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48 LETTERS To anp

in rags amongft you, we can never believe :
our uninform’d minds reprefent her {o-noble to
us, that we neceflarily annex {plendor to her:
and we could as foon imagine the order of things
inverted, and that there s noman in the moon,
as believe the contrary. I can’t forbear telling
you we indeed read the {poils of Rapine as boys
do the Englifh rogue, and hug ourfelves full as
much over it ; yet our rofes are not without
thorns. Pray give me the pleafure of hearing
(when you are at leifure) how foon I may ex-
pect to fee the next volume of Homer.
I am, &c.

E= Ry R4 PRy,

May 1, 1720.
Ow’ll think me very full of myfelf, when
after long filence (which however, to fay
truth, has rather been employed to contemplate
of you, than to forget you) I begin to talk of
my own works. I find it is in the finifhing a
book, as in concluding a feffion of Parliament,
one always thinks it will be very foon, and finds
it very late, There are many unlook’d-for in-
cidents to retard the clearing any public ac-
count, and fo I fee it is in mine. I have plagued
myfelf, like great minifters, with undertaking
too much for one man; and with a defire
I of
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of doing more than was expected from me,
have done lefs than I ought.

For having defign’d four very laborious and
uncommon fort of Indexes to Homer,I'm forc’d,
for want of time, to publith two only ; the de-
fign of which you will own to be pretty, tho’
far from being fully executed. I've alfo been
obliged toleave unfinifh’d in my defk the heads
of two Effays, one on the Theology and Mora-
lity of Homer, and another on the Oratory of
Homer and Virgil.  So they muft wait for fu-
ture editions, or perith : and (one way or other,
no great matter which) dabit Deus bis quogue
Jimem. 1 think of you every day, I aflure you,
even without fuch good memorials of you as
your fifters, with whom I fometimes talk of
you, and find it one of the moft agreeable of
all fubje&ts to them. My Lord Digby muft
be perpetually remember’d by all who ever
knew him, or knew his children. There needs
no more than an acquaintance with your fami-
ly, to make all elder fons with they had fathers
to their lives end.

I can’t touch upon the fubje& of filial love,
without putting you in mind of an old woman,
who has a fincere, hearty, old-fathion’d refpec
for you, and conftantly blames her fon for not
having writ to you oftener to tell you fo.

E I very
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I very much with (but what fignifies my
wifhing? my lady Scudamore wifhes, your fi-
fters with) that you were with us, to compare
the beautiful contrafte this feafon affords us, of
the town and the country. No ideas you could
form in the winter can make you imagine what
Twickenham is (and what your friend Mr.
Johnfon of T'wickenham is) in this warmer fea-
fon. OQur river glitters beneath an unclouded
{un, at the fame time that its banks retain the
verdure of fhowers: our gardens are offering
their ficft nofegays; our trees, like new ac-
quaintance brought happily together, are ftretch-
ing their arms to meet each other, and grow-
ing nearer and nearer every hour ; the birds are
paying their thankfgiving fongs for the new ha-
bitations I have made them ; my building rifes
high enough to attra& the eye and curiofity of
the paflenger from the river, where, upon be-
holding a mixture of beauty and ruin, he en-
quires what houfe is falling, or what church is
rifing ? So little tafte have our common Tritons
of Vitruvius; whatever delight the poetical
gods of the river may take, in refleCting on their
ftreams, my Tufcan Porticos, or Ionic Pila-
{ters.

But to (defcend from all this pomp of fiyle)
the beft account of what I am building, is, that

(-
it



from Mr. DIGBY. st

it will afford me a few pleafant rooms for fuch
a friend as yourfelf, or a cool fituation for an
hour or two for Lady Scudamore, when fhe
will do me the honotir (at this public houfe
on the road) to drink her own cydet.

The moment I am writing this, 1 am fur=
prized with the account of the death of a friend
of mine ; which makes all T have here been talk-
ing of, a mere jeft ! Building, gardens, writings,
pleafures, works, of whatever ftuff man can
raife! none of them (God knows) capable of
advantaging a creature that is mortal, or of fas
tisfying a foul that is immortal ! Dear Sir,

I am; &c.

A g e W DR PSR T
From Mr, Dicgsay.

May 21, 1720.

O UR letter, which I had two pofts ago,

was very medicinal to me; and I heartily
thank you for the relief it gave me. I was fick
of the thoughts of my mnot having in all this
time given you any teftimony of the affection I
owe you, and which Ias conftantly indeed feel
as I think of you. This indeed was a trou-
blefome ill to me, till, after reading your letter,
E 2 1 found
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