BIBLIOTHEK

UNIVERSITATS-
PADERBORN

The Works Of Alexander Pope Esq.

In Nine Volumes Complete. With His Last Corrections, Additions, And
Improvements; As they were delivered to the Editor a little before his
Death

Containing The First of his Letters

Pope, Alexander

London, 1751

VIIl. Mr. Pope to --- the author building and planting: Death of several
friends, and particularly of Dr. Garth.

Nutzungsbedingungen

urn:nbn:de:hbz:466:1-56122

Visual \\Llibrary


https://nbn-resolving.de/urn:nbn:de:hbz:466:1-56122

S S T’j"f’\'r\ AT DT Qr e S
FROM SJJ v.EIN AL g ;_.?ku-\}\\lt‘. §,~‘.I
R b TTT
I PP ECRYALL
AN+ P = K
MI, F OF B _LO
Pee-i12; 3718,
= IT T 1 1 i o e ..r'_]
F § ' 11y old project O& 4 Window in the bo=

A {om, to render the Soul of man vifible,

e -1 £y B, s, k- Gia; 3= Vi
is what every honeft friend has mani ifold reafon
H ¥ Nt ST Y l! [ Tr 1 ¥ "
to with for?; }LE even that would not do n
our cafe, while you are fo far feparated from

me, and fo long. T begin to fear you’ll die in
Ireland, and that Denunciation will be fulfilled
upon you, Hibernus es, et in Hiberniam reve

feris. Ii‘ 1id be apt to think you in Sancho’s
cafe ; fome Duke has made you Governor of
an ifland, or wet place, and you are admini-
{tring 1-wa to the wild Irith. But I muft own,

when you talk of Building and Planting, you
touch my ftring; and I am as -1.t to pardon
you, as the fellow that "lf':-lw}*t imfelf Jupiter
would have pardon’d the other madman who
call’d himfelf his i.\.:'o::hcr Neptune. Alas, Sir,

do you know whom you talk to ? one that has

3 Our Author had a bet- + mizht fee theirs to fave him~

he was at | felf the mortification of be-
that time aw wifh | ing fo oft deceived, and his
for thiswindow : not that his | fur viving Enemies the ma-
Eriends might fee his heart, | lignant ‘pleafure of finding
to {ave him the trouble of | how he had been bubbled.

but - that he

ter reafon,

been
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been a Poet, was degraded to a Tranflator, and
at laft, thro’ mere du 1Inefs; is turned an Ar(‘ul-
te¢t. You know Martial’s cenfure, Praconem
Jacito vel Architetum. However, I have one
way left, to plan, to elevate, and to {urprize,
(as Bays fays) the next news you may expect to
hear, is that I am in debt.

The hiftory of my Tranfplantation and fet-
tlement which you defire, would require a
volume, were I to enumerate the many pro-
je&s, difficulties, viciffitudes, and various fates
attending that important part of my life : much
more, fhould 1 defcube the many Draughts,
LubJ.Ll(.;n‘? Profiles, Perfpetives, &c. of every

Palace and G:udm propos’d, intended, and
happily raifed, by the fxu‘ntn of that facul-
ty wherein II great Guuus s excel, Imagina-
tion. At laft, tha. Gods and fate have fix’ d me
on the bmdas of the Thames, in the diftrics
of Richmond and T'wickenham : It is here I
have pafs’d an entire year of my life, without any
fix’d abode in London, or more than cafting a
tranfitory glance (for a day or two at moft in
a rm,mh) on the pomps of the Town. Tt is
here I hope to receive you, Sir, returned from
Ctermz—mg the Ireland of this age. For you my
ftrultures rife ; for you my Colonades extend
their wings ; for you my groves afpire, and rofes
bloom. And, to fay truth, I hepe pofterity

(which
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(which, no doubt, will be made acquainted with
all thefe things) will look upon it as one of the
principal motives of my Architecture, that it
was a manfion. prepar’d to receive you, againft
your own thould fall to duft, which is deftin’d
to be the tomb of poor Frank and Betty, and
the immortal monument of the Fidelity of two
fuch Servants, who have excell’d in conftancy
the very Rats of your family.

What more can I tell you of myfelf? fo
much, and yet all put together {o little, that I
{carce care or know, how to do it. But the
very reafons that are againit putting it upon pa-
per, are as ftrong for telling it you in perfon ;
and I am uneafy to be fo long denied the fatif-
faction of it.

At prefent I confider you bound in by the
Irith Sea, like the ghofts in Virgil,

Trifti palus inamabilis unda
Alligat, et novies Styx circumfufa coéréet’!

and I can’t exprefs how I long to ren w our old
intercourfe and converfation, our morning con-
ferences in bed in the fame room, our' evening
walks-in the park, our amufing voyages on the
water, our philofophical fuppers, our letures,
our differtations, our gravities, our reveries; our
fooleries, our what not ? — This awakens the
memory of fome of thofe who have made a part

in
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in all thefe. Poor Parnelle, Garth, Rowe ! Yous
juftly reprove me for not {peaking of the death
of the laft : Parnelle was too much in my mind,
to whofe memory I am ereting the beft Mo-
nument | can. 'What he gave me to publifh,
was but a fmall part of what he left behind
him ; but it was the beft, and I will not make
it worle by enlarging it. 1’d fain know if he
be buried at Chefter, or Dublin; and what
care has been, or is to be taken for his Monu-
ment, &c. Yet I have not neglected my devoirs
to Mr. Rowe ; T am writing this very day his
Epitaph for Weftminfter-Abbey—After thefe,
the beft natur’d of Men, Sir Samuel Garth, has
left me in the trueft concern for his lofs.  His
death was very heroical, and yet unaffeéted
énough to have made a Saint or a Philofopher
famous. But ill tongues, and worfe hearts
have branded even his laft moments, as wrong-
fully as they did his life, with Irreligion. You
muft have heard many tales on this {fubjet ; but
if ever there was 2 good Chriftian without
knowing himfelf to be fo?, it was Dr. Garth.

Y our, &c.
*This fuppofes rather an abfolute ignorance of Chriftianiey

than a rejestion of it.

LETTER
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