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DIALOGUE XII.

told by fome fhades who are lately arrived here, that the ablefl
ftatefman of his time , a king , with whofe fame the world is
filled , has anfwered your book, and confuted all the principles
of it , with a noble fcorn and abhorrence . I am alfo aftured,
that in England there is a great and good king , whofe whole
life has been a continued oppoftion to your evil fyflem ; who has
hated all cruelty , all fraud , all falfenefs ; whofe word has been
facred, whofe honour inviolate ; who has made the laws of his
kingdom the rules of his government , and good faith and a re¬
gard for the liberty of mankind the principles of his conduct
with refpecl: to foreign powers ; who reigns more abfolutely
now in the hearts of his people, and does greater things by the
confidence they place in him , and by the efforts they make
from the generous zeal of affection, than any monarch ever
did , or ever will do, by all the arts of iniquity which you re¬
commended.
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DIALOGUE XIII.

Virgil .— Horace. — Mercury .— Scaliger the Elder ..

VIRGIL.

VI ^ ^ear ^ orace>your company is my greateft delight , even
in the Elyfian fields. No wonder it was fo when we

lived together in Rome . Never had man fo genteel , fo agree¬
able, fo eafy a wit , or a temper fo pliant to the inclinations of
others in the intercourfe of fociety . And then fuch integrity,
fuch fidelity , fuch generofity in your nature ! A foul fo free
from all envy , fo benevolent , fo fincere, fo placable in its anger,
fo warm and conftant in its affections ! You were as neceffary
to Maecenas, as he to Auguftus . Your converfation fweetened
to him all the cares of his miniftry : your gaiety cheared his
drooping fpirits ; and your counfels aflified him when he want¬
ed advice. For you were capable , my dear Horace , of coun*
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DIALOGUES OF THE DEAD.

feling ftatefmen . Your fagacity , your difcretion , your fecreiy,
your clear judgement in all affairs, recommended you to the
confidence , not of Maecenas alone , but of Auguftus himfelf;
which you nobly made ufe of to ferve your old friends of the
republican party , and to confirm both the minifter and the
prince in their love of mild and moderate meafures, yet with a
fevere reftraint of licentioufnefs , the mo ft dangerous enemy to
the whole commonwealth under any form of government.

HORACE.

To be fo praifed by Virgil , would have put me in Elyiium
while I was alive.— But I know your modefty will not fuffer
me, in return for thefe encomiums , to fpeak of your character.
Suppofing it as perfect as your poems, you would think , as you
did of them , that it wanted correction.

VIRGIL.

Don ' t talk of my modefty .- —How much greater was
your 's, when you difclaimed the name of a poet , you whofe
odes are fo noble , fo harmonious , fo fublime!

HORACE.

I felt myfelf too inferior to the dignity of that name.
VIRGIL.

I think you did like Auguftus , when he refufed to accept
the title of king , but kept all the power with which it was
ever attended . Even in your epiftles and fatires , where the
poet was concealed , as much as he could be, you may pro¬
perly be compared to a prince in difguife, or in his hours of
familiarity with his intimate friends : the pomp and majefty
were let drop, but the greatnefs remained.

HORACE.

Well :—I will not contradict you ; and (to fay the truth)
I mould do it with no very good grace , becaufe in fome of my
odes I have not fpoken fo modeftly of my own poetry , as in

my



DIALOGUE XIII.

my epiftles . But to make you know your pre-eminence over
me and all writers of Latin verfe, I will carry you to Quinti-
lian , the beft of all Roman critics , who will tell you in what
rank you ought to be placed.

VIRGIL.

I fear his judgement of me was biaffed by your commenda¬
tion .— But who . is this lhade that Mercury is conducting ? I
never faw one that ftalked with fo much pride , or had fuch
ridiculous arrogance expreffed in his looks!

HORACE.

They come towards us :— Hail , Mercury ! What is this ftran-
ger with you ?

MERCURY.

His name is Julius Csefar Scaliger, and he is by profeflion a
critic.

HORACE.

Julius Csefar Scaliger ! He was, I prefume , a di&ator in
criticifm.

MERCURY.

Yes, and he has exercifed his fovereign power over you.
HORACE.

I will not prefume to oppofe it . I had enough of following
Brutus at Philippi.

M E R C U RrW *̂ J<lJC* *§ m  "

Talk to him a little :—— He 'll amufe you . I brought him
to you on purpofe.

HORACE.

Virgil , do you accoft him :- 1 can ' t do it with proper
gravity : I {hall laugh in his face.

VIRGIL.

Sir, may I alk for what reafon you caft your eyes fo fuperci-
lioufly upon Horace and me ? I don 't remember that Auguftus
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DIALOGUES OF T HE DEAD.

ever looked down upon us with fuch an air of fuperiority , when
we were his fubje&s.

s c A L I G E R.

He was only a fovereign over your bodies, and owed his
power to violence and ufurpation . But I have from nature an
abfolute dominion over the wit of all authors , who are fubjecl:-
ed to me as the greateft of critics or hypercritics.

VIRGIL.

Your jurifdi £tion, great fir, is very extenfive :— and what
judgements have you been pleafed to pafs upon us ?

SCALIGER.

Is it pofiible you ihould be ignorant of my decrees ? I have
placed you , Virgil , above Homer ; whom I have fhewn to
be-

VIRGIL.

Hold , fir,—-no blafphemy againft my matter.
HORACE.

But what have you faid of me ?
SCALIGER.

I have faid, that I had rather have written the little Dia¬
logue between you and Lydia , than have been made king of Ar-
ragon.

HORACE.

If we were in the other world , you mould give me the king¬
dom , and take both the ode and the lady in return . But did
you always pronounce fo favourably for us ?

SCALIGER.

Send for my works and read them .— Mercury will bring
them to you with the firft learned ghoft that arrives here from
Europe . There is inftru &ion for you in them : I tell you of
your faults .— But it was my whim to commend that little ode;
and I never do things by halves. When I give praife, I give it

4 liberally,
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liberally , to (hew my royal bounty . But I generally blame,
to exert all the vigour of my cenforian power , and keep my
fubjects in awe.

HORACE.

You did not confine your fovereignty to poets ; you exercifed
it , no doubt , over all other writers.

SCALIGER,

I was a poet , a philofopher , a ftatefman , an orator , an hi-
ftorian , a divine, without doing the drudgery of any of thefe,
but only cenfuring thofe who did , and mewing thereby the
fuperiority of my genius over them all.

HORACE.

A fhort way indeed to univerfal fame ! And I fuppofe you
were very peremptory in your decifions.

SCALIGER.

Peremptory ! ay.— If any man dared to contradict my opi¬
nions , I called him a dunce , a rafcal, a villain, and frightened
him out of his wits.

VIRGIL.

But what faid others to this method of difputation ?
SCALIGER.

They generally believed me becaufe of the confidence of my
aflertions ; and thought I could not be fo infolent , or fo angry,
if I was not abfolutely fure of being in the right . Befides, in
my controversies, I had a great help from the language in
which I wrote : for one can fcold and call names with a much

better grace in Latin than in French , or any tame , modern
tongue, HORACE.

Have not I heard , that you pretended to derive your defcent
from the princes of Verona ?
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S C A L I G E R.

Pretended ! do you prefume to deny it ?
HORACE.

Not I indeed :— Genealogy is not my fcience. If you mould
claim to defcend in a dired line from king Midas, I would not
difpute it.

VIRGIL.

I wonder , Scaliger, that you ftooped to fo low an ambition.
Was it not greater to reign over all Mount ParnaiTus than over
a petty ftate in Italy ?

SCALIGER.

You fay well .- 1 was too condefcending to the prejudices
of vulgar opinion . The ignorant multitude imagine that a
prince is a greater man than a critic . Their folly made me de-lire to claim kindred with the Scalas of Verona.

HORACE.

Pray , Mercury , how do you intend to difpofe of this auguft
perfon ? You can ' t think it proper to let him remain with us.
—He muft be placed with the demigods ; he muft go to
Olympus.

MERCURY.

Be not afraid .— He mall not trouble you long . I brought
him hither to divert you with the light of an animal you never
had feen, and myfelf with your furprize . He is the chief of
all the modern critics, the moft renowned captain of that nu¬
merous and dreadful band . Whatever you may think of him,
I can ferioufly allure you , that , before he went mad , he had
good parts , and great learning . But I will now explain to youthe original caufe of the abfurdities he has uttered . His mind
was formed in fuch a manner , that , like fome perfpeclive glafies,
it either diminifhed or magnified all obje&s too much ; but
above all others it magnified the good man to himfelf . This
made him fo proud that it turned his brain . Now I have had

my
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my fport with him , I think it will be charity to reftore him to
his fenfes ; or rather to beftow what nature denied him , a found
judgement . Come hither , Scaliger.— By this touch of my ca-
duceus I give thee power to fee things as they are, and among
others thyfelf .— Look , gentlemen , how his countenance is fal¬
len in a moment ! Hear what he fays :— He is talking to him-
felf.

SCALIGER.

Blefs me ! with what perfons have I been difcourfing ! with
Virgil and Horace ! How could I venture to open my lips in
their prefence ? Good Mercury , I befeech you , let me retire
from a company for which I am very unfit . Let me go and
hide my head in the deeper! (hade of that grove which I fee in
the valley. After I have performed a penance there , I will
crawl on my knees to the feet of thofe illuftrious fhades, and
beg them to fee me burn my impertinent books of criticifm , in
the fiery billows of Phlegethon , with my own hands.

MERCURY.

They will both receive thee into favour . This mortification
of truly knowing thyfelf is a fufficient atonement for thy for¬
mer prefumption.

W ^ ^r/VV/WN/ 1!!!/eft: <xj> erfj <Tpaj > t£p era auJt\ JV\ /tf^

DIALOGUE XIV.

B O I L E A U . - P OPE.

B O I L E A U.

MR . Pope , you have done me great honour . I am told,
that you made me your model in poetry , and walked on

ParnafTus in the fame paths which I had trod.
POPE.

We both followed Horace : but in our manner of imitation,
and in the turn of our natural genius , there was, I believe,

much
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