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2 LORD CHESTERFIELD’S LETTERS
" s DR RN R - e 4 9

TO THE SAME '

Blackheath, Aug. 28, 1760.

MY D EASR CEC0 RD;

.g Should have anfwered your laft and moft friendly let.

ter fooner, but that the weak and languid ftate which
! have been in, for fome time, did not leave me {pirits
to do any thing, much lefs any thing well. What was
unjuitly and infamoufly urged againft Algernoon Sidney,
I found too true in my own cafe, that-Scribere eff agere,
(writing 1s alling) and therefore I did not undertake it.
Iam now a little better, but this better moment is no fe-
curity that the next will not be a very bad one, for Iam |
more than ournalier in my complaints, even hours make
great variations in them. This, you muft allow, is an
uniortunate latter end of my life, and confequently a
tircfome one ; but I muft own too that perhaps it is a very
jult one, and a fort of balance, to the tumultuous and
mmagmary pleafures of the former part of it. In the ge-
neral courfe of things, there feems to be, upon the i
whole, a pretty equal diftribution of phyfical good and
evil, fome extraordinary cafes excepted, ‘and even moral |
good and evil {feem mixed to a certain degree ; for one 1
never fees any body fo perfe@ly good, or fo perfectly |
bad, as they might be. Why this is fo, it is in vain for .
us upon this planet to inquire, for it is not given us yet ‘
to know. T behold it with a refpecttul admiration, and
cry out, O alijtude!
White told me that you intend to turn gardener, and
that your firft trial is to be raifing of melons, for which
reafon 1 have fent you fuch a provifion of good melon
feed of different kinds, as will ferve you, your nati nd-
torum, et qui nafcentur ab illis ; (your children’s children,
and thofe that will be born of them) but, as an older and
more experienced gardener, than you are, I muft add
fome inftruions as to their culture. Know then that
they are much better raifed in tanner’s bark than in dung}
that you fhould put but two {eeds in what the gardeners
call a light, and that when they are about half grown, i
the weather is hot, you fhould cover them with oiled
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paper, inftead of glafs, to fave the vines from being
burned up before the fruit is ripe. I, and moft people
here, prefer the Canteloupes, but they are not the beft
bearers.

Iam very glad that your fon does hitherto fo well at
the univerfity, and there is no doubt of his continuing to
do fo, provided he keeps clear of the epidemical vices of
colleges in general, and of Irifh colleges in particular.
You may eafily guefs that I mean that beaftly degrading
vice of drinking, which increafes with years, and which
ends in ftupid fottifhnefs. 1 hope all the reft of your
family are as well as I with them, for upon my word, I
fincerely with you all #uiti quanti as well as you can wifh
yourfelves.

I am, my dear lord,
Your faithful friend and humble {ervant,

CHESTERFIELD.

EEE-T-T-E R XLUL
TO THE SAME,

London, Dec. 16, 176e,
MY DEAR LORD;,

IMakc no excufes for the irregularity of my correfpon-
dence, or the unfrequency of my letters ; for my de-
clining mind keeps pace with my decaying body, and I
can no more firibere digna legi (write things worthy to be
read), than 1 can facere digna Jferibi, (do things worthy
to be written). My health is always bad, though fome-
times better and fometimes worfe, but never good. My
deafnels increafes, and confequently deprives me of the
comforts of fociety, which other people have in their
illnefles ; in fhort, this laft ftage of my life is a very te-
dious one, and the roads very bad ; the end of it can-
not be very far off, and 1 cannot be forry for it. I wait
for it, imploring the mercy of my Creator, and depre-
cating his juftice. The belt of us muft truft to the

former, and dread the latter.
' Ide
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