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Stare loco nescit, pereunt vistigia mille

Ante fugam, absentemque ferit gravis ungula
campum. 

STATIUS.

Th' impatient courser pants in every vein,

And pawing seems to beat the distant plain;

Hills, vales, and floods appear already crost,

And ere he starts, a thousand steps are lost. 

POPE.

THAT the mind of man is never satisfied with the
objects immediately before it, but is always
breaking away from the present moment, and
losing itself in schemes of future felicity; and that
we forget the proper use of the time, now in our
power, to provide for the enjoyment of that
which, perhaps, may never be granted us, has
been frequently remarked; and as this practice is
a commodious subject of raillery to the gay, and
of declamation to the serious, it has been
ridiculed with all the pleasantry of wit, and
exaggerated with all the amplifications of
rhetorick. Every instance, by which its absurdity

might appear most flagrant, has been studiously
collected; it has been marked with every epithet
of contempt, and all the tropes and figures have
been called forth against it.

Censure is willingly indulged, because it always
implies some superiority: men please themselves
with imagining that they have made a deeper
search, or wider survey, than others, and
detected faults and follies, which escape vulgar
observation. And the pleasure of wantoning in
common topicks is so tempting to a writer, that
he cannot easily resign it; a train of sentiments
generally received enables him to shine without
labour, and to conquer without a contest. It is so
easy to laugh at the folly of him who lives only in
idea, refuses immediate ease for distant
pleasures, and, instead of enjoying the blessings
of life, lets life glide away in preparations to enjoy
them; it affords such opportunities of triumphant
exultation, to exemplify the uncertainty of the
human state, to rouse mortals from their dream,
and inform them of the silent celerity of time, that
we may believe authors willing rather to transmit
than examine so advantageous a principle, and
more inclined to pursue a track so smooth and so
flowery, than attentively to consider whether it

leads to truth.

This quality of looking forward into futurity seems
the unavoidable condition of a being, whose
motions are gradual, and whose life is
progressive: as his powers are limited, he must
use means for the attainment of his ends, and
intend first what he performs last; as by continual
advances from his first stage of existence, he is
perpetually varying the horizon of his prospects,
he must always discover new motives of action,
new excitements of fear, and allurements of
desire.

The end therefore which at present calls forth our
efforts, will be found, when it is once gained, to
be only one of the means to some remoter end.
The natural flights of the human mind are not
from pleasure to pleasure, but from hope to hope.

He that directs his steps to a certain point, must
frequently turn his eyes to that place which he
strives to reach; he that undergoes the fatigue of
labour, must solace his weariness with the
contemplation of its reward. In agriculture, one of
the most simple and necessary employments, no
man turns up the ground but because he thinks of
the harvest, that harvest which blights may
intercept, which inundations may sweep away, or

which death or calamity may hinder him from
reaping.

Yet, as few maxims are widely received or long
retained but for some conformity with truth and
nature, it must be confessed, that this caution
against keeping our view too intent upon remote
advantages is not without its propriety or
usefulness, though it may have been recited with
too much levity, or enforced with too little
distinction; for, not to speak of that vehemence of
desire which presses through right and wrong to
its gratification, or that anxious inquietude which
is justly chargeable with distrust of heaven,
subjects too solemnly for my present purpose; it
frequently happens that, by indulging early the
raptures of success, we forget the measures
necessary to secure it, and suffer the imagination
to riot in the fruition of some possible good, till
the time of obtaining it has slipped away.

There would, however, be few enterprises of
great labour or hazard undertaken, if we had not
the power of magnifying the advantages which we
persuade ourselves to expect from them. When
the knight of La Mancha gravely recounts to his
companion the adventures by which he is to
signalize himself in such a manner that he shall

be summoned to the support of empires, solicited
to accept the heiress of the crown which he has
preserved, have honours and riches to scatter
about him, and an island to bestow on his worthy
squire, very few readers, amidst their mirth or
pity, can deny that they have admitted visions of
the same kind; though they have not, perhaps,
expected events equally strange, or by means
equally inadequate. When we pity him, we reflect
on our own disappointments; and when we laugh,
our hearts inform us that he is not more
ridiculous than ourselves, except that he tells
what we have only thought.

The understanding of a man naturally sanguine,
may, indeed, be easily vitiated by luxurious
indulgence of hope, however necessary to the
production of every thing great or excellent, as
some plants are destroyed by too open exposure
to that sun which gives life and beauty to the
vegetable world.

Perhaps no class of the human species requires
more to be cautioned against this anticipation of
happiness, than those that aspire to the name of
authors. A man of lively fancy no sooner finds a
hint moving in his mind, than he makes
momentaneous excursions to the press, and to

the world, and, with a little encouragement from
flattery, pushes forward into future ages, and
prognosticates the honours to be paid him, when
envy is extinct, and faction forgotten, and those,
whom partiality now suffers to obscure him, shall
have given way to the triflers of as short duration
as themselves.

Those who have proceeded so far as to appeal to
the tribunal of succeeding times, are not likely to
be cured of their infatuation; but all endeavours
ought to be used for the prevention of a disease,
for which, when it has attained its height, perhaps
no remedy will be found in the gardens of
philosophy, however she may boast her physick
of the mind, her catharticks of vice, or lenitives of
passion.

I shall, therefore, while I am yet but lightly
touched with the symptoms of the writer's
malady, endeavour to fortify myself against the
infection, not without some weak hope, that my
preservatives may extend their virtues to others,
whose employment exposes them to the same
danger:

Laudis amore tumes? Sunt certa piacula, qu te

Ter pure lecto poterunt recraere libello. 

HOR. EP. i. V. 36.

Is fame your passion? Wisdom's powerful charm,

If thrice read over, shall its force disarm. 

FRANCIS.

It is the sage advice of Epictetus, that a man
should accustom himself often to think of what is
most shocking and terrible, that by such
reflections he may be preserved from too ardent
wishes for seeming good, and from too much
dejection in real evil.

There is nothing more dreadful to an author than
neglect, compared with which reproach, hatred,
and opposition, are names of happiness; yet this
worst, this meanest fate, every one who dares to
write has reason to fear.

I nunc, et versus tecum meditare canoros.

HOR. lib. ii. v. 76.

Go now, and meditate thy tuneful lays. 

ELPHINSTON.

It may not be unfit for him who makes a new
entrance into the lettered world, so far to suspect
his own powers, as to believe that he possibly
may deserve neglect; that nature may not have
qualified him much to enlarge or embellish

knowledge, nor sent him forth entitled by
indisputable superiority to regulate the conduct of
the rest of mankind; that, though the world must
be granted to be yet in ignorance, he is not
destined to dispel the cloud, nor to shine out as
one of the luminaries of life. For this suspicion,
every catalogue of a library will furnish sufficient
reason; as he will find it crowded with names of
men, who, though now forgotten, were once no
less enterprising or confident than himself,
equally pleased with their own productions,
equally caressed by their patrons, and flattered
by their friends.

But though it should happen that an author is
capable of excelling, yet his merit may pass
without notice, huddled in the variety of things,
and thrown into the general miscellany of life. He
that endeavours after fame by writing, solicits the
regard of a multitude fluctuating in pleasures, or
immersed in business, without time for
intellectual amusements; he appeals to judges
prepossessed by passions, or corrupted by
prejudices, which preclude their approbation of
any new performance. Some are too indolent to
read any thing, till its reputation is established;
others too envious to promote that fame which

gives them pain by its increase. What is new is
opposed, because most are unwilling to be
taught; and what is known is rejected, because it
is not sufficiently considered that men more
frequently require to be reminded than informed.
The learned are afraid to declare their opinion
early, lest they should put their reputation in
hazard; the ignorant always imagine themselves
giving some proof of delicacy, when they refuse
to be pleased: and he that finds his way to
reputation through all these obstructions, must
acknowledge that he is indebted to other causes
besides his industry, his learning, or his wit.
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There is no kind of idleness, by which we are so
easily seduced, as that which dignifies itself by
the appearance of business; and, by making the
loiterer imagine that he has something to do
which must not be neglected, keeps him in
perpetual agitation, and hurries him rapidly from
place to place.

He that sits still, or reposes himself upon a couch,
no more deceives himself than he deceives
others; he knows that he is doing nothing, and
has no other solace of his insignificance than the
resolution, which the lazy hourly make, of
changing his mode of life.

To do nothing every man is ashamed; and to do
much almost every man is unwilling or afraid.
Innumerable expedients have, therefore, been
invented to produce motion without labour, and
employment without solicitude. The greater part
of those, whom the kindness of fortune has left to
their own direction, and whom want does not
keep chained to the counter or the plough, play
throughout life with the shadows of business, and
know not at last what they have been doing.

These imitators of action are of all denominations.
Some are seen at every auction without intention
to purchase; others appear punctually at the
Exchange, though they are known there only by
their faces: some are always making parties to
visit collections for which they have no taste; and
some neglect every pleasure and every duty to
hear questions, in which they have no interest,
debated in parliament.

These men never appear more ridiculous than in
the distress which they imagine themselves to
feel from some accidental interruption of those
empty pursuits. A tiger newly imprisoned is
indeed more formidable, but not more angry,
than Jack Tulip, withheld from a florist's feast, or
Tom Distich, hindered from seeing the first
representation of a play.

As political affairs are the highest and most
extensive of temporal concerns, the mimick of a
politician is more busy and important than any
other trifler. Monsieur le Noir, a man who, without
property or importance in any corner of the earth,
has, in the present confusion of the world,
declared himself a steady adherent to the French,
is made miserable by a wind that keeps back the
packet-boat, and still more miserable by every

account of a Malouin privateer caught in his
cruise; he knows well that nothing can be done or
said by him which can produce any effect but that
of laughter, that he can neither hasten nor retard
good or evil, that his joys and sorrows have
scarcely any partakers; yet such is his zeal, and
such his curiosity, that he would run barefooted
to Gravesend, for the sake of knowing first that
the English had lost a tender, and would ride out
to meet every mail from the continent, if he might
be permitted to open it.

Learning is generally confessed to be desirable,
and there are some who fancy themselves always
busy in acquiring it. Of these ambulatory
students, one of the most busy is my friend Tom
Restless.

Tom has long had a mind to be a man of 
knowledge, but he does not care to spend much 
time among authors; for he is of opinion that few 
books deserve the labour of perusal, that they 
give the mind an unfashionable cast, and destroy 
that freedom of thought, and easiness of 
manners, indispensably requisite to acceptance in 
the world. Tom has, therefore, found another way 
to wisdom. When he rises he goes into a 
coffee-house, where he creeps so near to menwhom he takes to be reasoners, as to hear their
discourse, and endeavours to remember
something which, when it has been strained
through Tom's head, is so near to nothing, that
what it once was cannot be discovered. This he
carries round from friend to friend through a circle
of visits, till, hearing what each says upon the
question, he becomes able at dinner to say a little
himself; and, as every great genius relaxes
himself among his inferiors, meets with some who
wonder how so young a man can talk so wisely.

At night he has a new feast prepared for his
intellects; he always runs to a disputing society,
or a speaking club, where he half hears what, if
he had heard the whole, be would but half
understand; goes home pleased with the
consciousness of a day well spent, lies down full
of ideas, and rises in the morning empty as
before.
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Dulcique animos novitate tenebo.

OVID. Met. iv. 284.

And with sweet novelty your soul detain.

It is often charged upon writers, that with all their
pretensions to genius and discoveries, they do
little more than copy one another; and that
compositions obtruded upon the world with the
pomp of novelty, contain only tedious repetitions
of common sentiments, or at best exhibit a
transposition of known images, and give a new
appearance to truth only by some slight difference
of dress and decoration.

The allegation of resemblance between authors is
indisputably true; but the charge of plagiarism,
which is raised upon it, is not to be allowed with
equal readiness. A coincidence of sentiment may
easily happen without any communication, since
there are many occasions in which all reasonable
men will nearly think alike. Writers of all ages
have had the same sentiments, because they
have in all ages had the same objects of
speculation; the interests and passions, the
virtues and vices of mankind, have been

diversified in different times, only by unessential
and casual varieties: and we must, therefore,
expect in the works of all those who attempt to
describe them, such a likeness as we find in the
pictures of the same person drawn in different
periods of his life.

It is necessary, therefore, that before an author
be charged with plagiarism, one of the most
reproachful, though, perhaps, not the most
atrocious of literary crimes, the subject on which
he treats should be carefully considered. We do
not wonder, that historians, relating the same
facts, agree in their narration; or that authors,
delivering the elements of science, advance the
same theorems, and lay down the same
definitions: yet it is not wholly without use to
mankind, that books are multiplied, and that
different authors lay out their labours on the
same subject; for there will always be some
reason why one should on particular occasions, or
to particular persons, be preferable to another;
some will be clear where others are obscure,
some will please by their style and others by their
method, some by their embellishments and others
by their simplicity, some by closeness and others
by diffusion.

The same indulgence is to be shown to the writers
of morality: right and wrong are immutable; and
those, therefore, who teach us to distinguish
them, if they all teach us right, must agree with
one another. The relations of social life, and the
duties resulting from them, must be the same at
all times and in all nations: some petty
differences may be, indeed, produced, by forms
of government or arbitrary customs; but the
general doctrine can receive no alteration.

Yet it is not to be desired, that morality should be
considered as interdicted to all future writers:
men will always be tempted to deviate from their
duty, and will, therefore, always want a monitor
to recall them; and a new book often seizes the
attention of the publick, without any other claim
than that it is new. There is likewise in
composition, as in other things, a perpetual
vicissitude of fashion; and truth is recommended
at one time to regard, by appearances which at
another would expose it to neglect; the author,
therefore, who has judgment to discern the taste
of his contemporaries, and skill to gratify it, will
have always an opportunity to deserve well of
mankind, by conveying instruction to them in a
grateful vehicle.

There are likewise many modes of composition,
by which a moralist may deserve the name of an
original writer: he may familiarize his system by
dialogues after the manner of the ancients, or
subtilize it into a series of syllogistick arguments:
he may enforce his doctrine by seriousness and
solemnity, or enliven it by sprightliness and
gaiety: he may deliver his sentiments in naked
precepts, or illustrate them by historical
examples: he may detain the studious by the
artful concatenation of a continued discourse, or
relieve the busy by short strictures, and
unconnected essays.

To excel in any of these forms of writing will
require a particular cultivation of the genius:
whoever can attain to excellence, will be certain
to engage a set of readers, whom no other
method would have equally allured; and he that
communicates truth with success, must be
numbered among the first benefactors to
mankind.

The same observation may be extended likewise
to the passions: their influence is uniform, and
their effects nearly the same in every human
breast: a man loves and hates, desires and
avoids, exactly like his neighbour; resentment

and ambition, avarice and indolence, discover
themselves by the same symptoms in minds
distant a thousand years from one another.

Nothing, therefore, can be more unjust, than to
charge an author with plagiarism, merely because
he assigns to every cause its natural effect; and
makes his personages act, as others in like
circumstances have always done. There are
conceptions in which all men will agree, though
each derives them from his own observation:
whoever has been in love, will represent a lover
impatient of every idea that interrupts his
meditations on his mistress, retiring to shades
and solitude, that he may muse without
disturbance on his approaching happiness, or
associating himself with some friend that flatters
his passion, and talking away the hours of
absence upon his darling subject. Whoever has
been so unhappy as to have felt the miseries of
long-continued hatred, will, without any
assistance from ancient volumes, be able to relate
how the passions are kept in perpetual agitation,
by the recollection of injury and meditations of
revenge; how the blood boils at the name of the
enemy, and life is worn away in contrivances of
mischief.

Every other passion is alike simple and limited, if
it be considered only with regard to the breast
which it inhabits; the anatomy of the mind, as
that of the body, must perpetually exhibit the
same appearances; and though by the continued
industry of successive inquirers, new movements
will be from time to time discovered, they can
affect only the minuter parts, and are commonly
of more curiosity than importance.

It will now be natural to inquire, by what arts are
the writers of the present and future ages to
attract the notice; and favour of mankind. They
are to observe the alterations which time is
always making in the modes of life, that they may
gratify every generation with a picture of
themselves. Thus love is uniform, but courtship is
perpetually varying: the different arts of
gallantry, which beauty has inspired, would of
themselves be sufficient to fill a volume;
sometimes balls and serenades, sometimes
tournaments and adventures, have been
employed to melt the hearts of ladies, who in
another century have been sensible of scarce any
other merit than that of riches, and listened only
to jointures and pin-money. Thus the ambitious
man has at all times been eager of wealth and

power; but these hopes have been gratified in
some countries by supplicating the people, and in
others by flattering the prince: honour in some
states has been only the reward of military
achievements, in others it has been gained by
noisy turbulence and popular clamour. Avarice
has worn a different form, as she actuated the
usurer of Rome, and the stock-jobber of England;
and idleness itself, how little soever inclined to
the trouble of invention, has been forced from
time to time to change its amusements, and
contrive different methods of wearing out the day.

Here then is the fund, from which those who
study mankind may fill their compositions with an
inexhaustible variety of images and allusions: and
he must be confessed to look with little attention
upon scenes thus perpetually changing, who
cannot catch some of the figures before they are
made vulgar by reiterated descriptions.

It has been discovered by Sir Isaac Newton, that
the distinct and primogenial colours are only
seven; but every eye can witness, that from
various mixtures, in various proportions, infinite
diversifications of tints may be produced. In like
manner, the passions of the mind, which put the
world in motion, and produce all the bustle and

eagerness of the busy crowds that swarm upon
the earth; the passions, from whence arise all the
pleasures and pains that we see and hear of, if we
analyze the mind of man, are very few; but those
few agitated and combined, as external causes
shall happen to operate, and modified by
prevailing opinions and accidental caprices, make
such frequent alterations on the surface of life,
that the show, while we are busied in delineating
it, vanishes from the view, and a new set of
objects succeed, doomed to the same shortness
of duration with the former: thus curiosity may
always find employment, and the busy part of
mankind will furnish the contemplative with the
materials of speculation to the end of time.

The complaint, therefore, that all topicks are
preoccupied, is nothing more than the murmur of
ignorance or idleness, by which some discourage
others, and some themselves; the mutability of
mankind will always furnish writers with new
images, and the luxuriance of fancy may always
embellish them with new decorations.
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Stare loco nescit, pereunt vistigia mille

Ante fugam, absentemque ferit gravis ungula
campum. 

STATIUS.

Th' impatient courser pants in every vein,

And pawing seems to beat the distant plain;

Hills, vales, and floods appear already crost,

And ere he starts, a thousand steps are lost. 

POPE.

THAT the mind of man is never satisfied with the
objects immediately before it, but is always
breaking away from the present moment, and
losing itself in schemes of future felicity; and that
we forget the proper use of the time, now in our
power, to provide for the enjoyment of that
which, perhaps, may never be granted us, has
been frequently remarked; and as this practice is
a commodious subject of raillery to the gay, and
of declamation to the serious, it has been
ridiculed with all the pleasantry of wit, and
exaggerated with all the amplifications of
rhetorick. Every instance, by which its absurdity

might appear most flagrant, has been studiously
collected; it has been marked with every epithet
of contempt, and all the tropes and figures have
been called forth against it.

Censure is willingly indulged, because it always
implies some superiority: men please themselves
with imagining that they have made a deeper
search, or wider survey, than others, and
detected faults and follies, which escape vulgar
observation. And the pleasure of wantoning in
common topicks is so tempting to a writer, that
he cannot easily resign it; a train of sentiments
generally received enables him to shine without
labour, and to conquer without a contest. It is so
easy to laugh at the folly of him who lives only in
idea, refuses immediate ease for distant
pleasures, and, instead of enjoying the blessings
of life, lets life glide away in preparations to enjoy
them; it affords such opportunities of triumphant
exultation, to exemplify the uncertainty of the
human state, to rouse mortals from their dream,
and inform them of the silent celerity of time, that
we may believe authors willing rather to transmit
than examine so advantageous a principle, and
more inclined to pursue a track so smooth and so
flowery, than attentively to consider whether it leads to truth.

This quality of looking forward into futurity seems
the unavoidable condition of a being, whose
motions are gradual, and whose life is
progressive: as his powers are limited, he must
use means for the attainment of his ends, and
intend first what he performs last; as by continual
advances from his first stage of existence, he is
perpetually varying the horizon of his prospects,
he must always discover new motives of action,
new excitements of fear, and allurements of
desire.

The end therefore which at present calls forth our
efforts, will be found, when it is once gained, to
be only one of the means to some remoter end.
The natural flights of the human mind are not
from pleasure to pleasure, but from hope to hope.

He that directs his steps to a certain point, must
frequently turn his eyes to that place which he
strives to reach; he that undergoes the fatigue of
labour, must solace his weariness with the
contemplation of its reward. In agriculture, one of
the most simple and necessary employments, no
man turns up the ground but because he thinks of
the harvest, that harvest which blights may
intercept, which inundations may sweep away, or

which death or calamity may hinder him from
reaping.

Yet, as few maxims are widely received or long
retained but for some conformity with truth and
nature, it must be confessed, that this caution
against keeping our view too intent upon remote
advantages is not without its propriety or
usefulness, though it may have been recited with
too much levity, or enforced with too little
distinction; for, not to speak of that vehemence of
desire which presses through right and wrong to
its gratification, or that anxious inquietude which
is justly chargeable with distrust of heaven,
subjects too solemnly for my present purpose; it
frequently happens that, by indulging early the
raptures of success, we forget the measures
necessary to secure it, and suffer the imagination
to riot in the fruition of some possible good, till
the time of obtaining it has slipped away.

There would, however, be few enterprises of
great labour or hazard undertaken, if we had not
the power of magnifying the advantages which we
persuade ourselves to expect from them. When
the knight of La Mancha gravely recounts to his
companion the adventures by which he is to
signalize himself in such a manner that he shall

be summoned to the support of empires, solicited
to accept the heiress of the crown which he has
preserved, have honours and riches to scatter
about him, and an island to bestow on his worthy
squire, very few readers, amidst their mirth or
pity, can deny that they have admitted visions of
the same kind; though they have not, perhaps,
expected events equally strange, or by means
equally inadequate. When we pity him, we reflect
on our own disappointments; and when we laugh,
our hearts inform us that he is not more
ridiculous than ourselves, except that he tells
what we have only thought.

The understanding of a man naturally sanguine,
may, indeed, be easily vitiated by luxurious
indulgence of hope, however necessary to the
production of every thing great or excellent, as
some plants are destroyed by too open exposure
to that sun which gives life and beauty to the
vegetable world.

Perhaps no class of the human species requires
more to be cautioned against this anticipation of
happiness, than those that aspire to the name of
authors. A man of lively fancy no sooner finds a
hint moving in his mind, than he makes
momentaneous excursions to the press, and to

the world, and, with a little encouragement from
flattery, pushes forward into future ages, and
prognosticates the honours to be paid him, when
envy is extinct, and faction forgotten, and those,
whom partiality now suffers to obscure him, shall
have given way to the triflers of as short duration
as themselves.

Those who have proceeded so far as to appeal to
the tribunal of succeeding times, are not likely to
be cured of their infatuation; but all endeavours
ought to be used for the prevention of a disease,
for which, when it has attained its height, perhaps
no remedy will be found in the gardens of
philosophy, however she may boast her physick
of the mind, her catharticks of vice, or lenitives of
passion.

I shall, therefore, while I am yet but lightly
touched with the symptoms of the writer's
malady, endeavour to fortify myself against the
infection, not without some weak hope, that my
preservatives may extend their virtues to others,
whose employment exposes them to the same
danger:

Laudis amore tumes? Sunt certa piacula, qu te

Ter pure lecto poterunt recraere libello. 

HOR. EP. i. V. 36.

Is fame your passion? Wisdom's powerful charm,

If thrice read over, shall its force disarm. 

FRANCIS.

It is the sage advice of Epictetus, that a man
should accustom himself often to think of what is
most shocking and terrible, that by such
reflections he may be preserved from too ardent
wishes for seeming good, and from too much
dejection in real evil.

There is nothing more dreadful to an author than
neglect, compared with which reproach, hatred,
and opposition, are names of happiness; yet this
worst, this meanest fate, every one who dares to
write has reason to fear.

I nunc, et versus tecum meditare canoros.

HOR. lib. ii. v. 76.

Go now, and meditate thy tuneful lays. 

ELPHINSTON.

It may not be unfit for him who makes a new
entrance into the lettered world, so far to suspect
his own powers, as to believe that he possibly
may deserve neglect; that nature may not have
qualified him much to enlarge or embellish

knowledge, nor sent him forth entitled by
indisputable superiority to regulate the conduct of
the rest of mankind; that, though the world must
be granted to be yet in ignorance, he is not
destined to dispel the cloud, nor to shine out as
one of the luminaries of life. For this suspicion,
every catalogue of a library will furnish sufficient
reason; as he will find it crowded with names of
men, who, though now forgotten, were once no
less enterprising or confident than himself,
equally pleased with their own productions,
equally caressed by their patrons, and flattered
by their friends.

But though it should happen that an author is
capable of excelling, yet his merit may pass
without notice, huddled in the variety of things,
and thrown into the general miscellany of life. He
that endeavours after fame by writing, solicits the
regard of a multitude fluctuating in pleasures, or
immersed in business, without time for
intellectual amusements; he appeals to judges
prepossessed by passions, or corrupted by
prejudices, which preclude their approbation of
any new performance. Some are too indolent to
read any thing, till its reputation is established;
others too envious to promote that fame which

gives them pain by its increase. What is new is
opposed, because most are unwilling to be
taught; and what is known is rejected, because it
is not sufficiently considered that men more
frequently require to be reminded than informed.
The learned are afraid to declare their opinion
early, lest they should put their reputation in
hazard; the ignorant always imagine themselves
giving some proof of delicacy, when they refuse
to be pleased: and he that finds his way to
reputation through all these obstructions, must
acknowledge that he is indebted to other causes
besides his industry, his learning, or his wit.
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There is no kind of idleness, by which we are so
easily seduced, as that which dignifies itself by
the appearance of business; and, by making the
loiterer imagine that he has something to do
which must not be neglected, keeps him in
perpetual agitation, and hurries him rapidly from
place to place.

He that sits still, or reposes himself upon a couch,
no more deceives himself than he deceives
others; he knows that he is doing nothing, and
has no other solace of his insignificance than the
resolution, which the lazy hourly make, of
changing his mode of life.

To do nothing every man is ashamed; and to do
much almost every man is unwilling or afraid.
Innumerable expedients have, therefore, been
invented to produce motion without labour, and
employment without solicitude. The greater part
of those, whom the kindness of fortune has left to
their own direction, and whom want does not
keep chained to the counter or the plough, play
throughout life with the shadows of business, and
know not at last what they have been doing.

These imitators of action are of all denominations.
Some are seen at every auction without intention
to purchase; others appear punctually at the
Exchange, though they are known there only by
their faces: some are always making parties to
visit collections for which they have no taste; and
some neglect every pleasure and every duty to
hear questions, in which they have no interest,
debated in parliament.

These men never appear more ridiculous than in
the distress which they imagine themselves to
feel from some accidental interruption of those
empty pursuits. A tiger newly imprisoned is
indeed more formidable, but not more angry,
than Jack Tulip, withheld from a florist's feast, or
Tom Distich, hindered from seeing the first
representation of a play.

As political affairs are the highest and most
extensive of temporal concerns, the mimick of a
politician is more busy and important than any
other trifler. Monsieur le Noir, a man who, without
property or importance in any corner of the earth,
has, in the present confusion of the world,
declared himself a steady adherent to the French,
is made miserable by a wind that keeps back the
packet-boat, and still more miserable by every

account of a Malouin privateer caught in his
cruise; he knows well that nothing can be done or
said by him which can produce any effect but that
of laughter, that he can neither hasten nor retard
good or evil, that his joys and sorrows have
scarcely any partakers; yet such is his zeal, and
such his curiosity, that he would run barefooted
to Gravesend, for the sake of knowing first that
the English had lost a tender, and would ride out
to meet every mail from the continent, if he might
be permitted to open it.

Learning is generally confessed to be desirable,
and there are some who fancy themselves always
busy in acquiring it. Of these ambulatory
students, one of the most busy is my friend Tom
Restless.

Tom has long had a mind to be a man of 
knowledge, but he does not care to spend much 
time among authors; for he is of opinion that few 
books deserve the labour of perusal, that they 
give the mind an unfashionable cast, and destroy 
that freedom of thought, and easiness of 
manners, indispensably requisite to acceptance in 
the world. Tom has, therefore, found another way 
to wisdom. When he rises he goes into a 
coffee-house, where he creeps so near to men

whom he takes to be reasoners, as to hear their
discourse, and endeavours to remember
something which, when it has been strained
through Tom's head, is so near to nothing, that
what it once was cannot be discovered. This he
carries round from friend to friend through a circle
of visits, till, hearing what each says upon the
question, he becomes able at dinner to say a little
himself; and, as every great genius relaxes
himself among his inferiors, meets with some who
wonder how so young a man can talk so wisely.

At night he has a new feast prepared for his
intellects; he always runs to a disputing society,
or a speaking club, where he half hears what, if
he had heard the whole, be would but half
understand; goes home pleased with the
consciousness of a day well spent, lies down full
of ideas, and rises in the morning empty as
before.
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And with sweet novelty your soul detain.

It is often charged upon writers, that with all their
pretensions to genius and discoveries, they do
little more than copy one another; and that
compositions obtruded upon the world with the
pomp of novelty, contain only tedious repetitions
of common sentiments, or at best exhibit a
transposition of known images, and give a new
appearance to truth only by some slight difference
of dress and decoration.

The allegation of resemblance between authors is
indisputably true; but the charge of plagiarism,
which is raised upon it, is not to be allowed with
equal readiness. A coincidence of sentiment may
easily happen without any communication, since
there are many occasions in which all reasonable
men will nearly think alike. Writers of all ages
have had the same sentiments, because they
have in all ages had the same objects of
speculation; the interests and passions, the
virtues and vices of mankind, have been

diversified in different times, only by unessential
and casual varieties: and we must, therefore,
expect in the works of all those who attempt to
describe them, such a likeness as we find in the
pictures of the same person drawn in different
periods of his life.

It is necessary, therefore, that before an author
be charged with plagiarism, one of the most
reproachful, though, perhaps, not the most
atrocious of literary crimes, the subject on which
he treats should be carefully considered. We do
not wonder, that historians, relating the same
facts, agree in their narration; or that authors,
delivering the elements of science, advance the
same theorems, and lay down the same
definitions: yet it is not wholly without use to
mankind, that books are multiplied, and that
different authors lay out their labours on the
same subject; for there will always be some
reason why one should on particular occasions, or
to particular persons, be preferable to another;
some will be clear where others are obscure,
some will please by their style and others by their
method, some by their embellishments and others
by their simplicity, some by closeness and others
by diffusion.

The same indulgence is to be shown to the writers
of morality: right and wrong are immutable; and
those, therefore, who teach us to distinguish
them, if they all teach us right, must agree with
one another. The relations of social life, and the
duties resulting from them, must be the same at
all times and in all nations: some petty
differences may be, indeed, produced, by forms
of government or arbitrary customs; but the
general doctrine can receive no alteration.

Yet it is not to be desired, that morality should be
considered as interdicted to all future writers:
men will always be tempted to deviate from their
duty, and will, therefore, always want a monitor
to recall them; and a new book often seizes the
attention of the publick, without any other claim
than that it is new. There is likewise in
composition, as in other things, a perpetual
vicissitude of fashion; and truth is recommended
at one time to regard, by appearances which at
another would expose it to neglect; the author,
therefore, who has judgment to discern the taste
of his contemporaries, and skill to gratify it, will
have always an opportunity to deserve well of
mankind, by conveying instruction to them in a
grateful vehicle.

There are likewise many modes of composition,
by which a moralist may deserve the name of an
original writer: he may familiarize his system by
dialogues after the manner of the ancients, or
subtilize it into a series of syllogistick arguments:
he may enforce his doctrine by seriousness and
solemnity, or enliven it by sprightliness and
gaiety: he may deliver his sentiments in naked
precepts, or illustrate them by historical
examples: he may detain the studious by the
artful concatenation of a continued discourse, or
relieve the busy by short strictures, and
unconnected essays.

To excel in any of these forms of writing will
require a particular cultivation of the genius:
whoever can attain to excellence, will be certain
to engage a set of readers, whom no other
method would have equally allured; and he that
communicates truth with success, must be
numbered among the first benefactors to
mankind.

The same observation may be extended likewise
to the passions: their influence is uniform, and
their effects nearly the same in every human
breast: a man loves and hates, desires and
avoids, exactly like his neighbour; resentment

and ambition, avarice and indolence, discover
themselves by the same symptoms in minds
distant a thousand years from one another.

Nothing, therefore, can be more unjust, than to
charge an author with plagiarism, merely because
he assigns to every cause its natural effect; and
makes his personages act, as others in like
circumstances have always done. There are
conceptions in which all men will agree, though
each derives them from his own observation:
whoever has been in love, will represent a lover
impatient of every idea that interrupts his
meditations on his mistress, retiring to shades
and solitude, that he may muse without
disturbance on his approaching happiness, or
associating himself with some friend that flatters
his passion, and talking away the hours of
absence upon his darling subject. Whoever has
been so unhappy as to have felt the miseries of
long-continued hatred, will, without any
assistance from ancient volumes, be able to relate
how the passions are kept in perpetual agitation,
by the recollection of injury and meditations of
revenge; how the blood boils at the name of the
enemy, and life is worn away in contrivances of
mischief.

Every other passion is alike simple and limited, if
it be considered only with regard to the breast
which it inhabits; the anatomy of the mind, as
that of the body, must perpetually exhibit the
same appearances; and though by the continued
industry of successive inquirers, new movements
will be from time to time discovered, they can
affect only the minuter parts, and are commonly
of more curiosity than importance.

It will now be natural to inquire, by what arts are
the writers of the present and future ages to
attract the notice; and favour of mankind. They
are to observe the alterations which time is
always making in the modes of life, that they may
gratify every generation with a picture of
themselves. Thus love is uniform, but courtship is
perpetually varying: the different arts of
gallantry, which beauty has inspired, would of
themselves be sufficient to fill a volume;
sometimes balls and serenades, sometimes
tournaments and adventures, have been
employed to melt the hearts of ladies, who in
another century have been sensible of scarce any
other merit than that of riches, and listened only
to jointures and pin-money. Thus the ambitious
man has at all times been eager of wealth and

power; but these hopes have been gratified in
some countries by supplicating the people, and in
others by flattering the prince: honour in some
states has been only the reward of military
achievements, in others it has been gained by
noisy turbulence and popular clamour. Avarice
has worn a different form, as she actuated the
usurer of Rome, and the stock-jobber of England;
and idleness itself, how little soever inclined to
the trouble of invention, has been forced from
time to time to change its amusements, and
contrive different methods of wearing out the day.

Here then is the fund, from which those who
study mankind may fill their compositions with an
inexhaustible variety of images and allusions: and
he must be confessed to look with little attention
upon scenes thus perpetually changing, who
cannot catch some of the figures before they are
made vulgar by reiterated descriptions.

It has been discovered by Sir Isaac Newton, that
the distinct and primogenial colours are only
seven; but every eye can witness, that from
various mixtures, in various proportions, infinite
diversifications of tints may be produced. In like
manner, the passions of the mind, which put the
world in motion, and produce all the bustle and

eagerness of the busy crowds that swarm upon
the earth; the passions, from whence arise all the
pleasures and pains that we see and hear of, if we
analyze the mind of man, are very few; but those
few agitated and combined, as external causes
shall happen to operate, and modified by
prevailing opinions and accidental caprices, make
such frequent alterations on the surface of life,
that the show, while we are busied in delineating
it, vanishes from the view, and a new set of
objects succeed, doomed to the same shortness
of duration with the former: thus curiosity may
always find employment, and the busy part of
mankind will furnish the contemplative with the
materials of speculation to the end of time.

The complaint, therefore, that all topicks are
preoccupied, is nothing more than the murmur of
ignorance or idleness, by which some discourage
others, and some themselves; the mutability of
mankind will always furnish writers with new
images, and the luxuriance of fancy may always
embellish them with new decorations.
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Stare loco nescit, pereunt vistigia mille

Ante fugam, absentemque ferit gravis ungula
campum. 

STATIUS.

Th' impatient courser pants in every vein,

And pawing seems to beat the distant plain;

Hills, vales, and floods appear already crost,

And ere he starts, a thousand steps are lost. 

POPE.

THAT the mind of man is never satisfied with the
objects immediately before it, but is always
breaking away from the present moment, and
losing itself in schemes of future felicity; and that
we forget the proper use of the time, now in our
power, to provide for the enjoyment of that
which, perhaps, may never be granted us, has
been frequently remarked; and as this practice is
a commodious subject of raillery to the gay, and
of declamation to the serious, it has been
ridiculed with all the pleasantry of wit, and
exaggerated with all the amplifications of
rhetorick. Every instance, by which its absurdity

might appear most flagrant, has been studiously
collected; it has been marked with every epithet
of contempt, and all the tropes and figures have
been called forth against it.

Censure is willingly indulged, because it always
implies some superiority: men please themselves
with imagining that they have made a deeper
search, or wider survey, than others, and
detected faults and follies, which escape vulgar
observation. And the pleasure of wantoning in
common topicks is so tempting to a writer, that
he cannot easily resign it; a train of sentiments
generally received enables him to shine without
labour, and to conquer without a contest. It is so
easy to laugh at the folly of him who lives only in
idea, refuses immediate ease for distant
pleasures, and, instead of enjoying the blessings
of life, lets life glide away in preparations to enjoy
them; it affords such opportunities of triumphant
exultation, to exemplify the uncertainty of the
human state, to rouse mortals from their dream,
and inform them of the silent celerity of time, that
we may believe authors willing rather to transmit
than examine so advantageous a principle, and
more inclined to pursue a track so smooth and so
flowery, than attentively to consider whether it

leads to truth.

This quality of looking forward into futurity seems
the unavoidable condition of a being, whose
motions are gradual, and whose life is
progressive: as his powers are limited, he must
use means for the attainment of his ends, and
intend first what he performs last; as by continual
advances from his first stage of existence, he is
perpetually varying the horizon of his prospects,
he must always discover new motives of action,
new excitements of fear, and allurements of
desire.

The end therefore which at present calls forth our
efforts, will be found, when it is once gained, to
be only one of the means to some remoter end.
The natural flights of the human mind are not
from pleasure to pleasure, but from hope to hope.

He that directs his steps to a certain point, must
frequently turn his eyes to that place which he
strives to reach; he that undergoes the fatigue of
labour, must solace his weariness with the
contemplation of its reward. In agriculture, one of
the most simple and necessary employments, no
man turns up the ground but because he thinks of
the harvest, that harvest which blights may
intercept, which inundations may sweep away, or

which death or calamity may hinder him from
reaping.

Yet, as few maxims are widely received or long
retained but for some conformity with truth and
nature, it must be confessed, that this caution
against keeping our view too intent upon remote
advantages is not without its propriety or
usefulness, though it may have been recited with
too much levity, or enforced with too little
distinction; for, not to speak of that vehemence of
desire which presses through right and wrong to
its gratification, or that anxious inquietude which
is justly chargeable with distrust of heaven,
subjects too solemnly for my present purpose; it
frequently happens that, by indulging early the
raptures of success, we forget the measures
necessary to secure it, and suffer the imagination
to riot in the fruition of some possible good, till
the time of obtaining it has slipped away.

There would, however, be few enterprises of
great labour or hazard undertaken, if we had not
the power of magnifying the advantages which we
persuade ourselves to expect from them. When
the knight of La Mancha gravely recounts to his
companion the adventures by which he is to
signalize himself in such a manner that he shall be summoned to the support of empires, solicited
to accept the heiress of the crown which he has
preserved, have honours and riches to scatter
about him, and an island to bestow on his worthy
squire, very few readers, amidst their mirth or
pity, can deny that they have admitted visions of
the same kind; though they have not, perhaps,
expected events equally strange, or by means
equally inadequate. When we pity him, we reflect
on our own disappointments; and when we laugh,
our hearts inform us that he is not more
ridiculous than ourselves, except that he tells
what we have only thought.

The understanding of a man naturally sanguine,
may, indeed, be easily vitiated by luxurious
indulgence of hope, however necessary to the
production of every thing great or excellent, as
some plants are destroyed by too open exposure
to that sun which gives life and beauty to the
vegetable world.

Perhaps no class of the human species requires
more to be cautioned against this anticipation of
happiness, than those that aspire to the name of
authors. A man of lively fancy no sooner finds a
hint moving in his mind, than he makes
momentaneous excursions to the press, and to

the world, and, with a little encouragement from
flattery, pushes forward into future ages, and
prognosticates the honours to be paid him, when
envy is extinct, and faction forgotten, and those,
whom partiality now suffers to obscure him, shall
have given way to the triflers of as short duration
as themselves.

Those who have proceeded so far as to appeal to
the tribunal of succeeding times, are not likely to
be cured of their infatuation; but all endeavours
ought to be used for the prevention of a disease,
for which, when it has attained its height, perhaps
no remedy will be found in the gardens of
philosophy, however she may boast her physick
of the mind, her catharticks of vice, or lenitives of
passion.

I shall, therefore, while I am yet but lightly
touched with the symptoms of the writer's
malady, endeavour to fortify myself against the
infection, not without some weak hope, that my
preservatives may extend their virtues to others,
whose employment exposes them to the same
danger:

Laudis amore tumes? Sunt certa piacula, qu te

Ter pure lecto poterunt recraere libello. 

HOR. EP. i. V. 36.

Is fame your passion? Wisdom's powerful charm,

If thrice read over, shall its force disarm. 

FRANCIS.

It is the sage advice of Epictetus, that a man
should accustom himself often to think of what is
most shocking and terrible, that by such
reflections he may be preserved from too ardent
wishes for seeming good, and from too much
dejection in real evil.

There is nothing more dreadful to an author than
neglect, compared with which reproach, hatred,
and opposition, are names of happiness; yet this
worst, this meanest fate, every one who dares to
write has reason to fear.

I nunc, et versus tecum meditare canoros.

HOR. lib. ii. v. 76.

Go now, and meditate thy tuneful lays. 

ELPHINSTON.

It may not be unfit for him who makes a new
entrance into the lettered world, so far to suspect
his own powers, as to believe that he possibly
may deserve neglect; that nature may not have
qualified him much to enlarge or embellish

knowledge, nor sent him forth entitled by
indisputable superiority to regulate the conduct of
the rest of mankind; that, though the world must
be granted to be yet in ignorance, he is not
destined to dispel the cloud, nor to shine out as
one of the luminaries of life. For this suspicion,
every catalogue of a library will furnish sufficient
reason; as he will find it crowded with names of
men, who, though now forgotten, were once no
less enterprising or confident than himself,
equally pleased with their own productions,
equally caressed by their patrons, and flattered
by their friends.

But though it should happen that an author is
capable of excelling, yet his merit may pass
without notice, huddled in the variety of things,
and thrown into the general miscellany of life. He
that endeavours after fame by writing, solicits the
regard of a multitude fluctuating in pleasures, or
immersed in business, without time for
intellectual amusements; he appeals to judges
prepossessed by passions, or corrupted by
prejudices, which preclude their approbation of
any new performance. Some are too indolent to
read any thing, till its reputation is established;
others too envious to promote that fame which

gives them pain by its increase. What is new is
opposed, because most are unwilling to be
taught; and what is known is rejected, because it
is not sufficiently considered that men more
frequently require to be reminded than informed.
The learned are afraid to declare their opinion
early, lest they should put their reputation in
hazard; the ignorant always imagine themselves
giving some proof of delicacy, when they refuse
to be pleased: and he that finds his way to
reputation through all these obstructions, must
acknowledge that he is indebted to other causes
besides his industry, his learning, or his wit.
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There is no kind of idleness, by which we are so
easily seduced, as that which dignifies itself by
the appearance of business; and, by making the
loiterer imagine that he has something to do
which must not be neglected, keeps him in
perpetual agitation, and hurries him rapidly from
place to place.

He that sits still, or reposes himself upon a couch,
no more deceives himself than he deceives
others; he knows that he is doing nothing, and
has no other solace of his insignificance than the
resolution, which the lazy hourly make, of
changing his mode of life.

To do nothing every man is ashamed; and to do
much almost every man is unwilling or afraid.
Innumerable expedients have, therefore, been
invented to produce motion without labour, and
employment without solicitude. The greater part
of those, whom the kindness of fortune has left to
their own direction, and whom want does not
keep chained to the counter or the plough, play
throughout life with the shadows of business, and
know not at last what they have been doing.

These imitators of action are of all denominations.
Some are seen at every auction without intention
to purchase; others appear punctually at the
Exchange, though they are known there only by
their faces: some are always making parties to
visit collections for which they have no taste; and
some neglect every pleasure and every duty to
hear questions, in which they have no interest,
debated in parliament.

These men never appear more ridiculous than in
the distress which they imagine themselves to
feel from some accidental interruption of those
empty pursuits. A tiger newly imprisoned is
indeed more formidable, but not more angry,
than Jack Tulip, withheld from a florist's feast, or
Tom Distich, hindered from seeing the first
representation of a play.

As political affairs are the highest and most
extensive of temporal concerns, the mimick of a
politician is more busy and important than any
other trifler. Monsieur le Noir, a man who, without
property or importance in any corner of the earth,
has, in the present confusion of the world,
declared himself a steady adherent to the French,
is made miserable by a wind that keeps back the
packet-boat, and still more miserable by every

account of a Malouin privateer caught in his
cruise; he knows well that nothing can be done or
said by him which can produce any effect but that
of laughter, that he can neither hasten nor retard
good or evil, that his joys and sorrows have
scarcely any partakers; yet such is his zeal, and
such his curiosity, that he would run barefooted
to Gravesend, for the sake of knowing first that
the English had lost a tender, and would ride out
to meet every mail from the continent, if he might
be permitted to open it.

Learning is generally confessed to be desirable,
and there are some who fancy themselves always
busy in acquiring it. Of these ambulatory
students, one of the most busy is my friend Tom
Restless.

Tom has long had a mind to be a man of 
knowledge, but he does not care to spend much 
time among authors; for he is of opinion that few 
books deserve the labour of perusal, that they 
give the mind an unfashionable cast, and destroy 
that freedom of thought, and easiness of 
manners, indispensably requisite to acceptance in 
the world. Tom has, therefore, found another way 
to wisdom. When he rises he goes into a 
coffee-house, where he creeps so near to men

whom he takes to be reasoners, as to hear their
discourse, and endeavours to remember
something which, when it has been strained
through Tom's head, is so near to nothing, that
what it once was cannot be discovered. This he
carries round from friend to friend through a circle
of visits, till, hearing what each says upon the
question, he becomes able at dinner to say a little
himself; and, as every great genius relaxes
himself among his inferiors, meets with some who
wonder how so young a man can talk so wisely.

At night he has a new feast prepared for his
intellects; he always runs to a disputing society,
or a speaking club, where he half hears what, if
he had heard the whole, be would but half
understand; goes home pleased with the
consciousness of a day well spent, lies down full
of ideas, and rises in the morning empty as
before.
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It is often charged upon writers, that with all their
pretensions to genius and discoveries, they do
little more than copy one another; and that
compositions obtruded upon the world with the
pomp of novelty, contain only tedious repetitions
of common sentiments, or at best exhibit a
transposition of known images, and give a new
appearance to truth only by some slight difference
of dress and decoration.

The allegation of resemblance between authors is
indisputably true; but the charge of plagiarism,
which is raised upon it, is not to be allowed with
equal readiness. A coincidence of sentiment may
easily happen without any communication, since
there are many occasions in which all reasonable
men will nearly think alike. Writers of all ages
have had the same sentiments, because they
have in all ages had the same objects of
speculation; the interests and passions, the
virtues and vices of mankind, have been

diversified in different times, only by unessential
and casual varieties: and we must, therefore,
expect in the works of all those who attempt to
describe them, such a likeness as we find in the
pictures of the same person drawn in different
periods of his life.

It is necessary, therefore, that before an author
be charged with plagiarism, one of the most
reproachful, though, perhaps, not the most
atrocious of literary crimes, the subject on which
he treats should be carefully considered. We do
not wonder, that historians, relating the same
facts, agree in their narration; or that authors,
delivering the elements of science, advance the
same theorems, and lay down the same
definitions: yet it is not wholly without use to
mankind, that books are multiplied, and that
different authors lay out their labours on the
same subject; for there will always be some
reason why one should on particular occasions, or
to particular persons, be preferable to another;
some will be clear where others are obscure,
some will please by their style and others by their
method, some by their embellishments and others
by their simplicity, some by closeness and others
by diffusion.

The same indulgence is to be shown to the writers
of morality: right and wrong are immutable; and
those, therefore, who teach us to distinguish
them, if they all teach us right, must agree with
one another. The relations of social life, and the
duties resulting from them, must be the same at
all times and in all nations: some petty
differences may be, indeed, produced, by forms
of government or arbitrary customs; but the
general doctrine can receive no alteration.

Yet it is not to be desired, that morality should be
considered as interdicted to all future writers:
men will always be tempted to deviate from their
duty, and will, therefore, always want a monitor
to recall them; and a new book often seizes the
attention of the publick, without any other claim
than that it is new. There is likewise in
composition, as in other things, a perpetual
vicissitude of fashion; and truth is recommended
at one time to regard, by appearances which at
another would expose it to neglect; the author,
therefore, who has judgment to discern the taste
of his contemporaries, and skill to gratify it, will
have always an opportunity to deserve well of
mankind, by conveying instruction to them in a
grateful vehicle.

There are likewise many modes of composition,
by which a moralist may deserve the name of an
original writer: he may familiarize his system by
dialogues after the manner of the ancients, or
subtilize it into a series of syllogistick arguments:
he may enforce his doctrine by seriousness and
solemnity, or enliven it by sprightliness and
gaiety: he may deliver his sentiments in naked
precepts, or illustrate them by historical
examples: he may detain the studious by the
artful concatenation of a continued discourse, or
relieve the busy by short strictures, and
unconnected essays.

To excel in any of these forms of writing will
require a particular cultivation of the genius:
whoever can attain to excellence, will be certain
to engage a set of readers, whom no other
method would have equally allured; and he that
communicates truth with success, must be
numbered among the first benefactors to
mankind.

The same observation may be extended likewise
to the passions: their influence is uniform, and
their effects nearly the same in every human
breast: a man loves and hates, desires and
avoids, exactly like his neighbour; resentment

and ambition, avarice and indolence, discover
themselves by the same symptoms in minds
distant a thousand years from one another.

Nothing, therefore, can be more unjust, than to
charge an author with plagiarism, merely because
he assigns to every cause its natural effect; and
makes his personages act, as others in like
circumstances have always done. There are
conceptions in which all men will agree, though
each derives them from his own observation:
whoever has been in love, will represent a lover
impatient of every idea that interrupts his
meditations on his mistress, retiring to shades
and solitude, that he may muse without
disturbance on his approaching happiness, or
associating himself with some friend that flatters
his passion, and talking away the hours of
absence upon his darling subject. Whoever has
been so unhappy as to have felt the miseries of
long-continued hatred, will, without any
assistance from ancient volumes, be able to relate
how the passions are kept in perpetual agitation,
by the recollection of injury and meditations of
revenge; how the blood boils at the name of the
enemy, and life is worn away in contrivances of
mischief.

Every other passion is alike simple and limited, if
it be considered only with regard to the breast
which it inhabits; the anatomy of the mind, as
that of the body, must perpetually exhibit the
same appearances; and though by the continued
industry of successive inquirers, new movements
will be from time to time discovered, they can
affect only the minuter parts, and are commonly
of more curiosity than importance.

It will now be natural to inquire, by what arts are
the writers of the present and future ages to
attract the notice; and favour of mankind. They
are to observe the alterations which time is
always making in the modes of life, that they may
gratify every generation with a picture of
themselves. Thus love is uniform, but courtship is
perpetually varying: the different arts of
gallantry, which beauty has inspired, would of
themselves be sufficient to fill a volume;
sometimes balls and serenades, sometimes
tournaments and adventures, have been
employed to melt the hearts of ladies, who in
another century have been sensible of scarce any
other merit than that of riches, and listened only
to jointures and pin-money. Thus the ambitious
man has at all times been eager of wealth and

power; but these hopes have been gratified in
some countries by supplicating the people, and in
others by flattering the prince: honour in some
states has been only the reward of military
achievements, in others it has been gained by
noisy turbulence and popular clamour. Avarice
has worn a different form, as she actuated the
usurer of Rome, and the stock-jobber of England;
and idleness itself, how little soever inclined to
the trouble of invention, has been forced from
time to time to change its amusements, and
contrive different methods of wearing out the day.

Here then is the fund, from which those who
study mankind may fill their compositions with an
inexhaustible variety of images and allusions: and
he must be confessed to look with little attention
upon scenes thus perpetually changing, who
cannot catch some of the figures before they are
made vulgar by reiterated descriptions.

It has been discovered by Sir Isaac Newton, that
the distinct and primogenial colours are only
seven; but every eye can witness, that from
various mixtures, in various proportions, infinite
diversifications of tints may be produced. In like
manner, the passions of the mind, which put the
world in motion, and produce all the bustle andeagerness of the busy crowds that swarm upon
the earth; the passions, from whence arise all the
pleasures and pains that we see and hear of, if we
analyze the mind of man, are very few; but those
few agitated and combined, as external causes
shall happen to operate, and modified by
prevailing opinions and accidental caprices, make
such frequent alterations on the surface of life,
that the show, while we are busied in delineating
it, vanishes from the view, and a new set of
objects succeed, doomed to the same shortness
of duration with the former: thus curiosity may
always find employment, and the busy part of
mankind will furnish the contemplative with the
materials of speculation to the end of time.

The complaint, therefore, that all topicks are
preoccupied, is nothing more than the murmur of
ignorance or idleness, by which some discourage
others, and some themselves; the mutability of
mankind will always furnish writers with new
images, and the luxuriance of fancy may always
embellish them with new decorations.
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Stare loco nescit, pereunt vistigia mille

Ante fugam, absentemque ferit gravis ungula
campum. 

STATIUS.

Th' impatient courser pants in every vein,

And pawing seems to beat the distant plain;

Hills, vales, and floods appear already crost,

And ere he starts, a thousand steps are lost. 

POPE.

THAT the mind of man is never satisfied with the
objects immediately before it, but is always
breaking away from the present moment, and
losing itself in schemes of future felicity; and that
we forget the proper use of the time, now in our
power, to provide for the enjoyment of that
which, perhaps, may never be granted us, has
been frequently remarked; and as this practice is
a commodious subject of raillery to the gay, and
of declamation to the serious, it has been
ridiculed with all the pleasantry of wit, and
exaggerated with all the amplifications of
rhetorick. Every instance, by which its absurdity

might appear most flagrant, has been studiously
collected; it has been marked with every epithet
of contempt, and all the tropes and figures have
been called forth against it.

Censure is willingly indulged, because it always
implies some superiority: men please themselves
with imagining that they have made a deeper
search, or wider survey, than others, and
detected faults and follies, which escape vulgar
observation. And the pleasure of wantoning in
common topicks is so tempting to a writer, that
he cannot easily resign it; a train of sentiments
generally received enables him to shine without
labour, and to conquer without a contest. It is so
easy to laugh at the folly of him who lives only in
idea, refuses immediate ease for distant
pleasures, and, instead of enjoying the blessings
of life, lets life glide away in preparations to enjoy
them; it affords such opportunities of triumphant
exultation, to exemplify the uncertainty of the
human state, to rouse mortals from their dream,
and inform them of the silent celerity of time, that
we may believe authors willing rather to transmit
than examine so advantageous a principle, and
more inclined to pursue a track so smooth and so
flowery, than attentively to consider whether it

leads to truth.

This quality of looking forward into futurity seems
the unavoidable condition of a being, whose
motions are gradual, and whose life is
progressive: as his powers are limited, he must
use means for the attainment of his ends, and
intend first what he performs last; as by continual
advances from his first stage of existence, he is
perpetually varying the horizon of his prospects,
he must always discover new motives of action,
new excitements of fear, and allurements of
desire.

The end therefore which at present calls forth our
efforts, will be found, when it is once gained, to
be only one of the means to some remoter end.
The natural flights of the human mind are not
from pleasure to pleasure, but from hope to hope.

He that directs his steps to a certain point, must
frequently turn his eyes to that place which he
strives to reach; he that undergoes the fatigue of
labour, must solace his weariness with the
contemplation of its reward. In agriculture, one of
the most simple and necessary employments, no
man turns up the ground but because he thinks of
the harvest, that harvest which blights may
intercept, which inundations may sweep away, or

which death or calamity may hinder him from
reaping.

Yet, as few maxims are widely received or long
retained but for some conformity with truth and
nature, it must be confessed, that this caution
against keeping our view too intent upon remote
advantages is not without its propriety or
usefulness, though it may have been recited with
too much levity, or enforced with too little
distinction; for, not to speak of that vehemence of
desire which presses through right and wrong to
its gratification, or that anxious inquietude which
is justly chargeable with distrust of heaven,
subjects too solemnly for my present purpose; it
frequently happens that, by indulging early the
raptures of success, we forget the measures
necessary to secure it, and suffer the imagination
to riot in the fruition of some possible good, till
the time of obtaining it has slipped away.

There would, however, be few enterprises of
great labour or hazard undertaken, if we had not
the power of magnifying the advantages which we
persuade ourselves to expect from them. When
the knight of La Mancha gravely recounts to his
companion the adventures by which he is to
signalize himself in such a manner that he shall

be summoned to the support of empires, solicited
to accept the heiress of the crown which he has
preserved, have honours and riches to scatter
about him, and an island to bestow on his worthy
squire, very few readers, amidst their mirth or
pity, can deny that they have admitted visions of
the same kind; though they have not, perhaps,
expected events equally strange, or by means
equally inadequate. When we pity him, we reflect
on our own disappointments; and when we laugh,
our hearts inform us that he is not more
ridiculous than ourselves, except that he tells
what we have only thought.

The understanding of a man naturally sanguine,
may, indeed, be easily vitiated by luxurious
indulgence of hope, however necessary to the
production of every thing great or excellent, as
some plants are destroyed by too open exposure
to that sun which gives life and beauty to the
vegetable world.

Perhaps no class of the human species requires
more to be cautioned against this anticipation of
happiness, than those that aspire to the name of
authors. A man of lively fancy no sooner finds a
hint moving in his mind, than he makes
momentaneous excursions to the press, and to

the world, and, with a little encouragement from
flattery, pushes forward into future ages, and
prognosticates the honours to be paid him, when
envy is extinct, and faction forgotten, and those,
whom partiality now suffers to obscure him, shall
have given way to the triflers of as short duration
as themselves.

Those who have proceeded so far as to appeal to
the tribunal of succeeding times, are not likely to
be cured of their infatuation; but all endeavours
ought to be used for the prevention of a disease,
for which, when it has attained its height, perhaps
no remedy will be found in the gardens of
philosophy, however she may boast her physick
of the mind, her catharticks of vice, or lenitives of
passion.

I shall, therefore, while I am yet but lightly
touched with the symptoms of the writer's
malady, endeavour to fortify myself against the
infection, not without some weak hope, that my
preservatives may extend their virtues to others,
whose employment exposes them to the same
danger:

Laudis amore tumes? Sunt certa piacula, qu te

Ter pure lecto poterunt recraere libello. HOR. EP. i. V. 36.

Is fame your passion? Wisdom's powerful charm,

If thrice read over, shall its force disarm. 

FRANCIS.

It is the sage advice of Epictetus, that a man
should accustom himself often to think of what is
most shocking and terrible, that by such
reflections he may be preserved from too ardent
wishes for seeming good, and from too much
dejection in real evil.

There is nothing more dreadful to an author than
neglect, compared with which reproach, hatred,
and opposition, are names of happiness; yet this
worst, this meanest fate, every one who dares to
write has reason to fear.

I nunc, et versus tecum meditare canoros.

HOR. lib. ii. v. 76.

Go now, and meditate thy tuneful lays. 

ELPHINSTON.

It may not be unfit for him who makes a new
entrance into the lettered world, so far to suspect
his own powers, as to believe that he possibly
may deserve neglect; that nature may not have
qualified him much to enlarge or embellish

knowledge, nor sent him forth entitled by
indisputable superiority to regulate the conduct of
the rest of mankind; that, though the world must
be granted to be yet in ignorance, he is not
destined to dispel the cloud, nor to shine out as
one of the luminaries of life. For this suspicion,
every catalogue of a library will furnish sufficient
reason; as he will find it crowded with names of
men, who, though now forgotten, were once no
less enterprising or confident than himself,
equally pleased with their own productions,
equally caressed by their patrons, and flattered
by their friends.

But though it should happen that an author is
capable of excelling, yet his merit may pass
without notice, huddled in the variety of things,
and thrown into the general miscellany of life. He
that endeavours after fame by writing, solicits the
regard of a multitude fluctuating in pleasures, or
immersed in business, without time for
intellectual amusements; he appeals to judges
prepossessed by passions, or corrupted by
prejudices, which preclude their approbation of
any new performance. Some are too indolent to
read any thing, till its reputation is established;
others too envious to promote that fame which

gives them pain by its increase. What is new is
opposed, because most are unwilling to be
taught; and what is known is rejected, because it
is not sufficiently considered that men more
frequently require to be reminded than informed.
The learned are afraid to declare their opinion
early, lest they should put their reputation in
hazard; the ignorant always imagine themselves
giving some proof of delicacy, when they refuse
to be pleased: and he that finds his way to
reputation through all these obstructions, must
acknowledge that he is indebted to other causes
besides his industry, his learning, or his wit.
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There is no kind of idleness, by which we are so
easily seduced, as that which dignifies itself by
the appearance of business; and, by making the
loiterer imagine that he has something to do
which must not be neglected, keeps him in
perpetual agitation, and hurries him rapidly from
place to place.

He that sits still, or reposes himself upon a couch,
no more deceives himself than he deceives
others; he knows that he is doing nothing, and
has no other solace of his insignificance than the
resolution, which the lazy hourly make, of
changing his mode of life.

To do nothing every man is ashamed; and to do
much almost every man is unwilling or afraid.
Innumerable expedients have, therefore, been
invented to produce motion without labour, and
employment without solicitude. The greater part
of those, whom the kindness of fortune has left to
their own direction, and whom want does not
keep chained to the counter or the plough, play
throughout life with the shadows of business, and
know not at last what they have been doing.

These imitators of action are of all denominations.
Some are seen at every auction without intention
to purchase; others appear punctually at the
Exchange, though they are known there only by
their faces: some are always making parties to
visit collections for which they have no taste; and
some neglect every pleasure and every duty to
hear questions, in which they have no interest,
debated in parliament.

These men never appear more ridiculous than in
the distress which they imagine themselves to
feel from some accidental interruption of those
empty pursuits. A tiger newly imprisoned is
indeed more formidable, but not more angry,
than Jack Tulip, withheld from a florist's feast, or
Tom Distich, hindered from seeing the first
representation of a play.

As political affairs are the highest and most
extensive of temporal concerns, the mimick of a
politician is more busy and important than any
other trifler. Monsieur le Noir, a man who, without
property or importance in any corner of the earth,
has, in the present confusion of the world,
declared himself a steady adherent to the French,
is made miserable by a wind that keeps back the
packet-boat, and still more miserable by every

account of a Malouin privateer caught in his
cruise; he knows well that nothing can be done or
said by him which can produce any effect but that
of laughter, that he can neither hasten nor retard
good or evil, that his joys and sorrows have
scarcely any partakers; yet such is his zeal, and
such his curiosity, that he would run barefooted
to Gravesend, for the sake of knowing first that
the English had lost a tender, and would ride out
to meet every mail from the continent, if he might
be permitted to open it.

Learning is generally confessed to be desirable,
and there are some who fancy themselves always
busy in acquiring it. Of these ambulatory
students, one of the most busy is my friend Tom
Restless.

Tom has long had a mind to be a man of 
knowledge, but he does not care to spend much 
time among authors; for he is of opinion that few 
books deserve the labour of perusal, that they 
give the mind an unfashionable cast, and destroy 
that freedom of thought, and easiness of 
manners, indispensably requisite to acceptance in 
the world. Tom has, therefore, found another way 
to wisdom. When he rises he goes into a 
coffee-house, where he creeps so near to men

whom he takes to be reasoners, as to hear their
discourse, and endeavours to remember
something which, when it has been strained
through Tom's head, is so near to nothing, that
what it once was cannot be discovered. This he
carries round from friend to friend through a circle
of visits, till, hearing what each says upon the
question, he becomes able at dinner to say a little
himself; and, as every great genius relaxes
himself among his inferiors, meets with some who
wonder how so young a man can talk so wisely.

At night he has a new feast prepared for his
intellects; he always runs to a disputing society,
or a speaking club, where he half hears what, if
he had heard the whole, be would but half
understand; goes home pleased with the
consciousness of a day well spent, lies down full
of ideas, and rises in the morning empty as
before.
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Dulcique animos novitate tenebo.

OVID. Met. iv. 284.

And with sweet novelty your soul detain.

It is often charged upon writers, that with all their
pretensions to genius and discoveries, they do
little more than copy one another; and that
compositions obtruded upon the world with the
pomp of novelty, contain only tedious repetitions
of common sentiments, or at best exhibit a
transposition of known images, and give a new
appearance to truth only by some slight difference
of dress and decoration.

The allegation of resemblance between authors is
indisputably true; but the charge of plagiarism,
which is raised upon it, is not to be allowed with
equal readiness. A coincidence of sentiment may
easily happen without any communication, since
there are many occasions in which all reasonable
men will nearly think alike. Writers of all ages
have had the same sentiments, because they
have in all ages had the same objects of
speculation; the interests and passions, the
virtues and vices of mankind, have been

diversified in different times, only by unessential
and casual varieties: and we must, therefore,
expect in the works of all those who attempt to
describe them, such a likeness as we find in the
pictures of the same person drawn in different
periods of his life.

It is necessary, therefore, that before an author
be charged with plagiarism, one of the most
reproachful, though, perhaps, not the most
atrocious of literary crimes, the subject on which
he treats should be carefully considered. We do
not wonder, that historians, relating the same
facts, agree in their narration; or that authors,
delivering the elements of science, advance the
same theorems, and lay down the same
definitions: yet it is not wholly without use to
mankind, that books are multiplied, and that
different authors lay out their labours on the
same subject; for there will always be some
reason why one should on particular occasions, or
to particular persons, be preferable to another;
some will be clear where others are obscure,
some will please by their style and others by their
method, some by their embellishments and others
by their simplicity, some by closeness and others
by diffusion.

The same indulgence is to be shown to the writers
of morality: right and wrong are immutable; and
those, therefore, who teach us to distinguish
them, if they all teach us right, must agree with
one another. The relations of social life, and the
duties resulting from them, must be the same at
all times and in all nations: some petty
differences may be, indeed, produced, by forms
of government or arbitrary customs; but the
general doctrine can receive no alteration.

Yet it is not to be desired, that morality should be
considered as interdicted to all future writers:
men will always be tempted to deviate from their
duty, and will, therefore, always want a monitor
to recall them; and a new book often seizes the
attention of the publick, without any other claim
than that it is new. There is likewise in
composition, as in other things, a perpetual
vicissitude of fashion; and truth is recommended
at one time to regard, by appearances which at
another would expose it to neglect; the author,
therefore, who has judgment to discern the taste
of his contemporaries, and skill to gratify it, will
have always an opportunity to deserve well of
mankind, by conveying instruction to them in a
grateful vehicle.

There are likewise many modes of composition,
by which a moralist may deserve the name of an
original writer: he may familiarize his system by
dialogues after the manner of the ancients, or
subtilize it into a series of syllogistick arguments:
he may enforce his doctrine by seriousness and
solemnity, or enliven it by sprightliness and
gaiety: he may deliver his sentiments in naked
precepts, or illustrate them by historical
examples: he may detain the studious by the
artful concatenation of a continued discourse, or
relieve the busy by short strictures, and
unconnected essays.

To excel in any of these forms of writing will
require a particular cultivation of the genius:
whoever can attain to excellence, will be certain
to engage a set of readers, whom no other
method would have equally allured; and he that
communicates truth with success, must be
numbered among the first benefactors to
mankind.

The same observation may be extended likewise
to the passions: their influence is uniform, and
their effects nearly the same in every human
breast: a man loves and hates, desires and
avoids, exactly like his neighbour; resentment

and ambition, avarice and indolence, discover
themselves by the same symptoms in minds
distant a thousand years from one another.

Nothing, therefore, can be more unjust, than to
charge an author with plagiarism, merely because
he assigns to every cause its natural effect; and
makes his personages act, as others in like
circumstances have always done. There are
conceptions in which all men will agree, though
each derives them from his own observation:
whoever has been in love, will represent a lover
impatient of every idea that interrupts his
meditations on his mistress, retiring to shades
and solitude, that he may muse without
disturbance on his approaching happiness, or
associating himself with some friend that flatters
his passion, and talking away the hours of
absence upon his darling subject. Whoever has
been so unhappy as to have felt the miseries of
long-continued hatred, will, without any
assistance from ancient volumes, be able to relate
how the passions are kept in perpetual agitation,
by the recollection of injury and meditations of
revenge; how the blood boils at the name of the
enemy, and life is worn away in contrivances of
mischief.Every other passion is alike simple and limited, if
it be considered only with regard to the breast
which it inhabits; the anatomy of the mind, as
that of the body, must perpetually exhibit the
same appearances; and though by the continued
industry of successive inquirers, new movements
will be from time to time discovered, they can
affect only the minuter parts, and are commonly
of more curiosity than importance.

It will now be natural to inquire, by what arts are
the writers of the present and future ages to
attract the notice; and favour of mankind. They
are to observe the alterations which time is
always making in the modes of life, that they may
gratify every generation with a picture of
themselves. Thus love is uniform, but courtship is
perpetually varying: the different arts of
gallantry, which beauty has inspired, would of
themselves be sufficient to fill a volume;
sometimes balls and serenades, sometimes
tournaments and adventures, have been
employed to melt the hearts of ladies, who in
another century have been sensible of scarce any
other merit than that of riches, and listened only
to jointures and pin-money. Thus the ambitious
man has at all times been eager of wealth and

power; but these hopes have been gratified in
some countries by supplicating the people, and in
others by flattering the prince: honour in some
states has been only the reward of military
achievements, in others it has been gained by
noisy turbulence and popular clamour. Avarice
has worn a different form, as she actuated the
usurer of Rome, and the stock-jobber of England;
and idleness itself, how little soever inclined to
the trouble of invention, has been forced from
time to time to change its amusements, and
contrive different methods of wearing out the day.

Here then is the fund, from which those who
study mankind may fill their compositions with an
inexhaustible variety of images and allusions: and
he must be confessed to look with little attention
upon scenes thus perpetually changing, who
cannot catch some of the figures before they are
made vulgar by reiterated descriptions.

It has been discovered by Sir Isaac Newton, that
the distinct and primogenial colours are only
seven; but every eye can witness, that from
various mixtures, in various proportions, infinite
diversifications of tints may be produced. In like
manner, the passions of the mind, which put the
world in motion, and produce all the bustle and

eagerness of the busy crowds that swarm upon
the earth; the passions, from whence arise all the
pleasures and pains that we see and hear of, if we
analyze the mind of man, are very few; but those
few agitated and combined, as external causes
shall happen to operate, and modified by
prevailing opinions and accidental caprices, make
such frequent alterations on the surface of life,
that the show, while we are busied in delineating
it, vanishes from the view, and a new set of
objects succeed, doomed to the same shortness
of duration with the former: thus curiosity may
always find employment, and the busy part of
mankind will furnish the contemplative with the
materials of speculation to the end of time.

The complaint, therefore, that all topicks are
preoccupied, is nothing more than the murmur of
ignorance or idleness, by which some discourage
others, and some themselves; the mutability of
mankind will always furnish writers with new
images, and the luxuriance of fancy may always
embellish them with new decorations.
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Stare loco nescit, pereunt vistigia mille

Ante fugam, absentemque ferit gravis ungula
campum. 

STATIUS.

Th' impatient courser pants in every vein,

And pawing seems to beat the distant plain;

Hills, vales, and floods appear already crost,

And ere he starts, a thousand steps are lost. 

POPE.

THAT the mind of man is never satisfied with the
objects immediately before it, but is always
breaking away from the present moment, and
losing itself in schemes of future felicity; and that
we forget the proper use of the time, now in our
power, to provide for the enjoyment of that
which, perhaps, may never be granted us, has
been frequently remarked; and as this practice is
a commodious subject of raillery to the gay, and
of declamation to the serious, it has been
ridiculed with all the pleasantry of wit, and
exaggerated with all the amplifications of
rhetorick. Every instance, by which its absurdity

might appear most flagrant, has been studiously
collected; it has been marked with every epithet
of contempt, and all the tropes and figures have
been called forth against it.

Censure is willingly indulged, because it always
implies some superiority: men please themselves
with imagining that they have made a deeper
search, or wider survey, than others, and
detected faults and follies, which escape vulgar
observation. And the pleasure of wantoning in
common topicks is so tempting to a writer, that
he cannot easily resign it; a train of sentiments
generally received enables him to shine without
labour, and to conquer without a contest. It is so
easy to laugh at the folly of him who lives only in
idea, refuses immediate ease for distant
pleasures, and, instead of enjoying the blessings
of life, lets life glide away in preparations to enjoy
them; it affords such opportunities of triumphant
exultation, to exemplify the uncertainty of the
human state, to rouse mortals from their dream,
and inform them of the silent celerity of time, that
we may believe authors willing rather to transmit
than examine so advantageous a principle, and
more inclined to pursue a track so smooth and so
flowery, than attentively to consider whether it

leads to truth.

This quality of looking forward into futurity seems
the unavoidable condition of a being, whose
motions are gradual, and whose life is
progressive: as his powers are limited, he must
use means for the attainment of his ends, and
intend first what he performs last; as by continual
advances from his first stage of existence, he is
perpetually varying the horizon of his prospects,
he must always discover new motives of action,
new excitements of fear, and allurements of
desire.

The end therefore which at present calls forth our
efforts, will be found, when it is once gained, to
be only one of the means to some remoter end.
The natural flights of the human mind are not
from pleasure to pleasure, but from hope to hope.

He that directs his steps to a certain point, must
frequently turn his eyes to that place which he
strives to reach; he that undergoes the fatigue of
labour, must solace his weariness with the
contemplation of its reward. In agriculture, one of
the most simple and necessary employments, no
man turns up the ground but because he thinks of
the harvest, that harvest which blights may
intercept, which inundations may sweep away, or

which death or calamity may hinder him from
reaping.

Yet, as few maxims are widely received or long
retained but for some conformity with truth and
nature, it must be confessed, that this caution
against keeping our view too intent upon remote
advantages is not without its propriety or
usefulness, though it may have been recited with
too much levity, or enforced with too little
distinction; for, not to speak of that vehemence of
desire which presses through right and wrong to
its gratification, or that anxious inquietude which
is justly chargeable with distrust of heaven,
subjects too solemnly for my present purpose; it
frequently happens that, by indulging early the
raptures of success, we forget the measures
necessary to secure it, and suffer the imagination
to riot in the fruition of some possible good, till
the time of obtaining it has slipped away.

There would, however, be few enterprises of
great labour or hazard undertaken, if we had not
the power of magnifying the advantages which we
persuade ourselves to expect from them. When
the knight of La Mancha gravely recounts to his
companion the adventures by which he is to
signalize himself in such a manner that he shall

be summoned to the support of empires, solicited
to accept the heiress of the crown which he has
preserved, have honours and riches to scatter
about him, and an island to bestow on his worthy
squire, very few readers, amidst their mirth or
pity, can deny that they have admitted visions of
the same kind; though they have not, perhaps,
expected events equally strange, or by means
equally inadequate. When we pity him, we reflect
on our own disappointments; and when we laugh,
our hearts inform us that he is not more
ridiculous than ourselves, except that he tells
what we have only thought.

The understanding of a man naturally sanguine,
may, indeed, be easily vitiated by luxurious
indulgence of hope, however necessary to the
production of every thing great or excellent, as
some plants are destroyed by too open exposure
to that sun which gives life and beauty to the
vegetable world.

Perhaps no class of the human species requires
more to be cautioned against this anticipation of
happiness, than those that aspire to the name of
authors. A man of lively fancy no sooner finds a
hint moving in his mind, than he makes
momentaneous excursions to the press, and to

the world, and, with a little encouragement from
flattery, pushes forward into future ages, and
prognosticates the honours to be paid him, when
envy is extinct, and faction forgotten, and those,
whom partiality now suffers to obscure him, shall
have given way to the triflers of as short duration
as themselves.

Those who have proceeded so far as to appeal to
the tribunal of succeeding times, are not likely to
be cured of their infatuation; but all endeavours
ought to be used for the prevention of a disease,
for which, when it has attained its height, perhaps
no remedy will be found in the gardens of
philosophy, however she may boast her physick
of the mind, her catharticks of vice, or lenitives of
passion.

I shall, therefore, while I am yet but lightly
touched with the symptoms of the writer's
malady, endeavour to fortify myself against the
infection, not without some weak hope, that my
preservatives may extend their virtues to others,
whose employment exposes them to the same
danger:

Laudis amore tumes? Sunt certa piacula, qu te

Ter pure lecto poterunt recraere libello. 

HOR. EP. i. V. 36.

Is fame your passion? Wisdom's powerful charm,

If thrice read over, shall its force disarm. 

FRANCIS.

It is the sage advice of Epictetus, that a man
should accustom himself often to think of what is
most shocking and terrible, that by such
reflections he may be preserved from too ardent
wishes for seeming good, and from too much
dejection in real evil.

There is nothing more dreadful to an author than
neglect, compared with which reproach, hatred,
and opposition, are names of happiness; yet this
worst, this meanest fate, every one who dares to
write has reason to fear.

I nunc, et versus tecum meditare canoros.

HOR. lib. ii. v. 76.

Go now, and meditate thy tuneful lays. 

ELPHINSTON.

It may not be unfit for him who makes a new
entrance into the lettered world, so far to suspect
his own powers, as to believe that he possibly
may deserve neglect; that nature may not have
qualified him much to enlarge or embellish

knowledge, nor sent him forth entitled by
indisputable superiority to regulate the conduct of
the rest of mankind; that, though the world must
be granted to be yet in ignorance, he is not
destined to dispel the cloud, nor to shine out as
one of the luminaries of life. For this suspicion,
every catalogue of a library will furnish sufficient
reason; as he will find it crowded with names of
men, who, though now forgotten, were once no
less enterprising or confident than himself,
equally pleased with their own productions,
equally caressed by their patrons, and flattered
by their friends.

But though it should happen that an author is
capable of excelling, yet his merit may pass
without notice, huddled in the variety of things,
and thrown into the general miscellany of life. He
that endeavours after fame by writing, solicits the
regard of a multitude fluctuating in pleasures, or
immersed in business, without time for
intellectual amusements; he appeals to judges
prepossessed by passions, or corrupted by
prejudices, which preclude their approbation of
any new performance. Some are too indolent to
read any thing, till its reputation is established;
others too envious to promote that fame which gives them pain by its increase. What is new is
opposed, because most are unwilling to be
taught; and what is known is rejected, because it
is not sufficiently considered that men more
frequently require to be reminded than informed.
The learned are afraid to declare their opinion
early, lest they should put their reputation in
hazard; the ignorant always imagine themselves
giving some proof of delicacy, when they refuse
to be pleased: and he that finds his way to
reputation through all these obstructions, must
acknowledge that he is indebted to other causes
besides his industry, his learning, or his wit.
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There is no kind of idleness, by which we are so
easily seduced, as that which dignifies itself by
the appearance of business; and, by making the
loiterer imagine that he has something to do
which must not be neglected, keeps him in
perpetual agitation, and hurries him rapidly from
place to place.

He that sits still, or reposes himself upon a couch,
no more deceives himself than he deceives
others; he knows that he is doing nothing, and
has no other solace of his insignificance than the
resolution, which the lazy hourly make, of
changing his mode of life.

To do nothing every man is ashamed; and to do
much almost every man is unwilling or afraid.
Innumerable expedients have, therefore, been
invented to produce motion without labour, and
employment without solicitude. The greater part
of those, whom the kindness of fortune has left to
their own direction, and whom want does not
keep chained to the counter or the plough, play
throughout life with the shadows of business, and
know not at last what they have been doing.

These imitators of action are of all denominations.
Some are seen at every auction without intention
to purchase; others appear punctually at the
Exchange, though they are known there only by
their faces: some are always making parties to
visit collections for which they have no taste; and
some neglect every pleasure and every duty to
hear questions, in which they have no interest,
debated in parliament.

These men never appear more ridiculous than in
the distress which they imagine themselves to
feel from some accidental interruption of those
empty pursuits. A tiger newly imprisoned is
indeed more formidable, but not more angry,
than Jack Tulip, withheld from a florist's feast, or
Tom Distich, hindered from seeing the first
representation of a play.

As political affairs are the highest and most
extensive of temporal concerns, the mimick of a
politician is more busy and important than any
other trifler. Monsieur le Noir, a man who, without
property or importance in any corner of the earth,
has, in the present confusion of the world,
declared himself a steady adherent to the French,
is made miserable by a wind that keeps back the
packet-boat, and still more miserable by every

account of a Malouin privateer caught in his
cruise; he knows well that nothing can be done or
said by him which can produce any effect but that
of laughter, that he can neither hasten nor retard
good or evil, that his joys and sorrows have
scarcely any partakers; yet such is his zeal, and
such his curiosity, that he would run barefooted
to Gravesend, for the sake of knowing first that
the English had lost a tender, and would ride out
to meet every mail from the continent, if he might
be permitted to open it.

Learning is generally confessed to be desirable,
and there are some who fancy themselves always
busy in acquiring it. Of these ambulatory
students, one of the most busy is my friend Tom
Restless.

Tom has long had a mind to be a man of 
knowledge, but he does not care to spend much 
time among authors; for he is of opinion that few 
books deserve the labour of perusal, that they 
give the mind an unfashionable cast, and destroy 
that freedom of thought, and easiness of 
manners, indispensably requisite to acceptance in 
the world. Tom has, therefore, found another way 
to wisdom. When he rises he goes into a 
coffee-house, where he creeps so near to men

whom he takes to be reasoners, as to hear their
discourse, and endeavours to remember
something which, when it has been strained
through Tom's head, is so near to nothing, that
what it once was cannot be discovered. This he
carries round from friend to friend through a circle
of visits, till, hearing what each says upon the
question, he becomes able at dinner to say a little
himself; and, as every great genius relaxes
himself among his inferiors, meets with some who
wonder how so young a man can talk so wisely.

At night he has a new feast prepared for his
intellects; he always runs to a disputing society,
or a speaking club, where he half hears what, if
he had heard the whole, be would but half
understand; goes home pleased with the
consciousness of a day well spent, lies down full
of ideas, and rises in the morning empty as
before.
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Dulcique animos novitate tenebo.

OVID. Met. iv. 284.

And with sweet novelty your soul detain.

It is often charged upon writers, that with all their
pretensions to genius and discoveries, they do
little more than copy one another; and that
compositions obtruded upon the world with the
pomp of novelty, contain only tedious repetitions
of common sentiments, or at best exhibit a
transposition of known images, and give a new
appearance to truth only by some slight difference
of dress and decoration.

The allegation of resemblance between authors is
indisputably true; but the charge of plagiarism,
which is raised upon it, is not to be allowed with
equal readiness. A coincidence of sentiment may
easily happen without any communication, since
there are many occasions in which all reasonable
men will nearly think alike. Writers of all ages
have had the same sentiments, because they
have in all ages had the same objects of
speculation; the interests and passions, the
virtues and vices of mankind, have been

diversified in different times, only by unessential
and casual varieties: and we must, therefore,
expect in the works of all those who attempt to
describe them, such a likeness as we find in the
pictures of the same person drawn in different
periods of his life.

It is necessary, therefore, that before an author
be charged with plagiarism, one of the most
reproachful, though, perhaps, not the most
atrocious of literary crimes, the subject on which
he treats should be carefully considered. We do
not wonder, that historians, relating the same
facts, agree in their narration; or that authors,
delivering the elements of science, advance the
same theorems, and lay down the same
definitions: yet it is not wholly without use to
mankind, that books are multiplied, and that
different authors lay out their labours on the
same subject; for there will always be some
reason why one should on particular occasions, or
to particular persons, be preferable to another;
some will be clear where others are obscure,
some will please by their style and others by their
method, some by their embellishments and others
by their simplicity, some by closeness and others
by diffusion.

The same indulgence is to be shown to the writers
of morality: right and wrong are immutable; and
those, therefore, who teach us to distinguish
them, if they all teach us right, must agree with
one another. The relations of social life, and the
duties resulting from them, must be the same at
all times and in all nations: some petty
differences may be, indeed, produced, by forms
of government or arbitrary customs; but the
general doctrine can receive no alteration.

Yet it is not to be desired, that morality should be
considered as interdicted to all future writers:
men will always be tempted to deviate from their
duty, and will, therefore, always want a monitor
to recall them; and a new book often seizes the
attention of the publick, without any other claim
than that it is new. There is likewise in
composition, as in other things, a perpetual
vicissitude of fashion; and truth is recommended
at one time to regard, by appearances which at
another would expose it to neglect; the author,
therefore, who has judgment to discern the taste
of his contemporaries, and skill to gratify it, will
have always an opportunity to deserve well of
mankind, by conveying instruction to them in a
grateful vehicle.There are likewise many modes of composition,
by which a moralist may deserve the name of an
original writer: he may familiarize his system by
dialogues after the manner of the ancients, or
subtilize it into a series of syllogistick arguments:
he may enforce his doctrine by seriousness and
solemnity, or enliven it by sprightliness and
gaiety: he may deliver his sentiments in naked
precepts, or illustrate them by historical
examples: he may detain the studious by the
artful concatenation of a continued discourse, or
relieve the busy by short strictures, and
unconnected essays.

To excel in any of these forms of writing will
require a particular cultivation of the genius:
whoever can attain to excellence, will be certain
to engage a set of readers, whom no other
method would have equally allured; and he that
communicates truth with success, must be
numbered among the first benefactors to
mankind.

The same observation may be extended likewise
to the passions: their influence is uniform, and
their effects nearly the same in every human
breast: a man loves and hates, desires and
avoids, exactly like his neighbour; resentment

and ambition, avarice and indolence, discover
themselves by the same symptoms in minds
distant a thousand years from one another.

Nothing, therefore, can be more unjust, than to
charge an author with plagiarism, merely because
he assigns to every cause its natural effect; and
makes his personages act, as others in like
circumstances have always done. There are
conceptions in which all men will agree, though
each derives them from his own observation:
whoever has been in love, will represent a lover
impatient of every idea that interrupts his
meditations on his mistress, retiring to shades
and solitude, that he may muse without
disturbance on his approaching happiness, or
associating himself with some friend that flatters
his passion, and talking away the hours of
absence upon his darling subject. Whoever has
been so unhappy as to have felt the miseries of
long-continued hatred, will, without any
assistance from ancient volumes, be able to relate
how the passions are kept in perpetual agitation,
by the recollection of injury and meditations of
revenge; how the blood boils at the name of the
enemy, and life is worn away in contrivances of
mischief.

Every other passion is alike simple and limited, if
it be considered only with regard to the breast
which it inhabits; the anatomy of the mind, as
that of the body, must perpetually exhibit the
same appearances; and though by the continued
industry of successive inquirers, new movements
will be from time to time discovered, they can
affect only the minuter parts, and are commonly
of more curiosity than importance.

It will now be natural to inquire, by what arts are
the writers of the present and future ages to
attract the notice; and favour of mankind. They
are to observe the alterations which time is
always making in the modes of life, that they may
gratify every generation with a picture of
themselves. Thus love is uniform, but courtship is
perpetually varying: the different arts of
gallantry, which beauty has inspired, would of
themselves be sufficient to fill a volume;
sometimes balls and serenades, sometimes
tournaments and adventures, have been
employed to melt the hearts of ladies, who in
another century have been sensible of scarce any
other merit than that of riches, and listened only
to jointures and pin-money. Thus the ambitious
man has at all times been eager of wealth and

power; but these hopes have been gratified in
some countries by supplicating the people, and in
others by flattering the prince: honour in some
states has been only the reward of military
achievements, in others it has been gained by
noisy turbulence and popular clamour. Avarice
has worn a different form, as she actuated the
usurer of Rome, and the stock-jobber of England;
and idleness itself, how little soever inclined to
the trouble of invention, has been forced from
time to time to change its amusements, and
contrive different methods of wearing out the day.

Here then is the fund, from which those who
study mankind may fill their compositions with an
inexhaustible variety of images and allusions: and
he must be confessed to look with little attention
upon scenes thus perpetually changing, who
cannot catch some of the figures before they are
made vulgar by reiterated descriptions.

It has been discovered by Sir Isaac Newton, that
the distinct and primogenial colours are only
seven; but every eye can witness, that from
various mixtures, in various proportions, infinite
diversifications of tints may be produced. In like
manner, the passions of the mind, which put the
world in motion, and produce all the bustle and

eagerness of the busy crowds that swarm upon
the earth; the passions, from whence arise all the
pleasures and pains that we see and hear of, if we
analyze the mind of man, are very few; but those
few agitated and combined, as external causes
shall happen to operate, and modified by
prevailing opinions and accidental caprices, make
such frequent alterations on the surface of life,
that the show, while we are busied in delineating
it, vanishes from the view, and a new set of
objects succeed, doomed to the same shortness
of duration with the former: thus curiosity may
always find employment, and the busy part of
mankind will furnish the contemplative with the
materials of speculation to the end of time.

The complaint, therefore, that all topicks are
preoccupied, is nothing more than the murmur of
ignorance or idleness, by which some discourage
others, and some themselves; the mutability of
mankind will always furnish writers with new
images, and the luxuriance of fancy may always
embellish them with new decorations.
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Stare loco nescit, pereunt vistigia mille

Ante fugam, absentemque ferit gravis ungula
campum. 

STATIUS.

Th' impatient courser pants in every vein,

And pawing seems to beat the distant plain;

Hills, vales, and floods appear already crost,

And ere he starts, a thousand steps are lost. 

POPE.

THAT the mind of man is never satisfied with the
objects immediately before it, but is always
breaking away from the present moment, and
losing itself in schemes of future felicity; and that
we forget the proper use of the time, now in our
power, to provide for the enjoyment of that
which, perhaps, may never be granted us, has
been frequently remarked; and as this practice is
a commodious subject of raillery to the gay, and
of declamation to the serious, it has been
ridiculed with all the pleasantry of wit, and
exaggerated with all the amplifications of
rhetorick. Every instance, by which its absurdity

might appear most flagrant, has been studiously
collected; it has been marked with every epithet
of contempt, and all the tropes and figures have
been called forth against it.

Censure is willingly indulged, because it always
implies some superiority: men please themselves
with imagining that they have made a deeper
search, or wider survey, than others, and
detected faults and follies, which escape vulgar
observation. And the pleasure of wantoning in
common topicks is so tempting to a writer, that
he cannot easily resign it; a train of sentiments
generally received enables him to shine without
labour, and to conquer without a contest. It is so
easy to laugh at the folly of him who lives only in
idea, refuses immediate ease for distant
pleasures, and, instead of enjoying the blessings
of life, lets life glide away in preparations to enjoy
them; it affords such opportunities of triumphant
exultation, to exemplify the uncertainty of the
human state, to rouse mortals from their dream,
and inform them of the silent celerity of time, that
we may believe authors willing rather to transmit
than examine so advantageous a principle, and
more inclined to pursue a track so smooth and so
flowery, than attentively to consider whether it

leads to truth.

This quality of looking forward into futurity seems
the unavoidable condition of a being, whose
motions are gradual, and whose life is
progressive: as his powers are limited, he must
use means for the attainment of his ends, and
intend first what he performs last; as by continual
advances from his first stage of existence, he is
perpetually varying the horizon of his prospects,
he must always discover new motives of action,
new excitements of fear, and allurements of
desire.

The end therefore which at present calls forth our
efforts, will be found, when it is once gained, to
be only one of the means to some remoter end.
The natural flights of the human mind are not
from pleasure to pleasure, but from hope to hope.

He that directs his steps to a certain point, must
frequently turn his eyes to that place which he
strives to reach; he that undergoes the fatigue of
labour, must solace his weariness with the
contemplation of its reward. In agriculture, one of
the most simple and necessary employments, no
man turns up the ground but because he thinks of
the harvest, that harvest which blights may
intercept, which inundations may sweep away, or

which death or calamity may hinder him from
reaping.

Yet, as few maxims are widely received or long
retained but for some conformity with truth and
nature, it must be confessed, that this caution
against keeping our view too intent upon remote
advantages is not without its propriety or
usefulness, though it may have been recited with
too much levity, or enforced with too little
distinction; for, not to speak of that vehemence of
desire which presses through right and wrong to
its gratification, or that anxious inquietude which
is justly chargeable with distrust of heaven,
subjects too solemnly for my present purpose; it
frequently happens that, by indulging early the
raptures of success, we forget the measures
necessary to secure it, and suffer the imagination
to riot in the fruition of some possible good, till
the time of obtaining it has slipped away.

There would, however, be few enterprises of
great labour or hazard undertaken, if we had not
the power of magnifying the advantages which we
persuade ourselves to expect from them. When
the knight of La Mancha gravely recounts to his
companion the adventures by which he is to
signalize himself in such a manner that he shall

be summoned to the support of empires, solicited
to accept the heiress of the crown which he has
preserved, have honours and riches to scatter
about him, and an island to bestow on his worthy
squire, very few readers, amidst their mirth or
pity, can deny that they have admitted visions of
the same kind; though they have not, perhaps,
expected events equally strange, or by means
equally inadequate. When we pity him, we reflect
on our own disappointments; and when we laugh,
our hearts inform us that he is not more
ridiculous than ourselves, except that he tells
what we have only thought.

The understanding of a man naturally sanguine,
may, indeed, be easily vitiated by luxurious
indulgence of hope, however necessary to the
production of every thing great or excellent, as
some plants are destroyed by too open exposure
to that sun which gives life and beauty to the
vegetable world.

Perhaps no class of the human species requires
more to be cautioned against this anticipation of
happiness, than those that aspire to the name of
authors. A man of lively fancy no sooner finds a
hint moving in his mind, than he makes
momentaneous excursions to the press, and to

the world, and, with a little encouragement from
flattery, pushes forward into future ages, and
prognosticates the honours to be paid him, when
envy is extinct, and faction forgotten, and those,
whom partiality now suffers to obscure him, shall
have given way to the triflers of as short duration
as themselves.

Those who have proceeded so far as to appeal to
the tribunal of succeeding times, are not likely to
be cured of their infatuation; but all endeavours
ought to be used for the prevention of a disease,
for which, when it has attained its height, perhaps
no remedy will be found in the gardens of
philosophy, however she may boast her physick
of the mind, her catharticks of vice, or lenitives of
passion.

I shall, therefore, while I am yet but lightly
touched with the symptoms of the writer's
malady, endeavour to fortify myself against the
infection, not without some weak hope, that my
preservatives may extend their virtues to others,
whose employment exposes them to the same
danger:

Laudis amore tumes? Sunt certa piacula, qu te

Ter pure lecto poterunt recraere libello. 

HOR. EP. i. V. 36.

Is fame your passion? Wisdom's powerful charm,

If thrice read over, shall its force disarm. 

FRANCIS.

It is the sage advice of Epictetus, that a man
should accustom himself often to think of what is
most shocking and terrible, that by such
reflections he may be preserved from too ardent
wishes for seeming good, and from too much
dejection in real evil.

There is nothing more dreadful to an author than
neglect, compared with which reproach, hatred,
and opposition, are names of happiness; yet this
worst, this meanest fate, every one who dares to
write has reason to fear.

I nunc, et versus tecum meditare canoros.

HOR. lib. ii. v. 76.

Go now, and meditate thy tuneful lays. 

ELPHINSTON.

It may not be unfit for him who makes a new
entrance into the lettered world, so far to suspect
his own powers, as to believe that he possibly
may deserve neglect; that nature may not have
qualified him much to enlarge or embellish

knowledge, nor sent him forth entitled by
indisputable superiority to regulate the conduct of
the rest of mankind; that, though the world must
be granted to be yet in ignorance, he is not
destined to dispel the cloud, nor to shine out as
one of the luminaries of life. For this suspicion,
every catalogue of a library will furnish sufficient
reason; as he will find it crowded with names of
men, who, though now forgotten, were once no
less enterprising or confident than himself,
equally pleased with their own productions,
equally caressed by their patrons, and flattered
by their friends.

But though it should happen that an author is
capable of excelling, yet his merit may pass
without notice, huddled in the variety of things,
and thrown into the general miscellany of life. He
that endeavours after fame by writing, solicits the
regard of a multitude fluctuating in pleasures, or
immersed in business, without time for
intellectual amusements; he appeals to judges
prepossessed by passions, or corrupted by
prejudices, which preclude their approbation of
any new performance. Some are too indolent to
read any thing, till its reputation is established;
others too envious to promote that fame which

gives them pain by its increase. What is new is
opposed, because most are unwilling to be
taught; and what is known is rejected, because it
is not sufficiently considered that men more
frequently require to be reminded than informed.
The learned are afraid to declare their opinion
early, lest they should put their reputation in
hazard; the ignorant always imagine themselves
giving some proof of delicacy, when they refuse
to be pleased: and he that finds his way to
reputation through all these obstructions, must
acknowledge that he is indebted to other causes
besides his industry, his learning, or his wit.
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There is no kind of idleness, by which we are so
easily seduced, as that which dignifies itself by
the appearance of business; and, by making the
loiterer imagine that he has something to do
which must not be neglected, keeps him in
perpetual agitation, and hurries him rapidly from
place to place.

He that sits still, or reposes himself upon a couch,
no more deceives himself than he deceives
others; he knows that he is doing nothing, and
has no other solace of his insignificance than the
resolution, which the lazy hourly make, of
changing his mode of life.

To do nothing every man is ashamed; and to do
much almost every man is unwilling or afraid.
Innumerable expedients have, therefore, been
invented to produce motion without labour, and
employment without solicitude. The greater part
of those, whom the kindness of fortune has left to
their own direction, and whom want does not
keep chained to the counter or the plough, play
throughout life with the shadows of business, and
know not at last what they have been doing. These imitators of action are of all denominations.
Some are seen at every auction without intention
to purchase; others appear punctually at the
Exchange, though they are known there only by
their faces: some are always making parties to
visit collections for which they have no taste; and
some neglect every pleasure and every duty to
hear questions, in which they have no interest,
debated in parliament.

These men never appear more ridiculous than in
the distress which they imagine themselves to
feel from some accidental interruption of those
empty pursuits. A tiger newly imprisoned is
indeed more formidable, but not more angry,
than Jack Tulip, withheld from a florist's feast, or
Tom Distich, hindered from seeing the first
representation of a play.

As political affairs are the highest and most
extensive of temporal concerns, the mimick of a
politician is more busy and important than any
other trifler. Monsieur le Noir, a man who, without
property or importance in any corner of the earth,
has, in the present confusion of the world,
declared himself a steady adherent to the French,
is made miserable by a wind that keeps back the
packet-boat, and still more miserable by every

account of a Malouin privateer caught in his
cruise; he knows well that nothing can be done or
said by him which can produce any effect but that
of laughter, that he can neither hasten nor retard
good or evil, that his joys and sorrows have
scarcely any partakers; yet such is his zeal, and
such his curiosity, that he would run barefooted
to Gravesend, for the sake of knowing first that
the English had lost a tender, and would ride out
to meet every mail from the continent, if he might
be permitted to open it.

Learning is generally confessed to be desirable,
and there are some who fancy themselves always
busy in acquiring it. Of these ambulatory
students, one of the most busy is my friend Tom
Restless.

Tom has long had a mind to be a man of 
knowledge, but he does not care to spend much 
time among authors; for he is of opinion that few 
books deserve the labour of perusal, that they 
give the mind an unfashionable cast, and destroy 
that freedom of thought, and easiness of 
manners, indispensably requisite to acceptance in 
the world. Tom has, therefore, found another way 
to wisdom. When he rises he goes into a 
coffee-house, where he creeps so near to men

whom he takes to be reasoners, as to hear their
discourse, and endeavours to remember
something which, when it has been strained
through Tom's head, is so near to nothing, that
what it once was cannot be discovered. This he
carries round from friend to friend through a circle
of visits, till, hearing what each says upon the
question, he becomes able at dinner to say a little
himself; and, as every great genius relaxes
himself among his inferiors, meets with some who
wonder how so young a man can talk so wisely.

At night he has a new feast prepared for his
intellects; he always runs to a disputing society,
or a speaking club, where he half hears what, if
he had heard the whole, be would but half
understand; goes home pleased with the
consciousness of a day well spent, lies down full
of ideas, and rises in the morning empty as
before.
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Dulcique animos novitate tenebo.

OVID. Met. iv. 284.

And with sweet novelty your soul detain.

It is often charged upon writers, that with all their
pretensions to genius and discoveries, they do
little more than copy one another; and that
compositions obtruded upon the world with the
pomp of novelty, contain only tedious repetitions
of common sentiments, or at best exhibit a
transposition of known images, and give a new
appearance to truth only by some slight difference
of dress and decoration.

The allegation of resemblance between authors is
indisputably true; but the charge of plagiarism,
which is raised upon it, is not to be allowed with
equal readiness. A coincidence of sentiment may
easily happen without any communication, since
there are many occasions in which all reasonable
men will nearly think alike. Writers of all ages
have had the same sentiments, because they
have in all ages had the same objects of
speculation; the interests and passions, the
virtues and vices of mankind, have been

diversified in different times, only by unessential
and casual varieties: and we must, therefore,
expect in the works of all those who attempt to
describe them, such a likeness as we find in the
pictures of the same person drawn in different
periods of his life.

It is necessary, therefore, that before an author
be charged with plagiarism, one of the most
reproachful, though, perhaps, not the most
atrocious of literary crimes, the subject on which
he treats should be carefully considered. We do
not wonder, that historians, relating the same
facts, agree in their narration; or that authors,
delivering the elements of science, advance the
same theorems, and lay down the same
definitions: yet it is not wholly without use to
mankind, that books are multiplied, and that
different authors lay out their labours on the
same subject; for there will always be some
reason why one should on particular occasions, or
to particular persons, be preferable to another;
some will be clear where others are obscure,
some will please by their style and others by their
method, some by their embellishments and others
by their simplicity, some by closeness and others
by diffusion.

The same indulgence is to be shown to the writers
of morality: right and wrong are immutable; and
those, therefore, who teach us to distinguish
them, if they all teach us right, must agree with
one another. The relations of social life, and the
duties resulting from them, must be the same at
all times and in all nations: some petty
differences may be, indeed, produced, by forms
of government or arbitrary customs; but the
general doctrine can receive no alteration.

Yet it is not to be desired, that morality should be
considered as interdicted to all future writers:
men will always be tempted to deviate from their
duty, and will, therefore, always want a monitor
to recall them; and a new book often seizes the
attention of the publick, without any other claim
than that it is new. There is likewise in
composition, as in other things, a perpetual
vicissitude of fashion; and truth is recommended
at one time to regard, by appearances which at
another would expose it to neglect; the author,
therefore, who has judgment to discern the taste
of his contemporaries, and skill to gratify it, will
have always an opportunity to deserve well of
mankind, by conveying instruction to them in a
grateful vehicle.

There are likewise many modes of composition,
by which a moralist may deserve the name of an
original writer: he may familiarize his system by
dialogues after the manner of the ancients, or
subtilize it into a series of syllogistick arguments:
he may enforce his doctrine by seriousness and
solemnity, or enliven it by sprightliness and
gaiety: he may deliver his sentiments in naked
precepts, or illustrate them by historical
examples: he may detain the studious by the
artful concatenation of a continued discourse, or
relieve the busy by short strictures, and
unconnected essays.

To excel in any of these forms of writing will
require a particular cultivation of the genius:
whoever can attain to excellence, will be certain
to engage a set of readers, whom no other
method would have equally allured; and he that
communicates truth with success, must be
numbered among the first benefactors to
mankind.

The same observation may be extended likewise
to the passions: their influence is uniform, and
their effects nearly the same in every human
breast: a man loves and hates, desires and
avoids, exactly like his neighbour; resentment

and ambition, avarice and indolence, discover
themselves by the same symptoms in minds
distant a thousand years from one another.

Nothing, therefore, can be more unjust, than to
charge an author with plagiarism, merely because
he assigns to every cause its natural effect; and
makes his personages act, as others in like
circumstances have always done. There are
conceptions in which all men will agree, though
each derives them from his own observation:
whoever has been in love, will represent a lover
impatient of every idea that interrupts his
meditations on his mistress, retiring to shades
and solitude, that he may muse without
disturbance on his approaching happiness, or
associating himself with some friend that flatters
his passion, and talking away the hours of
absence upon his darling subject. Whoever has
been so unhappy as to have felt the miseries of
long-continued hatred, will, without any
assistance from ancient volumes, be able to relate
how the passions are kept in perpetual agitation,
by the recollection of injury and meditations of
revenge; how the blood boils at the name of the
enemy, and life is worn away in contrivances of
mischief.

Every other passion is alike simple and limited, if
it be considered only with regard to the breast
which it inhabits; the anatomy of the mind, as
that of the body, must perpetually exhibit the
same appearances; and though by the continued
industry of successive inquirers, new movements
will be from time to time discovered, they can
affect only the minuter parts, and are commonly
of more curiosity than importance.

It will now be natural to inquire, by what arts are
the writers of the present and future ages to
attract the notice; and favour of mankind. They
are to observe the alterations which time is
always making in the modes of life, that they may
gratify every generation with a picture of
themselves. Thus love is uniform, but courtship is
perpetually varying: the different arts of
gallantry, which beauty has inspired, would of
themselves be sufficient to fill a volume;
sometimes balls and serenades, sometimes
tournaments and adventures, have been
employed to melt the hearts of ladies, who in
another century have been sensible of scarce any
other merit than that of riches, and listened only
to jointures and pin-money. Thus the ambitious
man has at all times been eager of wealth and

power; but these hopes have been gratified in
some countries by supplicating the people, and in
others by flattering the prince: honour in some
states has been only the reward of military
achievements, in others it has been gained by
noisy turbulence and popular clamour. Avarice
has worn a different form, as she actuated the
usurer of Rome, and the stock-jobber of England;
and idleness itself, how little soever inclined to
the trouble of invention, has been forced from
time to time to change its amusements, and
contrive different methods of wearing out the day.

Here then is the fund, from which those who
study mankind may fill their compositions with an
inexhaustible variety of images and allusions: and
he must be confessed to look with little attention
upon scenes thus perpetually changing, who
cannot catch some of the figures before they are
made vulgar by reiterated descriptions.

It has been discovered by Sir Isaac Newton, that
the distinct and primogenial colours are only
seven; but every eye can witness, that from
various mixtures, in various proportions, infinite
diversifications of tints may be produced. In like
manner, the passions of the mind, which put the
world in motion, and produce all the bustle and

eagerness of the busy crowds that swarm upon
the earth; the passions, from whence arise all the
pleasures and pains that we see and hear of, if we
analyze the mind of man, are very few; but those
few agitated and combined, as external causes
shall happen to operate, and modified by
prevailing opinions and accidental caprices, make
such frequent alterations on the surface of life,
that the show, while we are busied in delineating
it, vanishes from the view, and a new set of
objects succeed, doomed to the same shortness
of duration with the former: thus curiosity may
always find employment, and the busy part of
mankind will furnish the contemplative with the
materials of speculation to the end of time.

The complaint, therefore, that all topicks are
preoccupied, is nothing more than the murmur of
ignorance or idleness, by which some discourage
others, and some themselves; the mutability of
mankind will always furnish writers with new
images, and the luxuriance of fancy may always
embellish them with new decorations.
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