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But whatever objections may be made either
to his comic or tragic excellence, they are lost
at once in the blaze of admiration, when it is re-
membered that he had produced these four plays
before he had passed his twenty-fifth year,
before other men, even such as are sometime
to shine in eminence, have passed their proba-
tion of literature, or presume to hope for any
other notice than such as is bestowed on dili-
gence and inquiry. Among all the efforts of
early genius which literary history records, I
doubt whether any one can be produced that
more surpasses the common limits of nature
than the plays of Congreve.

About this time began the long-continued
controversy between Collier and the poets.
In the reign of Charles the First the Puritans
had raised a violent clamour against the drama,
which they considered as an entertainment
not lawful to Christians, an opinion held by
them in common with the church of Rome;
and Prynne published ““Histriomastix,” a huge
volume, in which stage-plays were censured.
The outrages and crimes of the Puritans
brought afterwards their whole system of doc-
trine into disrepute, and from the Restoration
the poets and players were left at quiet; for
to have molested them would have had the
appearance of tendency to puritanical malig-
nity.

r%‘his danger, however, was worn away by
time; and Collier, a fierce and implacable
Nonjuror, knew that an attack upon the theatre
would never make him suspected for a Puritan;
he therefore (16¢8) published “A short View
of the Immorality and Profaneness of the
English Stage,” I believe with no other motive
than religious zeal and honest indignation. He
was formed for a controvertist; with sufficient
learning; with diction vehement and pointed,
though often vulgar and incorrect; with uncon-
querable pertinacity; with wit in the highest
degree keen and sarcastic; and with all those
powers, exalted and invigorated by just con-
fidence in his cause.

Thus qualified, and thus incited, he walked
out to battle, and assailed at once most of the
living writers, from Dryden to D’Urfey. His
onset was violent; those passages, which,
while they stood single had passed with little
notice, when they were accumulated and ex-
posed together, excited horror; the wise and
the pious caught the alarm; and the nation
wondered why it had so long suffered irreligion
and licentiousness to be openly taught at the
public charge.

Nothing now remained for the poets but
to resist or fly. Dryden’s conscience, or his
prudence, angry as he was, withheld him from
the conflict: Congreve and Vanbrugh attempted
answers. Congreve, a very young man, elated
with success, and impatient of censure, as-
sumed an air of confidence and security. His
chief artifice of controversy is to retort upon his
adversary his own words; he is very angry,
and, hoping to conquer Collier with his own
weapons, allows himself in the use of every
term of contumely and contempt; but he has
the sword without the arm of Scanderbeg; he
has his antagonist’s coarseness, but not his
strength. Collier replied; for contest was his
delight, he was not to be frighted from his pur-
pose or his prey.

The cause of Congreve was not tenable;
whatever glosses he might use for the defence
or palliation of single passages, the general
tenor and tendency of his plays must always
be condemned. It is acknowledged, with uni-
versal conviction, that the perusal of his works
will make no man better; and that their ulti-
mate effect is to represent pleasure in alliance
with vice, and to relax those obligations by
which life ought to be regulated.

The stage found other advocates, and the
dispute was protracted through ten years: but
at last Comedy grew more modest; and
Collier lived to see the reward of his labour
in the reformation of the theatre.

Of the powers by which this important vic-
tory was achieved, a quotation from “Love
for Love,” and the remark upon it, may afford
a specimen:

“Sir Somps. Sampson’s a very good name;
for your Sampsons were strong dogs from the
beginning,

“ Angel. Have a care —If you remember,

the strongest Sampson of your name pull’d
an old house over his head at last.”

Here you have the Sacred History bur-
lesqued; and Sampson once more brought
into the house of Dagon, to make sport for
the Philistines.

Congreve’s last play was “The Way of the
World;” which, though as he hints in his
dedication it was written with great labour
and much thought, was received with so little
favour, that, being in a high degree offended
and disgusted, he resolved to commit his quiet
and his fame no more to the caprices of an
audience,

From this time his life ceased to the public;
he lived for himself and for his-friends; and
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among his friends was able to name every
man of his time whom wit and elegance had
raised to reputation. It may be therefore
reasonably supposed that his manners were
polite, and his conversation pleasing,

He seems not to have taken much pleasure
in writing, as he contributed nothing to the
Spectator, and only one paper to the Tatler,
though published by men with whom he might
be supposed willing to associate; and though
he lived many years after the publication of
his “Miscellaneous Poems,” yet he added
nothing to them, but lived on in literary indo-
lence; engaged in no controversy, contending
with no rival, neither soliciting flattery by
public commendations, nor provoking enmity
by malignant criticism, but passing his time
among the great and splendid, in the placid
enjoyment of his fame and fortune.

Having owed his fortune to Halifax, he con-
tinued always of his patron’s party, but, as
it seems, without violence or acrimony; and
his firmness was naturally esteemed, as his
abilities were reverenced. His security there-
fore was never violated; and when, upon the
extrusion of the Whigs, some intercession was
used lest Congreve should be displaced, the
earl of Oxford made this answer:

*“Non obtusa adeo gestamus pectora Poeni,
Nec tam aversus equos Tyria sol jungit ab urbe.”” !

He that was thus honoured by the adverse
party might naturally expect to be advanced
when his friends returned to power, and he
was accordingly made secretary for the island
of Jamaica; a place, I suppose, without trust
or care, but which, with his post in the cus-
toms, is said to have afforded him twelve hun-
dred pounds a year.

His honours were yet far greater than his
profits. Every writer mentioned him with
respect; and, among other testimonies to his
merit, Steele made him the patron of his Mis-
cellany, and Pope inscribed to him his trans-
lation of the Tliad.

But he treated the Muses with ingratitude;
for, having long conversed familiarly with the
great, he wished to be considered rather as a
man of fashion than of wit; and, when he
received a visit from Voltaire, disgusted him
by the despicable foppery of desiring to be
ronsidered not as an author but a gentleman;

'We Carthaginians bear not such blunted souls
nor does the sun averse from our city yoke his steeds.

to which the Frenchman replied, “that, if he
had been only a gentleman, he should not have
come to visit him.”

In his retirement he may be supposed to
have applied himself to books; for he discovers
more literature than the poets have commonly
attained. But his studies were in his latter
days obstructed by cataracts in his eyes, which
at last terminated in blindness. This melan-
choly state was aggravated by the gout, for
which he sought relief by a journey to Bath;
but, being overturned in his chariot, com-
plained from that time of a pain in his side,
and died at his house in Surrey-street in
the Strand, Jan. 29, 1728-9. Having lain
in state in the Jerusalem-chamber, he was
buried in Westminster-abbey, where a monu-
ment is erected to his memory by Henrietta,
duchess of Marlborough, to whom, for reasons
either not known or not mentioned, he be-
queathed a legacy of about ten thousand
pounds; the accumulation of attentive parsi-
mony, which though to her superfluous and
useless, might have given great assistance to
the ancient family from which he descended,
at that time, by the imprudence of his relation,
reduced to difficulties and distress.

Congreve has merit of the highest kind; he
is an original writer, who borrowed neither
the models of his plot nor the manner of his
dialogue. Of his plays I cannot speak dis-
tinctly; for since I inspected them many years
have passed; but what remains upon my
memory is, that his characters are commonly
fictitious and artificial, with very little of
nature, and not much of life. He formed a
peculiar idea of comic excellence, which he
supposed to consist in gay remarks and un-
expected answers; but that which he en-
deavoured, he seldom failed of performing,
His scenes exhibit not much of humour,
imagery, or passion; his personages are a kind
of intellectual gladiators; every sentence is to
ward or strike; the contest of smartness is
never intermitted; his wit is a meteor play-
ing to and fro with alternate coruscations.
His comedies have therefore, in some degree,
the operation of tragedies; they surprise rather
than divert, and raise admiration oftener than
merriment. But they are the works of a mind
replete with images, and quick in combination.

Of his miscellaneous poetry I cannot say
any thing very favourable. The powers of
Congreve seem to desert him when he leaves
the stage, as Antaeus was no longer strong
than when he could touch the ground. It
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cannot be observed without wonder, that a
mind so vigorous and fertile in dramatic com-
positions should on any other occasion dis-
cover nothing but impotence and poverty. He
has in these little pieces neither elevation of
fancy, selection of language, nor skill in versi-
fication; yet, if I were required to select from
the whole mass of English poetry the most
poetical paragraph, I know not what I could
prefer to an exclamation in “The Mourning

Bride”:

Abm. It was a fancy'd noise; for all is hush’d.
Leo. It bore the accent of a human vaice.
Alm. 1t was thy fear, or else some transient wind
Whistling through hollows of this vaulted aisle:
We'll listen —
Leo, Hark!
Alm. No, all is hush'd and still as death. —'Tis
dreadful !
How reverend is the face of this tall pile,
Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads,
To bear aloft its arch’d and ponderous roof,
By its own weight made steadfast and immoveable,
Looking tranquillity! It strikes an awe
And terror on my aching sight; the tombs
And monumental caves of death look cold,
And shoot a chillness to my trembling heart,
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice;
Nay, quickly speak to me, and let me hear
Thy voice —my own affrights me with its echoes.

He who reads these lines enjoys for a moment
the powers of a poet; he feels what he remem-
bers to have felt before; but he feels it with
great increase of sensibility; he recognizes a
familiar image, but meets it again amplified
and expanded, embellished with beauty, and
enlarged with majesty.

Yet could the author, who appears here to
have enjoyed the confidence of Nature, lament
the death of queen Mary in lines like these:

The rocks are cleft, and new-descending rills

Furrowhthe brows of all the impending hills.

The water-gods to floods their rivulets turn,

And each, with streaming eyes, supplies his wanting
urn.

The Fauns forsake the woods, the Nymphs the grove,

And round the plain in sad distractions rove:

In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear,

And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair.

With their sharp nails, themselves the Satyrs wound,

And tug their shaggy beards, and bite with grief the
ground,

Lo Pan himself, beneath a blasted oak,

Dejected lies, his pipe in pieces broke.

See Pales weeping too, in wild despair,

And to the piercing winds her bosom |

23 SAMUEL JOHNSON

And see yon fading myrtle, where appears

The Queen of Love, all bath’d in flowing tears;

See how she wrings her hands, and beats her breast,
And tears her useless girdle from her waist !

Hear the sad murmurs of her sighing doves!

For grief they sigh, forgetful of their loves.

And, many years after, he gave no proof that
time had improved his wisdom or his wit; for,
on the death of the marquis of Blandford, this
was his song:

And now the winds, which had so long been still,
Began the swelling air with sighs to fill |

The water nymphs, who motionless remain’d,
Like images of ice, while she complain'd,

Now loos'd their streams; as when descending rains
Roll the steep torrents headlong o’er the plains.
The prone creation, who so long had gaz'd,
Charm’d with her cries, and at her griefs amaz'd,
Began to roar and howl with horrid )‘cﬂ,

Dismal to hear, and terrible to tell |

Nothing but groans and sighs were heard around,
And Echo multiplied each mournful sound.

In both these funeral poems, when he has
yelled out many syllables of senseless dolour,
he dismisses his reader with senseless conso-
lation: from the grave of Pastora rises a light
that forms a star; and where Amaryllis wept
for Amyntas, from every tear sprung up a
violet.

But William is his hero, and of William he
will sing:

The hovering winds on downy wings shall wait around,
And catch, and waft to foreign lands, the flying sound,

It cannot but be proper to show what they
shall have to catch and carry:

*T'was now when flowery lawns the prospect made,

And flowing brooks beneath a forest shade,

A lowing heifer, loveliest of the herd,

Stood feeding }-.\‘; while two fierce bulls |n‘(‘]1:|.r'd

Their armed heads for fight, by fate of war to prove

The victor worthy of the fair-one’s love;

Unthought presage of what met next my view;

For soon the shady scene withdrew.

And now, for woods and fields, and springing flowers,

Behold a town arise, bulwark’d with walls and
lofty towers;

Two rival armies all the plain o’erspread,

Each in battalia rang’d, and shining arms array’d;

With eager eyes beholding both from far

Namur, the prize and mistress of the war,

The “Birth of the Muse” is a miserable
fiction. One good line it has, which was
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borrowed from Dryden. The concluding verses
are these:

This said, no more remain’d. Th’ etherial host

Again impatient crowd the crystal coast,

The father, now, within his spacious hands;

Encompass'd all the mingled mass of seas and
lands;

And, having heav'd aloft the ponderous sphere,

He launch'd the world to float in ambient air.

Of his irregular poems, that to Mrs. Ara-
bella Hunt seems to be the best: his ode for
St. Cecilia’s Day, however, has some lines
which Pope had in his mind when he wrote
his own.

His imitations of Horace are feebly para-
phrastical, and the additions which he makes
are of little value. He sometimes retains
what were more properly omitted, as when he
talks of vervain and gums to propitiate Venus.

Of his translations, the satire of Juvenal
Was written very early, and may therefore be
forgiven though it have not the massiness and
vigour of the original. In all his versions
strength and sprightliness are wanting: his
Hymn to Venus, from Homer, is ]wrh;ips the
best. His lines are weakened with expletives,
and his rhymes are frequently imperfect.

His petty poems are seldom worth the cost
of criticism; sometimes the thoughts are false,
and sometimes common. In his verses on
Lady Gethin, the latter part is in imitation of
Dryden’s ode on Mrs. Killigrew; and Doris,
that has been so lavishly flattered by Steele,
has indeed some lively stanzas, but the ex-
pression might be mended; and the most
striking part of the character had been already
shown in “Love for Love.” His “Art of
Pleasing” is founded on a vulgar, but perhaps
impracticable principle, and the staleness of

€ sense is not concealed by any novelty of
illustration or elegance of diction, 3

This tissue of poetry, from which he seems
10 have hoped a lasting name, is totally neg-
lected, and known only as appended to his
plays,
~While comedy or while tragedy is regarded,
i plays are likely to be read; but, except
what relates to the stage, I know not that he
has ever written a stanza that is sung, or a
couplet that is quoted. The general character
Of_ his “Miscellanies” is, that they show little
wit, and little virtue, :

Yet to him it must be confessed, that we
are indebted for the correction of a national
€mor, and for the cure of our Pindaric mad-
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ness. He first taught the English writers that
Pindar's odes were regular; and though cer-
tainly he had not the fire requisite for the
higher species of lyric poetry, he has shown
us, that enthusiasm has its rules, and that in
mere confusion there is neither grace nor
greatness,
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Vivendum recle, cum propter plurima, tunc his

Praecipue causis, wt linguas mancipiorum

Contemnas; nam lingua mali pars pessima servi.
i L

Let us live well: were it alone for this

The baneful tongue of servants to despise:

Slander, that worst of poisons, ever finds

An easy entrance to ignoble minds. — Hervey.

The younger Pliny has very justly observed,
that of actions that deserve our attention, the
most splendid are not always the greatest,
]‘;u!u‘,_ and wonder, and applause, are not
excited but by external and adventitious cir-
cumstances, often distinct and separate from
virtue and heroism, Eminence of station,
greatness of effect, and all the favours of for-
tune, must concur to place excellence in public
view; but fortitude, diligence, and patience,
divested of their show, glide unobserved through
the crowd of life, and suffer and act, though
with the same vigour and constancy, yet with-
out pity and without praise, 37l

This remark may be extended to all parts of
life. Nothing is to be estimated by its effect
upon common eyes and common ears. A
thousand miseries make silent and invisible
inroads on mankind, and the heart feels in-
numerable throbs which never break into com-
plaint. Perhaps, likewise, our pleasures are
for the most part equally secret, and most are
borne up by some private satisfaction, some
internal consciousness, some latent hope, some
peculiar prospect, which they never communi-
cate, but reserve for solitary hours, and clandes-
tine meditation,

The main of life is, indeed, composed of
small incidents and petty occurrences: of
wishes for objects not remote, and grief for
disappointments of no fatal consequence; of
insect vexations which sting us and fly away,
impertinences which buzz awhile about us,
and are heard no more; of meteorous pleas-
ures which dance before us and are dissipated;
of compliments which glide off the soul like
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other music, and are forgotten by him that
gave and him that received them.

Such is the general heap out of which every
man is to cull his own condition; for, as the
chemists tell us, that all bodies are resolvable
into the same elements, and that the bound-
less variety of things arises from the different
proportions of very few ingredients; so a few

ains and a few pleasures are all the materials
of human life, and of these the proportions are
partly allotted by Providence, and partly left
to the arrangement of reason and of choice.

As these are well or ill disposed, man is for
the most part happy or miserable. For very
few are involved in great events, or have their
thread of life entwisted with the chain of
causes on which armies or nations are sus-
pended; and even those who seem wholly
busied in public affairs, and elevated above
low cares, or trivial pleasures, pass the chief
part of their time in familiar and domestic
scenes; from these they came into public life,
to these they are every hour recalled by pas-
sions not to be suppressed; in these they have
the reward of their toils, and to these at last
they retire.

The great end of prudence is to give cheer-
fulness to those hours, which splendour can-
not gild and acclamation cannot exhilarate;
those soft intervals of unbended amusement,
in which a man shrinks to his natural dimen-
sions, and throws aside the ornaments or dis-
guises, which he feels in privacy to be useless
encumbrances, and so lose all effect when they

become familiar. To be happy at home is
the ultimate result of all ambition, the end to
which every enterprise and labour tends, and
of which every desire prompts the prosecution.

It is, indeed, at home that every man must
be known by those who would make a just
estimate either of his virtue or felicity; for
smiles and embroidery are alike occasional,
and the mind is often dressed for show in
painted honour and fictitious benevolence.

Every man must have found some whose
lives, in every house but their own, was a
continual series of hypocrisy, and who con-
cealed under fair appearances bad qualities,
which, whenever they thought themselves out
of the reach of censure, broke out from their
restraint, like winds imprisoned in their caverns,
and whom every one had reason to love, but
they whose love a wise man is chiefly solicitous
to procure. And there are others who, with-
out any show of general goodness, and without
the attractions by which popularity is con-

ciliated, are received among their own families
as bestowers of happiness, and reverenced as
instructors, guardians, and benefactors.

The most authentic witnesses of any man’s
character are those who know him in his own
family, and see him without any restraint or
rule of conduct, but such as he voluntarily
prescribes to himself. If a man carries virtue
with him into his private apartments, and takes
no advantage of unlimited power or probable
secrecy; if we trace him through the round of
his time, and find that his character, with
those allowances which mortal frailty must
always want, is uniform and regular, we have
all the evidence of his sincerity, that one man
can have with regard to another: and, indeed,
as hypocrisy cannot be its own reward, we
may, without hesitation, determine that his
heart is pure.

The highest panegyric, therefore, that
private virtue can receive, is the praise of
servants. For, however vanity or insolence
may look down with contempt on the suffrage
of men undignified by wealth, and unen-
lightened by education, it very seldom happens
that they commend or blame without justice.
Vice and virtue are easily distinguished. Op-
pression, according to Harrington’s aphorism,
will be felt by those that cannot see it; and,
perhaps, it falls out very often that, in mo
questions, the philosophers in the gown, and
in the livery, differ not so much in their senti-
ments, as in their language, and have equal
power of discerning right, though they can-
not point it out to others with equal address.

There are very few faults to be committed
in solitude, or without some agents, partners,
confederates, or witnesses; and, therefore, the
servant must commonly know the secrets of a
master, who has any secrets to entrust; and
failings, merely personal, are so frequently ex-
posed by that security which pride and folly
generally produce, and so inquisitively watched
by that desire of reducing the inequalities of
condition, which the lower orders of the world
will always feel, that the testimony of a menial
domestic can seldom be considered as defective
for want of knowledge. And though its im-
partiality may be sometimes suspected, it is at
least as credible as that of equals, where rivalry
instigates censure, or friendship dictates pallia-
tions.

The danger of betraying our weaknesses to
our servants, and the impossibility of conceal-
ing it from them, may be justly considered as
one motive to a regular and irreproachable
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life. For no condition is more hateful or
despicable, than his who has put himself in
the power of his servant; in the power of him
whom, perhaps, he has first corrupted by mak-
ing him subservient to his vices, and whose
fidelity he therefore cannot enforce by any
precepts of honesty or reason. It is seldom
known that authority thus acquired, is pos-
sessed without insolence, or that the master is
not forced to confess by his tameness or for-
bearance, that he has enslaved himself by
some foolish confidence. And his crime is
equally punished, whatever part he takes of
the choice to which he is reduced; and he is
from that fatal hour, in which he sacriﬁce;i
his dignity to his passions, in perpetual dread
of insolence or defamation; of a controller at
home, or an accuser abroad. He is condemned
to purchase, by continual bribes, that secrecy
which bribes never secured, and which, after a
long course of submission, promises and anxi-
eties, he will find violated in a fit of rage

or in a frolic of drunkenness. ¥o
_ To dread no eye, and to suspect no tongue

is the great prerogative of innocence; an

exemption granted only to invariable virtue

But, guilt has always its horrors and solici-
tudes; and to make it yet more shameful and

detestable, it is doomed often to stand in awe
of those, to whom nothing could give influence
or weight, but their power of betraying.

NO. 69. TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 13, 1750

Fla quoque, ut in speculo rugas adspexit aniles
Tyndaris; et secum, cur sit bis rapla, requirit. :
Tmeus edax rerum, bugue invidiosa velustas
Omnia destruitis; viliataque dentibus aevi
Paulatim lenla consumilis omnia morte. — OVID,

The dreadful wrinkles when poor Helen spy’d

Al_l! why this second rape? — with tears :;hc'rn"d

Time, thou devourer, and thou envious age ¥ 224

Who all destroy with keen corroding ragr.

Beneal!a your jaws, whate'er have pleas’d or please,

Must sink, consum’d by swift or slow degrees. 2
~— ELPHINSTON.

An old Greek epigrammatist, intending to
show the miseries that attend the last stage
of man, imprecates upon those who are so
fc;ollsh as to wish for long life, the calamity
&ntcontmumg to grow old from century to
. ury. He thought that no adventitious or
foreign pain was requisite; that decrepitude
itself was an epitome of whatever is dreadful;
and nothing could be added to the curse of
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age, but that it shou jond i
iy ooy Id be extended beyond its

The most indifferent or negligent spectator
can indeed scarcely retire without heaviness of
heart, from a view of the last scenes of the trag-
edy of life, in which he finds those, who in the
former parts of the drama, were distinguished
by opposition of conduct, contrariety of de-
signs, and dissimilitude of personal qualitieé
all involved in one common distress, and all
struggling with affliction which lheSr cannot
hope to overcome.

The other miseries, which waylay our pass-
age through the world, wisdom may esca
and fortitude may conquer: by caution a‘:d’
circumspection we may steal along with very
little to obstruct or incommode us; by spirit
and vigour we may force a way, a,nd reward
the vexation of contest by the pleasures of
victory. But a time must come when our
policy and bravery shall be equally useless;
when we shall all sink into helplessness and
sadness, without any power of receiving solace
from the pleasures that have formerly delighted
us, or any prospect of emerging into a second
possession of the blessings that we have lost

The industry of man ‘has, indeed, not been
wanting in endeavours to procure comforts for
these hours of dejection and melancholy, and
to gild the dreadful gloom with artificial ,light
The most usual support of old age is wealth.
He whose possessions are large, and whose
chests are full, imagines himself always forti-
fied against invasions on his authority. If he
has lost all other means of government, if his
strength and his reason fail him, he ::an at
last alter his will; and therefore all that have
hopes must likewise have fears, and he ma
still continue to give laws to such as have no{
ce:’ufm.l to regard their own interest.

This is, indeed, too frequently the citadel of
l!]C dotard., the last fortress to which age re-
tires, and in which he makes the stand against
the upstart race that seizes his domains dis-
putes his commands, and cancels his pre;cri -
tions. But here, though there may be safel[;‘
there is no pleasure; and what remains is but
a proof that more was once possessed.

Nothing seems to have been more univer-
sally dreaded by the ancients than orbity, or
want of Fhildrcn; and, indeed, to a man';vlin
has survived all the companions of his youth
all who have participated his pleasures anci
his cares, have been engaged in the same
events, and filled their minds with the .ﬂf\me
conceptions, this full-peopled world is a dismal




solitude. He stands forlorn and silent, neg-
lected or insulted, in the midst of multitudes,
animated with hopes which he cannot share,
and employed in business which he is no
longer able to forward or retard; nor can he
find any to whom his life or his death are of
importance, unless he has secured some do-
mestic gratifications, some tender employ-
ments, and endeared himself to some whose
interest and gratitude may unite them to
him.

So different are the colours of life as we
look forward to the future, or backward to the
past; and so different the opinions and senti-
ments which this contrariety of appearance
naturally produces, that the conversation of
the old and young ends generally with con-
tempt or pity on either side. To a young man
entering the world with fulness of hope, and
ardour of pursuit, nothing is so unpleasing as
the cold caution, the faint expectations, the
scrupulous diffidence, which experience and
disappointments certainly infuse; and the old
wonders in his turn that the world never can
grow wiser, that neither precepts, nor testi-
monies can cure boys of their credulity and
sufficiency; and that no one can be convinced
that snares are laid for him, till he finds him-
self entangled.

Thus one generation is always the scorn and
wonder of the other, and the notions of the old
and young are like liquors of different gravity
and ‘texture which never can unite. The
spirits of youth sublimed by health, and
volatilised by passion, soon leave behind them
the phlegmatic sediment of weariness and
deliberation, and burst out in temerity and
enterprise. The tenderness therefore which
nature infuses, and which long habits of be-
neficence confirm, is necessary to reconcile such
opposition; and an old man must be a father
to bear with patience those follies and absurdi-
ties which he will perpetually imagine himself
to find in the schemes and expectations, the
pleasures and the sorrows, of those who have
not yet been hardened by time, and chilled by
frustration,

Yet it may be doubted, whether the pleasure
of seeing children ripening into strength, be
not overbalanced by the pain of seeing some
fall in their blossom, and others blasted in
their growth; some shaken down with storms,
some tainted with cankers, and some shrivelled
in the shade; and whether he that extends his
care beyond himself, does not multiply his
anxieties more than his pleasures, and weary
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himself to no purpose, by superintending what
he cannot regulate.

But, though age be to every order of human
beings sufficiently terrible, it is particularly to
be dreaded by fine ladies, who have had no
other end or ambition than to fill up the day
and the night with dress, diversions, and
flattery, and who, having made no acquaint-
ance with knowledge, or with business, have
constantly caught all their ideas from the
current prattle of the hour, and been indebted
for all their happiness to compliments and
treats. With these ladies, age begins early;
and very often lasts long; it begins when their
beauty fades, when their mirth loses its spright-
liness, and their motion its ease; From that
time all which gave them joy vanishes from
about them; they hear the praises bestowed
on others, which used to swell their bosoms
with exultation. They visit the seats of
felicity, and endeavour to continue the habit
of being delighted. But pleasure is only re-
ceived when we believe that we give it in
return. Neglect and petulance inform them
that their power and their value are past;
and what then remains but a tedious and
comfortless uniformity of time, without any
motion of the heart, or exercise of the reason?

Yet, however age may discourage us by its
appearance from considering it in prospect,
we shall all by degrees certainly be old; and
therefore we ought to inquire what provision
can be made against that time of distress?
what happiness can be stored up against the
winter of life? and how we may pass our
latter years with serenity and cheerfulness?

If it has been found by the experience of
mankind, that not even the best seasohs of
life are able to supply sufficient gratifications,
without anticipating uncertain felicities, it
cannot surely be supposed that old age, worn
with labours, harassed with anxieties, and
tortured with diseases, should have any glad-
ness of its own, or feel any satisfaction from
the contemplation of the present. All the
comfort that can now be expected must be
recalled from the past, or borrowed from the
future; the past is very soon exhausted, all
the events or actions of which the memory
can afford pleasure are quickly recollected;
and the future lies beyond the grave, where it
can be reached only by virtue and devotion.

Piety is the only proper and adequate relief
of decaying man. He that grows old without
religious hopes, as he declines into imbecility,
and feels pains and sorrows incessantly crowd-
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ing upon him, falls into a gulf of bottomless
misery, in which every reflection must plunge
him deeper, and where he finds only new
gradations of anguish, and precipices of horror.

DAVID HUME (1711-1776)

AN INQUIRY CONCERNING THE PRIN-
CIPLES OF MORALS

SECT. V.—WHY UTILITY PLEASES
Part II

Self-love is a principle in human nature of
such extensive energy, and the interest of each
individual is, in general, so closely connected
with that of the community, that those philoso-
phers were excusable, who fancied, that all
our concern for the public might be resolved
into a concern for our own happiness and
preservation. They saw every moment, in-
stances of approbation or blame, satisfaction
or displeasure towards characters and actions;
they denominated the objects of these senti-
ments, virlues, or vices; they observed, that
the former had a tendency to increase the
happiness, and the latter the misery of man-
kind; they asked, whether it wére possible
that we could have any general concern for
society, or any disinterested resentment of the
weliare or injury of others; they found it
simpler to consider all these sentiments as
modifications of self-love; and they discovered
a pretence, at least, for this unity of principle,
in that close union of interest, which is so
observable between the public and each
individual,

But notwithstanding this frequent confusion
of interests, it is easy to attain what natural
philosophers, after Lord Bacon, have affected
to call the experimentum crucis, or that ex-
periment which points out the right way in
any doubt or ambiguity. We have found in-
Stances, in which private interest was separate
from public; in which it was even contrary:
And yet we observed the moral sentiment to
continve, notwithstanding this disjunction of
mterests. And wherever these distinct in-
terests sensibly concurred, we always found a
sensible increase of the sentiment, and a more
warm affection to virtue, and detestation of
vice, or what we properly call, gratitude and
revenge. Compelled by these instances, we
must renounce the theory which accounts for
every moral sentiment by the principle of self-
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love. We must adopt a more public affection
and allow, that the interests of society are not,
even on their own account, entirely indifferent
to us. Usefulness is only a tendency to a cer-
tain end; and it is a contradiction in terms,
that anything pleases as means to an end,
where the end itself no wise affects us, If
usefulness, therefore, be a source of moral
sentiment, and if this usefulness be not always
considered with a reference to self; it follows,
that everything, which contributes to the hap-
piness of society, recommends itself directly
to our approbation and good-will. Here is a
principle, which accounts, in great part, for
the origin of morality: And what need we
seek for abstruse and remote systems, when
there occurs one so obvious and natural?

Have we any difficulty to comprehend the
force of humanity and benevolence? Or to
conceive, that the very aspect of happiness,
joy, prosperity, gives pleasure; that of pain,
suffering, sorrow, communicates uneasiness?
The human countenance, says Horace, borrows
smiles or tears from the human countenance.
Reduce a person to solitude, and he loses all
enjoyment, except either of the sensual or
speculative kind; and that because the move-
ments of his heart are not forwarded by cor-
respondent movements in his, fellow-creatures.
The signs of sorrow and mourning, though
arbitrary, affect us with melancholy; but the
natural symptoms, tears and cries and groans,
never fail to infuse compassion and uneasiness.
And if the effects of misery touch us in so lively
a manner; can we be supposed altogether in-
sensible or indifferent towards its causes; when
a malicious or treacherous character and be-
haviour are presented to us?

We enter, I shall suppose, into a convenient,
warm, well-contrived apartment: We neces-
sarily receive a pleasure from its very survey;
because it presents us with the pleasing ideas
of ease, satisfaction, and enjoyment. The
hospitable, good-humoured, humane landlord
appears. This circumstance surely must em-
bellish the whole; nor can we easily forbear
reflecting, with pleasure, on the satisfaction
which results to every one from his intercourse
and good offices.

His whole family, by the freedom, ease, con-
fidence, and calm “enjoyment, diffused over
their countenances, sufficiently express their
happiness. I have a pleasing sympathy in
the prospect of so much joy, and can never con-
sider the source of it, without the most agree-
able emotions.
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He tells me, that an oppressive and powerful
neighbour had attempted to dispossess him of
his inheritance, and had long disturbed all his
innocent and social pleasures. I feel an im-
mediate indignation arise in me against such
violence and injury.

But it is no wonder, he adds, that a private
wrong should proceed from a man, who had
enslaved provinces, depopulated cities, and
made the field and scaffold stream with human
blood. I am struck with horror at the prospect
of so much misery, and am actuated by the
strongest antipathy against its author.

In general, it is certain, that, wherever we
go, whatever we reflect on or converse about,
everything still presents us with the view of
human happiness or misery, and excites in our
breast a sympathetic movement of pleasure
or uneasiness. In our serious occupations,
in our careless amusements, this principle
still exerts its active energy.

A man, who enters the theatre, is immediately
struck with the view of so great a multitude,
participating of one common amusement; and
experiences, from their very aspect, a supe-
rior sensibility or disposition of being affected
with every sentiment, which he shares with
his fellow-creatures.

He observes the actors to be animated by the
appearance of a full audience, and raised to a
degree of enthusiasm, which they cannot com-
mand in any solitary or calm moment.

Every movement of the theatre, by a skilful
poet, is communicated, as it were by magic,
to the spectators; who weep, tremble, resent,
rejoice, and are inflamed with all the variety
of passions, which actuate the several person-
ages of the drama.

Where any event crosses our wishes, and
interrupts the happiness of the favourite char-
acters, we feel a sensible anxiety and concern.
But where their sufferings proceed from the
treachery, cruelty, or tyranny of an enemy, our
breasts are affected with the liveliest resent-
ment against the author of these calamities,

It is here esteemed contrary to the rules of
art to represent anything cool and indifferent.
A distant friend, or a confidant who has no
immediate interest in the catastrophe, ought,
if possible, to be avoided by the poet; as com-
municating a like indifference to the audience,
and checking the progress of the passions.

Few species of poetry are more entertaining
than pastoral; and every one is sensible, that
the chief source of its pleasure arises from
those images of a gentle and tender tran-
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quillity, which it represents in its personages,
and of which it communicates a like sentiment
to the reader. Sannazarius, who transferred
the scene to the sea-shore, though he presented
the most magnificent object in nature, is con-
fessed to have erred in his choice. The idea of
toil, labour, and danger, suffered by the fisher-
men, is painful; by an unavoidable sympathy,
which attends every conception of human
happiness or misery.

When T was twenty, says a French poet,
Ovid was my favourite: Now I am forty, I
declare for Horace. We enter, to be sure,
more readily into sentiments, which resemble
those we feel every day: But no passion, when
well represented, can be entirely indifferent to
us; because there is none, of which every man
has not, within him, at least the seeds and
first principles. It is the business of poetry
to bring every affection near to us by lively
imagery and representation, and make it look
like truth and reality: A certain proof, that,
wherever reality is found, our minds are
disposed to be strongly affected by it.

Any recent event or piece of news, by which
the fate of states, provinces, or many individ-
uals is affected, is extremely interesting even
to those whose welfare is not immediately
engaged. Such intelligence is propagated with
celerity, heard with avidity, and inquired into
with attention and concern. The interest of
society appears, on this occasion, to be, in some
degree, the interest of each individual. The
imagination is sure to be affected; though the
passions excited may not always be so strong
and steady as to have great influence on the
conduct and behaviour.

The perusal of a history seems a calm en-
tertainment; but would be no entertainment
at all, did not our hearts beat with correspond-
ent movements to those which are described
by the historian.

Thucydides and Guicciardin support with
difficulty our attention; while the former
describes the trivial rencounters of the small
cities of Greece, and the latter the harmless
wars of Pisa. The few persons interested, and
the small interest fill not the imagination, and
engage not the affections. The deep distress
of the numerous Athenian army before Syra-
cuse; the danger, which so nearly threatens
Venice; these excite compassion; these move
terror and anxiety.

The indifferent, uninteresting style of Sue-
tonius, equally with the masterly pencil of
Tacitus, may convince us of the cruel de-
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pravity of Nero or Tiberius: But what a differ-
ence of sentiment! While the former coldly
relates the facts; and the latter sets before
our eyes the venerable figures of a Soranus and
a Thrasea, intrepid in their fate, and only
moved by the melting sorrows of their friends
and kindred. What sympathy then touches
every human heart! What indignation against
the tyrant, whose causeless fear or unprovoked
malice gave rise to such detestable barbarity!

If we bring these subjects nearer: If we
remove all suspicion of fiction and deceit:
What powerful concern is excited, and how
much superior, in many instances, to the nar-
row attachments of self-love and private inter-
est! Popular sedition, party zeal, a devoted
obedience to factious leaders; these are some
of the most visible, though less laudable effects
of this social sympathy in human nature.

The frivolousness of the subject too, we may
observe, is not able to detach us entirely from
what carries an image of human sentiment and
affection.

When a person stutters, and pronounces with
difficulty, we even sympathise with this trivial
uneasiness, and suffer for him. And it is a
rule in criticism, that every combination of
syllables or letters, which gives pain to the
organs of speech in the recital, appears also,
from a species of sympathy, harsh and disa-
greeable to the ear. Nay, when we run over
a book with our eye, we are sensible of such
unharmonious composition; because we still
Imagine, that a person recites it to us, and
suffers from the pronunciation of these jarring
sounds. So delicate is our sympathy!

Easy and unconstrained postures and motions
are always beautiful: An air of health and vig-
our is agreeable: Clothes which warm, without
burdening the body; which cover, without
imprisoning the limbs, are well-fashioned.
In every judgment of beauty, the feelings of the
person affected enter into consideration, and
communicate to the spectator similar touches
of pain or pleasure. What wonder, then, if
We can pronounce no judgment concerning the
c.haracter and conduct of men, without con-
sidering the tendencies of their actions, and the
happiness or misery which thence arises to
society? What association of ideas would
ever operate, were that principle here totally
unactive ?

If any man from a cold insensibility, or nar-
Tow selfishness of temper, is unaffected with the
Images of human happiness or misery, he must
be equally indifferent to the images of vice

and virtue: As, on the other hand, it is
always found, that a warm concern for the
interests of our species is attended with a
delicate feeling of all moral distinctions; a
strong resentment of injury done to men;
a lively approbation of their welfare. In this
particular, though great superiority is obsery-
able of one man above another; yet none are
so entirely indifferent to the interest of their
fellow-creatures, as to perceive mo distine-
tions of moral good and evil, in consequence of
the different tendencies of actions and prin-
ciples. How, indeed, can we suppose it pos-
sible in any one, who wears a human heart, that
if there be subjected to his censure, one char-
acter or system of conduct, which is beneficial,
and another, which is pernicious, to his species
or community, he will not so much as give a
cool preference to the former, or ascribe to it
the smallest merit or regard? Let us suppose
such a person ever so selfish; let private
interest have engrossed ever so much his at-
tention; yet in instances, where that is not
concerned, he must unavoidably feel some pro-
pensity to the good of mankind, and make
it an object of choice, if everything else be
equal. Would any man, who is walking along,
tread as willingly on another’s gouty toes,
whom he has no quarrel with, as on the hard
flint and pavement? There is here surely a
difference in the case. We surely take into
consideration the happiness and misery of
others, in weighing the several motives of action,
and incline to the former, where no private
regards draw us to seek our own promotion or
advantage by the injury of our fellow-creatures.
And if the principles of humanity are capable,
in many instances, of influencing our actions,
they must, at all times, have some authority
over our sentiments, and give us a general
approbation of what is useful to society, and
blame of what is dangerous or pernicious.
The degrees of these sentiments may be the
subject of controversy; but the reality of their
existence, one should think, must be admitted,
in every theory or system.

A creature, absolutely malicious and spite-
ful, were there any such in nature, must be
worse than indifferent to the images of vice
and virtue. All his sentiments must be in-
verted, and directly opposite to those which
prevail in the human species. Whatever con-
tributes to the good of mankind, as it crosses
the constant bent of his wishes and desires,
must produce uneasiness and disapprobation;
and on the contrary, whatever is the source of
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disorder and misery in society, must, for the
same reason, be regarded with pleasure and
complacency. Timon, who, probably from
his affected spleen, more than any inveterate
malice, was denominated the man-hater, em-
braced Alcibiades, with great fondness. Go
on my boy! cried he, acquire the confidence
of the people: You will one day, I foresee, be
the cause of greal calamities to them: Could we
admit the two principles of the Manicheans,
it is an infallible consequence, that their senti-
ments of human actions, as well as of every-
thing else, must be totally opposite, and that
every instance of justice and humanity, from
its necessary tendency, must please the one
deity and displease the other. All mankind
so far resemble the good principle, that, where
interest or revenge or envy pc_rverts not our
disposition, we are always.mchncd, from our
natural philanthropy, to give the preference
to the happiness of society, and consequently
to virtue, above its opposite. Absolute, un-
provoked, disinterested malice has never, per-
haps, place in any human breast; or if it
had, must there pervert all the sentiments of
morals, as well as the feelings of humanity.
If the cruelty of Nero.be allowed entirely
voluntary, and not rather the effect of constant
fear and resentment; it is evident, that Tigel-
linus, preferably to Seneca or Burrhus, must
have possessed his steady and uniform appro-
bation.

A statesman or patriot, who serves our own
country, in our own time, has always a more
passionate regard paid to him, than one whose
beneficial influence operated on distant ages
or remote nations; where the good, resulting
from his generous humanity, being less con-
nected with us, seems more obscure, and affects
us with a less lively sympathy. We may own
the merit to be equally great, though our
sentiments are not raised to an equal height,
in both cases. The judgment here corrects
the inequalities of our internal emotions and
perceptions; in like manner, as it preserves
us from error, in the several variations of
images, presented to our external senses. The
same object, at a double distance, really throws
on the eye a picture of but half the bulk; yet
we imagine that it appears of the same size
in both situations; because we know, that on
our approach to it, its image would expand
on the eye, and that the difference consists not
in the object itself, but in our position with
regard to it. And, indeed, without such a
correction of appearances, both in internal and

external sentiment, men could never think or
talk steadily on any subject; while their fluc-
tuating situations produce a continual varia-
tion on objects, and throw them into such
different and contrary lights and positions.

The more we converse with mankind, and
the greater social intercourse we maintain, the
more shall we be familiarised to these general
preferences and distinctions, without which our
conversation and discourse could scarcely be
rendered intelligible to each other. Every
man’s interest is peculiar to himself, and the
aversions and desires, which result from it,
cannot be supposed to affect others in a like
degree. General language, therefore, being
formed for general use, must be moulded on
some more general views, and must affix the
epithets of praise or blame, in conformity to
sentiments, which arise from the general in-
terests of the community. And if these senti-
ments, in most men, be not so‘stmng as those,
which have a feference to private good; yet
still they must make some distinction, even in
persons the most depraved and selfish; and
must attach the notion of good to a beneficent
conduct, and of evil to the contrary. Sym-
pathy, we shall allow, is much fainter than our
concern for ourselves, and sympathy with per-
sons remote from us, much fainter than that
with persons near and contiguous; but for
this very reason, it is necessary for us, in our
calm judgments and discourse concerning
the- characters of men, to neglect all these
differences, and render our sentiments more
public and social. Besides, 'ﬂmt we ourselves
often change our situation in this particular,
we every day meet with persons, who are
in a situation different from us, and who ccu!d
never converse with us, were we to remain
constantly in that position and point of view,
which is peculiar to ourselves. The inter-
course of sentiments, therefore, in society and
conversation, makes us form some general
umalterable standard, by which we may ap-
prove or disapprove of characters and man-
ners.  And though the heart takes not part with
those general notions, nor regulates all 115_]()\"(.‘
and hatred, by the universal, abstract differ-
ences of vice and virtue, without regard to :",C“:,
or the persons with whom we are more inti-
mately connected; yet have these moral dif-
ferences a considerable influence, and being
sufficient, at least, for discourse, serve all
our purposes in company, in the pulpit, on
the theatre and in the schools. . :

Thus, in whatever light we take this subject,
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the merit, ascribed to the social virtues, appears
still uniform, and arises chiefly from that regard,
which the natural sentiment of benevolence
engages us to pay to the interests of mankind
and society. If we consider the principles
of the human make, such as they appear to
daily experience and observation, we must,
@ priori, conclude it impossible for such a
creature as man to be totally indifferent to the
well or ill being of his fellow-creatures, and not
readily, of himself, to pronounce, where noth-
ing gives him any particular bias, that what
promotes their happiness is good, what tends
to their misery is evil, without any farther re-
gard or consideration. Here then are the faint
rudiments, at least, or outlines, of a general
distinction between actions; and in proportion
as the humanity of the person is supposed to
increase, his connection with those who are
injured or benefited, and his lively conception
of their misery or happiness; his consequent
censure or approbation acquires proportionable
vigour. There is no necessity, that a generous
action, barely mentioned in an old history
or remote gazette, should communicate any
strong feelings of applause and admiration.
Virtue, placed at such a distance, is like a
fixed star, which, though to the eye of reason,
it may appear as luminous as the sun in his
meridian, is so infinitely removed, as to affect

the senses, neither with light nor heat. Bring
this virtue nearer, by our acquaintance or con-

nection with the persons, or even by an eloquent

recital of the case; our hearts are immediately
caught, our sympathy enlivened, and our cool
approbation converted into the warmest senti-
ments of friendship and regard. These seem
necessary and infallible consequences of the
general principles of human nature, as dis-
covered in common life and practice.

Again; reverse these views and reasonings:
Consider the matter a posteriori; and weighing
the consequences, inquire if the merit of social
virtue be not, in a great measure, derived from
the feelings of humanity, with which it affects
the spectators. It appears to be matter of fact,
that the circumstance of ulility, in all subjects,
I8 a source of praise and approbation: That it
15 constantly appealed to in all moral decisions
concerning the merit and demerit of actions:
That it is the sole source of that high regard
paid to justice, fidelity, honour, allegiance,
and chastity: That it is inseparable from all
the other social virtues, humanity, generosity,
charity, affability, lenity, mercy, and modera-
tion: And, in a word, that it is a foundation

of the chief part of morals, which has a ref-
erence to mankind and our fellow-creatures.

It appears also, that, in our general appro-
bation of characters and manners, the useful
tendency of the social virtues moves us not by
any regards to self-interest, but has an influence
much more universal and extensive. It ap-
pears, that a tendency to public good, and to the
promoting of peace, harmony, and order in
society, does always, by affecting the benevolent
principles of our frame, engage us on the side
of the social virtues. And it appears, as an
additional confirmation, that these principles
of humanity and sympathy enter so deeply into
all our sentiments, and have so powerful an
influence, as may enable them to excite the
strongest censure and applause. The present
theory is the simple result of all these infer-
ences, each of which seems founded on uniform
experience and observation,

Were it doubtful, whether there were any such
principle in our nature as humanity or a con-
cern for others, yet when we see, in number-
less instances, that whatever has a tendency
to promote the interests of society, is so highly
approved of, we ought thence to learn the force
of the benevolent principle; since it is impos-
sible for anything to please as means to an
end, where the end is totally indifferent. On
the other hand, were it doubtful, whether there
were, implanted in our nature, any general
principle of moral blame and approbation, yet
when we see, in numberless instances, the in-
fluence of humanity, we ought thence to con-
clude, that it is impossible, but that every-
thing, which promotes the interest of society,
must communicate pleasure, and what is
pernicious give uneasiness, But when these
different reflections and observations concur
in establishing the same conclusion, must they
not bestow an undisputed evidence upon it?

It is however hoped, that the progress of this
argument will bring a farther confirmation of
the present theory, by showing the rise of other
sentiments of esteem and regard from the same
or like principles.
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As soon as the Corporal had finished the
story of his amour, — or rather my uncle Toby




