of thought, the unnatural wit,
and inartificial structure of his dramas. I
am, sir, your very humble servant,

‘PETER DE QUIR.’

No. 397.]1 Zhursday, June 5, 1712,

————Dolor ipse disertam

Fecerat- 295

Ovid. Met. xiii. 225.

Her grief inspired her then witheloquence.

As the stoic philosophers discard all pas-
sions in general, they will not allow a wise
man so much as to pity the afflictions of
another, ¢If thou seest thy friend in trou-
ble,’ says Epictetus, ¢thonmayest put ona
ook of sorrow, and condole with him, but
take care that thy sorrow be not real.” The
more rigid of this sect would not comply so
far asto show even such an outward ap-

t Mr, Whiston.

* See Spect. No. 6L
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; pearance of grief; but when one told them
| of any calamity that had befallen even the
nearest of their acquaintance, would imme-
diately reply, *What is that to me?’ If you
aggravated the circumstance of the afflic-
tion, and showed how one misfortune was
followed by another, the answer was still,
¢ All this may be true, and what isittome?’
For my own part, I am of opinion, com-
passion does not only refine and civilize hu-
man nature, but has something in it more
pleasing and agreeable than what can be
met with in such an indolent happiness,
such an indifference to mankind, as that in
which the Stoics placed their wisdom. As
|love is the most delightful passion, pity is
| nothing else but love softened by a degree
i of sorrow. In short, it is a kind of pleasing
{
|

anguish, as well as generous sympathy, that
knits mankind together, and blends them in
the same common lot.

These who have laid down rules for rhe-
toric or poetry, advise the writer to work
himself up, if possible, to the pitch of sor-
row which he endeavours to produce in
others. Thereare none therefore who stir
up pity so much as those who indite their
own sufferings. Grief has a natural elo-
quence belonging to it, and breaks out in
more moving sentiments than can be sup-
| plied by the finest imagination. Nature on
this occasion dictates a thousand passionate
things which cannot be supplied by art.

It is for thisreason that the short speeches
or sentences which we often meet with in
history make a deeper impression on the
mind of the reader than the most laboured
strokes in a well-written tragedy. Truth
and matter of fact sets the person actually
before us in the one, whom fiction places at
a greater distance from usinthe other. 1do
not remember to have seen any ancient or
modern story more affecting than a letter of
Ann of Bologne, wife to king Henry the
Eighth, and mother to Queen Elizabeth,
which is still extant in the Cotton library,
as written by her own hand.

Shakspeare himself could not have made
her talk in a strain so suitable to her con-
dition and character. One sees in it the
expostulation of a slighted lover, the resent-
ment of an injured woman, and the sorrows
of an imprisoned queen. I need notacquaint
my readers that this princess was then un-
der prosecution for disloyalty to the king’s
| bed, and that she was afterwards publicly
beheaded upon the same account; though
this prosecution was believed by many to
proceed, as she herself intimates, rather
from the king’s love to Jane Seymour,
than from any actual crime of Ann of Bo-
logne.

| Queen Anne Boleyn’s last letier to King
] Henry.

| ¢SIR, L

| Cotton Lib. ) Your grace’s displeasure, and
Otho C. 10. { my imprisonment, are things
|'so strange unto me, as What to write, or
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1 may think
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swift step, demure
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passing by.
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the fellow has a thin body,

town. This man
letter to Flavia, and,
ever since, is well known tc

St

1
as

the nature of his mes
(\rllllﬂh low humour ima ginab The
he obliged Flavia to take, was ')\ comp
ing to ht‘ that
childr en, and if she
vhich he was sure

did not take that letter,
there was no harm in,

less to bed, for the gentleman would pay
him according u\ he did his business. Robin,
therefore, Cynthio now thought fit t
use of, and gave him orders to wait before
Flavia’s door, and if she called him to her,
and asked whether

it was, but upon importunity c
There needed not much search
part of the town to fmri
hussey fit f

fess it.
into that

for the purpose Cynthio designed

of this circumstance soon flew up st
and Robin could not deny but the gentle-
man favoured* his master; \\ if it wa
he was sure the lady was but his cousin,
whom he had seen ask for him: adding,
that he believed she was a poor relation;
because they made her w one m :r
till he was awake. Flavia immediz xt\n
the foll owing epistle, which Robin brou “h

to Will’s.

S Nne

¢ June 4, 1712.
¢Sir,—It is in vain to deny it, basest,
falsest of mankind; my maid, as well as the
bearer, saw you. The injured

‘FLAVIA.’

After Cynthio h ad read the letter, he
asked Robin how she looked, and \\h at she

said at the delivery of it. Robin said she
spnkc short to him, and called mm back
again, and had nothing to say to um, and
bid him and all the men in the world go out
of her sight; but the maid followed, and bid
him bring an answer.

Cynthio returned as follows:

¢ June 4, Three afternoon, 1712.
‘Mapam,—That your maid and the
bearer h ave seen me very often is very
certain; but I desire to know, being engaged
at piquet, what y our letter means by ¢ ’tis
in vain to deny it. I shall stay here all
the evening. Your amazed

«CYNTHIO.?

As soon as Robin arrived with this, Flavia
answered:

* Ecscmb[ui
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lobin, you must

looks, sufficient sense,
rried
‘J\’ fre-

The fellow covers his knowledge of
ages \Vith the most

3

lain-
he had a wife and three

but rather love, his family must go supper-
1

to make |

it was Cynthio who |
rassed by, he shoul d at first be Toth to own |

a well-dressed |

her. As soon as he ])ulL\L(l Robin was |
posted, he drove by Flavia’s lo s in a
hackney-c« and a woman in Robin
was at t.‘\'tl ) le:;’ with Flavia’s maid,
and Cynthio pulled up the glass as sur-
prised, and hid his associate. The report |
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| *DEear CynTHIO,—] have walked a turn
or two in my ante-chamber since I writ to
you, and have recovered myself from an
impertinent fit which you ought to f
me, and desire you would come to me im-
xm. ately to laugh off a jealousy that you
) 'mr a creature of the town went l)\ in a
hackney-coach an hour ago. I am your
your humble servant, FLAVIA.

‘I will not open the letter which my
Cynthio writ upon the misapprehension
you must have been under, when you writ,
for want of hearing the whole circum-
stance.’

Robin came back in

an instant, and Cyn-
| thio answered:

¢ Half an hour six minutes after three,
June 4, Will’s coffee-house.
‘Mapam,—It is certain I went by your
i h a gentlewoman to whom I
have the honour to be known; she is indeed
my relation, and a pretty sort of a woman.
But your starting manner of writing, and
owning you have not done me the honour
so much as to open my letter, has in it
something very unaccountable, and alarms
one that has had thoug '11'\ of passing his
days with you. But I am born to admire
you with all your little imperfections.

YNTHIO.’
Robin ran back and brought for answer:

¢Exact sir, that are at Will’s coffee-
house, six minutes after three, June 4; one
that has h 1d thoughts, and ‘.ll my little im-
putu tio Sir, come to n i m diately,

.

i
r I shal l determine what mz 1\ pu \ aps not

be very pleasing to you. VIA.?
Robin gave an account that she looked

| . . ‘ 4
| €Xcessive angry when she gave him the
letter; and that he told her, 1

that Cynthio only looked at the clock, tak-
ing snuff, and writ two or three words on
| the ?lv])hf the letter when he gave him his
| Nm\ the plot thickened so well, as that
| Cynthio saw he had not much more to ac-
complish, being irreconcilably banished: he
W 1'it,

‘Mapam,—I have that prejudice in fa-
vour of all you do, that it is not possible for
you to determine upon what will not be

very pleasing to your obedient servant,

| *CYNTHIO.’

answer

This was delivered, and the re-
turned, in a little more than two seconds.

¢Sir,—Is it come to this? You never
loved me, and the creature you were with
is the properest person for yOur associate.
I despise you, and hope 1 shall soon hate
you as a villain to the credulous

‘FLAVIA.’

Robin ran back with:

¢ Map an,— Your credulity when you are
to gain your point, and \Ublnuon when you
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fear to lose it, make it a very hard
behave as becomes your humble sla

«CYNTHIO.”

Robin whipt away and returned with,
«Mr. WeLLFoRD,—Flavia and Cynthio
are no more. 1 relieve you from the hard
part of which you complain, and banish |
you from my sight for ever. ‘
¢ANN HEART.” |

Robin had a crown for his afternoon’s
work; and this is published to admonish
Cecilia to avenge the injury done to Flavia.

to |
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Saturday, June 7, 1712.

el— Per. Sat. iv. 23

Ut nemo in sese tentat descend

None, none descends into himself to find
The secret imperfections of his mind Dryden

Hyprocrisy at the fashionable end of the
town is very different from hypocrisy in the
city. The modish hypocrite endeavours to
appear more vicious than he really is, the |
other kind of hypocrite more virtuous. The
former is afraid of every thing that has the
show of religion in it, and would be thought
engaged in many criminal gall
amours which he is not guilty of.
ter assumes a face of \:m(‘titjf
multitude of vices under a seeming relig
deportment.

But there is another kind of hypoc
which differs from both these, and wh
intend to make the subject of this pa
mean that hypocrisy, by which a man
not only deceive the world, but very often |
imposes on himself: that hyp crisy which
conceals his own heart from him, and makes
him believe he is more virtuous than he
really is, and either not attend to his vices,
or mistake even h r virtues. It is
this fatal hypocrisy, and self-deceit, which
is taken notice of in those words. ¢Who
can understand his errors? cleanse thou me
from secret faults.”

If the open professors of impiety deserve
the utmost application and endeavours of |
moral writers to recover them from vice |
and folly, how much more may those lay a
claim to their care and compassion, wWho
are walking in the paths of death, while
they fancy themselves engaged in a course |
of virtue! Ishall endeavour therefore to lay |
down some rules for the discovery of those
vices that lurk in the secret corners of the
soul, and to show my reader those methods
by which he may arrive at a true and im- |
partial knowledge of himself. The usual |
means [)1‘(‘\(‘\"”)L’L1 for this purpose are to |
examine ourselves by the rules which :m-f
laid down for our direction in sacred writ, |
and to compare our lives with the life of
that person who acted up to the perfection
of human nature, and is the standing ex-
ample, as well as the great je and in-
stractor, of those who receive his doctrines.

Though these two heads cannot be too

them, since they have be

| W
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much insisted upon, I shall but just mention
n handled by
many great and eminent writers.

I would therefore propose the following
methods to the consideration of such as
would find out their secret faults, and make
a true estimate of themselves.

In the first place, let them consider well
hat are the characters which they bear
among their enemies. Our friends very
often flatter us, as much as our own hearts.
They either do not see our faults, or con-
ceal them from us, or soften them by their
ns, after such a manner that
we think them too trivial to be taken notice
. An adversary, on the contrary, makes
1 into us, discovers every
n in our tempers; and
-h his malice may set them in toostrong

: some ground for
nd exaggerates a
man’s virt nflames hiscrimes.
A wise ms give a just attention to
both of them, so far as they may tend to the
improvement of one, and the diminution of
the other. Plutarch has written an essay on
the benefits wh 1an may receive from
rood fruits of
ilar, that by
ts upon us we
of ocurselves, and open
lefects it

the ¢
see the worst si

our eves to several blemishes a

our and conversations, which we
sh have observed without the help
of suc natured monitors.

In order likewise to come at a true know-

should consider o
r deserve the
the world
¢ 1e actions they

m landable and worthy
motives; and how f: are really pos-
sessed of the virtues v in us applause
among those with whom we converse. ch
a reflection is absolutely necessary, if we
consider how apt we are either to value or
es by the opinions of others,

ledge of ourselves, v
| hand how
ises and approbations wi

‘] I

celebrate proce

condemn ours
and to sacrifice the report of our own hearts
to the judgment of the w rld.

In the next place, that we may not de-
ceive ourselves in a point of so much im-
portance, we should not lay too great a
stress on any supposed virtues we possess
that are of a doubtful nature: and such we
may esteem all those in which multitudes
of men dissent from us, who are as good and
wise as ourselves. We should always act
with great cautiousness and circumspection
in pomnts where it is not impossible that
we may be deceived. Intemperate zeal,
bigotry, and persecution for any party or
opinion, how prai

se-worthy soever they
may appear to weak men of our own prin-
ciples, produce infinite calamities among
mankind, and are highly criminal in their
own nature: and yet how many Persons
eminent for piety suffer such meonstrous and
absurd ]H"m(‘ip!}'a of action to take root in
their minds under the colour of virtues!
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have, though a tolerable good philosopl

plied. It is cert
woman in this town has
coverably w T )

one advance which tie t r admire? my fair readers a caution ag
though the f t

a low opinion of Platonic love:

ich reason I thought it1

tion to
warning

without some ¢
son he is
friend or
any eminent €
it be never so re
lover. If a man
rence of any tr
easily improv
and kindness i

» not disple

sibly be no m bet \ ‘ Iy 1
the ev - n metimes convey the com-
the eyes of . J ]

all frn ’I'U"m

vers to each

favour one

to each ot!
Pylades and Ore

*When Luey decks with flowers her swelling 1 8
And on her elbow leans, diss t;

Unable to refrain r
Nor sheep nor past

¢ Ones
Her lov
I smoot
Condemr

ly
what m:
between ma
It is the
that makes a
arms of her h
ment of four or{
successively had
is prudentially §
has neither love nor fri
should a
her fri
:l})ll,‘ he
ship for lord
break her he:
friendship for «
not ¢
thing but rail a
been disasters
fallen out, ¢ t
keen than ever th
sibly be; i
nately, t}
concealed
friends of different sexes Very

fure any

fatal effects from their AT max 1',:,V_,

iL man's

or my part, who p
much innocence and tranqul
shun the compar
|
much as possible; and must ¢

, Who could




126

much by several letters, but the barbarous
man has refused them all; so that I have

no way left of writing to him but by your|

assistance. If you can bring him about once
more, I promise to send you all gloves and
favours, and shall desire the favour of Sir
Roger and yourself to stand as godfathers
to my first boy. Iam, sir, your most obe-
dient humble servant,

¢AMORET.’

Philander to Amoret.

¢ Mapam,—I am so surprised at the
question you were pleased to ask me yes-
terday, that I am still at a loss what to say
toit. At least my answer would be too long
to trouble you with, as it would come from
a person, who, it seems, is so very indiffer-
ent to you. Instead of it, I shall only re-
commend to your consideration the opinion
of one whose sentiments on these matters I
have often heard you say are extremely just.
“ A generous and constant passion,” says
your favourite author, ‘“in an agreeable
lover, where there is not too great a dispa-
rity in their circumstances, is the greatest
blessing that can befal a person beloved;
and if overlooked in one, may perhaps
never be found in another.”

¢ I do not, however, at all despair of being
very shortly much better beloved by you
than Antenor is at present; since, when-
ever my fortune shall exceed his, you were
pleased to intimate, your passion would in-
crease accordingly.

¢ The world has seen me shamefully lose |
that time to please a fickle woman, which
might have been employed much more tc
my credit and advantage in other pursuits.
I shall therefore take the liberty to acquaint
you, however harsh it may sound in a
lady’s ears, that though your love-fit should
happen to return, unless you could contrive
a way to make your recantation as well
known to the public as they are already
apprized of the manner with which you
have treated me, you shall never more see

‘PHILANDER.?
Amoret to Philander.

¢ S1r,—Upon reflection, I find the injury
I have done both to you and myself to be
so great, that, though the part I now act
may appear contrary to that decorum usu-
ally observed by our sex, yet I purposely
break through all rules, that my repentance
may in some measure equal my crime. I
assure you, that in my present hopes of
recovering you, I look upon Antenor’s estate
with contempt. The fop was here yester- |
day in a gilt chariot and new liveries, but I |
refused to see him.—Though I dread to
meet your eyes, after what has passed, I
flatter myself, that, amidst all their confu-
sion, you will discover such a tenderness
in mine, as none can imitate but those who |
love. I shall be all this month at lady |
D——’s in the country; but the woods,

|
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the fields, and gardens, without Philander,
afford no pleasure to the unhappy
¢« AMORET.’
I must desire you, dear Mr. Spectator,
to publish this my letter to Philander as
soon as possible, and to assure him that I
know nothing at all of the death of his rich
{ uncle in Gloucestershire.’ X.

|
i No. 402.] Wednesday, June 11, 1712.

| —_— —gt qUE
| Ipse siba tradit Spectator.

Hor Ars Poet. 1. 181
Sent by the Spectator to himself.

WERE] to publish all the advertisements
I receive from different hands, and per-
sons of different circumstances and quality,
the very mention of them, without reflec-
tions on the several subjects, would raise all
the passions which can be felt by human
minds. As instances of this, I shall give
you two or three letters; the writers of
which can have no recourse to any legal
power for redress, and seem to have writ-
ten rather to vent their sorrow than to re-
ceive consolation.
¢ MR SPECTATOR,—] am a young woman
of beauty and quality, and suitably married
to a gentleman who doats on me. = But this
person of mine is the object of an unjust
passion in a nobleman who is very intimate
with my husband. This friendship gives
him very easy access and frequent cppor-
tunities of entertaining me apart. My heart
is in the utmost anguish, and my face is
covered over with confusion, when I impart
to you another circumstance, which is, that
my mother, the most mercenary of all wo-
men, is gained by this false friend of my
husband’s to solicit me for him. I am fre-
quently chid by the poor believing man, my
husband, for showing an impatience of his
friend’s company; and I am never alone
with my mother, but she tells me stories of
the discretionary part of the world, and
such-a-one, and such-a-one, who are guilty
of as much as she advises me to. She laughs
at my astonishment; and seems to hint to
me, that, as virtuous as she has always ap-
peared, I am not the daughter of her hus-
band. It is possible that printing this letter
may relieve me from the unnatural impor-
tunity of my mother, and the perfidious
courtship of my husband’s friend. I have
an unfeigned love of virtue, and am resolved
to preserve my innocence. The only way
I can think of to avoid the fatal conse-
quences of the discovery of this matter, is
to fly away for ever, which I must do to
avoid my husband’s fatal resentment against
the man who attempts to abuse him, and
the shame of exposing a parent to infamy.
The persons concerned will know these cir-
cumstances relate to them; and though the
regard to virtue is dead in them, I have
some hopes from their fear of shame upon
reading this in your paper; which I conjure
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you to publish, if you have any compassion
for injured virtue.
¢SYLVIA.

¢MRr. SpectaTOR,—I am the husband
of a woman of merit, but am fallen in love,
as they call it, with a lady of her acquaint-
ance, who is going to be married to a gen-
tleman who deserves her. I am in a trust
relating to this lady’s fortune, which makes
my concurrence in this matter necessary;
but I have so irresistible a rage and envy
rise in me when I consider his future hap-
piness, that against all reason, equity, and
common justice, I am ever playing mean
ks to suspend the nuptials. I have no
manner of hopes for myself; Emilia, for so
I’ll call her, i1s a woman of the most strict
virtue; her lover is a gentleman whom of
all others T could wish my friend; but envy
and jealousy, though placed so unjustly,
waste my very being; and, with the tor-
ment and sense of a demon, I am ever
cursing what I cannot but approve. I wish
it were the beginning of repentance, that I
sit down and describe my present disposi-
tion with so hellish an aspect: but at pre-
sent the destruction of these two excellent
persons would be more welcome to me than
their happiness. Mr. Spectator, pray let
me have a paper on these terrible ground-
less sufferings, and do all you can to ex-
orcise crowds who are in some degree

possessed as I am. CANIBAL.’

¢Mr. SpectaTorR,—I have no other
means but this to express my thanks to one
man, and my resentment against another.
My circumstances are as follow: I have
been for five years last past courted by a
gentleman of greater fortune than I ought
to expect, as the market for women goes.
You must, to be sure, have observed people
who live in that sort of way, as all their
friends reckon it will be a match, and are
marked out by all the world for each other.
In this view we have been regarded for
some time, and I have above these three
years loved him tenderly. As he1s very
careful of his fortune, I always thought he
lived in a near manner, to lay up what he
thought was wanting in my fortune to make
up what he might expect in another.
‘Within these few months I have observed
his carriage very much altered, and he
has affected a certain air of getting me
alone, and talking with a mighty profusion
of passionate words, how I am not to be re-
sisted longer, how irresistible his wishes
are, and the like. As long as I have been
acquainted with him, I could not on such
occasions say downright to him, ¢ You
know you may make me yours when you
lease.” But the other night he with great
rankness and impudence explained to me,
that he thought of me only as a mistr
T answered this declaration as it deserved;
upon which he only doubled the terms on
which he proposed my yielding. When
my anger heightened upon him, he told me
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he was sorry he had made so little use of
the unguarded hours we had been together
so remote from company; ‘“as, indeed,”
continued he, ““so we are at present.” I
flew from him to a neighbouring gentle-
woman’s house, and though her husband
was in the room, threw myself on a couch,
and burst into a passion of tears. My friend
desired her husband to leave the room.
¢ But,” said he, ‘“there is something so
extraordinary in this, that I will partake in
the affliction; and be it what it will, she is
so much your friend, she knows she may
command what services I can do her.”
The man sat down by me, and spoke so
like a brother, that I told him my whole
affliction. He spoke of the injury done me
with so much indignation, and animated me
against the love he said he saw I had for
the wretch who would have betrayed me,
with so much reason and humanity to my
weakness, that I doubt not of my persever-
ance. His wife and he are my comforters,
and I am under no more restraint in their
company than if I were alone; and I doubt
not but in a small time contempt and hatred
will take place of the remains of affection
to a rascal. I am, sir, your affectionate
reader, DORINDA.’

¢MR. SpecTtATOR,—I had the misfor-
tune to be an uncle before I knew my
nephews from my nieces: and now we are
grown up to better acquaintance, they deny
me the respect they owe. One upbraids
me with being their familiar, another will
hardly be persuaded that I am an uncle, a
third calls me little uncle, and a fourth tells
me there is no duty at all due to an uncle,
I have a brother-in-law whose son will win
all my affection, unless you shall think this
worthy of your cognizance, and will be
pleased to prescribe some rules for our
future reciprocal behaviour. It will be
worthy the particularity of your genius to
lay down some rules for his conduct who
was, as it were, born an old man; in which
you will much oblige, sir, your most obe-
dient servant,

4 I

¢CORNELIUS NEPOS.’

No. 403.] Thursday, June 12, 1712,

Qui mores hominum multorum vidit———
Hor. Ars Poet. v. 142.

Of many men he saw the manners.

WxEN I consider this great city in its
several quarters and divisions, I look upon
it as an aggregate of various nations dis-
tinguished from each other by their respec-
tive customs, manners, and interests, The
courts of two countries do not so much dif-
fer from one another, as the court and city,
in their peculiar ways of life and conversa-
tion. Inshort, the inhabitants of St. James’s,
notwithstanding they live under the same
laws, and speak the same language, arc a
distinct people from those of Cheapside,
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that there were several letters from France ; fondness for the character of a fine gentle-
just come in, with advice that the king was | man; all his thoughts are bent upon this;
in good health, and was gone out a-hunting | instead of attending a dissection, frequent-
the very morning the post came away: |ing the courts of justice, or studying the
upon which the haberdasher stole off his s, Cleanthes reads plays, dances,
hat that hung upon a wooden peg by him, and spends his time in drawing-
and retired to his shop with great confusion. | rooms; instead of being a good lawyer, di-
This intelligence put a stop to my travels, | vine, or physician, Cleanthesisa downright
which I had prosecuted with so much satis- | coxcomb, and will remain to all that know
faction; not being a little pleased to hear so | him a contemptible example of talents mis-
many different opinions upon so great an | applied. It is to this affectation the world
event, and to observe how naturally upon | owes its whole race of coxcombs. Nature
such a piece of news every one is apt to | in her whole drama never drew such a part;
consider it with regard to his particular | she has sometimes made a fool, but a cox-
interest and advantage. L. |comb is always of a man’s own making, by
applying his talents otherwise than Nature
_— e ] ;ivsigncd, who (’\'crfbem‘s a high resentment
_ '’ or being put out of her course, and never
No. 404.] Friday, June 13, 1712. fails of mkling her revenge on those that do
——Non omnia possumus omnes.— Firg. Ecl. viii. 63. | S0. Opposing her tendency in the applica-
With different talents form'd, we variously excel. tion of.a.m:m’s parts has lhe‘ same success
as declining from her course in the produc-
NaTURE doesnothing in vain: the Creator | tion of vegetables, by the assistance of art
of the universe has appointed every thing to | and a hot-bed. We may possibly extort an
a certain use and purpose, and determined | unwilling plant, or an untimely salad; but
it to a settled course and sphere of action, | how weak, how tasteless and insipid. Just
from which if it in the least deviates, it be- | as insipid as the poetry of Valerio. Valerio
comes unfit to answer those ends for which | had an universal character, was genteel,
it was designed. In like manner it is in the | had learning, thought justly, spoke cor-
dispositions of society, the civil economy is | rectly; it was believed there was nothing
formed in a chain as well as the natural: | in which Valerio did not excel; and it was
and in either case the breach but of one link | so far true, that there was but one; Valerio
puts the whole in some disorder. It is, I | had no genius for poetry, yet he is resolved
think, pretty plain, that most of the ab- [to be a poet; he writes verses, and takes
surdity and ridicule we meet with in the | great pains to convince the town that Vale-
world, is generally owing to the imperti- | rio is not that extraordinary person he was
nent affectation of excelling in characters | taken for.
men are not fit for, and for which nature| If men would be content to graft upon
never designed them. | Nature, and assist her operations, what
Every man has one or more qualities | mighty effects might we expect! Tully
which may make him useful both to him- | would not stand so much alone in oratory,
self and others. Nature never fails of | Virgil in poetry, or Czsar in war. To
pointing them out; and while the infant | build upon Nature, is laying a foundation
continues under her guardianship, she |upon arock; every thing disposes itself into
brings him on in his way, and then offers | order as it were of course, and the whole
herself as a guide in what remains of the | work is half done as soon as undertaken,
journey; if he proceeds in that course he | Cicero’s genius inclined him to oratory,
can hardly m.scarry. Nature makes good | Virgil’s to follow the train of the Muses;
her engagements: for, as she never pro-|they piously obeyed the admonition, and
mises what she is not able to perform, so | were rewarded. ~Had Virgil attended the
she never fails of performing what she pro- | bar, his modest and ingenuous virtue would
mises. But the misfortune is, men despise | surely have made but a very indifferent
what they may be masters of, and affect | figure; and Tully’s declamatory inclination
what they aré not fit for; they reckon |would have been as useless in poetry. Na-
themselves already possessed of what their | ture, if left to herself, leads us on in the best
fenius inclined them to, and so bend all | course, but will do nothing by compulsion
their ambition to excel in what is out of |and constraint; and if we are not always
their reach. Thus they destroy the use of | satisfied to go her way, we are always the
their natural talents, in the same manner greatest sufferers by it. =~
as covetous men do their quiet and repose: Wherever nature designs a production,
they can enjoy no satisfaction in what they ' she always disposes seeds proper for it,
have, because of the absurd inclination they | which are as absolutely necessary to the
are possessed with for what they have not. | formation of any moral or intellectual ex-
Cleanthes has good sense, a great memo- | cellence, as they are to the being and
ry, and a constitution capable of the closest [ growth of plants, and I know not by what
H!’Y’_hCH_tinn. In a word, there was no pro- | fate and folly it is, that men are taught not
fession in which Cleanthes might not have | to reckon him equally absurd that will write
made a very good figure; but this won’t | verses in spite of Nature, with that gar-
5“‘\‘,*{,1' 1‘{'1“; he takes up an unaccountable | dener that should undertake to raise a jon-
oL, L 17
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quil or tulip without the help of their respec-

tive seeds,

As there is no good or bad quality that
does not affect both sexes, so it 1s not to be
imagined but the fair sex must have suf-
fered by an affectation of this nature, at
The ill effect

of it is in none so conspicuous as in the two

least as much as the other.

opposite characters of Czlia and Iras; Czlia
has all the charms of person, together with
an abundant sweetness of nature, but wants
wit, and has a very ill voice; Iras is ugly
and ungenteel, but has wit and good sense.
If Czlia would be silent, her beholde
would adore her; if Iras would talk, her
hearers would admire her; but Czlia’s
tongue runs intcss:mtl}'. while Iras gives
herself silent airs and soft languors, so that
it is difficult to persuade oneself that Czlia
has beauty, and Iras wit: each neglects her
own excellence, and is ambitious of the
other’s character; Iras would be thought to
have as much beauty as Czlia, and Czlia as
much wit as Iras.
The great misfortune of this affectation
is, that men not only lose a good quality,
but also contract a bad one. They not only
are unfit for what they were designed, but
they assign themselves to what they are
not fit for; and, instead of making a ve y
good figure one way, make a very ridi-
culous one another.” If Semanthe would
have been satisfied with her natural com-
plexion, she might still have been cele-
brated by the name of the olive beauty;
but Semanthe has taken up an affectation
to white and red, and is now dis rished
by the character of the lady that paints so
well. In a word, could the world be re-
formed to the obedience of that famed dic-
tate, ¢ Follow Nature,’ which the oracle of
Delphos pronounced to Cicero, when he
consulted what course of studies he should
pursue, we should see almost every man as
eminent in his proper sphere as Tully was
in his, and should in a very short time find
impertinence and affectation banished from
among the women, and coxcombs and false
characters from among the men. For my
part I could never consider this preposter-
ous repugnancy to Nature any otherwise,
than not only as the greatest folly, but also
one of the most heinous crimes, since itis a
direct opposition to the disposition of Pro-
vidence, and (as Tully expresses it) like
the sin of the giants, an actual rebellion
against heaven. A

+1
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Hom. Iliad. i.

172
With hymns divine the joyous banquet ends ;
The peans lengthen’d till the sun descends :
The Greeks restor'd the grateful note prolong
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I Am very sorty to find, by the opera bills
for this day, that we are likely to lose the
greatest performer in dramatic music that
is now living, or that pc rhaps ever appeared

" upon a stage. I need not acquaint my rea-

ders that I am speaking of signior Nicolini.
| The town is highly obliged to that excel-
lent artist, for having shown us the Italian
music in its perfection, as well as for that
generous approbation he lately gave to an
opera of our own country, in which the
| composer endeavoured to do justice to the
beauty of the words, by following that noble
example, which has been set him by the
greatest foreign masters in that art,

I could heartily wish there was the same
application and endeavours to cultivate and
improve our church-music as have been
lately bestowed on that of the stage. Our
composers have one very great incitement
toit. They are sure to meet with excel-
lent words, and at the same time a we
ful variety of them. There is no passion
that is not finely expressed in those parts
of the inspired writings, which are proper
for divine songs and anthems.

There is a certain coldness and indiffer-
ence in the phrases of our Faropean lan-
guages, when they are compared with the
ntal forms of speech; and it happens
very luckily, that the Hebrew idioms run
into the English tongue with a particular
grace and beauty. Our language has re-
ceived innumerableelegances and improve-
ments, from that infusion of Hebraisms,
which -are derived to it out of the Poetical
passages in holy writ. They give a force
and energy to our expression, warm and ani-
mate our language, and convey our thoughts
in more ardent and intense phrases, than
any that are to be met with in our own
tongue. “here is something so pathetic in
this kind of diction, that it often sets the
mind in a flame, and makes our hearts burn
within us. How cold and dead does a
prayer appear, that is composed in.the
most elegant and polite forms of speech,
which are natural to our tongue, when it is
not heightened by that solemnity of phrase
which may be drawn from the sacred writ-
ings! It has been said by some of the an-
cients, that if the gods were to talk with
men, they would certainly speak in Plato’s
style; but I think we may say with justice,
that when mortals converse with their Cre-
ator, they cannot do it in so proper a style
as in that of the holy scriptures,

If any one would judge of the beauties of
poetry that are to be met with in the divine
writings, and examine how kindly the He-
brew manners of speech mix and incorpo-
rate with the English language; after hay ng
perused the book of Psalms; let him read
a literal translation of Horace or Pipdar.
He will find in these two last such ap ab-
surdity and confusion of style, with such a
comparative poverty of imagination, as will
make him very sensible of what [ have been

er-

Apollo listens and approves the song.— Pope.

here advancing.
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Since we have therefore such a treasury
of words, so beautiful in themselves, and so
proper for the s of music, I cannot but
wonder that persons of distinction should
give so little attention and encouragement
to that kind of music, which would have its
foundation in reason, and which would im-
prove our virtue in proportion as it raises
our delight. The passions that are excited
by ordinary compositions generally flow
from such silly and absurd occasions, that a
man is ashamed to reflect upon them se-
riously; but the fear, the love, the sorrow,
the indignation, that are awakened in the
mind by hymns and anthems, make the
heart better, and proceed from such causes
as are altogether reasonable and praisewor-
thy. Pleasure and duty go hand in hand,
and the greater our satisfaction is, the
greater is our religion.

Music among those who are styled the
chosen people was a relig The
songs of Sion, which we have reason to be-
lieve were in high repute among the court
of the eastern monarchs, were nothing else
but psalms and pieces of poetry that adored
or celebrated the Supreme Being. The
greatest conqueror in the holy nation, after
the manner of the old Grecian lyrics, did
not only compose the words of his divine
odes, but generally set them to music him-
self: after which, his works, though they
were consecrated to the tabernacle, became
the national entertainment, as well as the
devotion of the people.

The first original of the drama was a re-
ligious worship, consisting only of a chorus,
which was nothing else but a hymn to a
deity. As luxury and voluptuousness pre-
vailed over innocence and religion, this form
of worship degenerated into tragedies; in
which however the chorus so far remem-
bered its first office, as to brand every thing

hat was vicious, and recommend every
thing that was laudable, to intercede with
heaven for the innocent, and to implore its
vengeance on the people.

Homer and Hesiod intimate to us how
this art should be applied, when they re-
present the Muses as surrounding Jupiter,
and warbling their hymns about his throne.
I might show, from innumerable passages
in ancient writers, not only that vocal and
instrumental music were made use of in
their religious worship, but that their most
favourite diversions were filled with songs
and hymns to their respective deities. Had
we frequent entertainments of this nature
among us, they would not a little purify
and exalt our passions, give our thoughts a
Proper turn, and cherish those divine im-
Ppulses in the soul, which every one feels
that has not stifled them by sensual and
pleasures.

Music, when thus applied, raises noble
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| produees more lasting and permanent im-
| pressions in the mind, than those which ac-
company any transient form of words that
are uttered in the ordinary method of reli-
gious worship. 0.
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Hee studia adolescentiam alunt, senectutem, oblec
ant, secundas res ornant, adversis solatium et perfu
gium prabent; delectant domi, non impediunt foris;
pernoctant nobiscum, peregrinatur, rusticantur.— 7wl

Monday, June 16, 1712.

These studies nourish youth; delight old age ; are the
ornament of prosperity; the solacement and the refuge
Iversity ;they are delectable at home, and not bur
| densome abroad ; they gladden us at nights, and on our

journey nd in the country.

|

| Tae following letters bear a pleasing
| image of the joys and satisfactions of a pri-
| vate life. The first is from a gentleman to
| a friend, for whom he has a very great re-
spect, and to whom he communicates the
satisfaction he takes in retirement; the other
|is a letter to me, occasioned by an ode writ-
[ten by my Lapland lover: this correspon-
| dent 1s so kind as to translate another of
| Scheffer’s songs in a very agreeable man-
{ner. I publish them together, that the
| young and old may find something in the
| same paper which may be suitable to their
| respective tastes in solitude; for I know no
fault in the description of ardent desires,
provided they are honourable.

¢« DEAR S1r,—You have obliged me with
a very kind letter; by which I find you
shift the scene of your life from the town
{to the country, and enjoy that mixed
| state, which wise men both delight in and
| are qualified for. Methinks most of the phi-
[ losophers and moralists have run too much
| into extremes in praising entirely either so-
| litude or public life; in the former, men ge-
| nerally grow useless by too much rest; and,
|in the latter, are destroyed by too much
| precipitation; as waters lying still putrify
i and are good for nothing; and running vio-
{ lently on, do but the more mischief in their
passage to others, and are swallowed up and
Jost the sooner themselves. Those who,
like you, can make themselves useful to all
states, should be like gentle streams, that
not only glide through lonely vales and fo-
| rests, amidst the flocks and shepherds, but
visit populous towns intheir course, and are
at once of ornament and service to them.
But there is another sort of people who seem
desiegned for sclitude, those I mean who
have more to hide than te show. As for
my own part, I am one of those whom Se-
neca says, ‘ 7am umbratiles sunt, ut fiu=
tent in turbido esse quicquid in luce est.’
Some men like pictures, are fitter for a cor-
ner than a full licht; and T believe such as
have a natural bent to solitude are like wa-

hints in the mind of the hearer, and fills it | ters, which may be forced into fountains,

with great conceptions. It strengthens de-
votion, and advances praise into rapture,

and, exalted to a great height, may make a
much nobler figure, and 2 much louder

an ot b - P -
lengthens out every act of worship, and |noise, but after all run more smoothly,




132

equally, and plentifully in their own natural
course upon the ground. The considera-
tion of this would make me very well con-
tented with the possession only of that quiet
which Cowley calls the companion of ob-
scurity; but whoever has the muses too for
his companions can never be idle enough to

be uneasy. Thus, sir, you see I would

flatter myself into a good opinion of my own |

way of living: Plutarch just now told me,
that it is in human life as in a game at ta-
bles: one may wish he had the highest cast
but, if his chance be otherwise, he is even
to play it as well as he can, and make the
best of it. Tam, sir, your most obliged and
most humble servant.’

‘MR. SPECTATOR,—The town being so
well pleased with the fine picture of artless
love, which nature inspired the Laplander
to paint in the ode you lately printed, we
were in hopes that the ingenious translator
would have obliged it with the other also
which Scheffer has given us: but since he
has not, a much inferior hand has ventured
to send you this.

‘It is a custom with the northern lovers
to divert themselves with a song, whilst
they journey through the fenny moors to
pay a visit to their mistresses. This is ad-
dressed by the lover to his rein-deer, which
is the creature that in that country supplies
the want of horses. The circumstances
which successively present themselves to
him in his way, are, I believe you will think,
naturally interwoven. The anxiety of ab-
sence, the gloominess of the roads, and his
resolution of frequenting only those, since
those only can carry him to the object of his
desires; the dissatisfaction he expresses
even at the greatest swiftness with which
he is carried, and his joyful surprise at an
unexpected sight of his ‘mistress as she is
bathing, seem beautifully described in the
original.

If those pretty images of rural nature
are lost in the imitation, yet possibly you
may think fit to let this supply the place of
a long letter, when want of leisure, orindis-
position for writing, will not permit our be-
Ing entertained by your own hand. I pro-
pose such a time, because, though it is
natural to have a fondness for what one does
oneself, yet, I assure you, I would not have
any thing of mine displace a single line of
yours,

L

“Haste, my rein-deer, and let us nimbly zo
Our am’rous journey through this dreary waste ;
Haste, my rein-deer! still, still thou art too slow,
Impetuous love demands the lightning's haste.

“ Around us far the rushy moors are spread :
Soon will the sun withdraw his cheerful ray -
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Iv.
*“Each moment from the charmer I'm eonfin'd,
My breast is tortur'd with impatient fires;
Fly. my rein-deer, fly swifter than the wind,
Thy tardy feet wing with my fierce desires.

* Our pleasing toil will then be soon o'erpaid,
And thou, in wonder lost, shalt view my fair;
Admire each feature of the lovely maid,
Her artless charms, her bloom. her sprightly air.
VI.
“But lo! with graceful motion there she swims,
Gently removing each ambitions wave :
The crowding waves transported clasp her limbs ;
When, when, oh ! when shall I such freedoms have!

|
|
|
|

| VIL

“In vain, ye envious streams, so fast ye flow,
To hide her from her lover's ardent gaze

Fl‘ﬂnl every touch yvou more [FZIII‘D!T!’H! grow,
And all reveal'd the beauteous wanton plays.”
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—— abest facundis gratia dictis.
Ovid. Met. Lib. xiii.

av
27.

Eloquent words a graceful manner want. T.

MosT foreign writers, who have given
| any character of the English nation, what-
[ ever vices they ascribe to it, allow, in ge-
neral, that the people are naturally mo-
|dest. It proceeds, perhaps, from this our
national virtue, that our orators are observed
to make use of less gesture or action than
those of other countries. Qur preachers
stand stock still in the pulpit, and will not
so much as move a finger to set off the best
sermon in the world. We meet with the
same speaking statues at our bars, and in
all public places of debate. Our words
flow from us in a smooth continued stream,
without those strainings of the voice, mo-
tions of the body, and majesty of the hand,
which are so much celebrated in the ora-
tors of Greece and Rome. We can talk of
life and death in cold blood, and keep our
temper in a discourse which turns upon
every thing that is dear to us. Though our
zeal breaks out in the finest tropes and
figures, it is not able to stir a limb about us.
I have heard it observed more than once, by
those who have seen Iul_\', that an untra-
velled Englishman cannot relish all the
beauties of Italian pictures, because the pos-
tures which are expressed inthem are often
such as are peculiar to that country. One
who has not seen an Italian in the pulpit, will
not know what to make of that noble ges-
ture in Raphael’s picture of St. Paul’s
preaching at Athens, where the apostle is
represented as lifting up both his arms, and
pouring out the thunder of his rhetoric
amidst an audience of pagan philosophers,

It is certain that proper gestures and ve-

|

Darkling and tir'd we shall the marshes tread,
No lay unsung to cheat the tedious way.

nr
“ The wat'ry length of these unjoyous moors
Does all the flow’ry meadows’ pride excel ;
Through these I fly to her my soul adores :
Ye flow'ry meadows, empty pride, fareweil.

I

hement exertions of the voice cannot be too
much studied by a public orator. They aye

a kind of comment to what he utters, and
| enforce every thing he says, with weak

hearers, better than the strongest arpument
he can make use of. . l.hC_\ keep the au-
dience awake, and fix theirattention to what
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is delivered to them, at the same time that
they show the speaker is in earnest, and af-
fected himself with what he so passionately
recommends to others. Violent gesture and
vociferation naturally shake the hearts of
the ignorant, and fill them with a kind of
religious horror. Nothing is more frequent
than to sec women weep and tremble at the
sight of a moving preacher, though he is
Elaced quite out of their hearing; as in
ngland we very frequently see people
lulled to sleep, with solid and elaborate
discourses of piety, who would be warmed
and transported out of themselves by the
bellowing and distortions of enthusiasm.

If nonsense, when accompanied with such
an emotion of voice and body, has such an
influence on men’s minds, what might we
not expect from many of those admirable
discourses which are printed in our tongue,
were they delivered with a becoming fer-
vour, and with the most agreeable graces
of voice and gesture!

We are told that the great Latin orator
very much impaired his health by the laze-
yum contentio, the vehemence of action,
with which he used to deliver himself. The
Greek orator was likewise so very famous
for this particular in rhetoric, that one of
his antagonists, whom he had banished from
Athens, reading over the oration which had
procured his banishment, and seeing his
friends admire it, could not forbear asking
them, if they were so much affected by the
bare reading of it, how much more they
would have been alarmed, had they heard
him actually throwing out such a storm of
eloquence?

How cold and dead a figure, in compari-
son of these two great men, does an orator
often make at the British bar, holding up
his head with the most insipid serenity, and
strokingthe sides of a long wig that reaches
down to his middle! Thetruth of it is, there
is often nothing more ridiculous than the
gestures of an English speaker: you see
some of them running their hands into their
pockets as far as ever they can thrust them,
and others looking with great attention ona
piece of paper that has nothing written on
it; you may see many a smart rhetorician
turning his hat in his hands, moulding it
intoseveral different cocks, examining some-
times the lining of it, and sometimes the
button, during the whole course of his
harangue. A deaf man would think he was
cheapening a beaver, when perhaps he is
talking of the fate of the British nation. I
remember, when I was a young man, and
used to frequent ‘Westminster-hall, there
was a counsellor who never pleaded with-
out a piece of pack-thread in his hand,
which he used to twist about a thumb or a

finger all the while he was speaking: the
wags of those days used to call it “the
thread of his discourse,’ for he was unable
to utter a word without it. One of his
clients, who was more merry than Wwise,
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stole it from him one day in the midst of his
pleading; but he had better have let it
alone, for he lost his cause by his jest.

I have all along acknowledged myself to
be a dumb man, and therefore may be
thought a very improper person to give
rules for oratory; but I believe every one
will agree with me in this, that we ought
either to lay aside all kinds of gesture
(which seems to be very suitable to the ge-
nius of our nation,) or at least to make use
of such only as are graceful and expressive.

0.
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Decet affectus animi neque se nimium erigere, nec
subjacere, serviliter.—T'wll. de Finibus.

The affeetions of the heart onght not to be too much
indulged, nor servilely depressed.

¢« MR. SpecTATOR,—I have always been
a very great lover of your speculations, as
well in regard to the subject as to your man-
ner of treating it. Human nature I always
thought the most useful object of human
reason; and to make the consideration of it
pleasant and entertaining, I always thought
the best employment of human wit: other
parts of philosophy may perhaps make us
wiser, but this not only answers that end,
but makes us better too. Hence it was that
the oracle pronounced Socrates the wisest
of all men living, because he judiciously
made choice of human nature for the object
of his thoughts; an inquiry into which, as
much exceeds all other learning, as it is of
more consequence to adjust the true nature
and measures of right and wrong, than to
settle the distances of the planets, and com-
pute the time of their circumvolutions.

«One good effect that will immediately
arise from a near observation of human
nature, is, that we shall cease to wonder at
those actions which men are used to reckon
wholly unaccountable; for, as nothing is
produced without a cause, so by observing
the nature and course of the passions, we
shall be able to trace every action from its
first conception to its death. We shall no
more admire at the proceedings of Catiline
or Tiberius, when we know the one was
actuated by a cruel jealousy, the other by
a furious ambition: for the actions of men
follow their passions as naturally as light
does heat, or asany other effect flowsfrom its
cause; reason must be employed in adjust-
ing the passions, but they must ever remain
the principles of action.

¢The strange and absurd variety that is
so apparent in men’s actions, shows plainly
they can never proceed immediately from
reason; S0 pure a fountain emits no such
troubled waters: they must necessarily arise
from the passions, which are to the mind as
the winds to a ship; they can only move it,
and they too often destroy it: if fair and

gentle, they guide it into the harbour; if




contrary and furious, they overset it in the
s. In the same manner is the mind
assisted or endangered by the passions ;
reason must then take the place of pilot,
and can never fail of securing her charg
if she be not wanting to herself. The
strength of the passions will never be ac-
cepted as an excuse for complying with
them: they were designed for subjection;
and if a man suffers them to get the upper
hand, he then betrays the liberty of his own
soul.

‘As nature has framed the several spe-
cies of being as it were in a chain, so man
seems to be placed as the middle link be-
tween angels and brutes. Hence he par-
ticipates both of flesh and spirit by an
admirable tie, which in him occasions per-
petual war of passions; and as man inclines
to the angelic or brute part of his constitu-
tion, he is then denominated good ‘or bad,
virtuous or wicked; if love, mercy, and
good-nature prevail, they speak him of the
angel: if hatred, cruelty, and envy pre-
dominate, they declare his kindred to the
brute. Hence it was that some of the an-
cients imagined, that as men in this life
inclined more to the angel or the brute, so,
after their death, they should transmigrate
into the one or the other; and it would
be no unpleasant notion to. consider the
several species of brutes, into which we
may imagine that tyrants, misers, the
proud, malicious, and ill-natured, might be
changed.

*As a consequence of this original, all
passions are in all men, but appear not in
all; constitution, education, custom of the
country, reason, and the like causes, may
improve or abate the strength of them;
but still the seeds remain, which are ever
ready to sprout forth upon the least en-
couragement. I have heard a story of a

Be

good religious man, who having been bred |

with the milk of a goat, was very modest
in public, by a careful reflection he made
on his actions; but he frequently had an
hour in secret, wherein he had his frisks
and capers; and if we had an opportunity
of examining the retirement of the strictest
Philosophers, no doubt but we should find
Perpetual returns of those passions they so
artfully conceal from the public. I remem-
ber Machiavel observes, that every state
should entertain a perpetual jealousy of its
neighbours, that so it should never be un-
provided when an emergency happens; in
like manner should reason be perpetually
on its guard against the Ppassions, and never
suffer them to carry on any design that may
be destructive of its security: yet, at the
same time, it must be careful that it do not
so far break their strength as to render
them contemptible, and consequently itself
unguarded.

¢The understanding, being of itself too
slow and lazy to exert itself jnto action, it
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| the gentle gales of the passions, which may
| preserve it from stagnating and corruption;
for they are necessary to the health of the
mind, as the circulation of the animal spi-
rits is to the health of the body: they keep
it in life, and strength, and vigour; nor is it
possible for the mind to perform its offices
without their assistance. These motions are
given us with our being; they are little spi-
rits that are born and die with us; to some
they are mild, easy, and gentle; to others,
wayward and unruly, yet never too strong
for the reins of reason ‘and the guidance of
judgment.

¢ We may generally observe a pretty nice
proportion between the strength of reason
and passion; the greatest geniuses have
commonly the strongest affections, as, on
the other hand, the weaker understandings
have generally the weaker passions; and it
is fit the fury of the coursers should not be
too great for the strength of the charioteer.
Young men, whose passions are not a little
unruly, give small hopes of their ever being
considerable: the fire of youth will of course
abate, and is a fault, if it be a fault, that
mends every day; but, surely, unless a man
has fire in his youth, he can hardly have
warmth in old age. We must therefore be
very cautious, lest, while we think to re-
gulate the passions, we should quite extin-
guish them, which is putting out the light
of the soul; for to be without passion, or to
be hurried away with it, makes a man
equally blind. The extraordinary severity
used in most of our schools has ‘this fatal
effect, it breaks the spring of the mind, and
most certainly destroys more good geniuses
than it can possibly improve.  And surely
it is a mighty mistake that the passions
should be so entirely subdued: for little jr-
regularities are sometimes not only to be
borne with, but to be cultivated too, since
they are frequently attended with the
greatest perfections. All great geniuses
have faults mixed with their virtues, and
resemble the flaming bush which has
thorns amongst lights,

“Since, therefore, the passions are the
principles of human actions, we must endea-
vour to manage them so as to retain their
vigour, yet keep them under strict com-
mand; we must govern them rather like
free snbjects than slaves, lest, while we in-
tend to make them obedient, they become
abject, and unfit for those great purposes
to which they were designed. For my part,
I must confess I could never have any re-
gard to that sect of philosophers Who so
much insisted upon an absolute indifference
and vacancy from all passion; for it seems
to me a thing very inconsistent, for a man
to divest himself of humanity in order to
acquire tranquillity of mind; and to eradi-
very principles of action, because
it is possible they may produce il] effects.
I am, sir, your affectionate admirer,

is necessary it should be put in motion by

Z. gl o
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Mus®o contingere cuncta lepore.
Later. Lib. i. 933.

To grace each subject with enliv'ning wit.

GRrATIAN very often recommends fine
taste as the utmost perfection of an accom-
plished man.

As this word arises very often in conver-
sation, I shall endeavour to give some 2
count of it, and to lay down rules how we
may know whether we are possessed of it,
and how we may acquire that fine taste of
writing, which is so much talked of among
the polite world.

Most languages make use of this meta-
phor, to express that faculty of the mind
which distinguishes all the most concealed
faults and nicest perfections in writing. We
may be sure this metaphor would not have
been so general in all tongues, had there
not been a very great conformity between
that mental taste, which is the subject of
this paper, and that sensitive taste which
gives us a relish of every different flavour
that affects the palate. Accordingly we
find there are as many degrees of refine-
ment in the intellectual faculty as in the
sense, which is marked out by this common
denomination. :

I knew a person who possessed the one
in so great a perfection, that, after having
tasted ten different kinds of tea, he would
distinguish, without seeing the colour of it,
the particular sort which was offered him;
and not only so, but any two sorts of them
that were mixed together in an equal pro-
portion; nay, he has carried the experi-
ment so far, as, upon tasting the composition
of three different sorts, to name the parcels
from whence the three several ingredients
were taken. A man of fine taste in writing
will discern, after the same manner, not
only the general beauties and imperfections
of an author, but discover the several ways
of thinking and expressing himself, which
diversify him from all other authors, with
the several foreign infusions of thought and
language, and the particular authors from
whom they were borrowed.

After having thus far explained what is
generally meant by a fine taste in writing,
and shown the propriety of the metaphor
which is used on this occasion, I think I
may define it to be  that faculty of the soul
which discerns the beauties of an author
with pleasure, and the imperfections with
dislike.” If a man would know whether he
is possessed of this faculty, I would have

im read over the celebrated works of an- |

tiquity, which have stood the test of so
many different ages and countries, or those
works among the moderns which have the
sanction of the politer part of our contem-
Poraries, If, upon the perusal of such writ-
mgs, he does not find himself delighted in
an extraordinary manner, or if, upon read-
Ing the admired passages in such authors,
he finds a coldness and indifference in his
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thoughts, he ought to conclude, not (as is
too usual among tasteless readers,) that the
author wants those perfections which have
been admired in him, but that he himself
wants the faculty of discovering them.

He should, in the second place, be very
careful to observe, whether he tastes the
distinguishing perfections, or, if I may be al-
lowed to call them so, the specific qualities
of the author whom he peruses; whether
he is particularly pleased with Livy, for
his manner of telling a story, with Sallust,
for entering into those internal principles
of action which arise from the characters
and manners of the person he describes,
or, with Tacitus, for displaying those out-
ward motives of safety and interest which
gave birth to the whole series of transac-
tions which he relates,

He may likewise consider how differently
he is affected by the same thought which
presents itself in a great writer, from what
he is when he finds it delivered by a per-
son of an ordinary genius; for there is as
much difference in apprehending a thought
clothed in Cicero’s language, and that of a
common author, as in seeing an object by
the light of a taper, or by the light of the sun.

It is very difficult to lay down rules for
the acquirement of such a taste as that I
am here speakinglof. The faculty must in
some degree be born with us; and it very
often happens, that those who have other
qualities in perfection are wholly void of
this. One of the most eminent mathema-
ticians of the age has assured me, that the
greatest pleasure he took in reading Virgil
was in examining /Eneas’s voyage by the
map; as I question not but many a modern
compiler of history would be delighted with
little more in that divine author than the
bare matters of fact.

But, notwithstanding this faculty must in
some measure be born with us, there are
several methods for cultivating and im-
proving it, and without which it will be
| very uncertain, and of little use to the per-
| son” that possesses it. The most natural
method for this purpose is to be conversant
among the writings of the most polite au-
thors. A man who has any relish for fine
writing, either discovers new beauties, or
receives stronger impressions, from the
masterly strokes of a great author every
time he peruses him; besides that he natu-
rally wears himself into the same manner
of speaking and thinking.

Conversation with men of a polite genius
| is another method for improving our natural
taste. It is impossible for a man of the
greatest parts to consider any thing in its
whole extent, and in all its variety of lights,
| Every man besides those general observa-

tions which are to be made upon an author,
forms several reflections that are peculiar
| to his own manner of thinking; so that con-
versation will naturally furnish us with
i hints which we did not attend to, and make
us enjoy other men's varts and reflections




as well as our own. This is the best reason
I can give for the observation which several
have made, that men of great genius in the
same way of writing seldom rise up singly,
but at certain periods of time appear to- |
gether, and in a body; as they did at Rome
in the reign of Augustus, and in Greece
about the age of Socrates. I cannot think
that Corneille, Racine, Moliere, Boileau,
La Fontaine, Bruyere, Bossu, or the Da-
ciers, would have written so well as they
have done, had they not been friends and
contemporaries.

It is likewise necessary for a man who
would form to himself a finished taste of
good writing, to be well versed in the works
of the best critics, both ancient and modern.
I must confess that I could wish there were
authors of this kind, who, beside the me-
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chanical rules, which a man of very little
taste may discourse upon, would enter into |
the very spirit and soul of fine writing, and
show us the several sources of that pleasure
which rises in the mind upon the perusal |
of a noble work. Thus, although in poetry |
it be absolutely necessary that the unities
of time, place, and action, with other points
of the same nature, should be thoroughly
explained and understood, there is stiil
something more essential to the art, some- |
thing that elevates and astonishes the fancy,
and gives a greatness of mind to the reader,
which few of the critics besides Longinus
have considered.
Our general taste in England is for epi-
f rced conceits,

gram, turns of wit, and fi
which have no manner of influence either

for the bettering or enlarging the mind of |
him who reads them, and have been care- I
fully avoided by the greatest writers, both
among the ancients and moderns. I have
endeavoured in several of my speculations, |
to banish this gothic taste, which has taken

possession amongus. I entertained the town |
for a week together with an essay upon wit,

in which I endeavoured to detect several of

those false kinds which have been admired |
in the different ages of the world, and at |
the same time to show wherein the nature |
of true wit consists. I afterwards gave an
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—Dum foris sunt, nihil videtur mundius,
Nec magis compositum quidquam, nec magis elegans:
Que, cum amatore suo cum cenant, liguriunt.
Harum videre ingluviem, sordes, inopiam :
Quam inhonest® sole sint domi, atque avide cibi,
Quo pacto ex jure hesterno panem atrum vorent;
Nosse omnia hec, salus est adolescentulis,

Ter. Eun. Act v. Sc. 4.

* When they are abroad, nothing so clean and nicely
dressed ; and when at supper with a gallant, they do but
piddle, and pick the choicest bits ; but to see their nasti-
ness and poverty at home, their gluttony, and how they
devour black crusts dipped in yesterday's broth, is a
perfect antidote against w enching.’

WiLL HoNEvcoms, who disguises his
present decay by visiting the wenches of
the town only by way of humour, told us,
that the last rainy night he, with Sir Roger
de Coverley, was driven into the Temple
cloister, whither had escaped also a lady

| most exactly dressed from head to foot.

Will made no scruple to acquaint us, that
she saluted him very familiarly by his name,
and turning immediately to the knight, she
said, she supposed that ‘was his good friend
Sir Roger de Coverley: upon which nothing
less could follow than Sir Roger’s approach
to salutation, with ¢ Madam, the same, at
your service.” She was dressed in a black
tabby mantua and petticoat, without ribands;
her linen striped muslin, and in the whole
an agreeable second mourning; decent
dresses being often affectéd by the crea-
tures of the town, at once consulting cheap-
ness and the pretension to modesty. She
went on with a familiar easy air, ¢ Your
friend, Mr. Honeycomb, is a little surprised
to see a woman here alone and unattended;
but I dismissed my coach at the gate, and
tripped it down to my counsel’s chambers;
for lawyers’ fees takeup too much of a small
disputed jointure to admit any other ex-
Penses but mere necessaries.” ‘Mr. Honey-
comb begged they might have the honour
of setting her down, for Sir Roger’s servant
was gone to call a coach. In the interim the
footman returned with ‘no coach tobe had;*
and there appeared nothing to be done but
trusting herself with Mr. Honeycomb and
his friend, to wait at the tavern at the gate
for a coach, or to be subjected to all the

mstance of the great force which lies in a ! impertinence she must meet with in that

natural simplicity of thought to affect the
mind of the reader, from such vul

|

r pieces |

yublic place. Mr. Honeycomb being a man
U I )

of honour, determined ‘the choice of the

as have little else besides this single quali- | first, and Sir R¢ ger as the better man, took
fication to recommend them. I have like- | the lady by the hand, leading her throughall

wise examined the works of the greatest | the shower, cov

poet which our nation, or perhaps any
g : SN
other, has produced, and particularized

shall next Saturday enter upon an essay on
¢ The Pleasures of the Imagination,” which,
though it shall consider the subj
will perhaps st 3

|
|
1

gallanting a famili: r
rows of young fellows, who winked at Sukey
most of those rational and manly beauties | in the state she mar
which give a value to that divine work. 1 | comb bring

ing her with his hat, and
* acquaintance through

hed off, Will Honey-
g up the rear.
sortunity prevailed upon the

Much i

fair one to admit of a collation, where, after
ot at large, | declaring she had no stomach, and havmg
st to the reader what it | eaten a couple of chickens, devoured a truss

is that gives a beauty to many passages of |of sallet, and drank a full boEtlc to her
the finest writers both in prose and verse. [share, she sung the Old Man’s Wish to

As an undertaking of this nature is entirely |

Sir Roger. The knight left the room for

new, I question not but it will be received | some time after supper, and writ the fol-

with candour,

lowing billet, which he conveyed to Sukey,
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and Sukey to her friend Will Honeycomb.
Will has given it to Sir Andrew Freeport,
who read it last night to the club.

T am not so mere a country gentleman,
but T can guess at the law business you had
at the Temple. If you would go down to
the country, and leave off all your vanities
but your singing, let me know at my lodg-
ings in Bow-street, Covent-garden, and you
shall be encouraged by your humble ser-
vant, ROGER DE COVERLEY.’

My good friend could not well stand the
raillery which was rising upon him; but to
put a stop to it, I delivered Will Honey-
comb the following letter, and desired him
to read it to the board.

¢ MR. SpEcTATOR,—Having seenatrans-
lation of one of the chaptersin the Canticles
into English verse inserted among your late
papers, I have ventured to send you the
seventh chapterof the Proverbsina poetical
dress. If you think it worthy appearing
among your speculations, it will be a suf-
ficient reward for the trouble of your con-
stant reader, A. B.

“ My son, th’ instruction that my words impart,
Grave on the living tablet of thy heart;
And all the wholesome precepts that I give
Observe with strictest reverence; and hive.
“Let all thy homage be to Wisdom paid,
Seek her protection, and implore her aid;
That she may keep thy soul from harm secure,
And turn thy footsteps from the harlot’s door,
Who with curs'd charms lures the unwary in,
And soothes with flattery their souls to sin.
“ Onee from my window, as I cast mine eye
On those that pass’'d in giddy numbers by,
A vouth among the foolish youths I spy'd,
Who took not sacred wisdom for his guide.
« Just as the sun withdrew his cooler light,
And evening soft led on the shades of night,
He stole in covert twilight to his fate,
And pass'd the corner near the harlot's gate ;
When lo, a woman comes! 3
Loose her attire, and such her glaring dress,
As aptly did the harlot’s mind express;
Subtle she is, and practis’d in the
By which the wanton conquer heedless hearts
Stubborn and loud she is ; she hates her home ;
Varying her place and form, she loves to roam
Now she’s within, now in the street doth stray,
Now at each corner stands, and waits her prey
The youth she seiz'd; and laying now aside
All modesty, the female's justest pride,
She said with an embrace, * Here at my house
Peace-offerings are, this day I paid my vows.
I therefore came abroad to meet my dear,
And lo, in happy hour, I find thee here.
My chamber I've adorn’d, and o’er my bed
Are coverings of the richest tap'stry spread,
With linen it is deck’d from Egypt brought,
And carvings by the curious artist wrought:
It wants no glad perfume Arabia yields
In all her citron groves, and spicy fields;
Here all her store of richest odour meets,
T'll lay thee in a wilderness of sweets;
Whatever to the sense can grateful be
1 have collected there—1I want but thee.
My husband’s gone a journey far away, )
Much gold he took abroad, and long will stay:
He nam’'d for his return a distant day.”
“Upon her tongue did such smooth mischief dwell,
And from her lips such welcome flatt'ry f
Th' unguarded youth, in silken fetters ty'd,
,R,'ihik'll d his reason, and with ease comply’d.
Thus does the ox to his own slaughter go,
A‘“'l thus is senseless of the impending blow,
‘Thus flies the simpie bird into the snare,

THE SPECTATOR. 137

But let my sons attend. Attend may they

Whom youthful vigour may to sin betray ;

Let them false charmers fly, and guard their hearts
Against the wily wanton’s pleasing arts;

With care direct their steps, nor turn astray

To tread the paths of her deceitful way S

Lest they too late of her fell pow'r complain,

And fall, where many mightier have been slain.”
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PAPER L

ON THE PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION.
Contents—The perfection of our sight above our other
senses. The pleasures of the imagination arise origi-
nally from sight. The pleasures of the imagination
divided under two heads. The pleasures of the imagi-
nation in some respects equal to those of the under-
standing. The extent of the pleasures of the imagina-
tion. The advantages a man receives from a relish of
these pleasures. In what respect they are preferable
to those of the understanding.

Avia Pieridum peragro loca nullius ante

Trita solo: juvat integros accedere fonteis,

Atque haurire —— Luer. Lib. i. 925.

In wild unclear'd, to Muses a retreat,

O'er ground untrod before I devious roam,

And deep-enamour’d, into latent springs

Presume to peep at coy virgin Naiads.
Our sight is the most perfect and most
delightful of all our senses. It fills the mind
with the largest variety of ideas, converses
with its objects at the greatest distance, and
continues the longest in action without being
tired or satiated with its proper enjoyments.
The sense of feeling can indeed give us a
notion of extension, shape, and all other
ideas that enter at the eye, except colours;
but at the same time it is very much strained,
and confined in its operations, to the num-
ber, bulk, and distance of its particular
objects. Our sight seems designed to sup-
ply all these defects, and may be considered
as a more delicate and diffusive kind of
touch, that spreadsitself overan infinite mul-
titude of bodies, comprehends the largest
figures, and brings into our reach some of
the most remote parts of the universe.

1t is this sense which furnishes the ima-
gination with its ideas; so that by ¢the
pleasures of the jmagination,” or ‘fancy,’
(which I shall use p\'mnibcuOUS]_\') I here
mean such as arise from visible objects,
either when we have them actually in our
view, or when we callup their ideas into our
minds by paintings, statues, descriptions,
or any the like occasion. We cannot indeed
have a single image in the fancy that did
not make its first appearance through the
sight; but we have the power of retaining,
altering, and compounding those images,
which we have once received, into all the
varieties of picture and vision that are most
agreeable to the imagination; for by this
faculty 2 man in a dungeon is capable of
entertaining himself with scenes and land-
scapes more beautiful than any that can be
found in the whole compass of nature.

There are few words in the English lan-
guage which are employed in a more loose
and uncircumscribed sense than those of

That skilful fowlers for his life prepare
y s life prepare.
Vor. 11, 18

the fancy and the imagination. I therefore
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thought it necessary to fix and determine
the notion of these two words, as I intend
to make use of them in the thread of my
following speculations, that the reader may
conceive rightly what is the subject which
I proceed upon. I must therefore desire
him to remember, that by “the pleasures
of the imagination,” T mean only such plea-
sures as arise originally from sight, and
that I divide these pleasures into two kinds:
my design being first of all to discourse of
those primary pleasures of the imagination,
which entirely proceed from such objects
as are before our eyes; and in the next
place to speak of those secondary pleasures
of the imagination which flow from the
ideas of visible objects, when the objects are
not actually before the eye, but are called
up into our memories or formed into agree-
able visions of things that are either absent
or fictitious,

The pleasures of the imagination, taken
in the full extent, are not so gross as those
of sense, nor so refined as those of the un-
derstanding. The last are indeed more
preferable, because they are founded on
some new knowledge or improvement in
the mind of man; yet it must be confessed,
that those of the imag i > as great
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| to make the sphere of his innocent plea-
sures as wide as possible, that he may re-
tire into them with safety, and find in them
| such a satisfaction as a wise man would not
blush to take. Of this nature are those of
{ the imagination, which do not require such
(a bent of thought as is necessary to our
more serious employments, nor at the same
time, suffer the mind to sink into that neg-
ligence and remissness, which are apt to
accompany our more sensual delights, but,
like a gentle exercise to the faculties,
awaken them from sloth and idleness,
without putting them upon any labour or
difficulty.

We might here add, that the pleasures
of the fancy are more conducive to health
than those of the understanding, which are
worked out by dint of thinking, and attend-
ed with too violent a labour of the brain.
Delightful scenes, whether in nature, paint-
ing, or poetry, have a kindly influence on
the bedy, as well as the mind; and not only
serve to clear and brighten the imagina-
tion, but are able to disperse grief and me-
lancholy, and to set the animal spirits in
pleasing and agreceable motions. For this
son Sir Francis Bacon, in his Essay upon
th, has not thought it improper to

and as transporting as the other. A beau-
tiful prospect delights the soul as much as |
a demonstration; scription in Ho-
mer has ch: more readers than a
chapter in A Besides, the plea-
sures of the imagination have this advan-
tage above those of the understanding, that
they are more obvious, and more easy to be
acquired. Itis but opening the eyve, and
the scene enters. The colours paint them-
selves on the fancy, with very little atten-
tion of thought or applicati f the mind
in the beholder. We: <, we know
not how, with the symmetry of any thing
we see, and immediately assent to the
beauty of an object, without inquiring into
the particular causes and occasions of it.

A man of a polite imagination is let into
a great many pleasures that the vulgar are
not capable of receiving. He can converse
with a picture and find an agreeable com-
Panion in a statue. He meets with a secret
refreshment in a description, and often feels
a greater satisfaction in the prospect of
fields and meadows, than another dces in
the possession. It gives him, indeed, a kind
of property in every thing he sees, and
makes the most rude uncultivated parts of
nature administer to his pleasures: so that
he looks upen the world as it were in an-
other light, and discovers in it a multitude
of charms, that conceal themselves from
the generality of mankind.

There are indeed but very few who know
how to be idle and innocent, or have a re-
lish of any pleasures that are not criminal;
every diversion they take is at the expense
of some one virtue or another, and their
very first step out of business is into vice
folly. A man should endeavour, theref

prescribe to his reader a poem or a pros-
pect, where he particularly dissuades him
m knotty and subtle disquisitions, and
advises him to pursue studies that fill the

ind with splendid and illustrious objects,
s, fables, and contemplations of

nature,

I have in this paper, by way of introduc-
tion, settled the notion of those pleasures
of the imagination which are the subject of
my present undertaking, and endeavoured,
by several considerations, to recommend to
my reader the pursuit of those pleasures.
I shall inmy next paper examine the seve-
ral sources from whence these pleasures
are derived. 0.
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PAPER II.
ON THE PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION
Contents.—Three sources of all the pleasures of the ima-
gination, in our survey of outward objects. How
g agination. How what is
new ple imagination. How what is beautiful
in our own species pleases the imagination. How
what is beautiful in general pleases the imagination
What other aceidental causes may contribute to th
heightening of those pleasures

Divisum, sic breve fiet opus.—Mart. Ep. iv. 83
The work, divided aptly, shorter grows.

I suALL first consider those pleasures of
the imagination which arise from the actual
view and survey of outward objects; and
these, I think, all ])l‘(‘i‘L‘l‘d from the sight
of what is great, uncommon, or beautiful.
There may, indeed, be semething so tepri-
ble or offensive, that the horror op Joath-

| someness of an object may overbear the

pleasure which results from its greatness,
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novelty, or beauty; but still there will be|
such a mixture of delight in the very|
disgust it gives us, as any of these three
qualifications are most conspicuous and
prevailing.

By greatness, 1 do not only mean the bulk
of any single object, but the largencss of a
whole view, considered as one entire piece.
Such are the prospects of an open cham-
paign country, a vast uncultivated desert,
of huge heaps of mountains, hich rocks and |
precipices, or a wide expanse of water,
where we are not struck with the novelty
or beauty of the sight, but with that rude
kind of magnificence which appears in |
many of these stupendous works of Nature.
Our imagination loves to be filled with an
object, or to grasp at any thing that is too
big for its capacity. We are flung into 1’.|
pleasing astonishment at such unbounded |
views, and feel a delightful stillness and |
amazement in the soul at the apprehensicns
of them. The mind of man naturally hates
every thing thatlooks like a restraint upon
it, and is apt to fancy itself under a sort of |
confinement, when the sight is pent up in|
a narrow compass, and shortened on every
side by the neighbourhood of walls or
mountains. On the contrary, a spacious
horizon is an image of liberty, where the
eye has room to range broad, to expatiate
at large on the immensity of its views, and
to lose itself amidst the variety of objects
that offer themselves to its observation.
Such wide and undetermined prospects are
as pleasing to the fancy as the speculations
of eternity or infinitude are to the under-
standing. = But if there be a_beauty of un-
commonness joined with this grandeur, as
in a troubled ocean, a heaven adorned with
stars and meteors, or a spaciocus landscape
cut out into rivers, woods, rocks and
meadows, the pleasure still grows upon
us, as it arises from more than a single
principle.

Every thing that is new or uncommon,
raises a pleasure inthe imagination because |
it fills the soul with an agreeable surprise,
gratifies its curiosity, and gives it an idea
of which it was not before possessed. We
are indeed so often conversant with one set
of objects, and tired out with so many re-
peated shows of the same things, that
whatever is new or uncommon contributes
alittle to vary human life, and to divert|
our minds, for a while, with the strange-|
ness of its appearance. It serves us for a |
kind of refreshment, and takes off from
that satiety we are apt to complain of, in
ourusual and ordinary entertainments. It|
is this that bestows charms on a 1|1(\1\.‘~tcl‘,;
and makes even the imperfections of nature
please us. It is this that recommends va-
viety, where the mind is every instant call-
ed off to something new, and the attenti :nl
not suffered to dwell too long, and waste it-
self on any particular object. It is this,
likewise, that improves what is great or
beautiful and makes it afford the mind al
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double entertainment. Groves, fields, and
meadows, are at any season of the year
pleasant to look upon, but never so much
as in the opening of the spring, when they
are all new and fresh, with their first gloss
upon them, and not yet too much accus-
tomed and familiar to the eye. For this
reason there is nothing more enlivens a
prospect than rivers, jetteaus, or falls of
water, where the scene is perpetually shift-
12, and entertaining the sight every mo-
ient with something that isnew. Weare
quickly tired with locking upon hills and
valleys, where every thing continues fixed
and settled in the same place and posture,
but find our thoughts a little agitated and
relieved at the sight of such cbjects as are
ever in motion, and slidi wway from be-
neath the eye of the beholder. .

But there is nothing that makes its way
moie directly to the sc ul than beauty,
which immediately diffuses a secret satis-
faction and complacency through the ima-
gination, and gives a finishing to any thing
that is great or uncommon. The very first
discovery of it strikes the mind with an in-
ward joy, and spreads a cheerfulness and
delight through all its faculties. There is
not perhaps any real beauty or deformity
more in one piece ( f matter than another,
because we might have been so made, that
whatsoever now appears loathsome to us
might have shown itself agreeable; but we
find by experience that there are several
modifications of matter, which the mind,
without any previous consideration, pro-
nounces at fir 1t beautiful or deformed.
Thus we see that every different species of
sensible creatures has its different notions
of beauty, and that each of them is most
flected with the beauties of its own kind.
This is no where more remarkable than in
birds of the same shape and proportion,
where we often see the mate determined
in his courtship by the single rain or
tincture of a feather, and never discovering
any charms but in the colour of its species.

& ot
st siel

y servare fidem, sanctasque veretur

¢ Scit thalam

Connubii on illum in pectore candor
B itat n us ; neque pravem aceey amorem
Splendida lanugo, vel honesta 1n vert
Pt eusve nit m 3 ast a X
¥ ne maculasque re
Co rpora
undique monstris
1sque biformes,
Et genus jonumenta nefands
* Hine Merula se oblectat nigra marito,
tit Philomela eanorum,

8, hine Noctua tetr:

Canitie al lancos miratur ocellos

Nempe sibi semper constat, erescitque quotannis

Lucida progenies, castos confessa parentes

Dum virides inter saltus lucosque sonoros

Vere novo exultat, plumasque decora juventus

Explicat ad solem patriisqu loribus ardet
The feather'd husband, to his partner true,

al rites inviolate,
¢ every charm he sees,
The milky whiteness of the stately neck,

# It would seem from his manner of introducing
them, that Mr. Addison was himself the author of these
fine verses.
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The shining down, proud crest, and purple wings:
But cautious with a searching eye explores

The female tribes his proper mate to find,

With kindred colours mark'd; did he not so,

The grove with painted monsters would abound,
Th® ambiguous product of unnatural love.

The blackbird hence selects her sooty spouse ;

The nightingale, her musical compeer,

Lur'd by the well-known voice : the bird of night,
Simit with his dusky wings and greenish eyes,
Woos his dun paramour. The beauteous race
Speak the chaste loves of their progenitors
When, by the spring invited, they exult

In woods and fields, and to the sun unfold

Their plumes, that with paternal colours glow.'

There is a second kind of beauty that we
find in the several products of art and na-
ture, which does not work in the imagina-
tion with that warmth and violence as the
beauty that appears in our proper species,
but is apt however to raise in us a secret
delight, and a kind of fondness for the
lzlacvs or objects in which we discover it.

"his consists either in the gaiety or variety
of colours, in the symmetry and proportion
of parts, in the arrangement and disposi-
tion of bodies, or in a just mixture and con-
currence of all together. Among these
several kinds of beauty the eye takes most
delight in colours. We no where meet with
a more glorious or pleasing show in nature
than what appears m the heavens at the
rising and setting of the sun, which is
wholly made up of those different stains of
light that show themselves in clouds of a
different situation. For this reason we find
the poets, who are always addressing them-
selves to the imagination, borrowing more
of their epithets from colours than from
any other topic.

As the fancy delights in every thing that
is great, strange, or beautiful, and is still
more pleased the more it finds of these
perfections in the same object, so it is
capable of receiving a new satisfaction by
the assistance of another sense. Thus, any
continued sound, as the music of birds, or
a fall of water, awakens every moment the
mind of the beholder, and makes him more
attentive to the several beauties of the
place that lie before him. Thus, if there
arises a fragrancy of smells or perfumes,
they heighten the pleasures of the imagi-
nation, and make even the colours and
verdure of the landscape appear more
agreeable; for the ideas of both senses re-
commend each other, and are pleasanter
together than when they enter the mind
separately; as the different colours of a
picture, when they are well disposed, set
off one another and receive an additional
beauty from the advantages of their situa-
tion. 0.
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ON THE PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION.
Contents—Why the necessary eause of our being pleas-
ed with what is great, new, or beautiful, unknown.
‘Why the final cause more known and more useful.
The final cause of our being pleased with what is
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great. The final cause of our being pleased with what
is new. The final cause of our being pleased with
what is beautiful in our own species. The final
cause of our being pleased with what is beautiful in
general.

Causa Jatet, vis est notissima—
Ovid. Met. ix. 207.

The cause is secret, but th' effect is known.—.4ddison.

THoOUGH in yesterday’s paper we con-
sidered how every thing that is great, new,
or beautiful, is apt to affect the imagina-
tion with pleasure, we must own that it is
impossible for us to assign the necessary
cause of this pleasure, because we know
neither the nature of an idea, nor the sub-
stance of a human soul, which might help
us to discover the conformity or disagree-
ableness of the one to the other; and there-
fore, for want of such a light, all that we
can do in speculations of this kind, is to
reflect on those operations of the soul that
are most agreeable, and to range, under
their proper heads, what is pleasing or dis-
pleasing to the mind, without being able to
trace out the several necessary and efficient
causes from whence the pleasure or dis-
pleasure arises.

Final causes lie more bare and open to
our observation, as there are often a greater
variety that belong to the same effect; and
these, though they are not altogether so sa-
tisfactory, are generally more useful than
the other, as they give us greater occasion
of admiring the goodness and wisdom of the
first Contriver.

One of the final causes of our delight in
any thing that is great may be this. The
Supreme Author of our being has so formed
the soul of man, that nothing but himself
can be its last, adequate, and proper hap-
piness. Because, therefore, a great part
of our happiness must arise from the con-
templation of his being, that he might give
our souls a just relish of such a contempla-
tion, he has made them naturally delight
in the apprehension of what is great or un-
limited. Our admiration, which is a very
pleasing motion of the mind, immediately
rises at the consideration of any object that
takes up a great deal of room in the fancy,
and, by consequence, will improve into the
highest pitch of astonishment and devotion
when we contemplate his nature, that is
neither circumscribed by time nor place,
nor to be comprehended by the largest
capacity of a created being.

He has annexed a secret pleasure to the
idea of any thing that is new or uncommon,
that he might encourage us in the pursuit
after knowledge, and engage us to search
into the wonders of his creation; 10r every
new idea brings such a pleasure along with
it as rewards any pains we have taken in
its acquisition, and Cnxrst'qllcllt!}' serves as
a motive to put us upon fresh dmc_nvcries.

He has made every thing that is beauti-
ful in our own species pleasant, that all
creatures might be tempted to multiply
their kind, and fill the world with inhabit-
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ants; for it is very remarkable, that where-
ever nature is crossed in the production of
a monster (the result of any unnatural mix-
ture) the breed is incapable of propagating
its likeness, and of founding a new order of
creatures: so that, unless all animals were
allured by the beauty of their own species,
generation would be at an end, and the
earth unpeopled.

In the last place, he has made every
thing that is beautiful in all other objects
pleasant, or rather has made so many
objects appear beautiful, that he might
render the whole creation more gay and
delightful. He has given almost every
thing about us the power of raising an
agreeable idea in_the imagination: so that
it is impossible for us to behold his works
with coldness or indifference, and to survey
so many beauties without a secret satisfac-
tion and complacency. Things would make
but a poor appearance to the eye, if we
saw them only in their proper figures and
motions: and what reason can we assign
for their exciting in us many of those ideas
which are different from any thing that
exists in the objects themselves (for such
are light and colours,) were it not to add
supernumerary ornaments to the universe,
and make it more agreeable to the imagi-
nation? we are every where entertained
with pleasing shows and apparitions; we
discover imaginary glories in the heavens,
and in the earth, and see some of this vi-
sionary beauty poured out upon the whole
creation: but what a rough unsightly sketch
of nature should we be entertained with,
did all her colouring disappear, and the
several distinctions of light and shade
vanish? In short, our souls are at present
delightfully lost and bewildered in a pleas-
ing delusion, and we walk about like the
enchanted hero in a romance, who sees
beautiful castles, woods, and meadows; and,
at the same time, hears the warbling of
birds, and the purling of streams; but,
upon the finishing of some secret spell, the
fantastic scene breaks up, and the discon-
solate knight finds himself on 2 barren
heath, or in a solitary desert. It is not im-
probable that something like this may be
the state of the soul after its first separa-
tion, in respect of the images it will receive
from matter; though indeed the ideas of
colours are so pleasing and beautiful in the
imagination, that it is possible the soul will
not be deprived of them, but perhaps find
them excited by some other occasional
cause, as they are at present by the differ-
ent impressions of the subtle matter on the
01'%3.11 of sight.

have here supposed that my reader is
acquainted with that great modern disco-
very, which is at present universally ac-
knowledged by all the inquirersinto natural
philosophy : namely, that light and colours,
as apprehended by the imagination, are only
ideas in the mind, and not qualities that
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truth which has been proved incontestibly
by many modern philosophers, and is in-
deed one of the finest speculations in that
science, if the English reader would see
the notion explained at large, he may find
it in the eighth chapter of the second book:
of Mr. Locke’s Essay on Human Under-
standing.

The following letter of Steele to Addison is
rejrinted here from the original edition
of the Spectator in folio.

¢ June 24, 1712.

¢«MR. SpECTATOR,—I would not divert
the course of your discourses, when you seem
bent upon obliging the world with a train of
thinking, which, rightly attended to, may
render the life of every man who reads
it more easy and happy for the future. The
pleasures of the fmagination are what be-
wilder life, when reason and judgment do
not interpose; it is therefore a worthy action
in you to look carefully into the powers of
fancy, that other men, from the knowledge
of them, may improve their joys, and allay

their griefs, by a just use of that faculty. T

say, sir, 1 would not interrupt you in the

progress of this discourse; but if you will
do me the favour of inserting this letter in
your next paper, you will do some service
to the public, though not in so noble a way
of obliging, as that of improving their
minds. Allow me, sir, to acquaint you
with a design (of which I am partly au-
thor,) th(:u%h it tends to no greater good
than that of getting money. I should not
hope for the favour of a philosopher in this
matter, if it were not attempted under all
the restrictions which you sages put upon
private acquisitions. The first purpose
which every good man is to propose to him-
self, is the service of his prince and coun-
try; after that is done, he cannot add to
himself, but he must also be beneficial to
them. This scheme of gain is not only con-
sistent with that end, but has its very being
in subordination to it; for no man can be a
gainer here but at the same time he him-
self, or some other, must succeed in their
dealings with the government. It is called
¢The %hlltiplication Table,” and is so far
calculated for the immediate service of her
majesty, that the same person who is for-
tunate in the lottery of the state may re-
ceive yet further advantage in this table.

And Iam sure nothing can be more pleas-

ing to her gracious temper than to find out

additional methods of increasing their good
fortune who adventure any thing in her
service, or laying occasions for others to be-
come capable of serving their country who
are at present in too low circumstances to
exert themselves. The manner of exe-
cuting the design is by giving out receipts
for half guineas received, which shall entitle
the fortunate bearer to certain sums in the
table, as it is set forth at large in the pro-

osals printed the twenty-third instant.

have any existence in matter. Asthisisa

here is another circumstance in this de-
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sign which gives me hopes of your favour |
to it, and that is what Thully advises, to
wit, that the benefit is made as diffusive as
possible. Every one that has half a guinea
1s put into the possibility, from that small
sum to raise himself an easy fortune: when
these little parcels of wealth are, as it
were, thus thrown back again into the re-
donation of providence, we are to expect
that some who live under hardships or ob-
scurity may be preduced to the world in
the figure they deserve by this means. I
doubt not but this last argument will have
force with you; and I cannot add another
to it, but what your severity will, I fear,
very little regard; which is, that I am, sir,
your greatest admirer,

‘RICHARD STEELE.’

Wednesday, June 25, 1712.

PAPER 1IV.
ON THE PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION

Contents,.—The works of nature more pleasant to the
Jmagination than those of art. The works of nature
still more pleasant, the more they resemble those of
art. The works of art more p'easant, the more the v
resemble those of nature. Our English plantations
and gardens considered in the foregoing lig

—— Alterius sic
A

era poscit opem res, et conjurat amice.
Hor. Ars Poet. v. 414
But mutually they need each other’s he
11 common.
F We consi

ler the works of nature and

art as they are qualified to entertain the

imagination, we shall find the last very de-
fective in comparison of the former; for
though they may sometimes appear as
beautiful or strange, they can have nothing
in them of that vastness and immensity,
which afford so great an entertainment to
the mind of the beholder. The one may be
as polite and delicate as the other, but
never show herself so august and ma
cent in the design. There is some ing |
more bold and masterly in the rough care-
less strokes of nature, than in the nice
touches and embellishments of art. The
beauties of the most stately garden or pa-
lace lie in a narrow compass, the imagina-
tion immediately runs them ov er, and re-
quires something else to gratify her; but in
the wide fields of nature, the sight wanders
up and down without confinement, and is
fed with an infinite variety of images, with-
out any certain stint or number. For this
reason we always find the poet in love with |
the country life, where nature appears in |
the greatest perfection, and furnishes out

th

Hic secura quies, et nescia fallere vita,

Dives opum variarum ; hie latis otia fu

| resemble those of art: for in thi

| tion; but certain

than what we re ;
more accurate productions of art,
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Spelune®, vivique lacns; hic frigida Te mpe,
Mugitusque boum, mollesque sub abore somni.
Virg. Georg. ii. 470.

Here easy quiet, a secure retreat,

A harmless life that knows not how to cheat,

With home-bred plenty the rich owner bless,

And rural pleasures crown his happiness,

Unvex'd with quarrels, undisturb’'d with noise,

The country king his peaceful realm enjoys:

Cool grots, and living lakes, the flow'ry pride

Of meads and streams that through tie valley glide ;

And shady groves that easy sleep invite,

And, after toilsome days, a sweet repose at night.
Dryden.

But though there are several of those
wild scenes, that are more delightful than
any artificial shows, yet we find the works
of nature still more pleasant, the more they
case our
pleasure rises from a double principle; from
the agreeableness of the objects to the eye,
and from their similitude to other objects,
We are pleased as well with comparing
their beauties, aswith surveying them, and
can represent them to our minds, either as
copies or originals. Hence it is that we
take delight in a prospect which is well laid
out, and diversified with fields and mea-
dows, woods and rivers; in those accidental
landscapes of trees, clouds, and cities, that
are sometimes found in the veins of marble;
in the curious fret-work of rocks and grottos;
and, in a word, in any thing that hath such =
variety or regularity as may seem the effect
of design in what we call the works. of
chanc

1If

o

products of nature rise in value ac-
cording as they more or less resemble those
of art, we may be sure t artificial works
receive a greater advantage from their re-
semblance of such as are natural; because
here the similitude is not only pleasant, but
the ern more perfect. The prettiest
pe I ever saw, was one drawn on the
walls of a dark room, which stood opposite
on one side to a navigable river, and on the
other toa park. The experiment is very
common in optics. Here you might disco-
ver the waves and fluctuations of the water
in strong and proper colours, with a picture
of a ship entering at one end, and sailing by
degrees through the whole piece. On ano-
ther there appeared the green shadows of
trees, waving to and fro with the wind, and

herds of deer ameng them in miniature,
out upon the wall.

1

leaping
fess the novelty of suc
occasion of its pleas

I must con-
1 a sight may be one
ness to the imagina-
ly its chief reason is its
nearest resemblance to nature, as it does not
only, like other pictures, give the c« lourand
figure, but the motions of the things it re-

presents.

all those scenes that are most apt todelight | * We have before observed, that there is
the imagination, | generally in nature something more g,
Beriptorum chorus omnis amat nemus, et fugit urbes, | and august than what we meet With in the
Hor. Lib. 2. Ep.ii. 77. | curiosities of art. When, therefore, we see ,
It rottos and 10 groves we run this imitated in any measure, it gives us a
To ease and silence. ev'ry muse's son. Pope. | nobler and more exalted kind pleasure

of

eive from the

icer and
On this
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PAPER V.
ON THE PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION.
Contents.—Of architecture, as it affects the imagination.
Greatness in architecture relates either to the bulk or
to the mann Gre 'l'\n =« of bulk in the ancient
oriental build nt accounts of these
buil From the advantages for rais-
of the world, lin
al of them which are
of manner af-
obser

cOneave

|
|

From seve
1ces how greatr
X tion. A French
tions on ih.: suhject. Why conv

figures giv s of manner to works of archi
at pl e imagination in
architecture »ither great, beautiful, or new.

»gias urbes, operumque
Virg

f illnstrious name
1d stupendous frame
Dryden

tness onr cities «

r costly labour ¢

Havine already shown how the fancy is
1 by the works of nature, and : after
W \rds considered in general both the works
f nature and of art, how they mutually as-
each other in forming such
nd prospects as are most apt to de-
e mind of the beholder, I shall in
this paper throw together some reflecti
n that particular art, w hich has a more
i tendencv, than any other, to
those prims pleasures of the
on ‘vhi(".x have hitherto been the
The art I mean
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an old author says, there wc
itions to be seen in his time, w
k like a Spaci us mountain ; what
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lon, its hanging gardens, and its temple t
| Jn;)'.i r Belus, that rosea mile high by eight
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> of the huge rock k that was
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xlhl T <¥~ \V hat lay by it in the shape of
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\1 lake, which took in the whole Eu-
s, till such time as a new canal W
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such works among us at present. There
were indeed many greater advantages for
building in those times, and in that part of
the world, than have been met with ever
since. The earth was extremely fruitful;
men lived generally on pasturage, which
requires a much smaller number of hands
than agriculture. There were few trades
to employ the busy part of mankind, and
fewer arts and sciences to give work to men

of speculative tempers; and what is more |

than all the rest, the prince was absolute;
so that when he went to war, he put himself
at the head of the whole people, as we find
Semiramis leading her three millions to the
field, and yet overpowered by the number
of her enemies. Itisno wonder, therefore,
when she was at peace, and turning her
thoughts on building, that she could accom-
plish such great works, with such a prodi-
gious multitude of labourers; besides that,
in her climate there was small interruption
of frosts and winters, which make the
northern workmen lie half the year idle. 1
might mention, too, among the benefits of
the climate, what historians say ofthe earth,
that it sweated out a bitumen, or natural
kind of mortar, which is doubtless the same
with that mentioned in holy writ, as con-
tributing to the structure of Babel: ¢Slime
they used instead of mortar.’

In Egypt we still see their pyramids,
which answer to the descriptions that have
been made of them; and I question not but
a traveller might find out some remains of
the labyrinth that covered a whole pro-
vince, and had a hundred temples disposed
among its several quarters and divisions.

The wall of China is one of these eastern
pieces of magnificence, which makes a
figure even in the map of the world, al-
though an account of it would have been
thought fabulous, were not the wall itself
still extant.

Weare obliged to devotion for the noblest
buildings that have adorned the several
countries of the world. Itis this which has
set men at work on temples and public
Placcs of worship, not only that they might,
Dy the magnificence of the building, invite
the Deity to reside within it, but that such
stupendous works might, at the same time,
open the mind to vast conceptions, and fit
it to converse with the divinity of the place.
For every thing that is majestic imprints an
awfulness and reverence on the mind of the
beholder, and strikes in with the natural
greatness of the soul.

In the second place we are to consider
greatness of manner in architecture, which
has such force upon the imagination, that a
small building, where it appears, shall give
the mind nobler jdeas than any one of
twenty times the bulk, where the manner
is ordinary or little. Thus, perhaps, a man
would have been more astonished with the
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mount Athos, had it been cut Into the figure
of the hero, according to the proposal of
Phidias,* with a river in one hand, and a
city in the other.

Let any one reflect on the disposition of
mind he finds in himself at his first entrance
into the Pantheon at Rome, and how the
imagination is filled with something great
and amazing; and, at the same time, con-
sider how little, in proportion, he is af-
fected with the inside of a Gothic cathedral,
though it be five times larger than the
other; which can arise from nothing else
but the greatness of the manner in the one,
and the meanness in the other.

I have seen an observation upon this sub-
ject in a French author, which very much
pleased me. It is Monsieur Freart’s Paral-
lel of the ancient and modern Architecture.
I shall give it the reader with the same
terms of art which he has made use of. “I
am observing,” says he, ¢a thing which, in
my opinion, is very curious, whence it pro-
ceeds, that in the same quantity of super-
fices, the one manner seems great and
magnificent, and the other poor and trifling;
the reason is fine and uncommon. I say,
then, that to introduce into architecture
this grandeur of manner, we ought so to
proceed, that the division of the principal
members of the order may consist but of
few parts, that they be all great, and of a
bold and ample relievo, and swelling; and
that the eye, beholding nothing little and
mean, the imagination may be more vigor-
ously touched and affected with the work
that stands before it. For example, in a
cornice, if the gola or cymatium of the
corona, the coping, the modillions, or den-
telli, make a noble show by their graceful
productions, if we see none of that ordinary
confusion, which is the result of those little
cavities, quarter rounds of the astragal, and
I know not how many other intermingled
particulars, which produce no effect in
great and massy works, and which very
unprofitably take up place to the prejudice
of the principal member, it is most certain
that this manner will appear solemn and
great; as, on the contrary, that it will have
but a poor and mean effect, where there is
a redundancy of those smaller ornaments,
which divide and scatter the angles of the
sight into such a multitude of rays, sO
pressed together that the whole will ap-
pear but a confusion.’

Among all the figures of architecture,
there are none that have a greater air than
the concave and the convex; and we find
in all the ancient and modern architecture,
as well as in the remote parts of China, as
in countries nearer home, that round pil-
lars and vaulted roofs make a great part
of those buildings which are designed for
pomp and magnificence. The reason I take
to be, because in these figures we generally

majestic air that appeared in one of Lysip-
pus’s statues of Alexander, though no bigger
than the life, than he might have been with f

see more of the body than in those of other
———————— e ———

* Dinocrates,
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kinds. There are, indeed, figures of bodies,
where the eye may take in two-thirds of
the surface; but, as in such bodies the sight
must split upen several angles, it does not
take in one uniform idea, but several ideas
of the same kind. Look upon the outside
of a dome, your eye half surrounds it; look
upon the inside, and at one glance you have
all the prospect of it; the entire concavity
falls into your eye at once, the sight being
as the centre that collects and gathers into
it the lines of the whole circumference; in
a square pillar, the sight often takes in but
a fourth part of the surface; and in a square
concave, must move up and down to the
different sides, before it is master of all the
inward surface. For this reason, the fancy
is infinitely more struck with the view of
the open air and skies, that passes through
an arch, than what comes through a square,
or any other figure. The figure of the rain-
bow does not contribute less to its magnifi-
cence than the colours to its beauty, as it is
very poetically described by the son of Si-
rach: ¢Look upon the rainbow, and praise
him that made it; very beautiful it is in its
brightness; it encompasses the heavens with
a glorious circle; and the hands of the Most
High have bended it.”

Having thus spoken of that greatness
which affects the mind in architecture, I
might next show the pleasure that rises in
the imagination from what appears new
and beautiful in this art! but as every be-
holder has naturally greater taste of these
two perfections in every building which
offers itself to his view, than of that which
I have hitherto considered, I shall not trou-
ble my readers with any reflections upon it.
It is sufficient for my present purpose to
observe, that there is nothing in this whole
art which pleases the imagination, but as it
is great, uncommon, or beautiful.
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PAPER VL.
ON THE PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION.

Contents.—The secondary pleasures of the imagination.
The several sources of these pleasures(statuary. paint.
ing. description, and music) compared together. The
final cause of our receiving pleasure from these seve.
ral sources. Of descriptions in particular. The power
of words over the imagination. Why one reader is
more pleased with descriptions than another.

Quatenus hoc simile est oculis, quod mente videmus.
Lucr. ix. 754.

80 far as what we see with our minds bears simili-
tude to what we see with our eyes.

1 ar first divided the pleasures of the
imagination into such as arise from objects
that are actually before our eyes, or that
once entered in at our eyes, and are after-
wards called up into the mind either barely
by its own operations, or on occasion of
something without us, as statues, or de-
scriptions. We have already considered
the first c}i\-ision’, and shall therefore enter
OL. H 19
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on the other, which, for dlStlQCtiOl’l sake, I
have called ¢ The Secondary Pleasures of
the Imagination.” When I say the ideas
we receive from statues, descriptions, or
such-like occasions, are the same that were
once actually in our view, it must not be
understood that we had once seen the very
place, action, or person, that are carved or
described. It is sufficient that we have
seen places, persons, or actions in general,
which bear a resemblance, or at least some
remote analogy, with what we find repre-
sented; since it is in the power of the
imagination, when it is once stocked with
particular ideas, to enlarge, compound, and
vary them at her own pleasure.

Among the different kinds of representa-
tion, statuary is the most natural, and shows
us something likest the object that is repre-
sented. To make use of a common instance:
let one who is born blind take an image in
his hands, and trace out with his fingers
the different furrows and impressions of the
chisel, and he will easily conceive how the
shape of a man, or beast, may be repre-
sented by it; but should he draw his hand
over a picture, where all is smooth and
uniform, he would never be able to imagine
how the several prominences and depres-
sions of a human bedy could be shown on a
plain piece of canvass, that has in it no un-
evenness or irregularity. Description runs
vet farther from the things it represents
than painting; for a picture bears a real
resemblance to its original, which letters
and syllables gre wholly void of. Colours
speak all languages, but words are under-
stood only by such a people or nation. For
this reason, though men’s necessities quick-
ly put them on finding out speech, writing
is probably of a later invention than paint-
ing; particularly, we are told that in Ame-
rica, when the Spaniards first arrived there,
expresses were sent to the emperor of
Mexico in paint, and the news of his coun-
try delineated by the strokes of a pencil,
which was a more natural way than that
of writing, though at the same time _much
more imperfect, because it 18 impossible to
draw the little connections of speech, or to
give the picture of a conjunction or an ad-
verb. It would be yet more strange to re-
present visible objects by sounds that have
no ideas annexed to them, and to make
something like description in music. Yetit
is certain, there may be confused imperfect
notions of this nature raised in the imagi-
nation by an artificial composition of notes:
and we find that great masters in the art
are able, sometimes, to set their hearers in
the heat and hurry of a battle, to overcast
their minds with melancholy scenes and
apprehensions of deaths and funerals, or
to lull them into pleasing dreams of groves
and elysiums.

In all these instances, this secondary
pleasure of the imagination proceeds from
that action of the mind which compares

the ideas arising from the original ebjects
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with the ideas we receive from the statue,
picture, description, or sound, that repre
sents them.
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readers, who are all acquainted with the
same language, and knew the meaning of

It is impossible for us to give | the words they read, should nevertheless

the necessary reason why this operation of | have a different relish of the same descrip-
the mind is attended with so much pleasure, | tions. We find one transported with a pas-
as I have before observed on the same oc- |

casion; but we find a great variety of enter-
tainmentsderived from this single principle;
for it is this that not only gives us a relish
of statuary, painting, and description, but
makes us delight in all the actions and arts
of mimickry. It is this that makes the
several kinds of wit pleasant, which con-
sists, as I have formerly shown, in the

affinity of ideas: and we may add, it is this |

also that raises the little satisfaction we

sometimes find in the different sorts of false | eV .
| energy that lie in the several words of a
| language, so as to be able to distinguish

wit; whether it consists in the affinity of
letters, as an anagram, acrostic; or of syl-
lables, as in doggrel rhymes, echoes; or of
words, as in puns, quibbles; or of a whole
sentence or poem, as wings and altars. The
final cause, probably, of annexing pleasure

to this operation of the mind, was to quicken |

and encourage us in our searches after truth,
since the distinguishing one thing from an-
other, and the right discerning betwixt our
ideas, depend wholly upon our comparing
them together, and observing the congruity
or disagreement that appears among the
several works of nature.

But I shall here confine myself to those
pleasures of the imagination which pro-
ceed from ideas raised by words, because
most of the observations that agree with
descriptions are equally applicable to paint-
ing and statuary.

Words, when well chosen, have so great
a force in them, that a description often
gives us more lively ideas than the sight of
things themselves. The reader finds a scene
drawn in stronger colours, and painted more
to the life in his imagination by the help of
words, than by an actual survey of the
scene which they describe. In this case,
the poet seems to get the better of nature:
he takes, indeed, the landscape after her,
but gives it more vigorous touches, height-
ens its beauty, and so enlivens the whole
Ppiece, that the images which flow from the
object themselves appear weak and faint,
In comparison of those that come from the
expressions. The reason, probably, may
be, because in the survey of any object, we
have only so much of it painted on the ima-

ination as comes in at the eye: but in its

escription, the poet gives us as free a
view of it as he pleases, and discovers to us
several Parts, that either we did not attend
to, or that lay out of our sight when we first
beheld it. Z{s we look on any object, our
idea of it is, perhaps, made up of two or
three simple 1deas; but when the poet re-
presents it, he may either give us a more
complex idea of it, or only raise in us such

ideas as are most apt to affect the imagina-
tion.

It may here be worth our while to exa-
mine how it comes to pass that several

sage,which another runs over with coldness
and indifference; or finding the representa-
tion extremely natural, where another can
perceivenothing of likeness and conformity.
This different taste must proceed either
from the perfection of imagination in one
more than in another, or from the different
ideas that several readers affix to the same
words. For to have a true relish and form
a right judgment of a description, a man
should be born with a good imagination,
and must have well weighed the force and

which are most significant and expressive
of their proper ideas, and what additional
strength and beauty they are capable of
receiving from conjunction with others.
The fancy must be warm, to retain the
print of those images it hath received from
outward objects, and the judgment discern-
ing, to know what expressions are most
proper to clothe and adorn them to the
best advantage. A man who is deficient in

| either of these respects, thcugh he may re-

ceive the general notion of a description,
can never see distinctly all its particular
beauties; as a person with a weak sight
may have the confused prospect of a place

| that lies before him, without entering into

its several parts, or discerning the variety
of its colours in their full glory and perfec-
tion, 0.
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PAPER VII.
ON THE PLEASURES OF THE IMAGINATION.
Contents.—How a whole set of ideas hang together, &c
A natural cause assigned for it. How to perfect the
imagination of a writer. Who among the ancient
poets had this faculty in its greatest perfection. Ho-
mer excelled in imagining what is great; Virgil in
imagining what is beautiful; Ovid in imagining
what is new. Our own countryman, Milton, very
perfect in all these three respects.
Quem tu, Melpomene, semel
Nascentem placido lumine videris,
Illum non labor Isthmins
Clarabit pugilem, non equus impiger, &c.
Sed qua Tibur aque fertile perfluent,
Et spiss® nemorum comne
Fingent Zolio carmine nobilem.
& Hor. Od. iii. Lib. 4. 1

He on whose birth the lyric queen
Of numbers smil'd, shall never grace
The Isthmian gauntlet, or be seen
First in the fame'd Olympic race.

But him the streams that warbling flow
Rich Tiber’s fertile meads along,
And shady groves, his haunts, shall know
The master of th’ Lolian song. Atterbury.

WE may observe, that any single cir-
cumstance of what we have formerly seen
often raises up a whole scene of imagery,
and awakens numberless ideas that before
slept in the imagination; such a particular
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smell or colour is able to fill t
sudden, with the picture of the fields or
gardens where we first met with it, and to
bring up into view all the variety of images
that once attended it. Our imagination
takes the hint, and leads us unexpectedly
into cities or theatres, plains or meadows.
We may further observe, when the fancy
thus reflects on the scenes that have passed
in it formerly, those which were at first
pleasant to behold appear more so upon
reflection, and that the memory heightens
the delightfulness of the original. A Car-
tesian would account for both these in-
stances in the following manner:

The set of ideas which we received from
such a prospect or garden, having entered
the mind at the same time, have a set of
traces belonging to them in the brain,
bordering very near upon one another:
when, therefore, any one of these ideas
arises in the imagination, and consequently
despatches a flow of animal spirits to its
proper trace, these spirits, in the violence
of their motion, run not only into the trace
to which they were more particularly di-

rected, but into several of those that lie |

about it. By this means they awaken other
ideas of the same set, which immediately
determine a new despatch of spirits, that
in the same manner open other neighbour-

ing traces, till at last the whole set of them |

is blown up, and the whole prospect or
garden flourishes in the imagination. But
because the pleasure we receive from these
places far surmounted, and overcame the
little disagreeableness we found in them,
for this r n there was at first a wider
passage worn in the pleasure traces, and,
on the contrary, so narrow a one in those
which belonzed to the disagreeable ideas,
that they were quickly stopt up, and ¥
dered incapable of receiving any animal
spirits, and consequently of exciting any
unpleasant ideas in the memory.

It would be in vain to inquire whether
the power of imagining things strengly pro-
ceeds from any greater perfection in the
sonl, or from any nicer texture in the brain
of one man than another. But this is cer-
tain, that a noble writer should be born
with this faculty in its full strength and vi-
gour, so as to be able to receive lively ideas
from outward objects, to retain them long,
and to range them together, upon occasion,
in such figures and representations, as are
most likely to hit the fancy of the reader.
A poet should take as much pains in form-
ing his imagination, as a philosopher in
cultivating his understanding. He must
gain a due relish of the works of nature,
and be thoroughly conversant in the various
scenery of a country life.

. When he is stored with country images,
if he would go beyond pastoral, and the
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the productions of art, whether it appear
in painting or statuary, in the great works
of architecture, which are in their present
glory; or in the ruins of those which flour-
[ ished in former ages.

Such advantages as these help to open a
| man’s thoughts, and to enlarge his imagina-
tion, and will therefore have their influence
on all kinds of writing, if the author knows
how to make right use of them. And
among those of the learned languages who
excel in this talent, the most perfect in
their several kinds are, perhaps, Homer,
Virgil, and Ovid. The first strikes the
| imagination wonderfully with what is great,

the second with what is beautiful, and the
last with what is strange. Reading the
| Tliad, is like travelling through a country
uninhabited, where the fancy is entertained
with a thousand savage prospects of vast
deserts, wide uncultivated marshes, huge
forests, misshapen rocks and precipices.
On the contrary, the /Eneid is like a well-
| ordered garden, where it is impossible to
| find out any part unadorned, or to cast our
eyes upon a single spot that does not pro-
duce some beautiful plant or flower. But
| when we are in the Metamorphoses, we
are walking on enchanted ground, and see
nothing but scenes of magic lying round us.
Homeris in his province, when he is de-
scribing a battle or a multitude, a hero or
a god. Virgil is never better pleased than
when he is in his elysium, or copying out
an entertaining picture. Homer’s epithets
generally mark out what is great; Virgil’s
what is agreeable. Nothing can be more
magnificent than the figure Jupiter makes
in the first Tliad, nor more charming than
| that of Venus in the first ZEneid.
| 8 e xe
| YAuS
| Keasv

|

|

l

nd awfal bends his sable brows;
srosial curls, and gives the nod,
f fate. and sanction of the god

ith trembling the dread signal took,
ympus to the centre shook. Pope.
et avertens rosea cervice refulsit,
ne divinum vertice odorem
estis defluxit ad imos,
Virg. JEn. i. 406.
Thus baving said, she turn'd, and made appear
Her neck refalgent, and dish »vell'd hair;
Which, flowing from her shoulders reach'd the ground
And widely spread amb al scents around :
In length of train descends her sweeping gown,
And by her graceful walk the queen of love is known.

Dryden.

Homer’s persons are most of them godlike
and terrible: Virgil has scarce admitted
any into his poem who are not beautiful,
and has taken particular care to make his
hero so.

‘ He spoke
Shakes h

Dixit
| Ambrosieque cof
Spiravere: pedes v
Et vera incessu patuit dea.—

|

Lumenque juvent®
Purpureum, et l@tos oculis afflarat honores.
Virg. JEn.i. 5584,

And gave his rolling eyes a sparkling grace,

lower kinds of poetry, he ought to acquaint
imself with the pomp and magnificence |
of courts. He should be very well versed |

in every thing that is noble and stately in |

And breath’d a youthful vigour on his face.—~Dryden.
In 2 word, Homer fills his readers with
sublime ideas, and, I believe, has raised the

1S
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imagination of all the pood poets that have
come after him. I shall only instance Ho-
race, who immediately takes fire at the first
hint of any passage in'the Iliad or Odyssey,
and always rises above himself when he
has Homer in his view. Virgil has drawn
together, into his /Eneid, all the pleasing
scenes his subject is capable of admitting,
and in his Georgics has given us a collec-
tion of the most delightful landscapes that
can be made out of fields and woods, herds
of cattle, and swarms of bees.

Ovid, in his Metamorphoses, has shown
us how the imagination may be affected by
what is strange. He describes a miracle
in every story, and always gives us the
sight of some new creature at the end of it.
His art consists chiefly in well-timing his
description, before the first shape is quite
worn off, and the new one perfectly finish-
ed; so that he every where entertains us
with something we never saw before, and
shows us monster after monster to the end
of the Metamorphoses.

If I were to name a poet that is a perfect
master in all these arts of working on the
imagination, I think Milton may pass for
one: and if his Paradise Lost falls short of
the Aneid or Iliad in this respect, it pro-
ceeds rather from the fault of the language
in which it is written, than from any defect
of genius in the author. Sodivine a poem
in English, is like a stately palace built of
brick, where one may see architecture in
as great a perfection as one of marble,

though the materials are of a coarser na- |
But to consider it only as it regards |

ture.
our present subject: What can be conceived

greater than the battle of angels, the ma- |

Jesty of Messiah, the stature and behaviour
of Satan and his peers> What more beau-

tiful than Pandzmonium, Paradise, Hea- |
ven, Angels, Adam and Eve? What more |

strange than the ereation of the world, the
several metamorphoses of the fallen angels,
and the surprising adventures their leader
meets with in his search after Paradise?
No other subject could have furnished a
poet with scenes so proper to strike the
1magination, as no other poet could have
painted those scenes in more strong and
lively colours. (
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Contents.—Why any thing that is unpleasant to behold
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from the description of what is great, new, or teauti-
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——ferat et rubus asper amomum. - Pirg. Eel. iii. 9.
The rugged thors €hall bear the fragrant rose.
THE pleasures of these secondary views
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of the imagination are of a wider and more
universal nature than those it has when
joined with sight; for not only what is great,
strange, or beautiful, but any thing that is
disagreeable when looked upon, pleases us
in an apt description. Here, therefore, we
must inquire after a new principle of plea-
| sure, which is nothing else but the action
| of the mind, which compares the ideas that
|arise from words with the ideas that arise
{from objects themselves; and why this
|operation of the mind is attended with so
| much pleasure, we have before considered.
| For this reason, therefore, the description
of a dunghill is pleasing to the imagination,
if the image be represented to our minds
by suitable expressions; though, perhaps,
( this may be more properly called the plea-
| sure of the understanding than of the fancy,
| because we are not so much delighted with
[the image that is contained in the descrip-
[ tion, as with the aptness of the description
to excite the image.
‘ But if the description of what is little,
| common, or deformed, be acceptable to the
|imagination, the description of what is
| great, surprising, or beautiful is much more
so; because here we are not only delighted
with cnmraring the representation with the
original, but are highly pleased with the
| original itself. Most readers, I believe, are
| more charmed with Milton’s description of
Paradise, than of hell; they are both, per-
haps, equally perfect in their kind; but in
the one the brimstone and sulphur are not
so refreshing to the imagination, as the beds
of flowers and the wilderness of sweets in
the other.

There is yet another circumstance which
recommends a descriptior more than all
the rest; and that is, if it represents to us
such objects as are apt to raise a secret fer-
ment in the mind of the reader, and to work
with violence upon his passions. For, in
this case, we are at once warmed and en-
lightened, so that the pleasure becomes
more universal, and is several ways quali-
fied to entertain us. Thus in painting, it is
Pleasant to look on the picture of any face
where the resemblance is hit; but the plea-
sure increases if it be the picture of a face

| that is beautiful; and is still greater, if the
| beauty be softened with an air of melan-
{ choly or sorrow. The two leading passions

which the more serious parts of poetry en-
deavour to stir up in us, are terror and pity.
And here, by the way, one would \}"011(1?1‘
how it comes to pass that such passions as
are very unpleasant at all other times, are
very agreeable when excited by Pproper
descriptions. It is not strange, that we
should take delight in such passages as are
apt to produce hope, joy, admiration, love,
or the like emotions in us, because they
never rise in the mind without an inward
pleasure which attends them. But how
comes it to pass, that we should take delight
in being terrified or dejected by a descrip-

tion, when we find so much uneasiness in
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the fear or grief which we receive from any
other occasion?

If we consider, therefore, the nature of
this pleasure, we shall find that it does not
arise so properly from the description of
what is terrible, as from the reflection we
make on ourselves at the time of reading it.
When we look on such hideous objects, we
are not a little pleased to think we are in
no danger of them.* We consider them at
the same time, as dreadful and harmless; so
that the more frightful appearance they

make, the greater is the pleasure we re-
ceive from the sense of our own safety. In

tion with the same curiosity and satisfaction
that we survey a dead monster.

short, we look upon the terrors of a descrip- [
|

——1Informe cadaver
Protrahitur: nequeunt expleri corda tuendo
Terribiles oculos, vultum villosaque setis
Pectora semiferi atque extinctos faucibus ignes.

Virg. JEn. viii. 264.
——————They drag him from his den.
The wond'ring neighbourhood, with glad surprise,
Behold his shagged breast, his giant size,
His mouth that flames nomore, and hisextinguish'd eyes.
Dryden.

It is for the same reason that we are de-
lighted with the reflecting upon dangers
that are past, or in looking on a precipice
at a distance, which would fill us with a
different kind of horror, if we saw it hang-
ing over our heads.

In the like manner, when we read of tor-
ments, wounds, deaths, and the like dismal
accidents, our pleasure does not flow so
properly from the grief which such melan-
choly descriptions give us, as from the
secret comparison which we make between
ourselves and the person who suffers. Such
representations teach us to set a just value
upon our own condition, and make us prize
our good fortune, which exempts us from

the like calamities. This is, however, such
a kind of pleasure as we are not capable of
receiving, when we see a person actually
lying under the tortures that we meet with
in a description; because, in this case, the
object presses too close upon Our Senses, and
bears so hard upon us, that it does not give
us time or leisure to reflect on ourselves.
Our thoughts are so intent upon the miseries
of the sufferer, that we cannot turn them
upon our own happiness. Whereas, on the
contrary, we consider the misfortunes we
read in history or poetry, either as past or
as fictitious; so that the reflection upon our-
selves rises in us insensibly, and overbears
the sorrow we conceive for the sufferings
of the afflicted.

But because the mind of man requires
something more perfect in matter than what
it finds there, and can never meet with any
sight in nature which sufficiently answers
its highest ideas of pleasantness; or, in other
words, because the imagination can fancy
to itself things more great, strange, or

g, o Sy e ¥
Suave mare dulci turbantibus ®quora vmm; &e,
LUCT.
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beautiful than the eye ever saw, and is still
sensible of some defect in what it has seen;
on this account it is the part of a poet to
humour the imagination in our own notions,
by mending and perfecting nature where he
describes a reality, and by adding greater
beauties than aré put together in nature,
where he describes a fiction.

He is not obliged to attend her in the slow
advances which she makes from one season
to another, or to observe her conduct in the
successive production of plants and flowers.
He may draw into his description all the
beauties of the spring and autumn, and
make the whole year contribute something
to render it the more agreeable. His rose-
trees, woodbines, and jasmines, may flower

| together, and his beds be covered at the
| same time with lilies, violets, and amaranths.

His soil is not restrained to any particular
set of plants, but is proper either for oaks
or myrtles, and adapts itself to the products
of every climate. Oranges may grow wild
in it; myrrh may be met with in every
hedge; and if he thinks it proper to have a
grove of spices, he can uickly command
sun enough to raise it. If all this will not
farnish out an agreeable scene, he can make
several new species of flowers, with richer
scents and higher colours than any that
grow in the gardens of nature. His con-
certs of birds may be as full and harmoni-
ous, and his woods as thick and gloomy as
he pleases. He is at no more expense ina
long vista thana short one, and can as easily
throw his cascades from a precipice of half
a mile high, as from one of twenty yards.
He has the choice of the winds, and can
turn the course of his rivers inallthe variety
of meanders that are most delightful to the
reader’s imagination. In a word, he has
the modelling of nature in his own hands,
and may give her what charms he pleases,
provided he does not reform her too much,
and run into absurdities by endeavouring
to excel. 0.
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Contents.—Of that kind _of poetry which Mr. Dryden
calls * the fairy way of writing' How a poet should
be qualified for it. The pleasures of the imagination
that arise from it. In this respect why the moderns
excel the ancients. Why the English excel the mo-
derns. Who the best among the English. Of emble-
matical persons.

————Mentis gratissimus error.
Hor. 2. Ep. ii. Lib. 2. 140,

The sweet delusion of a raptur'd mind.

THERE is a kind of writing wherein the

t quite loses sight of nature, and enter-
tains his reader’s imagination with the cha-
racters and actions of such persons as have

many of them no existence but what he
| bestows on them. Such are fairies, witches,
| magicians, demons, and departed spirits.






