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But improvement is naturally slow. The Society met
and parted without any visible diminution of the miseries of

life. The gout and stone were still painful, the ground that

was not ploughed brought no harvest, and neither oranges

nor grapes would grow upon the hawthorn. At last, those

who were disappointed began to be angry : those likewise

who hated innovation were glad to gain an opportunity of

ridiculing men who had depreciated, perhaps with too

much arrogance, the knowledge of antiquity. And it

appears from some of their earliest apologies, that the

philosophers felt with great sensibility the unwelcome
importunities of those who were daily asking, " What have

ye done ?
"

The truth is, that little had been done compared with

what fame had been suffered to promise ; and the question

could only be answered by general apologies, and by
new hopes, which, when they were frustrated, gave a

new occasion to the same vexatious inquiry.

This fatal question has disturbed the quiet of many other

minds. He that in the latter part of his life too strictly

inquires what he has done, can very seldom receive from his

own heart such an account as will give him satisfaction.

We do not indeed so often disappoint others as ourselves.

We not only think more highly than others of our own
abilities, but allow ourselves to form hopes which we never

communicate, and please our thoughts with employments
which none ever will allot us, and with elevations to which

we are never expected to rise ; and when our days and
years have passed away in common business or common
amusements, and we find at Irit that we have suffered our

purposes to sleep till the time of action is past, we are

reproached only by our own reflections ; neither our friends

nor our enemies wonder that we live and die like the rest of
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