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make an excursion to a mercer’s or a toy-shop,
so great a fatigue makes them unfit for any thing
else all the day after. Their more serious occu-
pations are sewing and embroidery, and their
greatest drudgery the preparation of jellies
and sweet-meats. This, I say, is the state of
ordinary women; though I know there are
multitudes of those of a more elevated life and
conversation, that move in an exalted sphere
of knowledge and virtue, that join all the
beauties of the mind to the ornaments of dress,
and inspire a kind of awe and respect, as well
as love, into their male beholders. I hope to
encrease the number of these by publishing
this daily paper, which I shall always endeav-
our to make an innocent if not an improving
entertainment, and by that means at least
divert the minds of my female readers from
greater trifles. At the same time, as I would
fain give some finishing touches to those which
are already the most beautiful pieces in human
nature, | shall endeavour to point out all those
imperfections that are the blemishes, as well
as those virtues which are the embellishments
of the sex, & In the meanwhile I hope these my
gentle readers, who have so much time on their
hands, will not grudge throwing away a quarter
of an hour in a day on this paper, since they
may do it without any hindrance to business,

1 know several of my friends and well-wishers
are in great pain for me, lest I should not be
able to keep up the spirit of a paper which I
oblige myself to furnish every day: But to
make them easy in this particular, I will promise
them faithfully to give it over as soon as I
grow dull. This I know will be matter of great
raillery to the small Wits; who will frequently
put me in mind of my promise, desire me to
keep my word, assure me that it is high time
to give over, with many other little pleasantries
of the like nature, which men of a little smart
genius cannot forhear throwing out against
their best friends, when they have such a handle
given them of being witty. But let them re-
member that I do hereby enter my caveat
against this piece of raillery.

THOUGHTS IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY
NO. 26. FRIDAY, MARCH 30, 1711

Pallida mors aequo pulsat pede pauperum tabernas
Regumaue turres, O beate Sexti.
Vilae summa brevis spem nos vetat inchoare longam,
Jam te premet nox, fabulaeque manes,
Et domus exilis Plutonia,
—Hor. i. Od. iv, 13.

With equal foot, rich friend, impartial fate
Knocks at the cottage, and the palace gate:
Life's span forbids thee to extend thy cares,
And stretch thy hopes beyond thy years:
Night soon will seize, and you must quickly go
To story’d ghosts, and Pluto’s house below.

When I am in a serious humour, I very often
walk by myself in Westminster Abbey; where
the gloominess of the place, and the use to
which it is applied, with the solemnity of the
building, and the condition of the people who
lie in it, are apt to fill the mind with a kind of
melancholy, or -rather thoughtfulness, that is
not disagreeable. I yesterday passed a whole
afternoon in the churchyard, the cloisters, and
the church, amusing myself with the tomb-
stones and inscriptions that I met with in those
several regions of the dead. Most of them
recorded nothing else of the buried person,
but that he was born upon one day, and died
upon another: the whole history of his life
being comprehended in those two circumstances
that are common to all mankind. I could not
but look upon these registers of existence,
whether of brass or marble, as a kind of satire
upon the departed persons; who left no other
memorial of them, but that they were born,
and that they died. They put me in mind of
several persons mentioned in the battles of
heroic poems, who have sounding names given
them, for no other reason but that they may
be killed, and are celebrated for nothing but
being knocked on the head.

“ TAaixdv T¢ Meddvra re Geparhoydr re.”
— Hom.

“Glaucumque, Medontaque, Thersilochumque.”
— Virg.

“Glaucus, and Medon, and Thersilochus.”

The life of these men is finely described in
Holy Writ by “the path of an arrow,” which is
immediately closed up and lost.

Upon my going into the church, T entertained
myself with the digging of a grave; and saw
in every shovel-full of it that was thrown up,
the fragment of a bone or skull intermixed with
a kind of fresh mouldering earth, that some time
or other had a place in the composition of an
human body. Upon this I began to consider
with myself, what innumerable multitudes of
people lay confused together under the pave-
ment of that ancient cathedral; how men and
women, friends and enemies, priests and
soldiers, monks and prebendaries, were
crumbled amongst one another, and blended
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together in the same common mass; how
beauty, strength, and youth, with old age,
weakness, and deformity, lay undistinguished
in the same promiscuous heap of matter.

After having thus surveyed this great maga-
zine of mortality, as it were in the lump, T ex-
amined it more particularly by the accounts
which I found on several of the monuments
which are raised in every quarter of that ancient
fabric. Some of them were covered with such
extravagant epitaphs, that if it were possible
for the dead person to be acquainted with them,
he would blush at the praises which his friends
have bestowed on him. There are others so
excessively modest, that they deliver the char-
acter of the person departed in Greek or He-
brew, and by that means are not understood
once in a twelvemonth. In the poetical quar-
ter, I found there were poets who had no monu-
ments, and monuments which had no poets.
I observed, indeed, that the present war had
filled the church with many of these unin-
habited monuments, which had been erected
to the memory of persons whose bodies were,
perhaps, buried in the plains of Blenheim, or
in the bosom of the ocean.

I could not but be very much delighted with
several modern epitaphs, which are written with
great elegance of expression and justness of
thought, and therefore do honour to the living
as well as to the dead. As a foreigner is very
apt to conceive an idea of the ignorance or
politeness of a nation from the turn of their
public monuments and inscriptions, they should
be submitted to the perusal of men of learning
and genius before they are put in execution.
Sir Cloudesley Shovel’s monument has very
often given me great offence. Instead of the
brave, rough, English admiral, which was the
distinguishing character of that plain, gallant
man, he is represented on his tomb by the figure
of a beau, dressed in a long periwig, and repos-
ing himself upon velvet cushions under a can-
opy of state, The inscription is answerable
to the monument; for, instead of celebrating
the many remarkable actions he had performed
in the service of his country, it acquaints us
only with the manner of his death, in which it
was impossible for him to reap any honour.
The Dutch, whom we are apt to despise for
want of genius, show an infinitely greater taste
of antiquity and politeness in their buildings
and works of this nature, than what we meet
with in those of our own country. The monu-
ments of their admirals, which have been erected
at the public expense, represent them like them-

selves, and are adorned with rostral crowns
and naval ornaments, with beautiful festoons
of sea-weed, shells, and coral.

But to return to our subject. I have left the
repository of our English kings for the con-
templation of another day, when I shall find
my mind disposed for so serious an amusement.
I know that entertainments of this nature are
apt to raise dark and dismal thoughts in timor-
ous minds and gloomy imaginations; but for
my own part, though I am always serious, I do
not know what it is to be melancholy; and can
therefore take a view of nature in her deep and
solemn scenes, with the same pleasure as in her
most gay and delightful ones. By this means I
can improve myself with those objects, which
others consider with terror. When I look
upon the tombs of the great, every emotion
of envy dies in me; when I read the epitaphs
of the beautiful, every inordinate desire goes
out; when I meet with the grief of parents upon
a tomb-stone, my heart melts with compassion
when I see the tomb of the parents themselves,
I consider the vanity of grieving for those whom
we must quickly follow. When I see kings
lying by those who deposed them, when I con-
sider rival wits placed side by side, or the holy
men that divided the world with their contests
and disputes, I reflect with sorrow and astonish-
ment on the little competitions, factions, and
debates of mankind. When I read the several
dates of the tombs, of some that died yesterday,
and some six hundred years ago, I consider that
great day when we shall all of us be contem-
poraries, and make our appearance together.

THE HEAD-DRESS
NO. ¢8. FRIDAY, JUNE 22, 1711

Tanta est quaerendi cura decoris.
— Juv. Sat. vi. 500.

So studiously their persons they adorn.

There is not so variable a thing in nature as
a lady’s head-dress. Within my own memory
I have known it rise and fall above thirty
degrees. About ten years ago it shot up to a
very great height, insomuch that the female
part of our species were much taller than the
men. The women were of such an enormous
stature, that “we appeared as grasshoppers
before them;” at present the whole sex is in a
manner dwarfed, and shrunk into a race of
beauties that seems almost another species.
I remember several ladies, who were once very
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near seven foot high, that at present want some
inches of five. How they came to be thus cur-
tailed I cannot learn. Whether the whole sex
be at present under any penance which we
know nothing of; or whether they have cast
their head-dresses in order to surprise us with
something in that kind which shall be entirely
new; or whether some of the tallest of the sex,
being too cunning for the rest, have contrived
this method to make themselves appear size-
able, i still a secret; though I find most are
of opinion, they are at present like trees new
lopped and pruned, that will certainly sprout up
and flourish with greater heads than before. For
my own part, as I do not love to be insulted by
women who are taller than myself, T admire the
sex much more in their present humiliation,
which has reduced them to their natural di-
mensions, than when they had extended their
persons and lengthened themselves out into
formidable and gigantic figures. I am not for
adding to the beautiful edifices of nature, nor
for raising any whimsical superstructure upon
her plans: I must therefore repeat it, that I
am highly pleased with the coiffure now in
fashion, and think it shows the good sense which
at present very much reigns among the valuable
part of the sex. One may observe that women
in all ages have taken more pains than men to
adorn the outside of their heads; and indeed
I very much admire, that those female archi-
tects who raise such wonderful structures out of
ribands, lace, and wire, have not been recorded
for their respective inventions. It is certain
there have been as many orders in these kinds of
building, as in those which have been made of
marble. Sometimes they rise in the shape of a
pyramid, sometimes like a tower, and some-
times like a steeple. In Juvenal’'s time the
building grew by several orders and stories,
as he has very humorously described it:

““Tot premit ordinibus, tot adhuc compagibus altum
Aedificat caput: Andromachen a fronte videbis;
Post minor est: aliam credas.”

— Juv. Sal. vi. 501.

“With curls on curls they build her head before,
And mount it with a formidable tower:
A giantess she seems; but look behind,
And then she dwindles to the pigmy kind.”

But T do not remember in any part of my
reading, that the head-dress aspired to so great
an extravagance as in the fourteenth century;
when it was built up in a couple of cones or
spires, which stood so excessively high on each

side of the head, that a woman, who was but a
Pigmy without her head-dress, appeared like
a Colossus upon putting it on. Monsieur
Paradin says, “That these old-fashioned fon-
tanges rose an ell above the head; that they
were pointed like steeples; and had long loose
pieces of crape fastened to the tops of them,
which were curiously fringed, and hung down
their backs like streamers.”

The women might possibly have carried this
Gothic building much higher, had not a famous
monk, Thomas Conecte by name, attacked it
with great zeal and resolution. This holy man
travelled from place to place to preach down
this monstrous commode; and succeeded so
well in it, that, ag the magicians sacrificed their
books to the flames upon the preaching of an
apostle, many of the women threw down their
head-dresses in the middle of his sermon, and
made a bonfire of them within sight of the pul-
pit. He was so renowned, as well for the
sanctity of his life as his manner of preaching,
that he had often a congregation of twenty
thousand people; the men placing themselves
on the one side of his pulpit, and the women
on the other, that appeared (to use the simili-
tude of an ingenious writer) like a forest of
cedars with their heads reaching to the clouds.
He so warmed and animated the people against
this monstrous ornament, that it lay under a
kind of persecution; and, whenever it appeared
in public, was pelted down by the rabble, who
flung stones at the persons that wore it. But
notwithstanding this prodigy vanished while
the preacher was among them, it began to ap-
pear again some months after his departure,
or, to tell it in Monsieur Paradin’s own words,
“the women, that like snails in a fright had
drawn in their horns, shot them out again as
soon as the danger was over.” This extrava-
gance of the women’s head-dresses in that age
is taken notice of by Monsieur d'Argentre in
his History of Bretagne, and by other historians,
as well as the person I have here quoted.

It is usually observed, that a good reign is
the only proper time for the making of laws
against the exorbitance of power; in the same
manner an excessive head-dress may be attacked
the most effectually when the fashion is against
it. I do therefore recommend this paper to
my female readers by way of prevention.

I would desire the fair sex to consider how
impossible it is for them to add anything that
can be ornamental to what is already the
masterpiece of nature. The head has the
most beautiful appearance, as well as the high:
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est station, in a human figure. Nature has
laid out all her art in beautifying the face; she
has touched it with vermilion, planted in it a
double row of ivory, made it the seat of smiles
and blushes, lighted it up and enlivened it with
the brightness of the eyes, hung it on each side
with the curious organs of sense, giving it airs
and graces that cannot be described, and sur-
rounded it with such a flowing shade of hair
as sets all its beauties in the most agreeable
light. In short, she seems to have designed the
head as the cupola to the most glorious of her
works; and when we load it with such a pile
of supernumerary ornaments, we destroy the
symmetry of the human figure, and foolishly
contrive to call off the eye from great and
real beauties, to childish gewgaws, ribands, and
bone-lace.

THE VISION OF MIRZA
NO. 159. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 1, 1711

Omnem, quae nunc obducla buenii
Mortales hebetat visus tibi, et humida circum
Caligal, nubem eripiam . . .

— VirG. Aen. ii. 6o4.

The cloud, which, intercepting the clear light,
Hangs o'er thy eyes, and blunts thy mortal sight,
I will remove , . .

When I was at Grand Cairo, I picked up
several Oriental manuscripts, which I have
still by me. Among others I met with one
entitled “The Visions of Mirza,” which I have
read over with great pleasure. I intend to give
it to the public when I have no other enter-
tainment for them; and shall begin with the
first vision, which I have translated word for
word as follows:

_ “On the fifth day of the moon, which accord-
ing to the custom of my forefathers I always
keep holy, after having washed myself, and
offered up my morning devotions, I ascended
the high hills of Bagdad, in order to pass the
rest of the day in meditation and prayer. As
I'was here airing myself on the tops of the moun-
tains, I fell into a profound contemplation on
the vanity of human life; and passing from
one thought to another, ‘Surely,’ said I, ‘man
is but a shadow, and life a dream. Whilst
I was thus musing, I cast my eyes towards the

summit of a rock that was not far from me,

where I discovered one in the habit of a shep-
herd, with a musical instrument in his hand,
As T looked upon him he applied it to his lips,

and began to play upon it. The sound of it
was exceedingly sweet, and wrought into a
variety of tunes that were inexpressibly melo-
dious, and altogether different from anything
I had ever heard. They put me in mind of
those heavenly airs that are played to the de-
parted souls of good men upon their first arrival
in Paradise, to wear out the impressions of their
last agonies, and qualify them for the pleasures
of that happy place. My heart melted away
in secret raptures.

“I had been often told that the rock before
me was the haunt of a Genius; and that several
had been entertained with music who had
passed by it, but never heard that the musician
had before made himself visible. When he
had raised my thoughts by those transporting
airs which he played to taste the pleasures of his
conversation, as I looked upon him like one
astonished, he beckoned to me, and by the
waving of his hand directed me to approach
the place where he sat. T drew near with that
reverence which is due to a superior nature;
and as my heart was entirely subdued by the
captivating strains I had heard, I fell down at
his feet and wept. The Genius smiled upon
me with a look of compassion and affability
that familiarized him to my imagination, and
at once dispelled all the fears and apprehensions
with which I approached him. He lifted me
from the ground, and taking me by the hand,
‘Mirza,’ said he, ‘I have heard thee in thy
soliloquies; follow me.’

“He then led me to the highest pinnacle of
the rock, and placing me on the top of it, ‘Cast
thy eyes eastward,” said he, ‘and tell me what
thou seest.” ‘I see,” said I, “a huge valley, and
a prodigious tide of water rolling through it.
“The valley that thou seest,’ said he, ‘is the Vale
of Misery, and the tide of water that thou seest
is part of the great Tide of Eternity.” ‘What
is the reason,’ said I, ‘that the tide I see rises
out of a thick mist at one end, and again loses
itself in a thick mist at the other?’ ‘What
thou seest,” said he, ‘is that portion of eternity
which is called time, measured out by the sun,
and reaching from the beginning of the world
to its consummation. Examine now,’ said he,
‘this sea that is bounded with darkness at both
ends, and tell me what thou discoverest in it.’
‘I see a bridge,’ said I, ‘standing in the midst
of the tide.” ‘The bridge thou seest,” said he,
‘is Human Life: consider it attentively.” Upon
a more leisurely survey of it, I found that it con-
sisted of threescore and ten entire arches, with
several broken arches, which added to those
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that were entire, made up the number about a
hundred. As I was counting the arches, the
Genius told me that this bridge consisted at
first of a thousand arches; but that a great
flood swept away the rest, and left the bridge
in the ruinous condition I now beheld it. ‘But
tell me farther,’ said he, “what thou discoverest
onit” ‘I see multitudes of people passing over
it,” said I, ‘and a black cloud hanging on each
end of it.” As I looked more attentively, I
saw several of the passengers dropping through
the bridge into the great tide that flowed under-
neath it; and upon farther examination, per-
ceived there were innumerable trap-doors that
lay concealed in the bridge, which the pas-
sengers no sooner trod upon, but they fell
through them into the tide, and immediately
disappeared. These hidden pit-falls were set
very thick at the entrance of the bridge, so that
throngs of people no sooner broke through the
cloud, but many of them fell into them. They
grew thinner towards the middle, but multiplied
and lay closer together towards the end of the
arches that were entire.

“There were indeed some persons, but their
number was very small, that continued a kind
of hobbling march on the broken arches, but
fell through one after another, being quite tired
and spent with so long a walk.

“I passed some time in the contemplation of
this wonderful structure, and the great variety
of objects which it presented. My heart was
filled with a deep melancholy to see several
dropping unexpectedly in the midst of mirth
and jollity, and catching at everything that
stood by them to save themselves. Some were
looking up towards the heavens in a thought-
ful posture, and in the midst of a speculation
stumbled and fell out of sight. Multitudes were
very busy in the pursuit of bubbles that glit-
tered in their eyes and danced before them;
but often when they thought themselves within
the reach of them, their footing failed and down
they sunk. In this confusion of objects, I
observed some with scimitars in their hands,
and others with urinals, who ran to and fro
upon the bridge, thrusting several persons on
trap-doors which did not seem to lie in their
way, and which they might have escaped had
they not been thus forced upon them.

“The Genius seeing me indulge myself on
this melancholy prospect, told me I had dwelt
long enough upon it. ‘Take thine eyes off
the bridge,’ said he, ‘and tell me if thou yet
seest anything thou dost not comprehend.’
Upon looking up, ‘What mean,” said I, ‘those

great flights of birds that are perpetually hover-
ing about the bridge, and settling upon it from
time to time? I see vultures, harpies, ravens,
cormorants, and among many other feathered
creatures several little winged boys, that perch
in great numbers upon the middle arches.’
“These,’ said the Genius, ‘are Envy, Avarice,
Superstition, Despair, Love, with the like cares
and passions that infest human life.”

T here fetched a deep sigh. ‘Alas,’ said I,
‘Man was made in vain! how is he given away
to misery and mortality! tortured in life, and
swallowed up in death!” The Genius being
moved with compassion towards me, bid me
quit so uncomfortable a prospect. ‘Look no
more,” said he, ‘on man in the first stage of his
existence, in his setting out for eternity; but
cast thine eye on that thick mist into which the
tide bears the several generations of mortals
that fall into it.” I directed my sight as I was
ordered, and (whether or no the good Genius
strengthened it with any supernatural force,
or dissipated part of the mist that was before
too thick for the eye to penetrate) I saw the
valley opening at the farther end, and spreading
forth into an immense ocean, that had a huge
rock of adamant running through the midst
of it, and dividing it into two equal parts. The
clouds still rested on one half of it, insomuch
that I could discover nothing in it; but the
other appeared to me a vast ocean planted with
innumerable islands, that were covered with
fruits and flowers, and interwoven with a thou-
sand little shining seas that ran among them.
I could see persons dressed in glorious habits
with garlands upon their heads, passing among
the trees, lying down by the sides of fountains,
or resting on beds of flowers; and could hear
a confused harmony of singing birds, falling
waters, human voices, and musical instruments.
Gladness grew in me upon the discovery of so
delightful a scene. I wished for the wings of an
eagle, that T might fly away to those happy
seats; but the Genius told me there was no
passage to them except through the gates of
death that I saw opening every moment upon
the bridge. ‘The islands,’ said he, ‘that lie
so fresh and green before thee, and with which
the whole face of the ocean appears spotted as
far as thou canst see, are more in number than
the sands on the sea-shore: there are myriads
of islands behind those which thou here dis-
coverest, reaching farther than thine eye, or
even thine imagination can extend itself.
These are the mansions of good men after
death, who, according to the degree and kinds
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of virtue in which they excelled, are distributed
among these several islands, which abound with
pleasures of different kinds and degrees, suit-
able to the relishes and perfections of those
who are settled in them: every island is a para-
dise accommodated to its respective inhabit-
ants. Are not these, O Mirza, habitations
worth contending for? Does life appear mis-
erable that gives thee opportunities of earning
such a reward? Is death to be feared that will
convey thee to so happy an existence? Think
not man was made in vain, who has such an
eternity reserved for him. I gazed with in-
expressible pleasure on these happy islands.
At length, said I, ‘Show me now, I beseech thee,
the secrets that lie hid under those dark clouds
which cover the ocean on the other side of the
rock of adamant.” The Genius making me no
answer, I turned me about to address myself to
him a second time, but I found that he had left
me; 1 then turned again to the vision which
I had been so long contemplating; but instead
of the rolling tide, the arched bridge, and the
happy islands, I saw nothing but the long hol-
low valley of Bagdad, with oxen, sheep, and
camels grazing upon the sides of it.”

HILPA AND SHALUM
NO. 584. MONDAY, AUGUST 23, 1714
Hic gelidi fonles, hic mollia prata, Lycori,
Hic nemus, hic tolo tecum consumerer aevo.
— Vire. Ed. x. 42.
Come see what pleasures in our plains abound;

The woods, the fountains, and the flow’ry ground,
Here I could live, and love, and die, with only you.

Hilpa was one of the hundred and fifty
daughters of Zilpah, of the race of Cohu, by
whom some of the learned think is meant Cain,
She was exceedingly beautiful; and, when she
was but a girl of threescore and ten years of
age, received the addresses of several who made
love to her. Among these were two brothers,
Harpath and Shalum. Harpath, being the first-
born, was master of that fruitful region which
lies at the foot of Mount Tirzah, in the southern
parts of China. Shalum (which is to say the
planter in the Chinese language) possessed all
the neighbouring hills, and that great range of
mountains which goes under the name of Tir-
zah. Harpath was of a haughty contemptuous
Spirit; Shalum was of a gentle disposition,
beloved both by God and man.

It is said, that among the antediluvian wo-
men, the daughters of Cohu had their minds
Wholly set upon riches; for which reason. the

beautiful Hilpa preferred Harpath to Shalum,
because of his numerous flocks and herds that
covered all the low country which runs along
the foot of Mount Tirzah, and is watered by
several fountains and streams breaking out of
the sides of that mountain,

Harpath made so quick a despatch of his
courtship, that he married Hilpa in the hun-
dredth year of her age; and, being of an in-
solent temper, laughed to scorn his brother
Shalum for having pretended to the beautiful
Hilpa, when he was master of nothing but a
long chain of rocks and mountains. This so
much provoked Shalum, that he is said to have
cursed his brother in the bitterness of his heart,
and to have prayed that one of his mountains
might fall upon his head if ever he came within
the shadow of it.

From this time forward Harpath would never
venture out of the valleys, but came to an un-
timely end in the two hundred and fiftieth
year of his age, being drowned in a river as he
attempted to cross it. This river is called to
this day, from his name who perished in it, the
river Harpath: and, what is very remarkable,
issues out of one of those mountains which
Shalum wished might fall upon his brother,
when he cursed him in the bitterness of his
heart.

Hilpa was in the hundred and sixtieth year
of her age at the death of her husband, having
brought him but fifty children before he was
snatched away, as has been already related.
Many of the antediluvians made love to the
young widow; though no one was thought so
likely to succeed in her affections as her first
lover Shalum, who renewed his court to her
about ten years after the death of Harpath;
for it was not thought decent in those days that
a widow should be seen by a man within ten
years after the decease of her husband.,

Shalum falling into a deep melancholy, and
resolving to take away that objection which had
been raised against him when he made his first
addresses to Hilpa, began, immediately after
her marriage with Harpath, to plant all that
mountainous region which fell to his lot in the
division of this country,. He knew how to
adapt every plant to its proper soil, and is
thought to have inherited many traditional
secrets of that art from the first man. This
employment turned at length to his profit as
well as to his amusement; his mountains were
in a few years shaded with young trees, that
gradually shot up into groves, woods, and for-
ests, intermixed with walks, and lawns, and gar-
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ns; insomuch that the whole region, from
genai;ed and desolate prospect, began now to
look like a second Paradise. The pleasant-
ness of the place, and the agreeable disposition
of Shalum, who was reckoned one of the mildest
and wisest of all who lived before the flood,
drew into it multitudes of people, who were
perpetually employed in the sinking of 'wells%
the digging of trenches, and the hollowing Oh
trees, for the better distribut;cin c;f x::ater throug

tt of this spacious plantation.
ev('?I'ryheplz:abit,a.tions (Iy)f Shalum looked every year
more beautiful in the eyes of Hilpa, who, after
the space of seventy autumns, was wonderfulI’y
pleased with the distant prospect of Shalum’s
hills, which were then covered with innumer-
able tufts of trees and gloomy scenes, that gave
a magnificence to the place, and converted it
into one of the finest landscapes the eye of
Id behold.
ma:f‘]h?%hinese record a letter which Shalum
is said to have written to Hilpa in the eleventh
year of her widowhood. I shall here translate
it, without departing from that noble simplicity
of sentiment and plainness of manners which
rs in the original.

apls)ﬁilim was atgthis time one hundred and

eighty years old, and Hilpa one hundred and

seventy.

“SHALUM, M ASTER OF MoUNT T1RzAH, TO HILPA,
MISTRESS OF THE VALLEYS

“In the 788th year of the creation.

“What have I not suffered, O thou daughter
of Zilpah, since thou gavest thyself away in mar-
riage to my rival! I grew weary of the light
of the sun, and have been ever since covering
myself with woods and forests. These three-
score and ten years have I bewailed the loss
of thee on the top of Mount Tirzah, and soothed
my melancholy among a thousand gloomy
shades of my own raising. My dwellings are
at present as the garden of God; every part
of them is filled with fruits, an_d f.lowers, and

' fountains. The whole mountain is perfumed
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; vlet us
multiply exceedingly among these dehghtfu}l
shades, and fill every quarter of them wit
sons and daughters. Remember, O thou
daughter of Zilpah, that the age qf man is but
a thousand years; that beauty is the admira-
tion but of a few centuries. It flourishes as a
mountain oak, or as a cedar on the top of Tir-
zah, which in three or four hundred years will

de away, and never be thought of by pos-
iirity, un{ess a young wood springs from t;lts
roots. Think well on this, an remember thy

ighbour in the mountains.’ .
neﬁ:\?ﬁlg 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 story.
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The mountain tops unshorn, the rocks _rejoice;
The lowly shrubs partake of human voice.

TeEE SEQUEL OF THE STORY OF SHALUM AND
Hirpa

The letter inserted in my last had so good an
effect upon Hilpa, that she answered in less
than a twelvemonth, after the following man-
ner:

“HrLpa, MISTRESS OF THE VALLEYS, TO SHALUM,
MasTER OF MounT TIRZAH

“In the 78gth year of the creation.

“What have I to do with thee, O Shalum?
Thou praisest Hilpa’s beauty, but art thou not
secretly enamoured with the verdure of her
meadows? Art thou not more affected 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 moun-
tains, 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

iches of the valley?

th(‘z‘{lckm)w thee, O éhalum;hthou artf more
wise and happy than any of the sons of men.
Thy dweliin}:z[syare among the cedars; thou
searchest out the diversity of soils, thou under-
standest 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! mayestI
thou add wood to wood, and shade to sl}ade.
but tempt not Hilpa to destroy th’y,f solitude,
and make thy retirement populous.

The Chinese say that a little time afterwards
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she accepted of a treat in one of the neighbour-
ing hills to which Shalum had invited her.
This treat lasted for two years, and is said to
have cost Shalum five hundred antelopes, two
thousand ostriches, and a thousand tun of
milk; but what most of all recommended it,
was that variety of delicious fruits and pot-
herbs, in which no person then living could
any way equal Shalum,

He treated her in the bower which he had
planted amidst the wood of nightingales. The
wood was made up of such fruit-trees and plants
as are most agreeable to the several kinds of
singing-birds; so that it had drawn into it all
the music of the country, and was filled from
one end of the year to the other with the most
agreeable concert in season.

He showed her every day some beautiful
and surprising scene in this new region of wood-
lands; and, as by this means he had all the
opportunities he could wish for, of opening
his mind to her, he succeeded so well, that upon
her departure she made him a kind of promise,
and gave him her word to return him a positive
answer in less than fifty years.

She had not been long among her own people
in the valleys, when she received new over-
tures, and at the same time a most splendid
visit from Mishpach, who was a mighty man
of old, and had built a great city, which he
called after his own name, Every house was
made for at least a thousand years, nay, there
were some that were leased out for three lives;
80 that the quantity of stone and timber con-
sumed in this building is scarce to be imagined
by those who live in the present age of the
world. This great man entertained her with
the voice of musical instruments which had
been lately invented, and danced before her
to the sound of the timbrel. He also presented
her with several domestic utensils wrought in
brass and iron, which had been newly found
out for the conveniency of life. In the mean-
time Shalum grew very uneasy with himself,
and was sorely displeased at Hilpa for the re-
ception which she had given to Mishpach, in-
somuch 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 again renewed his addresses to
er; 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 favoured the

former, her interest pleaded very powerfully
for the other, While her heart was in this
unsettled condition, the following accident
happened, which determined her chojce. 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: and,
having already destroyed all the timber of
the country, he was forced to have recourse to
Shalum, whose forests were now two hundred
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 therefore appeared so
charming in the eyes of Zilpah’s daughter,
that she no longer refused him in marriage.
On the day in which he brought her up into the
mountains 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 bundles of myrrh
and sheaves of spikenard, enriching it with
every spicy shrub, and making it fat with the
gums of his plantations. 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 in-
cense and perfume,
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Ubi idem et maximus of honestissimus amor est,
aliguando praesiat morte Jungi, quam vita distraki}
— VAL, Max.

After the mind has been employed on con-
templations suitable to its greatness, it is un-
natural to run into sudden mirth or levity;
but we must let the soul subside, as it rose,
by proper degrees. My late considerations of
the ancient heroes impressed a certain gravity
upon my mind, which is much above the little
gratification received from starts of humour
and fancy, and threw me into a pleasing sad-
ness. In this state of thought T have been
looking at the fire, and in a pensive manner
reflecting upon the great misfortunes and
calamities incident to human life; among which

! Where there is at once the greatest and most
honourable love, it is sometimes better to be joined by
death than separated by life,
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there are none that touch so sensibly as those
which befall persons who eminently love, and
meet with fatal interruptions of their happiness
when they least expect it. The piety of chil-
dren to parents, and the affection of parents to
their children, are the effects of instinct; but
the affection between lovers and friends is
founded on reason and choice, which has
always made me think the sorrows of the latter
much more to be pitied than those of the former.
The contemplation of distresses of this sort
softens the mind of man, and makes the heart
better, It extinguishes the seeds of envy and
ill will towards mankind, corrects the pride of
prosperity, and beats down all that fierceness
and insolence which are apt to get into the
minds of the daring and fortunate.

For this reason the wise Athenians, in their

theatrical performances, laid before the eyes
of the people the greatest afflictions which
could befall human life, and insensibly polished
their tempers by such representations. Among
the moderns, indeed, there has arisen a chi-
merical method of disposing the fortune of the
persons represented, according to what they
call poetical justice; and letting none be
unhappy but those who deserve it. In such
cases, an intelligent spectator, if he is concerned,
knows he ought not to be so; and can learn
nothing from such a tenderness, but that he is
a weak creature, whose passions cannot follow
the dictates of his understanding. It is very
natural, when one is got into such a way of
thinking, to recollect those examples of sorrow
which have made the strongest impression upon
our imaginations. An instance or two of such
you will give me leave to communicate.

A young gentleman and lady of ancient and
honourable houses in Cornwall had, from their
childhood, entertained for each other a gener-
ous and noble passion, which had been long
opposed by their friends, by reason of the in-
equality of their fortunes; but their constancy
to each other, and obedience to those on whom
they depended, wrought so much upon their
relations, that these celebrated lovers were
at length joined in marriage. Soon after their
nuptials, the bridegroom was obliged to go
into a foreign country, to take care of a con-
siderable fortune, which was left him by a
relation, and came very opportune[{ to improve
their moderate circumstances. They received
the congratulations of all the country on this
occasion; and I remember it was a common
sentence in every one’s mouth, “You see how
faithful love is rewarded.”

He took this agreeable voyage, and sent home
every post fresh accounts of his success in his
affairs abroad; but at last, though he designed
to return with the next ship, he lamented, in
his letters, that “business would detain him
some time longer from home,” because he would
give himself the pleasure of an unexpected arrival.

The young lady, after the heat of the day,
walked “every evening on the sea-shore, near
which she lived, with a familiar friend, her
husband’s kinswoman; and diverted herself
with what objects they met there, or upon dis-
courses of the future methods of life, in the
happy change of their circumstances. They
stood one evening on the shore together in a
perfect tranquillity, observing the setting of the
sun, the calm face of the deep, and the silent
heaving of the waves, which gently rolled towards
them, and broke at their feet; when at a dis-
tance her kinswoman saw something float on

the waters, which she fancied was a chest;
and with a smile told her, “she saw it first,
and if it came ashore full of jewels, she had a
right to it.” They both fixed their eyes upon
it, and entertained themselves with the subject
of the wreck, the cousin still asserting her
right; but promising, “if it was a prize, to
give her a very rich coral for the child of
which she was then big, provided she might
be godmother.” Their mirth soon abated,
when they observed, upon the nearer ap-
proach, that it was a human body. The young
lady, who had a heart naturally filld with
pity and compassion, made many melancholy
reflections on the occasion. “Who knows,” said
she, “but this man may be the only hope and
heir of a wealthy house; the darling of indulgent
parents, who are now in impertinent mirth,
and pleasing themselves with the thoughts of
offering him a bride they have got ready for
him? or, may he not be the master of a family
that wholly depended upon his life? There
may, for aught we know, be half a dozen father-
less children, and a tender wife, now exposed
to poverty by his death. What pleasure might
he have promised himself in the different wel-
come he was to have from her and them!

But let us go away; it is a dreadful sight!

The hest office we can do, is to take care that

the poor man, whoever he is, may be decently

buried.” She turned away, when a wave threw
the carcass on the shore. The kinswoman
immediately shricked out, “Oh my cousin !"
and fell upon the ground. The unhappy wife
went to help her friend, when she saw her
own husband at her feet, and dropped in a
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swoon upon the body. An old woman, w
had been the gentleman’s nurse, came out 'ahot:fz
this time to call the ladies in to su per, and
found her child, as she always called him, dead
on lhe_ shore, her mistress and kinsw,oman
both lying dead by him. Her loud lamentations
and calling her young master to life, soon awaked
the friend from her trance; but the wife was
go::,;: hfor e;er.f

en the family and neighbourhood -
gether round the bodies, no ogne asked an)F(c)]tuzz-
tion, but the objects before them told the story

Incidents of this nature are the more moving
when they are drawn by persons concerned in
the catastrophe, notwithstanding they are often
oppressed beyond the power of giving them in
a distinct light, except we gather their sorrow
from their inability to speak it.

I have two original letters, written both on
the same day, which are to me exquisite in
their different kinds. The occasion was this:
A gentlemen who had courted a most ag’recahk;
young woman, and won her heart, obtained
also the consent of her father, to whom she was
an only child. The old man had a fancy that
they should‘ be married in the same church
where he himself was, in a village in West-
mpreland,_ and made them set out while he was
laid up with the gout at London. The bride-
groom took only his man, the bride her maid:
they had the most agreeable journey imagi-
nt;fli t(()i the place of marriage; from whence
i 5:3 !ggrm:ar' writ the following letter to

“Sr, “March 18, 1672,

“After a very pleasant journey hither
}ve are preparing for the happy hour in which
am to be your son. I assure you the bride
carries it, in the eye of the vicar who married
you, much beyond her mother; though he
xgs,[d your open sleeves, pantaloons, and
- ulder-knot, made a much better show than
e finical dress I am in, However, T am con-
tented to be the second fine man this village
ever saw, and shall make it very merry before
night, because I shall write mysélf from thence
“Your most dutiful son, ’

4 ) HT. D.Jl
The bride gives her duty, and is as hand-

some as an angel. . ., I e i
B et g am the happiest

The villagers were assembli
ng about tl
church, and the happy couple took a walk inls.
fivate garden. The bridegroom’s man knew
master would leave the place on a sudden
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after the wedding, and, seeing him draw hi
pistols the night before, took %his opportvznli]t];
uT) go into his chamber and charge them.
Upon their return from the garden, they went
into that room; and, after a little fond raillery
on the subject of their courtship, the lover
took up a pistol, which he knew he had unloaded
the night before, and, presenting it to her, said
with the most graceful air, whilst she looked
pleased at his agreeable flattery;" “Now
madam, repent of all those cruelties you have
been guilty of to me; consider, before you die
how often you have made a poor wretch
freeze under your casement; you shall die
you tyrant, you shall die, with all those instru.
ments of death and destruction about you, with
that enchanting smile, those killing ri;lg]ets
of your hair” —*“Give fire|” said she laughing
He did so; and shot her dead. Who can speak'
his condition? but he bore it so patiently as to
call up his man. The poor wretch entered
ﬁndﬂ his master locked the door upon him,
Will,” said he, ““did you charge these pistols ?”’
He answered, “Yes.” Upon which he shot
hm} dead with that remaining. After this
amidst a thousand broken sobs, piercing groans,
and distracted motions, he writ the following
letter to the father of his dead mistress. )

“SIR,

“I, who two hours ago told v
I was the happiest man alive,g:m TIOW}S’IUE lt:;]s{
miserable. Your daughter lies dead at m
feet, kl”,C(] by my hand, through a mistake of
my man’s charging my pistols unknown to me
Him have I murdered for it. Such is my
wedding day. . . . I will immediately follow my
wife to her grave; but, before I throw myself
upon my sword, I command my distraction so
far as to explain my story to you. I fear my
heart will not keep together until I have stabbed
it. Poor, good old man! . . . Remember, he
that killed your daughter died for it. In the
article of death, I give you my thanks, and pra
for you, though I dare not for m_s's,elf If l}t(
be possible, do not curse me.” :
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]'I‘hcre are several persons who have many
Pleasures and entertainments in their posses-

! Meanwhile his sweet children h
¢ h an, i
kisses and his chaste home is the abode m:q vi:tl:::: »
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sion, which they do not enjoy. It is, therefore,
a kind and good office to acquaint them with
their own happiness, and turn their attention
to such instances of their good fortune as they
are apt to overlook. Persons in the married
state often want such a monitor; and pine
away their days, by looking upon the same
condition in anguish and murmur, which car-
ries with it in the opinion of others a complica-
tion of all the pleasures of life, and a retreat
from its inquietudes.

Tam led into this thought by a visit I made an
old friend, who was formerly my school-fellow.
He came to town last week with his family
for the winter, and yesterday morning sent me
word his wife expected me to dinner. T am,
as it were, at home at that house, and every
member of it knows me for their well-wisher.
I cannot indeed express the pleasure it is, to
be met by the children with so much joy as
I am when I go thither. The boys and girls
strive who shall come first, when they think it
is I that am knocking at the door; and that
child which loses the race fo me runs back
again to tell the father it is Mr. Bickerstaff,
This day I was led in by a pretty girl, that we
all thought must have forgot me; for the
family has been out of town these two years.
Her knowing me again was a mighty subject
with us, and took up our discourse at the first
entrance. After which, they began to rally
me upon a thousand little stories they heard
in the country, about my marriage to one of
my neighbour’s daughters. Upon which the
gentleman, my friend, said, “Nay, if Mr.
Bickerstaff marries a child of any of his old
companions, I hope mine shall have the pref-
erence; there is Mrs. Mary is now sixteen,
and would make him as fine a widow as the
best of them. But I know him too well; he is
so enamoured with the very memory of those
who flourished in our youth, that he will not
so much as look upon the modern beauties.
I remember, old gentleman, how often you
went home in a day to refresh your countenance
and dress when Teraminta reigned in your
heart. Aswe came up in the coach, I repeated
to my wife some of your verses on her.” With
such reflections on little passages which hap-
pened long ago, we passed our time, during a
cheerful and elegant meal. After dinner, his
lady left the room, as did also the children.
As soon as we'were alone, he took me by the
hand; “Well, my good friend,” says he, “I
am heartily glad to see thee; I was afraid you
would never have seen all the company that

dined with you to-day again. Do not you
think the good woman of the house a little
altered since you followed her from the play-
house, to find out who she was, for me?”
I perceived a tear fall down his cheek as he
spoke, which moved me not a little. But, to
turn the discourse, I said, ‘““She is not indeed
quite that creature she was, when she returned
me the letter I carried from you; and told me,
‘she hoped, as I was a gentleman, I would be
employed no more to trouble her, who had
never offended me; but would be so much the
gentleman’s friend, as to dissuade him from
a pursuit, which he could never succeed in.
You may remember, I thought her in earnest;
and you were forced to employ your cousin
Will, who made his sister get acquainted with
her, for you. You cannot expect her to be for
ever fifteen.” “Fifteen!” replied my good
friend: “Ah! you little understand, you that
have lived a bachelor, how great, how exquisite
a pleasure there is, in being really beloved!
It is impossible, that the most beauteous face
in nature should raise in me such pleasing ideas,
as when I look upon that excellent woman.
That fading in her countenance is chiefly caused
by her watching with me, in my fever. This
was followed by a fit of sickness, which had like
to have carried her off last winter. I tell you
sincerely, I have so many obligations to her,
that T cannot, with any sort of moderation,
think of her present state of health. But as to
what you say of fifteen, she gives me every day
pleasures beyond what I ever knew in the
possession of her beauty, when I was in the
vigour of youth. Every moment of her life
brings me fresh instances of her complacency
to my inclinations, and her prudence in regard
to my fortune. Her face is to me much more
beautiful than when I first saw it; there is no
decay in any feature, which I cannot trace,
from the very instant it was occasioned by some
anxious concern for my welfare and interests.
Thus, at the same time, methinks, the love I
conceived towards her for what she was, is
heightened by my gratitude for what she is.
The love of a wife is as much above the idle
passion commonly called by that name, as the
loud laughter of buffoons is inferior to the ele-
gant mirth of gentlemen. Oh! she is an
inestimable jewel. In her examination of her
household affairs, she shows a certain fearful-
ness to find a fault, which makes her servants
obey her like children; and the meanest we have
has an ingenuous shame for an offence, not
always to be seen in children in other families.
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I speak freely to you, my old friend; ever since
her sickness, things that gave me the quickest
joy before, turn now to a certain anxiety.
As the children play in the next room, I know
the poor things by their steps, and am consider-
ing what they must do, should they lose their
mother in their tender years. The pleasure I
used to take in telling my boy stories of battles,
and asking my girl questions about the dis-
posal of her baby, and the gossiping of it, is
turned into inward reflection and melancholy.”

He would have gone on in this tender way,
when the-good lady entered, and with an in-
expressible sweetness in her countenance told
us, “she had been searching her closet for
something very good, to treat such an old friend
as I was.” Her husband’s eyes sparkled with
pleasure at the cheerfulness of her counte-
nance; and I saw all his fears vanish in an
instant. The lady observing something in our
looks which showed we had been more serious
than ordinary, and seeing her husband receive
her with great concern under a forced cheer-
fulness, immediately guessed at what we had
been talking of; and applying herself to me,
said, with a smile, “Mr. Bickerstaff, do not
believe a word of what he tells you, I shall
still live to have you for my second, as I have
often promised you, unless he takes more care
of himself than he has done since his coming to
town. You must know, he tells me that he
finds London is a much more healthy place
than the country; for he sees several of his old
acquaintance and school-fellows are here young
fellows with fair full-bottomed periwigs.! I
could scarce keep him in this morning from
going out open-breasted.”? My friend, who is
always extremely delighted with her agreeable
humour, made her sit down with us. She did
it with that easiness which is peculiar to women
of sense; and to keep up the good humour she
had brought in with her, turned her raillery
upon me. “Mr. Bickerstaff, you remember
you followed me one night from the play-house;
suppose you should carry me thither to-morrow
night, and lead me into the front box.” This
put us into a long field of discourse about the
beauties, who were mothers to the present, and
shined in the boxes twenty years ago. I told
her, “T was glad she had transferred so many
of her charms, and I did not question but her
eldest daughter was within half-a-year of being
a toast.”

!Such as only young men wore, *With his

Coat unbuttoned, like a young gallant.

We were pleasing ourselves with this fan-
tastical preferment of the young lady, when on
a sudden we were alarmed with the noise of a
drum, and immediately entered my little god-
son to give me a point of war. His mother,
between laughing and chiding, would have put
him out of the room; but I would not part with
him so. I found, upon conversation with him,
though he was a little noisy in his mirth, that
the child had excellent parts, and was a great
master of all the learning on the other side
eight years old. T perceived him a very great
historian in Asop’s Fables: but he frankly
declared to me his mind, “that he did not de-
light in that learning, because he did not believe
they were true;” for which reason I found he
had very much turned his studies, for about a
twelvemonth past, into the lives and adventures
of Don Belianis of Greece, Guy of Warwick,
the Seven Champions,' and other historians of
that age. I could not but observe the satis-
faction the father took in the forwardness of
his son; and that these diversions might turn
to some profit, I found the boy had made re-
marks, which might be of service to him dur-
ing the course of his whole life. He would
tell you the mismanagements of John Hicker-
thrift, find fault with the passionate temper in
Bevis of Southampton, and loved St. George'
for being the champion of England; and by
this means had his thoughts insensibly moulded
into the notions of discretion, virtue, and
honour. I was extolling his accomplishments,
when the mother told me, that the little girl
who led me in this morning was in her way a
better scholar than he. “Betty,” said she,
“deals chiefly in fairies and sprights; and
sometimes in a winter-night will terrify the
maids with her accounts, until they are afraid
to go up to bed.”

I sat with them until it was very late, some-
times in merry, sometimes in serious discourse,
with this particular pleasure, which gives the
only true relish to all conversation, a sense
that every one of us liked each other. I went
home, considering the different conditions of a
married life and that of a bachelor; and I must
confess it struck me with a secret concern, to
reflect, that whenever I go off I shall leave no
traces behind me. In this pensive mood I
returned to my family; that is to say, to my
maid, my dog, and my cat, who only can be
the better or worse for what happens to me.

1 These heroes of the earlier romances had become
in the eighteenth century the subjects of chap-books
for children and the common people.




