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last from age to age are very few, because there are very
few that have any other claim to notice than that they catch
hold on present curiosity, and gratify some accidental
desire, or produce some temporary conveniency.
But however the writers of the day may despair of future

fame, they ought at least to forbear any present mischief.
Though they cannot arrive at eminent heights of excellence,
they might keep themselves harmless. They might take
care to inform themselves before they attempt to inform
others, and exert the little influence which they have for
honest purposes.

But such is the present state of our literature, that the
ancient sage, who t\iOMg\i\. a great book a gnat evil, would
now think the multitude of books a multitude of evils. He
would consider a bulky writer who engrossed a year, and
a swarm of pamphleteers who stole each an hour, as equal
wasters of human life, and would make no other difference
b :tween them, than between a beast of prey and a flight of
locusts.
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^U/HEN the philosophers of the last age were first

congregated into the Royal Society, great expecta-
tions were raised of the sudden progress of useful arts;
the time was supposed to be near, when engines should
turn by a perpetual motion, and health be secured
by the universal medicine; when learning should be
facilitated by a real character, and commerce extended
by ships which could reach their nortp. in defiance -f "•---

tempest.


