No. 575.] THE SPECTATOR. 363

No. 575.1 Monday, August 2, 1714. no preparations? Nothing can be a greater
Yy, AU ( g

Nec morti esse looum—  ¥irg. Georg. iv. 226. | disgrace to FEagti, than ﬂ.lat men, who are

No B et o | SeadAREE | persuaded of these two different states of

| being, should be perpetually employed in
A LEwD young fellow seeing an aged | providing for a life of threescore and ten
hermit go by him barefoot, Father,’ says | years, and neglecting to make provision for
he, ¢ you are in a very miserable condition, | that which after many myriads of years
if there is not another world.’ ¢ True, son,” | will be still new, and still beginning; espe-
said the hermit, ¢ but what is thy condition ! cially when we consider that our endea-
if there is>’ Man isa creature designed for | vours for making ourselves great, or rich,
two different states of being, or rather for|or honourable, or whatever else we place
two different lives. His first life is short | our happiness in, may after all prove un-
and transient; his second permanent and | successful; whereas, if we constantly and
lasting. The question we are all concern- | sincerely endeavour to make ourselves
ed in is this, in which of these two lives it | happy in the other life, we are sure that
is our chief interest to make ourselves|our endeavours will succeed, and that we
happy? Or, in other words, whether we | shall not be disappointed of our hope.
should endeavour to secure to ourselves| The following question is started by one
the pleasures and gratifications of a life | of the schoolmen.—Supposing the whole
which is uncertain and precarious, and at | body of the earth were a great ball or mass
its utmost length of a very inconsiderable | of the finest sand, and that a single grain or
duration? or to secure to ourselves the | particle of this sand should be annihilated
pleasures of a life which is fixed and set- | every thousand years? Supposing then that
tled, and will never end? Every man, upon | you had it in your choice to be happy all
the first hearing of this question, knows | the while this prodigious mass of sand was
very well which side of it he ought to close | consuming by this slow method until there
with. But however right we are in theory, | was not a grain of it left, on condition you
it is plain that in practice we adhere to the | were to be miserable for ever after? Or,
wrong side of the question. We make | supposing that you might be happy for ever
provisions for this 1'&\7 as though it were | after, on condition you would be miserable
never to have an end, and for the other life until the whole mass of sand were thus an-
as though it were never to havea beginning. | nihilated at the rate of one sand in a thou-
Should a spirit of superior rank, who isa|sand years:—which of these two cases
stranger to human nature, accidentally would you make your choice?
alight upon the earth, and take a survey of It must be confessed in this case, so many
its inhabitants, what would his notions of | thousands of years are to the imagination
us be? Would not he think that we are a |as a kind of eternity, though in reality they
species of beings made for quite different | do not bear so great a proportion to that
ends and purposes than what we really | duration which is to follow them as a unit
are’ Must not he imagine that we are does to the greatest number which you can
placed in this world to get riches and ho- | put together in figures, or as one of those
nours? Would not he think that it was our | sands to the supposed heap. Reason there-
duty to toil after wealth, and station, and | fore tells us, without any manner of hesi.
title? Nay, would not he believe we were | tation, which would be the better part in
forbidden " poverty by threats of eternal | this choice. However, as I have before
punishment, and “enjoined to pursue our intimated, our reason might in such case
pleasures under pain of damnation? He |be so overset by the imagination, as to
would certainly imagine that we were in- | dispose some pEIrsons to sink under the
fluenced by a scheme of duties quite oppo- consideration of the great length of the first
site to those which are indeed prescribed | part of this duration, and of the great dis-
tous. And truly, according tO such an | tance of that second duration, which is to
imagination, he must conclude that we are succeed it. The mind, I say, might give
a species of the most obedient creatures in | itself up to that happiness which is at hand,
the universe; that we are constant to our considering that it is so very near, and that
duty; and that we keep a steady eye to the | it would last so very long.” But when the
end for which me were sent hither. choice we actually have before us is this,
But how great would be his astonish- | whether we will choose to be happy for the
ment, when he learned that we were be- | space of only threescore and ten, nay, per-
ines not designed to exist in this world | haps of only twenty or ten years, I might
ahove threescore and ten years; and that | say of only a day or an hour, and mise-
the greatest part of this busy species fall | rable to all eternity: or, on the contrary,
short even of that age? How would he be | miserable for this short term of years, and
lost in horror and admiration, when he | happy for a whole eternity: what words
should know that this set of creatures, who | are sufficient to express that folly and
lav out all their endeavours for this life, | want of consideration, which in such a case
which scarce deserves the name of exist- | makes a wrong choice?
ence—when, I say, he should know that| I here put the case even at the worst, by
this set of creatures are to exist to all eter- | supposing, what seldom happens, that a
nity in another life, for which they make | course of virtuec makes us miserable in this
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life: but if we suppose, as it generally hap-
pens, that virtue would make us more
happy even in this life than a contrary
course of vice; how can we sufficiently ad-
mire the stupidity or madness of those per-
sons who are capable of making so absurd
a choice?

Every wise man therefore will consider
this life only as it may conduce to the hap-

piness of the other, and cheerfully sacrifice |

the pleasures of a few years to those of an
eternity.
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Nitor in adversum ; nec me, qui ewmtera, vineit
Impetus ; et rapido contrarius evehor orbi.
Ovid, Met. Lib. ii. 72.

I steer against their motions, nor am I
Borne back by all the current of the sky.—.4ddison.

Wednesday, August 4, 1714.

I REMEMBER a young man of very lively
parts, and of a sprightly turn in conversa-
tion, who had only one fault, which was an
inordinate desire of appearing fashionable.
This ran him into many amours, and con-
sequently into many distempers. He never
went to bed until two o’clock in the morn-
ing, because he would not be a queer fel-
low; and was every now and then knocked
down by a constable, to signalize his viva-
city. He was initiated into half a dozen
clubs before he was one-and-twenty; and
so improved in them his natural gayety of
temper, that you might frequently trace
him to his lodging by a range of broken
windows, and oiher the like monuments of
wit and gallantry. To be short, after hav-

ing fully established his reputation of being |

a very agreeable rake, he died of old age at
five-and-twenty.

There is indeed nothing which betrays a
man into so many errors and inconveniences
as the desire of not appearing singular; for
which reason it is very necessary to form a
right idea of singularity, that we may know
when it is laudable, and when it is vicious.
In the first place, every man of sense will
agree with me that singularity is landable

when, in contradiction to a multitude, it
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| when it makes men act contrary to reason,
| or when it puts them upon distinguishing
themselves by trifles. As for the first of
[ these, who are singular in any thing that
is irreligious, immoral, or dishonourable, I
believe every one will easily give them up.
I shall therefore speak of those only who
are remarkable for their singulanty mn
things of no importance; as in dress, be-
haviour, conversation, and all the little
intercourses of life. In these cases there
is a certain deference due to custom; and,
notwithstanding there may be a colour of
reason to deviate from the multitude in
some particulars, a man ought to sacrifice
his private inclinations and opinions to the
practice of the public. It must be confess-
ed that good sense often makes a humour-
ist; but then it unqualifies him for being of
any moment in the world, and renders him
ridiculous to persons of a much inferior un-
derstanding.

I have heard of a gentleman in the north
of England who was a remarkable instance
of this foolish singularity. He had laid it
down as a rule within himself, to act in the
most indifferent parts of life according to the
most abstracted notions of reason and good
sense, without any regard to fashion or ex-
ample. This humour broke out at first in
many little oddnesses: he had never any
stated hours for his dinner, supper, or
sleep; because, said he, we ought to attend
the calls of nature, and not set our appetites
to our meals, but bring our meals to our
appetites. In his conversation with country
gentlemen, he would not make use of a
phrase that was not strictly true; he never
told any of them that he was his humble
servant, but that he was his well-wisher,
and would rather be thought a mal-content,
than drink the king’s health when he was
not dry. He would thrust his head out of
his chamber window every morning, and
after having gaped for fresh air about half
an hour, repeat fifty verses as loud as he
{could bawl them, for the benefit of his

lungs; to which end he generally took
{them out of Homer—the Greek tongue,
| especially in that author, being more deep

adheres to the dictates of conscience, mo-|and sonorous, and more conducive to ex-

rality, and honour. Inthese cases we ought | pectoration than any other.

to consider that it is not custom, but duty,

which is the rule of action; and that we | sound and
should be only so far sociable, as we are | humour sti
Truth is never the | wear a turban instead of a periwi

reasonable creatures.

He had many
other particularities, for which he gave
}l')hilnsophical reasons. As this
1 grew upon him, he chose to
con-

less so for not being attended to: and it is|cluding, very justly, that a bandage of

the nature of actions, not the number of

clean linen about his head was much more

actors, by which we ought to regulate our | wholesome, as well as cleanly, than the

behaviour,
kind is to be looked upon as heroic bravery,

in which a man leaves the species only as

he soars above it.

Singularity in concerns of this

| caul of a wig, which is soiled with frequent
perspirations. He afterwards judiciously
l(ﬂ)served that the many ligatures in our

What greater instance | English dress must naturally check the

can there be of a weak and pusillanimous | circulation of the blood; for which reason
temper, than for a man to pass his whole | he made his breeches and his doublet of
life in oppositien to his own sentiments? or | one continued piece of cloth, after the man-
not to dare to be what he thinks he ought | ner of the hussars. In short, by following
to be? [the pure dictates of reason, he at length
Singularity, therefore, is only vicious!departed so much from the rest of his
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countrymen, and indeed from his whole
species, that his friends would have clap-
ped him into Bedlam, and have begged his
estate; but the judge, being informed he
did no harm, contented himself with issuing
out a commission of lunacy against him, and
putting his estate into the hands of proper
guardians.

‘The fate of this philosopher puts me in
mind of a remark in Monsieur Fontenelle’s
Dialogues of the Dead. ¢ The ambitious
and the covetous,” says he, ‘are madmen
to all intents and purposes as much as those
who are shut up in dark rooms; but they
have the good luck to have numbers on
their side; whereas the phrensy of one
whois given up for a lunatic is a phrensy
hors d’euvre; that is, in other words,
something which is singular in its kind,
and does not fall in with the madness of a
multitude.

The subject of this essay was occasioned
by a letter which I received not long since,
and which, for want of room at present, I
shall insert in my next paper.

No. 577.] Friday, August 6, 1714.

Hoe tolerabile, si non
Et furere incipias——

Juw. Sat. vi. 613.
This might be borne with, if you did not rave.

Tug letter mentioned in my last paper is
as follows.

¢Srr,—You have so lately decried that
custom, too much in use amongst most peo-
ple, of making themselves the subjects of
their writings and conversation, that I had
some difficulty to persuade myself to give
vou this trouble until I had considered that
though I should speak in the first person,
yet I could notbe justly charged with vanity,
since I shall not add my name: as also, be-
cause what I shall write will not, to say the
best, redound to my praise, but is only
designed to remove a prejudice conceived
against me, as I hope, with very little
foundation. My short history is this.

¢1 have lived for some years last past
altogether in London, until about a month
ago an acquaintance of mine, for whom I
have done some small services in town, in-
vited me to pass part of the summer with
him at his house in the country. I accepted
his invitation, and found a very hearty wel-
come. My friend, an honest plain man, not
being qualified to pass away his time with-
out the reliefs of business, has grafted the
farmer upon the gentleman, and brought
himself to submit even to the servile parts
of that employment, such as inspecting his
plough and the like. This necessarily takes
up some of his hours every day; and, as I
have no relish for such diversion, I used at
these times to retire either to my chamber,
or a shady walk near the house, and enter-
tain myself with some agreeable
Now, you must know, Mr. Spectator, that

uthor. |
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when I read, especially if it be poetry, it is
very usual with me, when I meet with any
passage or expression which strikes me
much, to pronounce it aloud, with that tone
of the voice which I think agreeable to the
sentiments there expressed; and to this I
generally add some motion or action of the
body. Itwasnotlong before I was observed
by some of the family in one of these heroic
fits, who thereupon received impressions
very much to my disadvantage. This how-
ever I did not soon discover, nor should
have done probably, had it not been for the
following accident. 1 had one day shut
myself up in my chamber, and was very
deeply engaged in the second book of Mil-
ton’s Paradise Lost. I walked to and fro
with the book in my hand; and, to speak
the truth, I fear I made no little noise; when
presently coming to the following lines:

& e On a sudden open fly,

With impetuous recoil and jarring sound,

Th® infernal doors, and on their hinges grate

Harsh thunder,” &c.

I in great transport threw open the door of
my chamber, and found the greatest part
of the family standing on the outside in a
very great consternation. I was in no less
confusion, and begged pardon for having
disturbed them; addressing myself par-
ticularly to comfort one of the children who
received an unlucky fall in this action,
while he was too intently surveying my
meditations through the key-hole. To be
short, after this adventure, I easilv observed
that great part of the family, especially the
women and children, looked upon me with
some apprehensions of fear; and my friend
himself, though he still continues his civili-
ties to me, did not seem altogether easy: 1
took notice that the butler was never after
this accident ordered to leave the bottle
upon the table after dinner. Add to this,
that 1 frequently overheard the servants
mention me by the name of “the crazed
gentleman, the gentleman a little touched,
the mad Londoner,” and the like. This
made me think it high time for me to shift
my quarters, which I resolved to do the
first handsome opportunity; and was con-
firmed in this resolution by a young lady in
the neighbourhood who frequently visited
us, and who one day, after having heard
all the fine things I was able to say, Was
pleased with a scornful smile to bid me
¢ g0 to sleep.”

<The first minute I got to my lodgings in
town I set pen to paper to desire your opi-
nion, whether upon the evidence before
you, I am mad or not. 1 can bring certifi-
cates that I behave myself soberly before
company, and I hope there isat least some
merit in withdrawing to be mad. Look you,
sir, T am contented to be esteemed a little
touched, as they phrase it, but should be
sorry to be madder than my neighbours;
therefore, pray let me be as much in my
senses as you can afford. I know I could
i bring yourself as an instance of a man who
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has confessed talking to himself; but yours
is a particular case, and cannot justify me,
who have not kept silence any part of my
life. What if I should own myself in love?
You know lovers are always allowed the
comfort of soliloquy.—But I will say no
more upon this subject, because I have long
since observed the ready way to be thought
mad is to contend that you are not so: as
we generally conclude that man drunk who
takes pains to be thought sober. I will
therefore leave myself to your determina-
tion; but am the more desirous to be thought
in my senses, that it may be no discredit to
you when I assure you that I have always
been very much your admirer.

‘P. S. If I must be mad, I desire the
young lady may believe it is for her.’

¢ The humble Petition of John-a-Nokes and
John-a-Styles,

‘SHOWETH,—That your petitioners have
causes depending in Westminster-hall above
five hundred years, and that we despair of
ever seeing them brought to an issue: that
your petitioners have not been involved in
these law-suits out of any litigious temper
of their own, but by the nstigation of con- |
tentious persons; that the young lawyers in |
our inns of court are continually setting us
together by the ears, and think they do us |
no hurt, because they plead for us without ‘*
a fee; that many of the gentlemen of the |
robe have no other clients in the world be- |
sides us two; that when they have nething |
else to do, they make us plaintiffs and de. |
fendants, though they were never retained
by any of us: that they traduce, condemn,
or acquit us, without any manner of regard
to our reputations and good names in the
world. Your petitioners therefore, being
thereunto encouraged by the favourable
reception which you lately gave to our
kinsman Blank, do humbly pray, that you |
will put an end to the controversies which
have been so long depending between us
your said petitioners, and that our enmity
may not endure from generation to genera-
tion; it being our resolution to live hereafter
as it becometh men of Peaceable disposi-
tions.

¢ And your petitioners, as in duty bound,
shall ever pray, &c.’

= EEEmmmm . e
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——Eque feris humana in corpora transit,
[nque feras noster,

Ovid, Met. Lib. xv. 167,

Th' unbodied spirit flies
And lodges where it lights in man or beast.

Dryden.

THERE has been Very great reason, on
several accounts, for the fearned world to
endeavour at settling what it was that migh
be said to compose personal identi

Mr. Locke, after having premised tl

that
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the word person properly signifies a think-
ing intelligent being that has reason and
reflection, and can consider itself as itself,
concludes, that it is consciousness alone,
and not an identity of substance, which
makes this personal identity of sameness.
‘Had I the same consciousness,” says that
| author, “that I saw the ark and Noah’s
flocd, as that I saw an overflowing of the
Thames last winter, or as that I now write;
I could no more doubt that I who write this
now, that saw the Thames overflow last
[ winter, and that viewed the flood at the
| general deluge, was the same self, place
| that self in what substance you please, than
| that I who write this am the same myself
{ now while I write, whether I consist of all
the same substance, material or immaterial,
‘m‘ no, that I was yesterday; for as to this
point of being the same self, it matters not
whether this present self be made up of the
same or other substances,’

I was mightily pleased with a story in
some measure applicable to this piece of
philosophy, which I read the other day in
the Persian Tales, as they are lately very
well translated by Mr. Philips; and with an
abridgement whereof I shall here present
my readers.

I shall only premise that these stories are
writ after the eastern manner, but some-
what more correct.

¢ Fadlallah, a prince of great virtues, suc-
ceeded his father Bin Ortoc in the kingdom
of Mousel. He reigned over his fajthful
subjects for some time, and lived in great
happiness with his beauteous consort queen
Zemroude, when there appeared at his
court a young dervis of so lively and enter-
taining a turn of wit, as won upon the affec-
tions of every one he conversed with. His
reputation grew so fast every day, that it
at last raised a curiosity in the prince him-
self to see and talk with him. He did $0;
and, far from finding that common fame
had flattered him, he was soon convinced
that every thing he had heard of him fell
short of the truth.

¢ Fadlallah immediately lost all manner
of relish for the conversafion of other men;
and, as he was every day more and more
satisfied of the abilities of this stranger,
offered him the first posts in his kingdom.
The young dervis, after having thanked
him with a very singular modesty, desired
to be excused, as having made a vow never
to accept of any employment, and prefer-
ring a free and independent state of life to
all other conditions.

‘The king was infinitely charmed with
so great an example of moderation; and
though he could not get him to eng

2in a
life of business, made him however his
chief companion and first favourite.

¢ As they were one day hunting to -ether,

and happened to be separated from the rest
of the company, the dervis entertained
Fadlallah with an account of his travels and
adventures. After hav ing related to him
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several curiosities which he had seen in the
Indies, ““It was in this place,” says he,
«that 1 contracted an acquaintance with
an old brachman, who was skilled in the |
most hidden powers of nature: he died |
within my arms, and. with his parting |
breath communicated to me one of the most
valuable secrets, on condition I should never
reveal it to any man.” The king imme-
diately, reflecting on his young favourite’s
having refused the late offers of greatness
he had made him, told him he presumed it |
was the power of making gold. ¢ No, sir,”
says the dervis, “it is somewhat more
wonderful than that; it is the power of re-
animating a dead body, by flinging my own
soul into it.”

¢ While he was yet speaking, a doe came
bounding by them, and the king who had
his bow ready, shot her through the heart;
telling the dervis, that a fair opportunity
now offered for him to show his art. The
young man immediately left his own body
breathless on the ground, while at the same
instant that of the doe was reanimated. She
came to the king, fawned upon him, and,
after having played several wanton tricks,
fell again upon the grass; at the same in-
stant the body of the dervis recovered its
life. The king was infinitely pleased at so
uncommon an operation, and conjured his
friend by every thing that was sacred to
communicate it to him. The dervis at first
made some scruple of violating his promise
to the dying brachman; but told him at last
that he found he could conceal nothing from
so excellent a prince; after having obliged
him therefore by an oath to secrecy, he
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taught him to repeat two cabalistic words,
in pronouncing of which the whole secret
consisted. The king, impatient to try the |
experiment, immediately repeated them as
he had been taught, and in an instant found
himself in the body of the doe. He had but |
a little time to contemplate himself in this |
new being; for the treacherous dervis,
shooting his own soul into the royal corpse,
and bending the princes own bow against |
him, had laid him dead on the spot, had |
not the king, who perceived his intent, fled |
swiftly to the woods.

¢The dervis, now triumphing in his
villany, returned to Mousel, and filled the
throne and bed of the unhappy Fadlallah.

¢ The first thing he took care of, in order
to secure himself in the possession of his
new acquired kingdom, was to issue out
a proclamation, ordering his subjects to
destroy all the deer in the realm. The
king had perished among the rest had he
not_avoided his pursuers by reanimating
the body of a nightingale which he saw lie
dead at the foot of a tree. In this new
shape he winged his way in safety to the
palace; where, perching ona tree which
stood near the qm*cn’s apartment, he filled |
the whole place with so many melodious |
and melancholy notes as drew her to the |
window. He had the mortification to see |

| her favourite bird lie dead in the cage.

| Zemroude was amazed tO
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that, instead of being pitied, he only moved
the mirth of his princess, and of a young
female slave who was with her. He con-
tinued however to serenade her every
morning, until at last the queen, charmed
with his harmony, sent for the bird-
catchers, and ordered them to employ
their utmost skill to put that little creature
in her possession. The king, pleased with
an opportunity of being once more near
his beloved consort, easily suffered him-
self to be taken: and when he was pre-
sented to her, though he showed a fearful-
ness to be touched by any of the other
ladies, flew of his own accord, and hid
himself in the queen’s bosom. Zemroude
was highly pleased at the unexpected
fondness of her new favourite, and ordered
him to be kept in an open cage in her own
apartment. He had there an opportunity
of making his court to her every morning,
by a thousand little actions which his shape
allowed him. The queen passed away
whole hours every day, in hearing and
playing with him. Fadlallah could even
have thought himself happy in this state
of life, had he not frequently endured the
inexpressible torment of seeing the dervis
enter the apartment and caress his queen
even in his presence.

<The usurper, amidst his toying with
his princess, would often endeavour to in-
gratiate himself with her nightingale; and
while the enraged Fadlallah pecked at him
with his bill, beat his wings, and showed
all the marks of an impotent rage, it only
afforded his rival and the queen new mat-
ter for their diversion.

« Zemroude was likewise fond of a little
lap-dog which she kept in her apartment,
and which one night happened to die.

*The king immediately found himself
inclined to quit the shape of the nightin-
gale, and enliven his new body. He did
so, and the next morning Zemroude saw
It
is impossible to express her grief on this
occasion: and when she called to mind all
its little actions, which even appeared to
have somewhat in them like reason, she
was inconsolable for her loss.

<Her women immediately sent for the
dervis to come and comfort her, who after
having in vain represented to her the
weakness of being grieved at such an acci-

| dent, touched at last by her repeated com-

plaints, Well, madam,” says he, 1 will
exert the utmost of my art to please you.
Your nightingale shall again revive every
morning, and serenade you as before.”
The queen beheld him with a look which
easily showed she did not believe him;
when, laying himself down on a sofa, he
shot his soul into the nightingale, and
: see her bird
revive.

¢The king, who was a spectator of all
that passed, lying under the shape of a lap-
dog in one corner of the room, immedi-
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ately recovered his own body, and running
to the cage with the utmost indignation,
twisted off the neck of the false nightingale.

¢ Zemroude was more than ever amazed
and concerned at this second accident, until
the king, entreating her to hear him, re-
lated to her his whole adventure.

¢The body of the dervis, which was
found dead in the wood, and his edict for
killing all the deer, left her no room to
doubt of the truth of it: but the story adds,
that out of an extreme delicacy, peculiar
to the oriental ladies, she was so highly
afflicted at the innocent adultery in which
she had for some time lived with the dervis,
that no arguments, even from Fadlallah
himself, could compose her mind. She
shortly after died with grief, begging his
pardon with her last breath for what the
most rigid justice could not have inter-
preted as a crime:

¢The king was so afflicted with her
death, that he left his kingdom to one of
his nearest relations, and passed the rest
of his days in solitude and retirement.’
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Odora canum vis.—¥Virg. JEn, iv. 132

Sagacious hounds.

In the reign of king Charles the First,
the company of stationers, into whose
hands the printing of the bible is commit-
ted by patent, made a very remarkable
erratum or blunder in one of the editions:
for instead of ¢Thou shalt not commit
adultery,’ they printed off several thou-
sandsof copies with ¢ Thou shalt commit
adultery.” Archbishop Laud, to punish
this their negligence, laid a considerable
fine upon that company in the star-cham-
ber.

By the practice of the world, which pre-
vails in this degenerate age, I am afraid
that very many young profligates of both
sexes are possessed of this spurious edition
of the bible, and observe the command-
ment according to that faulty reading.

Adulterers, in the first ages of the
church, were excommunicated for ever,
and unqualified all their lives for bearing
a part in Christian assemblies, notwith-
standing they might seek it with tears, and
all the appearances of the most unfeigned
re&)enmncc.

might here mention some ancient laws
among the heathens, which punished this
crime with death: and others of the same
kind, which are now in force among seve-
ral governments that have embraced the
reformed religion. But, because a subject
of this nature may be too serious for my
ordinary readers, who are very apt to
throw by my papers when they are not
enlivened with something that is diverting
or uncommon, I shall here publish the
contents of a little manuscript lately fallen
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into my hands, and which pretends to
great antiquity; though by reason of some
modern Phrascs, and other particulars in
it, I can by no means allow it to be genuine,
but rather the production of a modern
sophist.

t is well known by the learned, that
there was a temple upon Mount /Etna
dedicated to Vulcan, which was guarded
by dogs of so exquisite a smell, say the his-
torians, that they could discern whether
the persons who came thither were chaste
or otherwise. They used to meet and
fawn upon such who were chaste, caress-
ing them as the friends of their master
Vulcan; but flew at those who were pol-
luted, and never ceased barking at them till
they had driven them from the temple.

My manuscript gives the following ac-
count of these dogs, and was probably
designed as a comment upon this story.

¢ These dogs were given to Vulcan by
his sister Diana, the goddess of hunting
and of chastity, having bred them out of
some of her hounds, in which she had ob-
served this natural instinct and sagacity.
It was thought she did it in spite of Venus,
who, upon her return home, always found
her husband in a good or bad humour,
according to the reception which she met
with from his dogs. They lived in the
temple several years, but were such snap-
pish curs, that they frighted away most of
the votaries. The women of Sicily made
a solemn deputation to the priest, by which
they acquainted him, that they would not
come up to the temple with their annual
offerings unless he muzzled his mastiffs;
and at last compromised the matter with
him, that the offering should always be
brought by a chorus of young girls, who
were none of them above seven years old.
It was wonderful, says the author, to see
how different the treatment was which the
dogs gave to these little misses, from that
which they had shown to their mothers.
It is said that the prince of Syracuse, hav-
ing married a young lady, and being natu-
rally of a jealous temper, made such an
interest with the priests of this temple,
that he procured a whelp from them of
this famous breed. The young puppy was
very troublesome to the fair lady at first,
insomuch that she solicited her husband to
send him away; but the good man cut her
short with the old Sicilian proverb, ¢ Love
me, love my dog;” from which time she
lived very peaceably with both of them.
The ladies of Syracuse were very much
annoyed with him, and several of very
good reputation refused to come to court
until he was discarded. There were in-
deed some of them that defied his sagacity;
but it was observed, though he did not
actually bite them, he would growl at them
most confoundedly. To return to the dogs
of the temple: after they had lived here in
great repute for several years, it so hap-
pened, that as one of the priests, who had
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been making a charitable visit to a widow
who lived on the promontory of Lilybeum,
returned home pretty late in the evening,
the dogs flew at him with so much fury,
that they would have worried him if his
brethren had not come in to his assistance:
upon which, says my author, the dogs
were all of them hanged, as having lost
their original instinct.’

I cannot conclude this paper without
wishing that we had some of this breed of
dogs in Great Britain, which would cer-
tainly do justice, I should say honour, to
the ladies of our conntry, and show the
world the difference between pagan women
and those who are instructed in sounder
principles of virtue and religion.

No. 580.] Friday, August 13, 1714,

Si verbo audacia detur,
Non metuam magni dixisse palatia ceeli.
Ovid, Met. Lib. i.

This place, the brightest ma nsion of the sky
I'll call the palace of the Deity.—Dryden.

175.

«Sir,—I considered in my two last let-
ters that awful and tremendous subject,
the ubiquity or omnipresence of the Divine
Being. I have shown that he is equally
present in all places throughout the whole
extent of infinite space. This doctrine is
so agreeable to reason, that we meet with
it in the writings of the enlightened hea-
thens, as I might show at large, were it
not already done by other hands. But
though the Deity be thus essentially pre-
sent through all the immensity of space,
there is one part of it in which he discovers
himself in a most transcendent and visible
glory; this is that place which is marked
out in scripture under the different appel-
lations of °¢ Paradise, the third heaven,
the throne of God, and the habitation of
his glory.” It is here where the glorified
body of our Saviour resides, and where all
the celestial hierarchies, and the innume-
rable hosts of angels, are represented as
perpetually surrounding the seat of God
with hallelujahs and hymns of praise. This
is that presence of God which some of
the divines call his glorious, and others his
majestic, presence. Heis indeed as essen-
tially present in all other places as in this;
but it is here where he resides in a sensible
magnificence, and in the midst of all those
splendours which can effect the imagina-
tion of created beings.

«Jtis very remarkable that this opinion
of God Almighty’s presence in heaven,
whether discovered by the light of nature,
or by a general tradition from our first pa-
rents, prevails among all the nations of the
world, whatsoever different notions they en-
tertain of the Godhead. If you look into Ho-
mer, the most ancient of the Greek writers,
you see the supreme power seated in the hea-
vens, and encompassed with inferior deities,
among whom the Muses are represented as

Vor. IL 47

THE SPECTATOR.

369

singing incessantly about his throne. Who
does not here see the main strokes and out-
lines of this great truth we are speaking of?
The same doctrine is shadowed out in many
other heathen authors, though at the same
time, like several other revealed truths,
dashed and adulterated with a mixture of
fables and human inventions. But to pass
over the notions of the Greeks and Romans,
those more enlightened parts of the pagan
world, we find there is scarce a people
among the late discovered nations who are
not trained up in an opinion that heaven is
the habitation of the divinity whom they
worship. : v

¢ As in Solomon’s temple there was the
Sanctum Sanctorum, in which a visible
glory appeared among the figures of the
cherubims, and into which none but the
high priest himself was permitted to enter,
after having made an atonement for the sins
of the people; so, if we consider the whole
creation as one great temple, there is in it
this Holy of holies, into which the High
priest of our salvation entered, and took his
place among angels and arch-angels, after
having made a propitiation for the sins of
mankind.

«With how much skill must the throne
of God be erected! With what glorious
designs is that habitation beautified, which
is contrived and built by him who inspired
Hiram with wisdom! How great must be
the majesty of that place, where the whole
art of creation has been employed, and
where God has chosen to show himself in
the most magnificent manner? What must
be the architecture of infinite power under
the direction of infinite wisdom? A spirit
cannot but be transported, after an ineffa-
ble manner, with the sight of those ob-
jects, which were made to effect him by
that Being who knows the inward frame
of a soul, and how to please and ravish it in
all its most secret powers and faculties. It
is to this majestic presence of God we may
apply those beautiful expressions in holy
writ: ¢ Behold even to the moon and it
shineth not; yea the stars are not pure in
his sight.” The light of the sun, and all
the glories of the world in which we live,
are but as weak and sickly glimmerings,
or rather darkness itself, in’ comparison of
those splendours which encompass the
throne of God.

¢« As the glory of this place is transcend-
ent beyond imagination, so probably is the
extent of it. There is light behind light,
and glory within glory. How far that space
may reach, in which God appears in per-
fect majesty, we cannot ])('\5\1‘)1)’ conceive.
Though it is not infinite, it may be indefi-
nite; and, though not immeasurable in it-
self, it may be so with regard to any created
eye or imagination. If he has made these
loyvm' regions of matter so inconceivably
wide and magnificent for the habitation of
mortal and perishable beings, how great may
we suppose the courts of his house to be
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where he makes his residence in a more
especial manner, and displays himself in
the fulness of his glory, among an innume-
rable company of angels and spirits of just|
men made perfect?

¢ This is certain, that our imaginations
cannot be raised too high, when we think
on a place where omnipotence and omni-
science have so signally exerted them-
selves, because that they are able to pro-
duce a scene infinitely more great and |
glorious than what we are able to imagine.
It is not impossible but at the consummation
of all things, these outward apartments of |
nature, which are now suited to those
beings who inhabit them, may be taken in
and added to that glorious place of which
I am here speaking, and by that means
made a proper habitation for beings who
are exempt from mortality, and cleared of
their imperfections: for so the scripture
seems to intimate when it speaks of ““new
heavens and of a new earth, wherein dwell-
eth rightecusness.”

‘I have only considered this glorious
place with regard to the sight and imagina-
tion, though it is highly probable that our
other senses may here likewise enjoy their
highest gratifications. There is nothing
which more ravishes and transports the
soul than harmony; and we have great rea-
son to believe, from the descriptions of this
place in holy scripture, that this is one of
the entertainments of it. And if the soul
of man can be so wonderfully affected with
those strains of music which human art is |
capable of producing, how much more will |
it be raised and elevated by those in which |
is exerted the whole power of harmony!
The senses are faculties of the human soul,
though they cannot be employed, during
this our vital union, without proper instru-
ments inthe body. 'Why therefore should
we exclude the satisfaction of these facul-
ties, which we find by experience are in-
lets of great pleasure to the soul, from among
those entertainments which are to make
up our happiness hereafter! Why should
we suppose that our hearing and seeing
will not be gratified with those objects
which are most agreeable to them, and
which they cannot meet with in these lower
regions of nature; objects, ‘“ which neither
eye hath seen, nor ear heard, nor can it
enter into the heart of man to conceive? I
knew a man in Christ (says Saint Paul,
speaking of himself) above fourteen years
ago, (whether in the body I cannot tell, or
whether out of the body I cannot tell: God
knoweth) such a one caught up to the third
heaven. And I knew such a man (whether
in the body or out of the body, I cannot tell:
God knoweth) how that he was caught
up into Paradise, and heard unspeakable
words, which it is not possible for a man to
utter.” By this is meant that what he
heard was so infinitely different from any
thing which he had heard in this world,
that it was impossible to express it in such
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words, as might convey a notion of it to his
hearers.

¢ It is very natural for us to take delight
in inquiries concerning any foreign country,
where we are some time or other to make
our abode; and as we all hope to be admitted
into this glorious place, itis both a laudable
and useful curiosity to get what informa-
tions we can of it, whilst we make use of
revelation for our guide. When these
everlasting doors shall be open to us, we
may be sure that the pleasures.and beau-
ties of this place will infinitely transcend
our present hopes and expectations, and
that the glorious appearance of the throne
of God will rise infinitely beyond whatever
we are able to conceive of it. We might
here entertain ourselves with many other
speculations on this subject, from those se-
veral hints which we find of it in the holy
scriptures; as, whether there may not be
different mansions and apartments of glory
to beings of different natures; whether, as
they excel one another in perfection, they
are not admitted nearer to the throne of the
Almighty, and enjoy greater manifestations
of his presence; whether there are not
solemn times and occasions, when all the
multitude of heaven celebrate the presence
of their Maker in more extraordinary
forms of praise and adoration; as Adam,
though he had continued in a state of inno-
cence, would, in the opinion of our divines,
have kept holy the Sabbath-day in a more
particular manner than any other of the
seven. These, and the like speculations we
may very innocently indulge, so long as we
make use of them to inspire us with a de-
sire of becoming inhabitants of this delight-
ful place.

¢ I have in this, and in two foregoing let-
ters, treated on the most serious subject
that can employ the mind of man—the om-
nipresence of the Deity; a subject which,
if possible, should never depart from our
meditations. We have considered the Di-
vine Being as he inhabits infinitude, as he
dwells among his works, as he is present to
the mind of man, and as he discovers him-
self in a more glorious manner among the
regions of the blest. Such a consideration
should be kept awake in us at all times,
and in all places, and possess our minds
with a perpetual awe and reverence. It
should be interwoven with all our thoughts
and perceptions, and become one with the
consciousness of our own being. It is not to
be reflected on in the coldness of philoso-
phy, but ought to sink us into the lowest
prostration before him, who is so astonish-
ingly great, wonderful, and holy.’

No. 581.] Mbonday, August 16, 1714,
Sunt bona, sunt quedam mediocria, sunt mala plura
Que legis Mart. Epig. xvii. Lib. 1.
Some good, more bad, some neither one nor t'other.

¢ T Am at present sitting with a heap of
letters before me, which I have received
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under the character of Spectator. I have| Philanthropos is, I dare say, a very well-
complaints from lovers, schemes from pro- | meaning man, but a little too prolix in his
jectors, scandal from ladies, congratula- | compositions.

tions, compliments, and advice in abund-| Constantius himself must be the best
ance. judge in the affair he mentions.

I have not been thus long an author, to|  The letter dated from Lincoln is re-
be insensible of the natural fondness every ceived.

person must have for their own produc-| Arethusa and her friend may hear far-
tions; and I begin to think I have treated | ther from me.

my correspondents a little too uncivilly in|  Celia is a little too hasty.

stringing them alto ther on a file, and let Harriot is a good girl, but must not
ting them lie so long unreg: rded. I shall | courtesy to folks she does not know.

1

therefore, for the future, think mys t 1 must ingenuously coniess my friend
1
t

Jeast obliged to take some notice Samson Benstaff has quite puz led me, and
letters as 1 receive, and may 1),\\'.1)1}' do it | writ me a long letter which I cann
at the end of every month. prehend one W ord of.

In the mean time I intend my present Tlidan must also explain what he means
paper as a short answer to most of those | by his drigelling.’
which have been already sent me. I think it beneath my spe tatorial dig-

The public, however, is not to expect I | nity to concern myself in the affair of the
should let them into all my secrets; and, | boiled dumpling.
though 1 appear abstruse 1O most people, I shall consult some literati on the project
it is sufficient if T am understood by my | sent me for the discovery of the ongitude.
particular corresp ndents. I know not how to conclude this paper

My well-wisher Van Nath is very arch, | better than by inserting a couple of letters
1eh so to appear in print. which are really genuine, and which I look

Philadelphus will, in a-little time, see his | upon to be two of the smartest pieces 1
query fully mswered by a treatise which |have r¢ ceived from my correspondents of
is now in the press. either sex:

It was very improper at that time to ‘BT
comply with Mr. G. 2uts

Miss Kitty must excuse me.

The gentleman who sent me a copy o
verses on his mistress’s d ancing is, I be-
lieve, too thoroughly in love to compose

correctly.

but not quite en

r SpEc,—While you are sur-
object that falls in your way,

veying ever) 3
I am wholly taken up with one. {ad that
sage who de manded what ity was, lived
to see the dear angel 1 love, he would mnot
have asked such a question. Had another
.en her, he would himself have I ved the
n in whom heaven has made virtue
1, were you yourself to be in her
vou could never, with all your

-t for both the

too great

universities to pra
the other.

Tom Nimble is a very honest fe

I desire him to present my humble service

Bumper.

1 1
the l¢

pers:

1low, ¢ X
1y enouglt \ r0ood-h

to his cousin Fill
I am obl | preju

I may in duetime & jvert on the case ; 5

£ Crace Crumble nate | :
2 1 M ' < CONSTANTIO SPEC.’
e tion of P.
That of Sarah L
The pal 4

I thank : ippus forl
My friend at W

rtake for all withu

ire the dear origim

¢+e brother,

p Mr. PE rT,—1 will allow you
following
Pray what is the reason, that,
v talk now upon Wednesdays,
en miles of him. Mondays, you pretend to be
[ am afraid the entertainment of Tom |a ler than when you spoke every
hardly be relishe by the | day, as you formerly used to do? If this be
n ‘and Westminster. your plungir f your taciturnity, Pray

r of it before I in- | iet the ler ur speeches compensate
dulg . hose freedoms he takes| for the fthem. 1am, good Mr.
with the ladic T Pert, your admirer, if you will be long
I am oblig :

until you resolve me t

odstock i yold man to

U

good c

rentleman (~n|Au;:{‘\ for me,
t of the " ¢« AMANDA [4()\'F‘l,\‘i.\'(;'l'ﬂ"

particular

1st letter.
y who wrote me a letteTs | No, 582 Vednesdau, August 18, 1714
ed July the 20th, in relation to some pas- ATty EQRCERDTS > o
s in a lover, will be more pa ilar in -
divections, 1 shall be so in my
I'he poor gentleman who fan
ritings could reclaim a husband

fe s he de

Wher

Tenet insanibile multos

andi cacoeth Sat. vii. 51.

iting is an endless itch.

cafve of Wi
Ch. Dryden.

a certain distemper, which 1is
by Galen nor Hippo-

such a W
am afraid, too

an opini
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crates, nor to be met with in the London
Dispensary. Juvenal in the motto of my
paper, terms it a cacoethes; which is a
hard word for a disease called in plain Eng-
lish, ¢The itch of writing.” This cacoe-
thes is as epidemical as the smallpox, there
being very few who are not seized with it
some time or other in their lives. There
is, however, this differenc® in these two
distempers, that the first, after having in-
disposed you for a time, never returns again;
whereas, this I am speaking of, when it
is once got into the blood, seldom comes out
of it. The British nation is very much af-
flicted with this malady, and though very
many remedies have been applied to per-
sons infected with it, few of them have ever
proved successful. Some have been cau-
terized with satires and lampoons, but have
received little or no benefit from them;
others have had their heads fastened for an
hour together between a cleft board, which
is made use of as a cure for the disease
when it appears in its greatest malignity.*
There is indeed, one kind of this malady
which has been sometimes removed, like
the biting of a tarantula, with the sound of
a musical instrument, which is commonly
known by the name of a cat-call. + But if you
have a patient of this kind under your care,
you may assure yourself there is no other
way of recovering him effectually, but by
forbidding him the use of pen, ink, and
paper.

ut, to drop the allegory before I have
tired it out, there is no species of scribblers
more offensive, and more incurable, than
your periodical writers, whose works re
turn upon the public on certain days, ar
at stated times. We have not the consola-
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dication of Astrology. This profound au-
thor, among many mystical passages, has
the following one: ¢ The absence of the sun
is not the cause of night, forasmuch as his
zht is so great that it may illuminate the
earth all over at once as clear as broad
day; but there are tenebrificous and dark
stars, by whose influence night is brought
on, and which do ray out darkness and
obscurity upon the earth as the sun does
light.?

I consider writers in the same view this
sage astrologer does the heavenly bodies.
Some of them are stars that scatter light
as others do darkness. I could mention se-
| veral authors who are tenebrificous stars of
l the first magnitude, and point out a knot of

I
11§

gentlemen, who have been dull in concert,
| and may be looked upon as a dark constel-
lation. The nation has been a great while
benighted with several of these antilumina-
ries. Isuffered them to ray out their dark-

| ness as long as I was able to endure it, till

at length I came to a resolution of rising
upon them, and hope in a little time to
drive them quite out of the British hemi-
sphere.

No. 583.] Friday, August 20, 1714.

Ipse thymum pinosque ferens de montibus altis,

Tecta serat late circum, cui talia cur

Ipse labore manum duro terat; ipse feraces

Figat humo plantas et amicos irriget imbres.
Virg. Georg. iv. 112

With his own hand, the guardian of the bees

For slips of pines may search the mountain trees,

And with wild thyme and sav'ry plant the plain,

Till his hard horny fingers ache with pain;

And deck with fraitful trees the fields around,

And with refreshing waters drench the ground.

Dryden.

tion in the perusal of these authors which
we find at the reading of all others, namely,
that we are sure if we have but patience, |
we may come to the end of their labours. |
I have often admired a humorous saying |
of Diogenes, who, reading a dull author to
several of his friends, when every one be-
gan to be tired, finding he was almost come
to a blank leaf at the end of it, cried, < Cou-
rage, lads, I see land.” On the contrary,
our progress through that kind of writers 1
am now speaking of is never at an end.
One day makes work for another—we do
not know when to promise ourselves rest.

Itisa melancholy thing to consider that
the art of printing, which might be the
greatest blessing to mankind, should prove
detrimental to us, and that it should be
made use of to scatter prejudice and igno-
rance through a people, instead of convey-
ing to them truth and knowledge.

I was lately reading a very whimsical
treatise, entitled William Ramsay’st Vin-

* Put in the pillory.

t Alluding to the noise made in the Theatres at the
condemnation of a play.

! Ramsay (or more properly Ramesey.) eontended
that this absurdity of his was even su
ture, where he read of

pported by Scrip-
darkness over the land of Egypt

|C

that may be feit *

EvERy station of life has duties which are
proper to it. Those who are determined by
choice to any particular kind of business,
are indeed more happy than those who are
determined by necessity; but both are un-
der an equal obligation of fixing on employ-
ments, which may be either useful to them-
selves or beneficial to others: no one of the
sons of Adam ought to think himself exempt
from that labour and industry which were

| denounced to our first parent, and in him

to all his posterity. Those to whom birth or
fortune may seem to make such an appli-
cation unneces ary, ought to find out some
calling or profession for themselves, that
they may not lie as a burden on the spe-
ies, and be the only useless parts of the
creation.

Many of our country gentlemen in their
busy hours apply themselves wholly to the
chase, or to some other diversion which
they find in the fields and woods. This
gave occasion to one of our most eminent
English writers to represent every one of
them as lying under a kind of curse, pro-
nounced to them in the words of Goliah, ¢ I
will give thee to the fowls of the air and to
the beasts of the field.’
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Though exercises of this kind, when in-
dulged with moderation, may have a good
influence both on the mind and body, the
country affords many other amusements of a
more noble Kind.

Among these, I know none more delight-
ful in itself, and beneficial to the public,
than that of planting. I could mention a
nobleman whose fortune has placed him in
several parts of England, and who has al-
ways left these visible marks behind him,
which show he has been there: he never
hired a house in his life, without leaving all
about it the seeds of wealth, and bestowing
legacies on the posterity of the owner. Had
all the gentlemen of England made the
same improvements upon their estates, our
whole country would have been at this
time as one great garden. Nor ought such
an employment to be Jooked upon as too
inglorious for men of the highest rank.
There have been heroes in this art, as well
as in others. We are told in particular of
Cyrus the Great, that he planted all the
Lesser Asia. There is indeed something
truly magnificent in this kind of amuse-
ment: it gives a nobler air to several parts
of nature; it fills the earth with a variety of
beautiful scenes, and has something in it
like creation. For this reason the pleasure
of one who plants is something like that of a
poet, who, as Aristotle observes, is more
delighted with his productions than any
other writer or artist whatsoever.

Plantations have one advantage in them
which is not to be found in most other |
works, as they give a pleasure of a more |
Jasting date, and continually improve in the
eye of the planter. When you have finishe
a building, or any other undertaking of the
like nature, it immediately decays upon
your hands: you see it brought to the ut-
most point of perfection, and from that
time hastening to its ruin. On the contrary, |
when you have finished your plantations,
they are still arriving at greater degrees of
perfection as long as you live, and appear
more delightful in every succeeding year
than they did in the foregoi

But I do not only recommend this art to
men of estates as a pleasing amusement,
but as it is a kind of virtuous employment,
and may therefore be inculcated by moral
motives; particularly from the love which |
we ought to have for our country, and th
regard which we ought to bear to our pos- |
terity. As forthe first I need only mention
what is frequently observed by others, that
the increase of forest trees does by no means
bear a proportion to the destruction of |
them, insomuch, that in a few ages the
nation may be at a loss to supply itself with
timber sufficient for the fleets of England.
I know when a man talks of posterity in |
matters of this nature, he is looked upon |
with an eye of ridicule by the cunnis nd |
selfish part of mankind. Most peop
of the humour of an old fellow of a ¢
en he pressed by the scci

ng.
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to come into something that might redound
to the good of their successors, grew very
peevish: ¢ We are always doing,” says he,
¢something for posterity, but 1 would fain
see posterity do something for us.’

But I think men are inexcusable, who
fail in a duty of this nature, since it is so
easily discharged. When a man considers
that the putting a few twigs into the ground
is doing good to one who will make his ap-
pearance in the world about fifty years
hence, or that he is.perhaps making one of
his own descendants easy or rich, by so in-
considerable an expense, if he finds himself
averse to it, he must conclude that he has
a poor and base heart, void of all generous
px‘inriph-s and love to mankind.

There is one consideration which may
very much enforce what I have here said.
Many honest minds, that are naturally dis-
posed to do good in the world, and become
beneficial to mankind, complain within
themselves that they have not talents for it.
This therefore is a good office, which is
suited to the meanest capacities, and which
may be performed by multitudes who have
not abilities sufficient to deserve well of
their country, and to recommend them-
selves to their posterity, by any other me-
thod. It is the phrase of a friend of mine,
when any useful country neighbour dies,
that ‘you may trace him;> which I look
upon as a good funeral oration, at the death
of an honest husbandman who had left the
impressions of his industry behind him in
the place where he has lived.

Upon the foregoing considerations, I can

scarcely forbear representing the subject of
this paper as a kind of moral virtue; which,
as 1 have already shown, recommends it-
self likewise by the pleasure that attends it.
It must be confessed that this is none of
those turbulent pleasures which are apt to
gratify a manin the heats of youth; but, if
it be not so tumultuous, it is more lasting.
Nothing can be more delightful than to en-
tertain ourselves with prospects of our own
making, and to walk under those shades
vhich our own industry has raised. Amuse-
ments of this nature compose the mind,
and lay at rest all those passions which are
uneasy to the soul of man, besides that they
naturally engender good thoughts, and dis-
pose us to laudable contemplations. Many
of the old philosophers passed away the
oreatest parts of their lives among their
gardens. Epicurus himself could not think
sensual pleasure attainable in any other
scene. Every reader, who is acquainted
with Homer, Virgil, and Horace, the
atest geniuses of all antiquity, knows
very well with how much rapture they
have spoken on this subject; and that Vir-
gil in particular has written a whole book
un'thc art of planting.

T'his art seems to have been more espe-
nature of man in his
al state, when he had life enough to
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daughter of Zilpa, since thou gavest thy- |
self away in marriage to my rival? I grew
weary of the light of the sun, and have been
ever since covering myself with woods and
forests. These threescore and ten years
have I bewailed the loss of thee on the top
of mount Tirzah, and soothed my melan- |
choly among a the usand gloomy shades of
my own raising. My dwellings are at pre-
sent as the garden of God; every part of
them is filled with fruits, and flowers, and
fountains. The whole mountain ds per-|
fumed for thy reception. Come up into it, |
O my beloved, and let us people this spot
of the new world with a beautiful race of |
mortals: let us multiply exceedingly among
these delightful shades, and fill every quar-
ter of them with sons and daughters. ~Re-
member, Oh thou daughter of Zilpa, that
the age of man isbut a thousand years; that |
beauty is the admiration but of a few centu- |
ries. It flourishes as a mountain oak, or as
a cedar on the top of Tirzah, which in
three or four hundred years will fade away,
and never be thought of by posterity, unless
a young wood springs from its roots. Think
well on this, and remember thy neighbour
in the mountains.’

Having here inserted this letter, which I
look upon as the only antediluvian billet-
doux now extant, I shall in my next paper
give the answer to it, and the sequel of this

ad sidera jactant

Ipsi letitia vo
Intonsi mo ips® jam carmina
Ipsa sonant arbusta—

Virg. Ecl. v. 63

The mountain-tops unshorn the rocks rejoice ;

The lowly shrubs p irtake of human voice.—Dry len
THE SEQUEL OF THE STO OF SH

AND HILPA.

TaE letter inserted in my last had so
good an effect upon Hilpa, that she answer- |
ed it in less than twelve months, after the |
following manner:

¢ Hilpa, Mistress of the Vallex
Master of Mount Tirz

¢In the 789th year of the creation.
¢What have I to do with thee, O Sha- |
Jum? Thou praiseth Hilpa’s beauty, but art |
thounotsecretly enamoured with the verdure
of her meadows? Art thou not more affect-
ed with the prospect of her green valleys
than thou wouldest be with the sight of her |
person? The lowings of my herds, and the
bleatings of my flocks, make a pleasant |
echo in thy mountains, and sound sweetly
in thy ears. What though I am delighted
with the wavings of thy forests, and those
breezes of perfumes which flow from the
top of Tirzah, are these like the riches of
the valley?
¢T know thee, O Shalum; thou art more
wise and happy than any of the sons of {

to Shalum, |
. i

an.
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men. Thy dwellings are among the cedars,
thou searchest out the diversity of soils,
thou understandest the influences of the
stars, and markest the change of seasons.
Can a woman appear lovely in the eyes of
such a one? Disquiet me not, O Shalum;
let me alone, that I may enjoy those goodly
possessions which are fallen to my lot.
Win me not by thy enticing words. " May
thy trees increase and multiply; mayest
thou add wood to wood, and shade to shade:
but tempt not Hilpa to destroy thy s¢ litude,
and make thy retirement populous.’

"The Chinese say, that a little time after-
wards she accepted of a treat in one of the
neighbouring hills to which Shalum had in-
vited her. This treat lasted for two years,
and is said to have cost Shalum five hun-
dred antelopes, two thousand ostriches, and
a thousand tons of milk; but what most of
all recommended it, was that variety of de-
licious fruits and potherbs, in which no
person then living could any way equal
Shalum.

He treated her in the bower which he
had planted amidst the wo d of nightin-
was made up of such
s as are most agreeable
birds; sothat

fruit-trees and plant
to the several kinds of singing
it had drawn into it all the music of the
country, and was filled from one end of the
vear to the other with the most agreeable
¢ 1SON.

He showed her every day some beauti-
ful and surprising scene in this new region
of woodlands; and, as by this means he had

| all the opportunities he could wish for of

ing his mind to her, he succeeded so
that upon her departure she made
ind of promise, and eave him her
to return him a positive answer in
less than fifty years.

She had not been long among her own
valleys, when she received
new overtures, and at the same time a most
splendid visit from Mishpach, who was a
vichty man of old, and had built a great
hich he called after his own name.
v house was made for at least a thou-
sand vears; nay, there were some that were
d ) that the quan-
sumed in this

tity of stone and timber c«
building is scarce to be imagined by those
who live in the present age of the world.
This great man entertained her W ith the
voice of musical instruments which had
been lately invented, and danced before her
to the sound of the timbrel. He also pre-
sented her with several domestic utensils
wrought in brass and iron, which had been

oe

| newly found out for the conv enience of life,

In the mean time Shalum grew VETYy uncasy
with himself, and was sorely displeased at
uilpn for the reception which she had
given to Mishpach, insomuch that he never
wrote to her or spoke of her during a whole
revolution of Saturn; but, finding that this
intercourse went no farther than a visit, he
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again renewed his addresses to her: who,
during his long silence, is said very often
to have cast a wishing eye upon mount
Tirzah.

Her mind continued wavering about
twenty years longer between Shalum and
Mishpach: for though her inclinations fa-
voured the former, her interest pleaded
very powerfully for the other. While her

heart was in this unsettled condition, the |

following accident happened, which deter-
mined her choice. A high tower of wood
that stood in the city of Mishpach having
caught fire by a flash of lightning, in a few
days reduced the whole town to ashes.
Mishpach resolved to rebuild the place
whatever it should cost him;
already destroyed all the timber of the
country, he was forced to have recourse to

Shalum, whose forests were now two hun- |

dred years old. He purchased these woods
with so many herds of cattle and flocks of
sheep, and with such a vast extent of fields
and pastures, that Shalum was now grown
more wealthy than Mishpach; and there-
fore appeared so charming in the eyes of
Zilpah’s daughter, that she no longer re-
fused him in marriage. 3
which he brought her up into the moun-
tains, he raised a most prodigious pile of
cedar, and of every sweet-smelling wood,
which reached above three hundred cubits
in height: he also cast into the pile bundle
of myrrh, and sheaves of spikenard,
riching it with every spicy shrub, and
making it fat with the gums of his plant

tions. This was the burnt offering which
Shalum offered in the day of his espousals:
the smoke of it ascended up to heaven, and

filled the whole country with incense and |

perfume.
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Cic
The things which employ men's wakin thoughts
and actions recur to their imaginations in slee p.

By the last post, I received the following
letter which is built upon a thought that is
new, and very well carried on; for which
reason I shall give it to the public without
alteration, addition, or amendment.

‘Sir,—It was a good piece of advice
which Pythagoras gave to his scholars—
that every night before they slept they
should examine what they had been doing
that day, and so discover what actions were
worthy of pursuit to-morrow, and what
little vices were to be prevented from slip-
ping unawares into a habit. If I might
second the philosopher’s advice, it should
be mine, that, in a morning, before my
scholar rose, he should consider what he
had been about that night, and with the
same strictness, as if the condition he has
believed himself to be in was real. Such a
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| scrutiny into the actions of his fancy, must be
of considerable advantage: for this reason,
| because the circumstances which a man
imagines himself in during sleep are gene-
 rally such as entirely favour hisinclinations,
| good or bad, and give him im:x;rinary op-
| portunities of pursuing them to the utmost;
 so that his temper will lie fairly open to his
| view, while he considers how it is moved
when free from those constraints whic
accidents of real life put it under. Dy
[are certainly the result of our v
thoughts, and our daily hopes and fears,
are what give the mind such nimble relishes
| of pleasure, and such severe touches of
| pain in its midnight rambles. A man that
murders his enemy, or deserts his friend,
|in a dream, had need to guard his temper
against revenge and ingratitude, and take
heed that he be not tempted to do a vile
thing in the pursuit of false, or the neglect
of true honour. For my part, I seldom
receive a benefit, but in a night or two’s
time I make most noble returns for it;
which, though my benefactor is not a whit
the better for, yet it pleases me to think
that it was from’a principle of gratitude in
me that my mind was susceptible of such
| 8€nerous transport, while I thought myself
| repaying the Kindness of my friend: and I
have often been ready to beg pardon, in-
[stead of returning an injury, after consi-
| dering that, when the offender was in my
power, I had carried my resentments much
too far.

‘I think it has been observed in the course
of your papers, how much one’s happiness
or misery may depend upon the imagina-
tion: of whichtruth those strange working
of fancy in sleep are no inconsiderable ir
stances; so that not only the advantage a
man has of making discoveries of himself,

|but a regard to his own ease or disquiet,
| may induce him to accept of my advice.
Such as are willing to comply with it, I
shall put into a way of doing it with plea-
sure, by observing only one maxim which
I shall give them, viz. ¢ To go to bed with
a mind entirely free from passion, and a
| body clear of the least intemperance.

¢ They, indeed, who can sink into sleep
with their thoughts less calm or innocent

than they should be, do but plunge them-
selves into scenes of guilt and misery; or
they who are willing to purchase any mid-
night disquietudes for the satisfaction of a
full meal, or a skin full of wine; these I have
nothing to say to, as not knowing how to
invite them to reflections full of shame and
horror; but those that will observe this rule,
[T promise them they shall awake into
| health and cheerfulness, and be capable of
recounting, with delight, those glorious
moments, wherein the mind has been in-
dulging itself in such luxury of thought,
such noble hurry of imagination. Suppose a
man’s going supperless to bed should intro-
duce him to the table of some great prince
lor other, where he shall be entertained
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with the noblest marks of honour and
plenty, and do so much business after, that
he shall rise with as good a stomach for
his breakfast as if he had fasted all night
long: or, suppose he should see his dearest
friends remain all night in great distresses,
which he could instantly have disengaged
them from, could he have been content tn
have gone to bed without the other bottle;
believe me these effects of fancy are no
contemptible consequences of commanding |
or indulging one’s appetite.

¢ forbear recommending my advice upon |
many other accounts, until I hear how you
and your readers relish what I have al-
ready said; among whom, if there be any
that may pretend it is useless to them be- |
cause they never dream at all, there may
be others perhaps who do little else all day
long. Were every one as_sensible as Iam
what happens to him in his sleep, it would
be no dispute whether we pass so consider-
able a portion of our time in the condition
of stocks and stones, or whether the soul
were not perpetually at work upon the
rinciple of thought. However, it is an
}mnc:t endeavour of mine to persuade my
countrymen to reap some advantage from
so many unregarded hours, and as such
you will encourage it.

¢1 shall conclude with giving you a sketch
or two of my way of proceeding.

<If 1 have any business of consequence
to do to-morrow, I am scarce dropt asleep
to-night but I am in the midst of it; and
when awake, I consider the whole proces-
sion of the affair, and get the advantage of
the next day’s experience before the sun
has risen upon it.

« There is scarcely a great post but what |
1 have some time or other been in; but my |
behaviour while I was master of a college
pleases me so well, that whenever there
is a province of that nature vacant, I intend |
to step in as soon as I can.

¢ have done many things that would not |
pass examination, when I have had the art |
of flying or being invisible; for which reason |
Tam glad T am not possessed of those ex- |
traordinary qualities. |

¢ Lastly, Mr. Spectator, I have been a
great correspondent of yours, and have read
many of my letters in your paper which I
never wrote you. If you have a mind I
should really be so, I have got a parcel of
visions and other miscellanies in my noctu-
ary, which I shall send you to enrich your
paper on proper occasions. T am, &e.

<JOHN SHADOW.
¢ Oxford, Aug. 20.’

No. 587.] Monday, August 30, 1714.
Intus, et in cute novi. Pers. Sat. iii. 30.
I know thee to thy bottom ; from wilhin
Thy shallow centre to the utmost skin.-—Dryden.
TroucH the author of the following
vision is unknown to me, I am apt to think |
Vor. IL 48

| life of Mahomet.
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it may be the work of that ingenious gentle-
man, who promised me, in the last paper,
some extracts out of his noctuary.

¢S1r,—I was the other day reading the
Among many other ex-
travagancies, I find it recorded of that im-
postor, that, in the fourth year of his age,
the angel Gabriel caught him up whilst he
was amongst his play-tellows; and carrying
him aside, cut open his breast, plucked out
his heart, and wrung out of it that black drop
of blood, in which, say the Turkish divines,
is contained the jfomes fieccati, so that he
was free from sin ever after. I immediately
said to myself, Though this story be a fiction,
a very good moral may be drawn from it,
would every man but apply it to himself,
and endeavour to squeeze out of his heart
whatever sins or ill qualities he findsin it.
¢While my mind was wholly taken up
with this contemplation, I insensibly fell into
a most pleasing slumber, when methought
two porters entered my chamber carrying
a large chest between them. After having
set it down in the middle of the room, they
departed. I immediately endeavoured to
open what was sent me, when a shape, like
that in which we paint our angels, ap-
peared before me, and forbade me. ¢ En-
closed,” said he, *“are the hearts of several
of your friends and acquaintance; but, be-
fore you can be qualified to see and ani-
madvert on the failings of others, you must
be pure yourself;” whereupon he drew cut
his incision knife, cut me open, took out
my heart, and began to squeeze it. I was
in a great confusion to see how many things,
which I had always cherished as virtues,
issued out of my heart on this occasion. In
short, after it had been thoroughly squeez-
ed, it looked like an empty bladder; when
the phantom breathing a fresh particle of
divine air into it, restored it safe to its for-

| mer repository; and having sewed me up,

we began to examine the chest.

¢ The hearts were all enclosed in trans-
parent phials, and preserved in liquor
which looked like spirits of wine. he
first which 1 cast my eye upon, I was afraid
would have broke the glass which contain-
ed it. It shot up and down, with incredible
swiftness, through the liquor in which it

| swam, and very frequently bounced against

the side of the phial. The fomes, or spot
in the middle of it, was not large, but of a
red fiery colour, and seemed to be the
cause of these violent agitations. “ That,”
says my instructor, ¢is the heart of Tom
Dreadnought, who behaved himself well
in the late wars, but has for these ten years
last past been aiming at some post of ho-
nour to no purpose. He is lately retired
into the country, where, quite choked up
with spleen and choler, he rails at better
men than himself, and will be for ever un-
easy, because it is impossible he should
think his merits sufficiently rewarded.”
The next heart that I examined was re-
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markable for its smallness; it lay still at
the bottom of the phial, and I could hardly
perceive that it beat at all. The fomes
was quite black, and had almost diffused
itself over the whole heart. ¢ This,” says
my interpreter, ‘is the heart of Dick
Gloomy, who never thirsted after any
thing but money. Notwithstanding all his
endeavours, he is still poor. This has flung
him into a most deplorable state of melan-
choly and despair. He is a composition
of envy and idleness; hates mankind, but
gives them their revenge by being more
uneasy to himself than to any one else.”

¢ The phial I looked qun next contained
a large fair heart, which beat very strongly.
The fomes or spot in it was exceedingly
small; but I could not help observing that,
which way soever I turned the phial, it
always appeared uppermost, and in the
strongest point of light. ¢ The heart you
are examining,’ says my companion, ‘“be-
longs to Will Worthy. He has, indeed, a
most noble soul, and is possessed of a thou-
sand good qualities. The speck which you
discover is vanity.” .

¢ «¢ Here,” says the angel, ““is the heart
of Freelove, your intimate friend.” Free-
love and 1I,” said I, ‘“are at present very
cold to one another, and I do not care for
looking on the heart of a man which I fear
is overcast with rancour.” My teacher
commanded me to look upon it; I did so,
and, to my unspeakable surprise, found
that a small swelling spot, which I at first
took to be ill-will towards me, was only
passion; and that upon my nearer inspec-
tion it wholly disappeared; upon which
the phantom told me Freelove was one of
the best-natured men alive.

¢ ¢¢ This,” says my teacher,  is a female
heart of your acquaintance.” I found the
Jfomes in’it of the largest size, and of a
hundred different colours, which were still
varying every moment.
to whom it belonged, I was informed that
it was the heart of Coquetilla.

€1 set it down, and drew out another, in
which I took the fomes at first sight to be
very small, but was amazed to find that, as
I looked steadfastly upon it, it grew still
larger. It was the heart of Melissa, a
noted prude, who lives the next door to me,

¢ ¢ ] show you this,” said the phantom,
““because it is indeed a rarity, and you
have the happiness to know the person to
whom it belongs.” He then put into my
hand a large chrystal glass, that enclosed
a heart, in which, though I examined it
with the utmost nicety, I could not perceive
any blemish. I made no scruple to affirm
that it must be the heart of Seraphina; and
was glad, but not surprised, to find that it
was so. ‘‘She is indeed,” continued my
guide, ‘‘ the ornament, as well as the envy,
of her sex.” At these last words he pointed
to the hearts of several of her female ac-
quaintance which lay in different phials,
and had very large spots in them, all of a
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deep blue. ““You are not to wonder,”
says he, ““that you see no spot in a heart
whose innocence has been proof against all
the corruptions of a depraved age. If it
has any blemish, it is too small to be dis-
covered by human eyes.

<1 laid it down, and took up the hearts
of other females, in all of which the fomes
ran in several veins, which were twisted
together, and made a very perplexed
figure. I asked the meaning of it, and was
told it represented deceit.

‘I should have been glad to have
examined the hearts of several of my
acquaintance, whom I knew to be par-
ticularly addicted to drinking, gaming,
intriguing, &c. but my interpreter told me,
I must let that alone until another oppor-
tunity, and flung down the cover of the
chest with so much violence as immedi-
ately awoke me.’

No. 588.] Wednesday, September 1, 1714,
Dicitis, omnis in imbecilitate est et gratia, et caritas.
Cicero.

You pretend that all kindness and benevolence is
founded in weakness.

MAN may be considered in two views, as
a reasonable and as a social being; capable
of becoming himself either happy or mise-
rable,.and of contributing to the happiness
or misery of his fellow-creatures. Suitably
to this double capacity, the Contriver of
human nature hath wisely furnished it
with two principles of action, self-love and
benevolence; designed one of them to ren-
der man wakeful to his own personal
interest, the other to dispose him for giving
his utmost assistance to all engaged in the
same pursuit. This is such an account of
our frame, so agreeable to reason, so much
for the honour of our Maker, and the credit
of our species, that it may appear some-
induce
men to represent human nature as they
do, under characters of disadvantage; or
having drawn it with a little sordid aspect,
what pleasure they can possibly take in
such a picture. Do they reflect that it is
their own; and if we would believe them-
selves, is not more odious than the original?
One of the first that talked in this lofty
strain of our nature was Epicurus. Bene-
ficence, would his followers say, is all
founded in weakness; and, whatever he
pretended, the kindness that passeth be-
tween men and men is by every man
directed to himself. This, it must be con-
fessed, is of a piece with the rest of that
hopeful philosophy, which having patched
man up out of the four elements, attributes
his being to chance, and derives all his
actions from an unintelligible declination
of atoms. And for these glorious discove-
ries, the poet is beyond measure trans-
ported in the praises of his hero, as if he
must needs be something more than man,






