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THE COMPLAINT.

NIGHT VIL
THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED,
PART IL
Containing the

Naturey Proof, and Importance, of Tmmortality.

PREFACE.

AS we are at war with the power, it were well if we
were at war with the mannersy of France. A land of
of levity is @ land of guilt. A ferious mind is the native
Juil of every wirtue, and the fingle charaller that does
true honour {0 mankind. The foul's immertality has been
the favourite theme with the ferious of all ages. Nor is
it frange ; it is a fubjeét by far the mofi interefting and
important - that can enter the mind of man. Of highef}
monient this fubjelt always was, and always will be:
yet this its highef! moment feems to admit of increafe at
thisday ; a fort of occafignal importance is fuperadded to
the natural weight of it if that opinion which is ad-
vanced in the Preface to the preceeding Night be juft. 1t
is there fuppofed that all our Infidels, whatever feheme,
for argument’s fake, and to keep themfelves in counte=
nance, they patronize, ave betrayed into their deplorabie
error by fome doubt of their inomortality at the battom *
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PRETACE,

and thé more T confidér, this point, the more T am per-
Jueaded of the truth of that epinion. Though the diftruf?
of a futurity is a flrange error, yet it is an error info
which bad men may naturally be diftreffed; for it is im-
poffible to bid defiance to final ruin, withoat fome refuge
in imagination, fome profumption of efcape. And what
prefumption is there?, there are but two in Nature ;
but two within the compafs of human thought ; and thefe
are,—"That cither God will not or cannot purifb. Con-
[fidering the divine attributes, the firft is too grofs 1o be
digefled by our fironeft wifbes ; and fince Omunipotence
i5 a5 much o divine attribute as bolinefs, that God can-
not punifyy is as abfurd a _fuppofition as the former. God
certainly can punifh as long as wicked men exifl, In
i-exiftence, therefore, is their only refuge ; and, con-
quently, non-exiflence is their frongeft wifl : and firong
wiflies bave a frange influsnce on our opinions; they bias
the judgment in a manner almoft incredible. dnd fince
on this member of their alternative there are fome very
Jmall appearances in their faveur, and none at all on the
ather, they catch at this reed, they lay bold on this chi-
mera, to_fave themfelves from the foock and borror of
iate and abfslute defpair.

eviewing my fubjelt, by the light which this argument,
and athers of Like tendency, threw upon it, I was more
clined than ever to purfuc it, as it appeared to mz to
Jirike direttly‘at the main root of all our bufidclity.  In

the fullowing pages it is, accordingly, purfued at large,

Jor immartality, 2 leaftdo i,
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PREFACE, il

are ventured oin them. There, alfo, the wuriterhas made
an attempt 0 fet the grofs abfurditics and horrors of an-
nibilation in a fuller and more affelting view than is (I
think) to be met with clfewhere:

The geatlemen foravhofe fake this attempt waschicfly made,
profefs great admiration for the wifdom of Heathen an-
tiguity: what pity itis they are ust fiucere ! f they were
Jiucere, bow would it mortify them to confider with what
coutempt and abborrence. their metions would have
received by thofe whom they fo much admire? . What ¢
gree of contempt and abbarrencewenld fallto their frare,
may be conjeclured by the following matter of fal (in my
opinion ) extremely memorable.” Of all their Heathen
worthies Socrates (45 well known ) was the mofguard—-
ed, difpaffionate, aitd compafed; “yet this great maftér
of temper was: angryy and angry at-bis Jaft bowr;  and
angry <with bis friend; ‘and angry for what d::ﬁ‘nwf ac-
knowledgment ; angry for a right and tender inflance
cf frue friendflip towards bim. Is t'this furprifing 2

at could be the canfe 21 The'canfe was for. bis honour;
i was a truly noble, though, perliaps, a too punilious re-
gard for immartality : for bis: fricnd afking. bim, with
Juch an affelionate concern as becanie'a friend, * Where
¢ be fbanld depofit bis remains 2 it wasvefented by So-
crates, as implying a difhonourable [uppofition that he
could be fo mean as to bave regard for any thing, even
in bimfelf, that ~was not immortals

Tlis fatt; well confidered, wwonld -make oun Infidels withs

A
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w PREFACE.

draw their ‘ddriration from' Socrafes, or make them en-
deavour, by their imitation of this illuffrious example; ta
Jhare bis glory j and, confequently, it woald incline them
to perafe the following pages with candour and impar-
tiality, which is all I defive, aund. that for their fukes ;
for Lam perfuaded that an unprejudiced Infidel nuft, necef

Sfarily, receive fome advantageous impreffions from them.
July 7. 1744-

The Eicmtcnrs
IN the Sixth Night arguments were drawn from Nature in proof of
 immortality : here others ave drawn from Man: from his difcontent,
P §+3 from his paflions and powers, p. 7-; from the gradual growth
of reafon, ibid- ; from his fear of death, pi 8. ; from the nature of
Lope, ibids and of virtoe, p.9.; from knowledge. and love, as being
the molt effential properties of the foul, p. 13,; from the order of
creation, p. 144 &c+; from the nature of ambition, p. 16, &c. avaricer
P+ 204 ; plealure, pa21. A digreflion on the prandeur of the paflions,
p+ 23. Immortality alone renders our prefent (tate intelligible, p.
A objeftion from the Stoics’ difbelief of immortality dnfwered, p.25»
Endlefs queftions nnrefolvable, but on (upp on of our immor.
tality, . 26, &c. The natoral, moft melancholy, and pathetic coms
plaint of 4 worthyman under the perfaation of ‘no futurity, p.28, &c.
The grofs ablfurdities and horrors of annihilation urged home on Lo
Tenzo, p. 34, &c. Thefoul’svalt impurtance, pt 49, &c.; from whence
At arifes, ps 43) &c< The difficulty of being an Infidel, ps 45, ; the infa-
my, p«4be; the canfe, P 47,5 and the charafler, ibid. of an infidel
ftate. What true free-thinking is, ps 49.; the neceffary punifhment of
the falfe; p. §9. Man’s ruin is from bimfelfypvs1e, An Infidel ac-
cufes himlelf of gailt and hypocrify, und that of the worft fort, ibid.;
his obligation to Chriftians, p. 52.; what danger he Tucurs by virtuey
ibid. § Vice recommended to him, p~ 54- 3 his haJn nretences to virtue
and benevolence exploded, ibid. The conclufion, on the nature of
faith, p. §6.5 reafon, ibid. ; and hope, ibid.y with an apology for
this artempt, ps 57+

I'] EAV'N gives the needfnl; but neglefled call
What day, what hour, but knocks at human hearts
To wake the foul to fenfe of future feenes?

2 3 unesp 6 7



Part IL NIGHT THE SEVENTI.

Deaths ftand, like Mereurys, in ev'ry way;1
And kindly point us to our journey’s end. 5
Pope, who couldft make immbortals! art thion ‘dead ?
I give thee joy; not will Itake my’ leave,
S0 foon to follow. Man but dives:in death;
Dives from the fun, iin fairer day to vife;
The grave his fubterranean road to blifs,
Yes, infinite indulgence plann’d it fo;
T'hro’ various patts our glorious [tory runs;
Time pivesthe preface, endlefs age unrolls
The volume (ne'er unroll'd) of human fate.
This carth and fkics * already bave proclaim’d. 1§
The werld’s a prophefy of worlds to come,
And who what Ged fortels (who {peaksiin things
Still louder then in words) thall dare deny?
If Nature’s arguments appear too weak,

Turn a new leaf, and ftronger read in man.
If man {leeps on, untaught by what be fecs,
Can he prove infidel to what he feels?

He, whefe blind thought futurity denies,
Unconfcious bears, Béllerophon !'like thee,

His own indiétment ; he condemns himfelf;
Who reads his bofom, reads immortal life;
Or Nature there, impofing on her fons,
Has written fables : man was made a lie.
Why difcontent for ever harbour’d there?
Incurable confumption of cur peace!
* Night the Sixth.




o TEE COMPLAINTL

Refolve meswhy the cottagerand king,

He whom fea-fever'd realms obey, and he!!
‘Who fteals his-wholedominion from the wafle,
Repelling winter! blafts with mud and ftraw,
Difquieted-alike, draw figh for figh,

In fate fo diftant,/in complaint fo'near?

Is it that things terrefirial can't ¢ontent?

Deep in rich pafture’will thy flocks complain ?

Not fo; but to their mafteris deny’d

To [hare their fweet ferene. Man, ill at eafe

In this, not his own place, this foreign field,

‘Where Nature fodders him with other food

Than was ordain’d his eravings to {uffice,

Poor in abundance, famith’d at a feafl,

Sighs on for fomething more, when 'moll enjoy’d.

Is Heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee? 46
Not fo; thy paftore richer, but remote;

In part remote; for that remoter part

Man bleats from inftiné, tho', perhaps, debanch'd
By fenle, his reafon fleeps, nor dreams the cavfe. 50
The caufe hew obvions, when his reafon wakes!

His grief is but his grandeur in difguife,

And difcontent is immortality.

Shall fons of Ether, thall the blood of Heav'n,
Set up their hopes on earth, and {table here, 55
With br acquicfcence in the mire?

JLorenzo! no; they fhall be nobly pain’d;
The glorious foreigners, diftrefs'd, (hall figh
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Part 1L NIGHT THE SEVENTU.

On thrones, ‘and thou' congratulate the figh.

Man’s mifery ‘declares him born for blifs; 6o
His anxious heart:afferts the troth 1 fing,

And givesithe feeptic in his head thelie.

Our heads, cur hearts, our paffions, and our powers,
Speak the fame language; call usto the fkics:
Unripen'd thefe, in this inclement ¢lime, 65

Scarce tife above conjeflure and miflake;

And for this land'of trifles thofe; too firong,

Tumultuous rife; und tempelt human life.

What prize on ¢arth can pay us for the ftorm?

Meet objects for our pailions Heav’n ordain’d,

Objeéts that challenge all their fire, and leave

No fault but'in defect. Blefs'd Meav'n! avert

A bounded ardour for unbounded blifs!

O for a blifs unbounded! far beneath

A foul immortal is a mortal joy.

Nor are our pow’rs to perifh immature

But, after fechle effort here, beneath

A brighter fun, and in a nobler foil,

Tran{planted from this fublunary bed,

Shall flourith fair, and put forth all'their bloom.
Reafon progreflive, inflinét is complete;

Swift Inftinét leapsy flow Reafon feebly climbs.

Brutes {oon their zenith reach; their little all

Flows in at ‘oncejiin‘ages they no more

Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy.

Were man to live coéval with the fun,

2 3 unesp" 6 ’:



8 THE CGOMPLAINT.

The patriarch-pupil would be learning [till,
Yet, dying, leave his leffon half-unlearn'd.
Men perifh in advance, as if the fun
Should fet ere noon,.in ¢aftern oceans drown’d; go
If fit with dim illu(trious to compate,
The fun’s meridian with the foul of man.
T'd man why, {tepdame Nature! fo ftvese?
Why thrown afide thy maiterpicce balf-wrought,
While meaner efforts thy laft hand enjoy ! 95
Or if, abortively, poor man muft dic,
Nor reach what reach he might, why die in dread?
Why curs’d with forefight? wife to mifery ?
Why of his proud prerogative the prey?
‘Why lefs pre-eminent in rank than pain?
His immortality alone can tell,
Full ample fund to balance all amifs,
And turn the fcale in favour of the juft!
His immortality alone can folve
That darkeft of enigmas, humaa hope,
Of all the darkefl, if at death we die.
Hope, eager Hope, th’ affaflin of our joy,
All prefent bleflings treading under foot,
Is fcarce a milder tyrant than Defpair. v
With no palt toils content, flill planning new,
Hope turns us o'er to Death alone for eafe.
Pofleflion why more taftelefs than purfuit ?
Why is a wilh far dearer than a crown?
‘That with accomplifh'd, why the grave of blifs 2

lCI[l 1 2 3 unesp o 7 38
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Part 1L NIGHT THE SEVENTH.

Secaufe in the great future/bury'd deep,

Beyond our plans of empire and renown,

Lies ali that man with ardour fhould purfué;

And he who made him bent him to the right.
Man's heart th' Almighty to the future'fets,

By fecret and inviolable {prings, 120

And makes his hope his fublunary joy.

Man's heart eats all-things, and is hungry ftill 2

¢ More, more!" the glutton eries : for fomething new

So rages appetite. I 'man can’t ‘mount

He will defecend. He ftarvés on the poffefs’d; 125

Hence the world's mafter, from Ambition’s {pire,

In.Caprea pling’d, and div'd beneath the brute.

In that rank {ty why ‘wallow’d Empire’s fon

Supremé ? becanfe he could no higher fly:

His riot was Ambition in defpair. { 139
0ld Rome confilted birds : Lorenzo! thou

With more fuccefs the Right of Hope furvey,

Of reftlefs Hope, for ever on the wing.

High-perch’d'o’ér ev’ry thought that falcon fits,

To fly at/all that'rifes in her fight} 138

And never ftooping, 'but to mount again

Next moment, fhe betrays heraim’s miftake,

And owns her quarry'lodg'd beyond the grave.
There (hould it fail us, (it mufl fail us there,

If being fails) more mournful riddes rife, 140

And virtue'vies' with hope in myftery.

Why virtue ' whete its praife, its being, fied ?

2 3 unesp” o 7



10 THE COMPLAINT.

Virtue is true felf-intere(t porfu'd :
What true felf-intereft of quite-mortal man?
To clofe with all that makes him happy here.. 145
Tf vice (as fometimes) is our friend on earth,
Then vice is virtue ; "tis our fov’reign good.
In felf-applaufe is virtue’s golden prize?
No felf-applaufe attends it on thy fcheme.
Whence felf-applaufe ? from confcience of the right;
And what is right but meauns of happinefs? 151
No means of happinefs when virtue yields;
"That bafis failing, falls the building too,
And lays in ruin ev’ry virtuous joy.

The rigid guardian of a blamelefs heart, 155
So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife,
Is weak, with rank knight-errantries o’er-run,
Why beats thy bofom with illuftrious dreams
Of felf-expofure, laudable, and great ?
Of gallant enterprife; and glorious death ?
Die for thy country }—thou romaatic fool !
Seize, feize the plank thyfelf; and let her fink,
Thy country ! what to thee 7—the Godhead; what ?
(I fpeak with awe!) tho’ He fhould bid thee bleed,
1f, with thy blood, thy final hope is fpils? 165
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow :
Be deaf ; preferve thy being 3 difobey.

Nor is it difobedience. Know, Lorenzo!
Whate'er th’ Almighty's fubfequent command,
His firlt command is this :—*¢ Man, love thyfcif.”
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Part II. NIGHT THE SEVENTH,

Tn this alone free agents are not free.

Exiftence is the bafis, blifs the prize ;

If virtue cofts exiftence, 'tis a erime,

Bold violation of our law i-'uprcmc,

Black fuicide, tha* nations, which confult

‘Their gain at thy expenfe, refound applaufe.
Since virtue’s recompenfe is doubtful here,

If man dies wholly, well may we demand

Why is man fuffer’d to be good in vain?

Why to be good in vain is man enjoin’d ?

Why to be good in vain is man betray’d ?

Betray’d by traitors lodg'd in his own breaft,

By fweet complacencies frem virtue felt ?

Why whifpers Nature lies on Virtue’s part ?

or if blind Inftinét (which affames the name

Of facred Confcience) plays the fool in man,

Why Reafon made accomplice in the cheat?

Why are the wifeft loudeft in her praife?

Can man by reafon’s beam be led aftray?

Or, at his peril, imitate his God?

Since virtue fometimes ruins us on earth,

Or both are true, or man furvives the grave.
Or man furvives the grave, or own, Lorenzo,

Thy boalt fupreme a wild abfurdity.

Dauntlefs thy fpirit, cowards are thy fcorn.

Grant man immortal, and thy fcorn is jull.

The man immortal, rationally brave,

Dares rafh on death—Dbecaufe he cannot die:

2 3 unesp™ 6



12 TUE COMPLAINT.

But if man lofes all whea life is loft,
He lives a coward, or a fool expires.
A daring infidel, (ahd fuch there are,
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge,
Or pure heroical defeft of thought)
Of all earth’s madmen molft deferves a chain.
When to the grave we follow the renown’d 20§
For valour; virtue, {cience, all we love,
And all we praife ; for worth whofe noon-tide beam,
Enabling vs to think in higher ftyle,
Mends our‘ideas of ethereal powers,
Dream we that luftre of the moral world
Goes out in {tench, and rottenne(s the clofe !
Why was he wife to know, and warm to praife,
And {trenuous to tranferibe, in human life,
The Mind almighty ? Could it be that Fate,
Juft when the lincaments began to'(hine, 218
And dawn the Deity, (hould fnatch the dranght,
With night eternal blot it out, and give
The fkies alarm, leftangels too might die?
If human fouls, why not angelic, too,
Extinguifh’d, and a folitary Ged,
O’er ghaftly fuin, frawning from his throne?

Shall we this moment gaze on God in man;
The next lofe man for everin the duft?
From duft we difengage, or man miltakes,

And there where leaft his judgment fears a flaw. 225
Wifdom and worth bow boldly he commends!




Part II. NIGHT THE SEVENTH.

Wifdom and worth are facred names ; rever'd
Where not embrac’d ; applauded ! deify'd !
Why not compaflion'd tood If fpirits die,
Both are'calamities, inflicted Lioth
To make us but more wretched. Wifdom's eye
Acute, for what? to {py more miferies's
And worth, fo recompens’d, new-points their flings.
Or man furmounts the grave, or gain is lofs,
And worth exalted humbles us the mare. 235§
Thou wilt not patronize a fcheme that makes:
Weaknefs and vice thie refuge of mankind.

* Has virtue,then, nojoysi*'~Yes, joysdear-batight.
Talk ne’er fo long, in thisimperfectiflate
Virtue and vice are at eternal war. 240
Virtue's a combat; and who fights for nought,
Or for precatious, or for fmall reward?
Who virtue’s felf-reward fo loud refound,
Would take degrees angelio here below,
And virtue, while they compliment, betray 248
By feeble motives and unfaithful guards.
The crown, th'unfading erown, her foul infpires:
*Tis that, and that alane; ¢éan counteryail
The body’s treach’ries'and the world’s affanlts.
On carth’s poor pay our famifh'd virtue dies:** 250
Truth inconteftable! in fpite of all
A Bayle has preach’d, ora V. ¢ believ’d.

In man the more we dive, the more we fee
“Heav'n’s fignet ftamping an immortal make.

Volume 11, B
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14 THE COMPLAINT.

Dive to the bottom of his foul, the bafe
Suftaining all, what find we ! knowledge, love.
As light and heat, effential to the fun,

‘Uhefe to the foul : and why, if fouls expire?
}ow little lovely here? how little known?
Small knowledge we dig up with endlefs toil,
And love unfeign’d may. porehafe perfe€t hate.
Why ftarv'd, on earth, our angel-appetites,
While brutal are indulg'd their fulfome fill ?
Were then capacities divine conferr'd,

As a mock-diadeny, in favage fport,

Rank infult of our pompous poverty,

255

260

265

Which reaps but pain from feeming claims fo fair?

1n future age lics no.redrefs? and (hats
Eternity the door on our complaint ?

1f fo, for what {trange ends were mortals made! 270

T'he worft to wallow, and the beft to weep;

T'he man who merits moft, muft moft complain :

Can we conceive a difregard in Heav'n
What the worlt perpetrate, or beft endure?
This cannot be. 'J'o love and know, in man
Is.boundlefs appetite, and boundlefs pow'r,
And thefe demonftrate boundlefs objeéts too.
Objedts; pow'rs, appetites, Heav'n fuits in all,
Nor, Nature through, e’eriviolates this fwect
Eternal concord on her tuneful (tring.
1s man the fole exception from her laws?
rnity ftruckloff fram: humyin hope,
4 y
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Part 11, NIQGHT THE SEVENTIL

(I fpeak with truth, but veneration too)
Man is a monfter, the reproach of Heav'n,
A ftain, 2 dark impenectrable clond
On Nature's beauteous afpect, and deforms
(Amazing blot !} deforms her with her lord.
If fuch is man’s allotment, what is heav’n ?
Or own the fonl immortal, er blafpheme.

Or own the foul immortal, or invert
All order. Go, Mock-majelly! go, Man!
And bow to thy fuperiors of tlie ftall;
Thro’ ev’ry fcene of fenfe fuperior far :
They graze the turf untill’d, they drink the {tream
Unbrew’d, and ever full; and unembitter'd o' 295
With doubts, fears, fruitlefs-hopes, fegrets, defpairs;
Mankind’s peculiar! Reafon’s precions dower!
No foreign clime they ranfack-for their robes,
Nor.brothers cite to the litigidns bax ;
Their good is good entire, unmix'd, unman’d;: 3¢0
They find a paradile in ev’ry field,
On-boughs forbidden where no curfes hang :
Their ill no more than firikés the fenfe; unfiretch’d
By previons dread, or, murmur in the rear :
When the worft comes, it comes unfear’d; one {troks
Begins and ends their woe 1 theyidie but once 3/ 3¢6
Blefs’d, incommunicable privilege! for which (s 1
Proud man, who rules the globe arid reads the flars,
Philofopherior hero, fighs in vain.

Account for this prerogative in brutes, 310
Bij
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16 THE COMPLAINT.

No day, no glimpfeof day, to folve thé knot,

But what beams on it from eternity.

O fole and fweet félution! that unties

The difficult, and foftens the fevere;

The clond on Natuse’s beauteous face difpels;
Reftores bright order; cafts the brute beneath,
And reinthrones us inl fispreracy L

Of joy, ev’n here. Admit immortal life,

And virtue is kbight errantr§'no more;

Each virtue brings in-hand @ golden dower, 32
Far richer in reverfion v hope exults, ‘
And tho” much bitteria ouricup is thrown;
Predominates, and glves thetafte of heav’s

© wherefore is the Deity-fo! Kind 2 !
Aftonifhing beyondaftonifhment ! s
Heav’n out reward—=for licav’n enjoy’d below.

Still unfubdu’d thy ftubliorn heait ?—for there
The traitorclorks who doubts the trath T fing:
Reafon is guiltlefs; will'alone rebels:

‘What, in that ftabborn heart, if T fhould'find 2335
Newr tinexpected Witneffes again(t thee? '
Ambition; Pleafirte;and the Tiove of gain !

Canf® thon fhipedy tharthefs, which make thé foul
The flave of safth) fhotld swn her heir of heav’'n'?
Canft thou fulpeét 'what makes us difbelieve ' - 313
Qus immortality (honld prové it fure?

Firft, then, Ambitisr fummon to the bar.
Ambition’s Mhame] extravagance; difguft
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Part II. NIGHT THE SEVENTI, ™

And inextinguifhable nature, fpeak

Each much depofes; hear them in their turn.l: 340
Thy foul, how paflionately foiid of fame!

How anxious that fond paflion 'to conceal !

We blufh, detected in defigns on praife,

Tho' for beft deeds, and from the belt of men;

And why ! becaufe immortal. ‘Art divine 1345

Has made the body tutor to the foul ; ;

Heav'n kindly gives our'blood a moral flow,

Bids it afcend the glowing cheek, and there

Upbraid that little heart’s'inglorions aim !

Which ftoops to court a' charaéter from man, '/ 350

While o’er us, in tremendous judgment, fit

Far more than man, with!endlefs praife’and blame.
Ambition’s boundlefs appetite out{peaks

The verdiét of its fhame. ‘When fouls take fire

At high prefamptions of theifown defert, <1 355

Oneage is poor applaufe » the mighty fhout, r nl

The thunder by the living few begun,

Late Time muft echo, worlds unborn refound.

We wilh our names eternally to live;

Wild dream! which ne’er had haunted human thought,

v

Had not our natures been cternal too. 261
Inftinét points out an int’reft in hereafter,
But our blind reafon fees not where it lies,
Or, feeing, gives the fubftance for the fhade.
Fame is the fhade of immortality, 365
And in itfclf a fhadow : foon as cavght
B iij
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3. I THECOMPUATNT.

Contemn'd, it [hribks to nothing in the grafp.’
Conifule.th’ ambitious, "tis ambition’s cure.
 And isthis all 2Very’d Cefar, at his height;
Difgafted.” This third proof Ambition brings
Of immortality. The firft in fame,
Obfervehim' near, yourrenvy will abate ¢
Sham’d at the difproportion vaft between

"The paffion and the purchafe, he will figh

At fuch foccefs, and bluth'at his renown.

And why ? becabfefar richer prize invites

His heart; far more illaftrious glory calls;

It calls ipr whifpers, yet-thé deafeft-hear.

And can Ambition'a fourth proof fupply?
1t can;and (tronger than the former three,
Yet quite o’erloak'd by fome teputed wife.
‘Tho' difappointments in ambition pain,

And tho® fuccefs'difgu(ts; yet {lill, Lorenzo!
In vain we firive to pluck it from our hearts,
By Nature planted, for the nobléft ends.
Abfurd the fam'd advice!to Pyrrhus givin,

)

385

More prais’d than ponder'd; fpecious, but unfound {

Sooner that hero's fword the world had quell’d,
Than reafon his ambition.s Man mufl foar;
An obilinate aftivity withiny

An infuppreflive fpring, will tofs him up

In {pite of Fortune’s load.: Not kings alone,
Each villager has his ambition too's

No fultan prouder/than his fetter’d flave,

2 . unesp® 6 7
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Part 1L NIGHT THEISEVENTH.

Slaves build their little'Babylons of ftraw,
Echo the proud Aflyrian in'their hearts,
And cry,—** Behold the'wonders of my might "
And why ? becanfe'immortal as their lord 3
And fouls immortal muft for ever heave
At fomething great; the glitter or the golds = 400
The praife of mortalsy or the praife of Heav'n,
Nor abfolutely vain'is human praife,
When human is fupported by divine.
I'll introduce Lorenzo to himfelfs;
Pleafure and Pride (bad mafters!) fhare our hearts.
As love of pleafiire is ordain’d to guard 406
And feed our bodies, and extend our race,
‘The love of praife is planted to proteét
And propagate the glories of the mind.
What is it, but the love of praife, infpires, 410
Matures, refines, embellifhes, exalts,
Earth’s happinefs ? from that the delicate,
The grand, the marvellous; of civil life,
Want and conveénience, under-workers, lay
The bafis on' which love of glory builds. 415
Nor is thy life, O Virtue! lefs in debt
To praife; thy fecret-flimulating friend.
Were men not proud, what merit (hould we mifs!
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world.
Praifeis the falt that feafons right to man, 420
And whets lis appetite for moral good.
Thirft of applaufe is Virtue's fecond guard,
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Reafon her firft but reafon wants an aid ;
Qur private reafon is a flatterer;

Thitft of applavfe calls public judgment in
T'o poife our gwn, to keep an even feale,
And give endanger’d Virtue fairer play.

Here a fifth proof arifes, ftronger (ill.
Why this fo nice conftrution of our hearts?
Thefe delicate moralities of fenfe,

T'his conftitutional referve of aid

'To fuccour Virtue when onr reafon fails,

If virtue, kept alive by care and toil,

And oft’ the mark of injuiies on earth,
When labour'd to maturity (its bill

Of difciplines and pains unpaid) muft die?
Why freighted.rich to dalh againft'a rock ?
Were man to perifh when moft fit to live,

O how mifpent were all thefe (tratagems,

By {kill divine inwoven in our frame?
‘Where are Heav'n’s holinefs and mercy fled ?
Laughs Heav’n, at once, at virtue and at man?
If not, why that difcourag'd, this deftroy’d ?

Thus far Ambition : what fays  Avarice? 444
This her chief maxim, which has long been thine :
¢ The wife and wealthy are the fame.”’—1 grant it.
To ftore up treafure, with inceflant toil,

This is man’s province, this his higheft praife:
"T'o this great end keen Inftinét ftings himon :
T'o guide that inftinét, Reafon! is thy charge; 450
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'Tis thine to tell us where true treafure lies;
But Reafon, failing to difeharge her truft,
Or to the deaf difcharging it in vain,
A blander follows; and blind Indaftry,
Gall'd by the fpur, but ltranger to the courfe, 455
(The courfe where ftakes of more than gold'are won)
O’erloading with the cares of diftant age
The jaded {pirits of the prefent hour,
Provides for an eternity below.

¢ Thou fhalt: not covet}’ is'a wife command; 460
But bounded tothe wealth the fun furveys.
Look farther, the command ftands quite revers'd,
And av'rice is a'virtue moft divine.
Is faith a refuge for our happinefs?
Moft fure; and is it not forreafon too?" 11 463
Nothing this world unriddles but the next.
Whence inextinguifhable thirft of gain ?
From inextinguifhable life in‘man :
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the fkies,
Had wanted wing to fly'fo far in guilt: 470
Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice;
Yet {lill their root is'immortality :
Thefe its wild growths, fo bitter and fo bafe,
(Pain and reproach!) religion ean reclaim,
Refine, exaltjthrow down'their pois’nous lee, 475
And make them'fparkle in the bowl of blifs.

See, the third witnefs latighs at blifs reniote,
And falfely promifes an Eden here:

2 2 unesp 6 o



cm

2% THE COMPLAINT.

Truth fhe fhall fpeak for once, tho’ pione to lie,
A common cheat, and Pleafure is her name. 1480
T'o Pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf; )
Then hear her now, now fir(t thy real friend.
Since Nature made us not more fond than proud:
Of happinefs, (whence hypocrites in joy !
Makers of mirth! artificers of {miles!) 489
Why (hould the joy molt poignant fenfe affords
Burn us with blufhes, and r¢buke our pride }—
Thofe heav’n-born blufhes tell us man defcends,
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly blifs:
Should. Reafon take her infidel repofe, 499
This honeft inftinét {peaks our lincage high;
T'his inftinét calls on darknefs to conceal
Our rapturous relation to the: flalls.
Our glory covers us with noble (hame,
And he that’s unconfounded /is.unmann’d. 4958
‘The man that blufbes is-not quite a brute.
Thus.far with thee, Lorenzo! will I clofe,
Pleafure is good, and man for pleafure made ;
Jut pleafure full of glory #s of joy s
Pleafure which neither blulhes nor expires. 5ca
The witneflesiare heard, the caunfe is o’er;
Let Confeience file the fentence in her court :
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey,
Thus feal’d by Truth th' anthentic record runs.

“ Know all; know Infidels,—vnapt to know.!so5
¢ *Tis immortality your nature folves 3
¢ *Tis immortality deciphers man,
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NIGUT THE SEVENTH.

¢ And opens all the my{tries of his make: |

¢ Without it half his inftinés are a riddle;

¢ \Without it all his virtues are a dream :

¢ His very crimes atteft his dignity ;

¢ His fatelefs thirft of pleafure, gold, and fame,

¢ Declares him born for bleflings infinite.

¢t What lefs than infinite' makes unabfurd

t¢ Paflions, which all on earth but more inflames? 515
¢ Fierce paflions, fo mifmeafur’d to this feene,

¥« Stretch’d out, like cagles’ wings, beyond our nelt,

¢ Far, far beyond the worth of all below,

¢ For earth too large, prefage a nobler flight,

“ And evidence our title to the fkies.” 520
Ye gentle Theologues of calmer kind!

Whofe conflitution dictates to your pen,

Who, cold yourfelves, think ardour comes from hell!’

‘Think not our paffions from corruption fprung,

Tho' to corruption now they lend theirwings: 525

That is their miflrefs, not their mother. All

(And jufily) reafon deem divine: 1fee,

I feel a grandeur-in the paflions too,

Which fpeaks their high defcent and gim ious end ;

Which fpeaks them rays of an eternal firc: 530

In Paradife itfelf they burnt as flrong

Ere Adam fell, tho’ wifer in their aim,

Like the proud Laftern, flruck by Providence,

What tho’ our pafions are ron mad; and {leop,

With low terrefirial appetite, tigraze
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On trafh, on toys, dethron’d from high defire?

Yet {till, thro® their difgrace, no feeble ray

Of greatnefs (hines, and tells us whence they fell :
But thefe (like that fall'n monarch when reclaim’d)
‘When reafon moderates the rein aright, 542
Shall re-afcend, remount their former {phere,
Where once they foar’d illuftrious, ere feduc'd,

By wanton Eve’s debauch, to {troll on earth,

And fet the fublunary world on fire.

But grant their frenzy laflls; their frenzy fails
To difappoiut one providential end 546
For which Heav'n blew up ardour in our hearts.
Were Reafon filent, boundlefs Paffion fpeaks
A future fcene of boundlefs objeéts too,

And brings glad tidings of eternal day.

Eternal day! 'tis that enlightens all,

And all, by that enlighten’d, proves it fure.
Confider man as an immortal being,

Intelligible all, and all is great;

A cryftalline tranfparency prevails, 555
And ftrikes full lultre thro’ the human fphere:
Confider man as mortal, all is dark

And wretched; Reafon weeps at the furvey.

The learn’d Lorenzo cries, ¢ And let her weep;
¢ Weak modern: Reafon : ancient times were wife.
¢¢ Authority, that venerable guide, 561
¢ Stands on my part; the fam’d Athenian Porch
¢ (And who for wifdom {o renown’d as they )

5
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¢ Deny'd 'this immortality to man."
I grant it; but affirm they prov'd it too.
A riddle this!—Have patience; I'll explain.
‘What noble vanities, what moral flights,
Glitt’ring thro’ their romantic wifdom’s page,
Make us, at once, defpife them and admire?
Fable is flat to thefe high-feafon’d Sires; 570
They leave th’ extravagance of fong below.
¢¢ Flefh fhall not feel, or, feeling, hall enjoy
¢ The dagger or the rack ; to them alike
¢t A bed of rofes or the burning bull.”
In men exploding all beyond the grave, 575
Strange do¢trine this! as do&trine it was firange,
But not as prophefy ; for fuch it prov'd,
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd :
They feign'd a firmnefs Chriftians need not feign.
The Chriftian truly triumph’d in the flame; 5%
The Stoic faw, in double wonder loft,
Wonder at them, and wonder at himfelf,
To find the bold adventures of his thought
Not bold, and that he ftrove to lie in vain.
Whence, then, thofe thonghts? thofe tow'ring
thoughts, that flew 585
Such monftrous heights :~—From inftiné& and from
‘The glorious inftinét of a deathlefs foul, [pride.
Confus'dly confcious of her dignity,
Suggefted truths they could not underfland,
In Luft's dominion, and in Paflion’s ftorm, 500
Velume 11, C
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Truth's fyftem broken, featter’d fragments lay,

As light in chaos, glimm’ring thro” the gloom

Smit with the pomp of lofty fentiments,

Pleas'd Pride praclaim’d what Reafon. difbeliev'd.

Pride, like the Delphic prieftefs, witlia fivell - 595

Rav'd nonfenfe; deftin’d to be future fenfe,

When life immeztal, in full day, thenld fhine,

And Death’s ddrk fhadows fly the Gofpel fun.

They fpoke what nothing but immertal fouls

Could fpeak; and thus thetruth theyqueftion’d prov’d.
Can, then, abfurdities, as well as crimes, 6ox

Speak mam tmmortal I All things fpeak him fo.

Much has been urg’d ; and dofl thou call for more ?

Call, and with endlefs queftions be diftrefs’d,

All unrefolvable,.if earth is all. 6os

¢ Why life a moment, infinite defirc?

Our wilh eternity, our home the grave ?
Heav’n’s promife dormant lies in human hope;
Who wifhes life immortal proves it too.
¢« Why happinefs putfu’d, tho’ néver found? 610
¢ Man'’s thirft of happinefs declares it is,
¢ (For Nature never gravitates to nought)

¢ That thir(t unquench’d declares it is not here.
¢ My Lucia, thy Clariffa, call to thought;
¢ Why cordial friend(kip riveted fo deep, 6!‘5
€ As hearts to pierce at firft, at parting rend,
¢ If friend and friend(hip vanifh in an hour?
* Is not this torment in the matk of joy?
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¢ Why by réfle@ion marr’d the joysof fenfe?

“ Why!pafb and foture preying.on our hearts,

¢ And putting all onr préfent joys'todeath?

¢ Why.laboursireafon 2 inftinét iwere as well ;

¢ Inftin& far better: whaw canichufe ‘can err)

¢ O howinfallible the thowghtlefs briste!

&' 2Twere well bis Holine{s were half as fure.

¢ Realoniwithtinclination whiyhat war 2

¢ Why fenfe of ‘guilt? lwhy: confeience up in arms "
Confeiénte of guilt is prophefy of painy

And bofony counfel to decline the blow.

Reafon’ with inclination meler had jarr'd, 630

If nothing future paid forbearance here.

Thus' ons~théfe, and a thoifand pleas uncall'd,

All promife, fome ‘infure a/{econdfcene,

Which, wére it doubtful; would be dearer far

Than all things elfe mofticertain’y were it falfe, 635
What troth 'on earth fo.precious as the dic? >
This world it'gives us; letwhat will enfue;

This warld it gives in thatrhigh ¢ordial; hope;

The foture of thé préfeat is'the fonl.

How this life groans when fevér'd from the next? 640
Poor mutifated wretch that difbelieves!

By dark:diftru(t his being icat’in two, |
In both-parts:périfhes ; lifervoid of joy;
Sad prelade of eternity inipain!
Could(t thow perfiiade me the néxt-life could fail
Ourardent wifhes, how (Yould I pour out 646
' L oll O]

2 3 unesp 6 o



23 THE COMPLAINT.

My bleeding heart in anguifth, new as deep!

Oh! witl what thoughts thy hope, and my defpair,
Abhorr’d Annihilation! blafls the foul,

And wide extends thé bounds of human woe! | 650
Could I believe Lorenzo’s fyftem true, 1]

In this black channel would my ravings run.

¢ Grief from the future bortow’d peace, ere-while.
“¢ The future vanith’d! and the prefent pain’d!
“¢ Strange import of npprecedented ill! 655
¢ Fall how profound ! like Lucifer’s the fall!
¢ Unequal fate! his'fall, without his guilt!
¢ From where fond Hope built her pavilion high, ¢
¢ The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hirl'd at oncé
¢ To night ! to nothing! darker {kill than night. 660
“ If 'twas a dream, why wake me my worll foe;
¢ Lorenzo! boaftful of the name of friend !
¢ O for delufion! O forerror fhilll
¢ Could vengeanceftrike much {tronger.than toplant
‘¢ A thinking being in a,world like this; 665
¢ Not over-rich before; now beggar'd quite,
¢ More curs’d than atithe fall!-—The fun goes out: ™
¢¢ The thorns fhoot npt what thornsinev'ry thought!
¢ Why fenfe of bettér ], it imbitters worfe.
¢ Why fenfe ! why life2-if but to figh, then fink
‘¢ To what I was! twice nothing!and much . woe! 671t
¢ Woe from Heav'n's bounties! woe from what was
' "To fatter mofky high intelleciual powers. | [wont
¢ Thought,virtue, knowledge! bleflings,bythyfcheme,
¢ All poifon'd into pains. Firft, knowledge, once
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¢ My foul's ambition, now hergreateft dread. 676
# T'o know myfelf true wifdom'?—No; to fhun
¢ That fhocking fcience, parent of Defpair!
¢ Avert.thy mirror; if 1{ee I die.
¢ Know my Creator? climb his blefs’dabode 689
*¢ By painful {fpeculation, pierce the vail,
‘¢ Dive in his nature, read his attributes,
¢ And gaze in admiration—on a foe,
% Obtruding life; with-helding happinefs!
¢ From the full rivers that furround his throne, 68§
f¢ Not letting fall one drop of joy on man;
¢ Man gafping for ane drop, that he might ceafe
£ To curfe his birth, nor envy reptiles more!
% Ye fable Clouds! ye darkeft Shades of night!
*¢ Hide him, for ever hide him, from'my thought,
* Once all my comfort, fource and foul of joy! 691
f Now leagu'd with furies, and with thee*,again(t me,
“ Know his achievements? ftudy his renown ?
# Contemplate this amazing univer(e,
# Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete! 693
¥ For what'? 'mid miracles of nobler name
“ To find one miracle of mifery?
% To find the being which alone can know
“ And praife his works a blemifh on his praife!

% Thro® Nature's ample range, in thought, to ftroll,
¢ And ftart at man, the fingle mourner there, 7or
{* Breathing high hope! chain’d down' to pangs and

* Lorenzo, [dcath :

Ciij
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“ Knowingis fuff’ring : and fhall Virtue fhare

‘The figh of Knowledge ?—Virtue fhares the figh.
By ftraining up the fteep of excellent, 7c5%
By battles fought, and from temptation won,
What gains (he but the pang of feeing worth,
Angelic worth, foon fhuffled in the dark

With ev'ry wice, and fwept to brutal duft?

Merit is madnoefs, virtue is a crime, 210
A crimé to reafon, if it cofts us pain

Unpaid : what pain, amidft a thoufand more,

To think the moft abandon’d, after days

Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death

As foft a pillow, nor make fouler clay! 715
¢ Duty ! religion !—thefe, our duty done,

Imply reward. Religion is miflake,

Duty !—there’s none, but to repel the cheat.

Ye Cheats! away : ye daughters of my pride,
Who feign yourfelves the fav’rites of the fkies,
Ye tow'ring Hopes! abortive energies! 31
That tofs and ftruggle in my lying breaft,

To fcale the fkics, and build prefumptions there,
As | were heir of an eternity.

Vain, vain ambitions! tronble me no more. = 725
Why travel far in queft of fure defeat ?

As bounded as my being be my wifh.

All is inverted, wifdom is a fool.

Senfe ! take the rein ; blind Paffion! drive us on;

“ And, Ignoiance! befriend us on our way; 730




Part IL NIGHT THE SEVENTH,

* Ye new, but truell patrons of our peace!
“ Yes; give the pulfe full empire ; live the brute,
¢ Since as the brute we die : the fum of man,
* Of godlike man! to revel and to rot.
¢ But not on equal terms with other brutes; 735
Their revels a more poignant relilh yicld,
And fafer tooj they never poifons chufe.
Inftinét than Reafon makes more wholefomemeals,
And fends all-marring Murmur far away.
For fenfual life they belt philofophize, 740
Theirs that ferene the fages fought in vain :
Tis man alone expoftulates with Heav'n;
His all the pow’r, and all the caufe to mourn.
Shall human eyes alone diffolve in tears?
And bleed in anguifh none but human hearts ?
The wide-{tretch’d realm of intelle@ual woe, 746
Surpafling fenfual far, is all our own.
In life fo fatally diftinguifh'd, why
Caft in one lot, confounded, lump’d in death?
¢ Ere yet in being was mankind in guilt? 750
** Why thunder’d this peculiar claufe againft us,
“ All-mortal, and all-wretched !—Have the fkies
‘ Reafons of ftate their fubjeéts may not fean,
¢ Nor humbly reafon when they forely figh ?
¢ All-mortal and all-wretched '—'Tis teo much,
‘¢ Unparalleled in Nature: 'tis too much, 756
“ On being unrequefted at thy hands,
** Omnipotent ! for I fee nought but power.
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¢ And why feg that? why thonght! Totoil and éat;
¢¢ Then make our bed in ddrknefs,; needsno thought.
¢ What foperfiuities are reas'ning fouls ! 761
¢ Oh give eternity, orithought deftroy.

But withdut thought our curferwere half unfelt’;

Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart, *

And therefore'tis beftow’d. 1 thank thee, Reafon!
¢ Foraiding life’s too fmall calamitics; 766

And giving being to the dread of death.

Such are thy bountics l—Was it then too much

For me to trefpafs on the brotal rights?

Too much for! Heav'n to make one emmet more ?

Too much for Chaos to permit my mafs r

A longer ftay with eflences unwronght,

Unfathion’d, untormented into man?

Wretched pteféerment to this round of pains!

Wretched capacity of frenfy, thonght !

Wretched capacity of dying, life!

Life) thought, worth, wifdom, all (O foul revolt !)

Once friends to peace, goneover ta the foe.

¢ Death, then, has chang’d its nature too. O Death!

Come to my bofom, thou beft gift ¢f Heav'n! 780

Beft friend of man ! fince man is man no more.

Why in'this throny wildernefs fo long,

Since there's no promis'd land’s ambrofial bower

*“ To pay me with its honey for my flings ?
¢ If needful to the felfifh fchemes of Heav'n 285
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¢ T fting us fore, why meck’d our mifery?
 Why this fo fumptuousinfult o’er our heads?
¢ Why this illnftrions canopy difplay’d ¢
* Why fo magnificently:lodg'd Defpair?
% At frated periods, fure-returning, roll 792
‘¢ Thefe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute
* Their length of labours and of pains, nor:lofe
¢ Their mifery’s full meafure ?—Smiles with flowers
“ And fruits, promifcuons, ever-teeming earth;
“ That man may languifh in luxurious fcenes, 793
* And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ?
¢ Claim earth dnd fkies man’s admiration, due
‘¢ For fuch delights! blefs'd Animals!too wife
“ To wonder, and too happy to complain!

¢ Qur doom decreed demands a mournful feene :
¥ Why not a dungeon dark for the condemn'd?/ 8oz
# Why not the dragon's {fubterranean den
 For man to howl it} why not his abode
* Of the fame difmal colour with his fate?
¢ A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaft expenfe 8os
“ Of time, toil, treafure, art, for owls and adders
# As congruous, as for-man this lofty dome,
“ Which prompts proud thought,and kindles high
“ If; from her humble chamber in the duft, ' [defire,
* Whileproud thought fwells,and high defireinflames,
* The poor worm calls us for her inmates there, 811
$¢ ‘And round vs Death’s inexorable hand
* Draws the dark curtain clofe, undrawn no more.
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¢ Undrawnrno mare!~Behind the cloud of death,
“ Ornice, 1 beheld a fun; a' fun whicly gilt 8r3
¢ That fableicloud,; and turn’d it allito’ gold.
¢ How the gravé’saalter’d!!fathomlefsashell !
¢ A real hell!to thofe:who dream’dof héav'n,
Annihilatiom! how it yawhs hefore nie!
Néxt mament I may drop frons 'thought, frcm fenft,
‘The privilege of angels androf worms, 821
Auoutcaft from exiftenceland:this fpirit, !

¢ This all-pervading,! this'allsconfcious :(bu!,

¢ This particlé-oflénergy divine,
¢ Which travels Nature; flics from ftar' to ftar,
¢ And wiitsigods; and emuldtes thieir powers,
‘¢ For evériis'extinguifh’d; Horror 'death!
¢ Dreath of that death Iifedrlefs, once, furvey'd!—
¢ When hotror univerfal'fhall defcend,
‘¢ And heav'n's dark concavenrnsall humanrace, 814
“ On that enormots, unrefundin tomb,
¢ How juft this verfe! this'mohumiéntal figh'!
¢-Beneath the lumber of demolith’d“worlds,
¢ Deep'in 'the ribbifh of the'gen’ral wreck;
¢ Swept ignominious to the common® mafs ‘84t
£ Of matter, never dignify’d with life,
¢ Here lie' proud Rationals ; the fons'of Heav'n!
The'lords of ¢arth! the property of worms!
Beings of yefterday, and no to=morrow !
Who liv’din terror, and in pangs expir'd! 844
All-gone to rotin chaos, or to make

(L]
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¢ Their happy.tranfitinto blocks or brutes,
¢ Nor longer fully their; Creator’s name.’

Lorenzo! hear, paufe, ponder, and pranaunce.
Juit is this hiftory 2 If foch is man, 845
Markind’s hiftorian, tho’ divine, might weep.

And dares Lorenzo {fmile!—I know thee:proud ;
For once let.pride befeiend thee ; Pride looks pale
At fuch a feepe, and (ighs for fomething more.
Amid thy boafts, prefumptions, and difplays,..1 850
And art thou then a (hadow 2/lefs than (hade 2+

A ndthing 2lefs than nothing 2 Te have been,

And not to be, s lowerthan unborn,

Art thou ambitious ! why then make the worm
Thine equal & Runs thy tafte of pleafure'high'? . 855
Why patronize fur¢ death of ev'ry joy?

Charm riches ? why chufe bége'rylin the grave,

©f ev’ry hope a hankrupt ! and for.ever?

Ambition, Pleafore, Avarice, perfuade thee

To make,that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 860
They lately prov’d #, thy foul's fupteme defire.

What art thou made of ? rather, how unmade:?
Great Nature's mafter-appetite deftroy’d,

Is endlefs life and happinefs defpis'd :

Or both wifh'd here, where neither can be found ; 865
Such man’s perverfe, eternal war with Heav'n!
Dar'(t thou perfift? and is there nought on earth
Eut 2 long train of tranfitory forms,

# In the Sixth Night.
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Rifing and breiking millions in an hour?
Bubbles of a'fantaftic deity, blown up
In fport, and then in cruelty deftroy’d ?
Oh'! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo!
Deftroys thy fcheme the whole of human race?
Kind is fell Lucifer compar’d to thee.
Oh ! fpare this'wafte of being half-divine, 875
And vindicate th’ economy of Heav'n.

Heav'n is all love, all joy in giving joy;
It never had created but to blefs;
And fhall it then ftrike off the lift of life
A being blefs'd, or worthy fo to be?
}eav'n ftarts at an annihilating God.

Is that all Nature {tarts at thy defire?
Art fuch a clod to wifh thyfelf all clay ?
What is that dreadful wifh }— the dying groan
Of Nature, murder’d by the blackeft guilt. 885
‘What deadly poifon has thy natore drank ?
T'o Nature, undebaunch’d, no fhock fo great.
Nature's firft with is endlefs happinefs;
Annihilation is an after-thought,
A monftrous wifh, unborn till Virtue dies.
And, oh! what depth of horror lies inclos’d!
For non-exiftence no man ever wilh'd,
But firft he wifh'd the Deity deftroy’d.

If fo, what words are dark'enough to draw
Thy piéture true ! the darke(t are too fair.
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour

2
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Of defperation, by what fory’s aid,

In what infernal pofture of the fouly

All hell invited, and all hell in joy

At fuch a birth, a birth fo mear of kin, 9co
Did thy foul fincy whelp fo black a fcheme

Of hopes abertive, faculties half-blown,

And deities began, reduc’d to diift?

There's nought (thon fay’ft) but oneeternal fAux
Of feeble eflences, tumultuous diiyeén ‘903
"Thro® time's rough billows into night’s abyfs.

Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin,

Is there no rock on which man’s toffing thought
Can reft from terror, dare his fate furvéy,

And boldly think-it fomething to be born? 910
Anid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair,

Is theére no eentral, all-fuftaining bafe,

All-realizing, all-conneéting power;

Which, as.it call’d forth all things, tanrecall,

And force Deftiuction to refund her {poil? 915
Command the grave reftore hér taken prey ?

Bid death’s/dark vale its human harve(t yield ?

And earth and ocean pay their debt of man,

True to the grand depofit trufted there?

Is there no potentate, whofe outftretch’d arm, 920
When rip’ning time calls forth th’ appointed hour,
Pluck’d from foul Devaltation’s famifh’d maw,

Binds prefent, pafl, and future, to his throne?

His throne how glorious! thus divinely grac'd
Iolume 11, D
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By germinating beings cluft’ring round!
A garland worthy the Divinity !
A throne by Heav'n's omnipotence in fmiles,
Built (like a Pharostow'ring in the waves)
Amidft immenfe effufions of hislove!
An ocean of communicated blifs!

An all-prolific, all-preferving God !
This were a4 God indeed.—And fuch is man,
As here prefum’d; he rifes from his fall.
‘I'hink’{t thou Omnipotence a naked root,
Each bloffom fair of Deity deftroy’d? 935
Nothingis'dead; nay, nothing fleeps; each foul,
"T'hat ever animated human clay,
Now wakes, is on the wing: and where, O where,
Will the fwarm fettle 2—When the trumpet’s call,
As founding brafs, colleéts us, round heav’n’s throne
Conglob’d, we bafk in everla(ting day, 941
(Paternal fplendour!) and adhere for ever.
Had not the foul this outlet to the fkies,
In this valt veffel of the univerfe
How (hould we gafp, as in an empty void! 945
How in the pangs of famifh'd hope expire !

How bright my profpeét fhines! how gloomy thine!
A trembling world ! and a devouring God!
Earth but the fhambles of Omnipotence!
Heav'n's face all ftain’d with caufelefs maflacres 950

Of countlefs millions, born to feel the pang
Of being loft. Lerenzo! can it be!?
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This bids us fhudder-at the thoughts of life.
Who would be borni to fuch a phantom world,
Where nought fubftantial but our mifery 2
Where joy. (if joy) but heéightens our diftrefs,
So foon to perifh; and revive nomore?
The greater fuch a’joy, the more it pains. |
A world fo far from great (and yet how great
It fhines to thee!) theré’s nothing real in it;
Being a fhadow ;: confcioufiiefs a dream :
A dream how dreadful!: univerfal blank
Before it and behind ! poor man a {park .
From nen-exiftence ftruck by wrath divine,
Glitt’ring a moment, nor that moment fure,
’Mid(t upper, nether, and furrounding night,
His fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb!
Lorenzo! dolk thou fecl thefe arguments?

Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt ?

How haft thou dar’d the Deity dethrone ?

How dar’d indiét him of a world like this?

If fuch the world, creation was a crime;

For what is crime but caufe of mifery ?

Retract, Blafphemer ! and unriddle this,

Of endlefs arguments above, below, 13 975

Without ns, and within, the (hort refult—
¢ If man’s immortal, there's a2 Ged in heav’n,” ;
But ‘wherefore fuch redundancy? fuch wafte
Of argument ! one fets my foul at. reft;
One obvieus, and at hand, and, oh!—-at heart. 982
Djj
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So juft thelfkies, Philander’s lifefd paiit’d; « |
His heartfo pure, that or fucceeding!feenes
Haye palms to give; or ne'er had he been born.

“ What:an/old tale is this!”’" Lorenzo)crics.~—
I grant this arpument is old ;1 but:trath
No years impair; ‘and had not this been trae,
"Thou riever hadltdefpis'd it for itsage. !

Truth is:immortal as'thy foul, and fable

As flecting as thy joys. ' Be wife, nor: make

Heav'n’s highleﬂblémng vengeance. O be wife! 990
Nor make a eurfelof immortality.

Say, know'fbthou what it is, 'or what thou art ?
Know'it.thou'the importance of a foulimmortal ?
Behold this'midnight glory : worlds on worlds!
Amazing pomplredonble this amaze; 995
‘Ten thoufind add; add twice ten thoufand more’;
Then weigh the'whole; one fonl outweighs them all;
And calls th' aftonithing magnificence
Of unintelligent creation poor.

For this believe not me j no man believe; 1000

Truft not in words, but deeds; and deeds no lefs
Than thofe of the Bupreme, nor his a few's
Confult them all confulted, all proclaim
Thy foul's importance.. Tremble at thyfelf,
For whom Omnipotence has.wak'd fo long;: 100y
Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages ; from the birth
Of Nature to this unbelieving hour.

In this fmall provirice of his vaft domain
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(All Nature bow while I pronouncé his name!)
‘What has God done, and not for this fole end, 1010
T'o refcue fouls from death ? The foul’s high price
Is writ in all the conduét of the {kies.
The foul’s high price is the creation’s key,
Unlocks its myf{teries, and naked lays
The genuine caufe of ev'ry deed divine : 1015
‘That is the chain of ages which maintains
‘Their obvious correfpondence, and unites
Moft diftant periods in one blefs’d defign :
That is the mighty hinge on which have turn'd
All revolutions, whether we regard 1020
The nat’ral, civil, or religious world,
The former two but fervants to the third :
'T'o that their duty done, they both expire,
Their mafs new-call, forgot their deeds renown’d,
And angels afk, ¢ Where once they fhone fo fair

To lift us from this abjeét to fublime; 1026
"This flux to permanent; this dark to day;
This foul to pure; this turbid to ferene;
This mean to mighty !—for this glorious end
Th'Almighty, rifing, his long fabbath broke! 1030
The world was made, was ruin’d, was reflor’d;
Laws from the (kies were publith’d, were repeal’d;
On carth kings,kingdoms,rofe ; kings, kingdoms,fell ;
Fam'd figes lighted up the Pagan world;
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 103§
Thro’ diftant age; faints travell'd, martyrs bled;

D iij
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By wonders facred Nature ftood controll'd
The living were tranflated ; dead were rais’d ;
Angels, and'more than angels, came from heav'n;
And, oh! for this defecended lower fHll ; 1040
Gilt was hell's'gloom ; aftonifh’d at his gueft,
For one fhort moment Lucifer ador’d.
Lorenzo! and wilt thou do lefs >~—For this
‘That hallow'd page, fools fcoff at, was infpir'd,
Of all thefe truths thrice-venerable code! 1045
Deifls! perform.your quarantine, and then
Fall proftrate eré you touch it, left vou die.

Nor lefs intenfely bent infernal powers
To mar, than thofe of light this end to gain.
O what a feene is here!—Lorenzo! wake! 1050
Rife to the thoupht; exert, expand thy foul
T'o take the vaft ideas it denies
All elfe the name of great. Two warring worlds,
Not Europe againt Afric; warring worlds!
Of more than mortal! mounted on the wing! 105§
On ardent wings of energy and zeal,
High-hov’ring o'er tlfis little brand of ftrife!
This fubluhary ball.— But firife, for what?
In their'own caufe conflicting ? no: in thine,
In man’s. His fingle int'reft blows the flame; 1060
His the fole ftake; his fate the trumpet founds
Which kindles war immortal. How it burns!
Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms!
Force force appofing, till the waves run high,
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And tempeft Nature's univerfal fphere: 1chs
Such oppofites eternal, ftedfaft, flern,
Such foes implacable are good and ill;
Yetman, vainman,would mediate peace between them,

Think notthis fittion. **There was warin heav’n.”
From heav’n’s high eryflal mountain, whereit hung,
Th' Almighty’s outftretch’d afm took down his bow,
And fhot his indignation at the deep: 1072
Re-thunder’d Hell, and darted all her fires.—

And feems the ftake of little moment ftill ?

And flumbers man, who fingly caus’d the ftorm ? 1075
He fleeps.— And art thou fhock'd at mylteries?
The greateft thou. 'How dreadful to reflect

What ardour, care, and'counfel, mortals caufe

In breafts divine! how little in their own!

Where’er I turn, how new proofs pour upon' me!
How happily this wondrous view fupports 1081
My former. argument ! how firongly flrikes
Immortal life’s full demonftration here!

Why this exertion ! why this ftrange regard

From heav’n’s Omnipotentindulg’d to man ?—108§
Becaufe in man the glorious, dreadful power,
Extremely to be pain'd, or blefs’d for ever.
Duration gives importance, {fwells the price.

An angel, if a creature of a day,

What would he be? a trifle of no weight ; 1c90
Or (tand or fall, no matter which, he’s gone,

Becaufe immortal, therefore is indulg’d
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This ftrange regard of deities to duft.
Hence Heav’n looks down on earth with all her eyes;
Hence the foul’s mighty moment'in her fight; 1cgj
Hence ev’ry foul has partizans above,
And ev'ry thought a critic in the fkies :
Hence clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard,
And ev’ry guard a paffion for his charge;
Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 1104,
Has held high counfel'o’er the fate of man.

Nor have the clonds thofe gracious counfels hid ;
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne,
And Providence came forth to'meet mankind :
In various modes of emphafis and awe 110§
He fpoke his will, and trembling Natare heard ;
He fpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ftorm :
Witnefs thou, Sinai! whofe cloud-cover'd height,
And fhaken bafis, own’d the prefent God :
Witnefs, ye Billows! whofe returning tide, 1110
Breaking the chain that faften’d it'in air,
Swept Egypt and her menaces to hell :
Witnefs, ye Elames ! th’ Affyrian tyrant blew
To fev’nfold rage, as impotent as {tfong :
And thou, Earth! witnefs, whofe expanding jaws
Clos’d o’er Prefumption’s facrilegions fons * ;- 1116
Has not each element, in turn, fubferib’d
"The foul’s high price, and fworn-it to the wife?
Has not flame, oceéan, ether, earthquake, firoye

* Korah, &c,
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To ftrike this truth thre' adamantine man 2/

If not all adamant, TLiorenzo! hearj

Allis delufion 3 Nature is wraptup

In tenfold night, from Reafon’s keeneft eye's

There’s no confiftence, meaning; planyor end,

In all beneathithe fun, in all above, !

(As far as man/can pénetrite)orsheaven

Is an immenfe, ineftimable prizé:

Or all is nothing; er that prizeisall:—

And fhall each toy be fiill a match for hedven,

And full equivalent for groans below?

‘Who would not give a trifle to prévent

What he woild’give’a thoufand dvorlds to cure?
Lorenzo! thou haft feen (if thine:to'fee) !

All Nature and her God (by Natore’s ‘coutfe,

And Nature's courfe controll'd) decldre for me.

The fkies above proclaim ¢ immortal:man !"!

And ‘¢ man' immortal I all below refounds.

The world’s a fyftem’ of theology; '

Read by the greatelt' ftrangers to the fchools;

If honeft, learn’d y and fages o'ér a plough.

Is'not, Lorenzo! then, impos'd on:thee

‘This hard alternative, of to reriounce

Thy reafon and thy fenfe; or to beliéve 2

What then is unbelief ? 'tis an exploit;

A ftrenuous enterprife; to gain itman

Muft burft thro’ ev'ry bar of commen fenfé,

Of'common fhame, magnanimoufly wrong;
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And what rewards the {turdy combatant ?
His prize repentance j infamy his crown.

_ But wherefore infamy ?—for'want of faith
Down the fteep precipice of wrong he flides;
There's nothing to fupport hinvin the right.
Faith in the future wanting is, at leaft

In embryo, ev’ry weaknefs, ev'ry guilt,

And f{trong temptation ripens it 'to birth.

If this life’s gain invites him to the deed,
Why not: his! country fold, his father flain?
*Tis virtue to purfue’our good fupreme,

And his fupreme; his only good; is here.
Ambition, av’rice; by the wife difdain’d,

Is perfe@t wifdom while mankind are foals,
And think a torfior tombitone coversall :
Thefe find employment, and provide for fenfe

A richer pafture-and-a larger range;

And fenfe, by right divine, afcends the throne. 12 65
‘When virtue’s prize and profpect are no more,
Virtue no more we think the will of Heaven.

Would Heav'n quite beggar Virtue if belov’d ?

P

¢ Has Virtue charms 2’=-1 grant her heav’nly fair}
But if unportion’d, all will Int’reft wed, 1150
Tho’ that our admiration; this our choice.
The virtues grow on immortality;
That root defltroy’d, they wither and expire.
A Deity, believ'd will nought avail ;
Rewards and:punifhments make God ader’'d,




Part IL NICHT TUE SEVENTH, 47

And hopes and fears give Confcience all her power.
As in the dying parent dies thechild,

Virtue with immortality expires.

‘Who tells me he denies his foul immortal |
‘Whate’er his boaft; has told me he’saknave. 1180
His duty ’tis todove himfelf alone,

Nor care tho’ mankind perifh if he fmiles.

‘Who thinks ere long the man' fhall wholly die,

1s dead already; nought but brute {urvives:

And ate there fuch ?—Such candidates there are
For more than deathj for utter lofs of being, | 1186
Being, the bafis of the Deity!

Afk you the caunfe ’—the caufe they will not tell ;
Nor need they. - Oh the forceries of fenfe!

They work this transformation en'the foul, 1190
Difmount her like the ferpent at the fall,

Difmount her from her native wing (which foar'd
Ere-while ethereal heights) and throw her down

To lick the duft, and crawl in fuch a thought.

Is it in words to paint you? O.ye Fall'n! 1195
Fall'n from the wings of reafon and of hope!

Ereét in ftature, prone in appetite !

Patrons of pleafure; pofting into pain!

Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfe!

Boafters of liberty, faft-bound in chains!

Lords of the wide creation, and the {hame!

Mote fenfelefs than th® irrationals you feorn!

More bafe than thofe you rule! than thofe you pity
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Far more undone! O ye mofl'infamous
OfF beings, from fuperior dignity ! 120§
Deepeft in woe from means of boundlefs blifs !
Ye curfs’d by bleffings infinite ! hécaule
Moft highly favour'd, moft profoundly loft!
Ye motley mafs of contradi@tion ftrong |
And are yon, too; convine’d your fouls fly off - 1210
In exhalation foft} and die in air,
From the full flood of evidence againft you?
In:the coarfe drudgeries and finks of fenfe,
Your fouls have quite worn ont the make of Heav'n,
By vice new-cafl, and cteatures of your.own} 121§
But tho® you' can;déform, you can’t deftroy :
To curfe, not:uncreate, is all your power.

Lorenzo! 'this black brotherhood rerounce 5
Renounce St. Evrémond, and read:St: Paul.
Ere rapt by miracle, by reafon wing'd, 1220
His mounting mind made long abode in heav’n.
This is free-thinking, unconfin’d to parts,
To fend the foul, on curicus travel bent,
Thro® all the provinces of human thought;
To dart her flight thro’ the whole {phere of manj 1225
Of this valt univerfe to make the tour;
In each recefs of fpace and time at home,
Familiar with their wonders; diving deep;
And, likeé a prince of boundlefs int’refts there,
Still moft ambitious of the moft remote ; 1230
To look on truth unbroken and entire;
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Truth in the fyftem, the full orb} where truths

By truths enlighten’d and fuftain’d, afford

An arch-like; ftrong foundation, to fupport

Th’ incumbent weight of abfolure, complete ‘1235
Conviétion : here, the moré we prefs, we (tand

More firm $who moft examine, moft believe.

Parts, like half-féntences; confoundy the whole
Conveys the fenft, and God is underftood;

Who not in fragments writes to human race t 1240
Read his whole volume, Scepticl then reply.

‘This, this is thinking free;a thonght that grafps
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour.
Turnupithine eye, furvey this midnight fceney
What are earth’s kingdoms to yon’ boundlefs orbs,
Of human-fouls, one day, the deflin’d fange? "1246
And what yon’ boundlefs orbs to godlike man? = /.7
Thofe num’rous worlds that throng the firmament,
And alk more fpace'in heav'ny can roll at large
In man’s capacious thonght, and (till leave room 14350
For ampler orbs, for new creations there.

Can'fuch a foul contraét itfelf, ro gripe

A point of no dimenfion, of no weight ?

It can; it does': the world is fuch a point}

And of that point how fmall a part enllaves! 1255

How finall a part—aof nothing, fhall 1 fay?

Why not?—Friends,our chief treafure! how theydrop!
Lucia, Narciffa fair, Philander, gone! {
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op’d

Velume IL. E
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A triple mouth,and in dh awful voice
Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fing!
How the world falls to pieces round about us,
And:lcaves us in-a rnin of our joy !
‘What fays this tranfportation of my friends?
It bids melove the place where now they dwell; 1265
And feorn this wretched {pot they leave fo poor.
Eternity’s vaft ocean lies before thee;
There, there, Lorenzo! thy Clariffa fails.
Give thy mind fea-room ; keep it wide of earth,
"That rock of fouls immortal; cut thy cords: 1270
‘Weigh anchor; fpread thy fails; call ev’ry wind,
Eye thy Great' Pole-ftar; make the land of Life.
+Fwo kinds of life has double-natur'd man,
And two of death 3 the Lift far more fevere.
Life animal is nortur/d by the fun, 1278
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams :
Life rational fubfifts on higher food,
Trinmphant in his beams who made the day :
‘When we leave that fun, and are left by this,
(The fate of all whao die in {tubborn guiit)
"Tis utter davknefs; firictly double death.
We fink by no judicial {lroke of Heav'n,
But Nature's cousfe, as fure as plumbets fall.
Since God or man malt alter ere they meet,
sGince light and darknefs blend not in onc {phere)128 5
"I'is manifeft, Lorvenzo! who mult change.

If, then, that double death thould prave thy lot,
' N 1 !
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Blame not the bowels of the Deity

Man (hall-be blefs’d, as far as man permits.

Not man alone, all rationals Heav'n arms 1200
With an illuftrious, but tremendous power,

To counteract its own mofl gracious ends,

And this of {tri&t neceffity, not choice;

‘That pow’r deny’d, men, angels, were no more

But paffive engines, void of praifeor blame. ' 1295
A nature rational implies the power ‘
Of being blefs’d or wretched as we pleafe,

Elfe idle Reafon would have nought to do,

And he that would be barr'd eapacity

Of pain, courts incapacity of blifs! 13c0
Heav'n wills our happinefs, allows our'doom
Invites us ardently, but not compels’:

Heav’n but perfuades, almighty man decrees.

"Man is the maker of immortal fates.

Man falls by man, if finally he falls; 1305

And fall he muft, who learns from death alone

Thedreadful fecret,—that he lives for ever.

Why this to thee —thee yet, perhaps, in doubt

Of fecond life? but 'wherefore doubtful (il 2

Eternal life is Nature's ardent wifh 1310

What ardently we wifh we foon believe :

Thytardy faith declares that wifh deftroy’d :

What has deftroy’d it '—fhall I tell thee what ?

When fear’d the future, "tis no longer wilh'd;

And when unwilh’d, we (trive to difbelieve, ' 1315
E ij
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¢ Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.”

Nor that.the fole deteétion ! Blufh, Lorcnm'

Blufh for hypoerify, if not for guilt.

The future fear'd i—An infidel, and fear?

Fear what? a dream ! a fable’~—How thy dread, 1320
Unwilling evidence,.and therefore (trong,

Affords my canfe an undefign’d {opport ?

How Difbelief affirms what it denies!

¢ Tt, unawares, aflerts immortal life.”"—

Surprifing ! infidelity turnsont
A creed and a confeflion of our fins.
Apoftates, thus, are orthodox divines.
Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clafh no.more,
Nor longer a tranfparent vizor wear.
"Think’fl thou Religion only has her matk 7.1 --x330

Our infidels are Satan’s hypocrites,
Pretend the worll, and, at the bottom, fail.
When vifited by thought (thonght will intrude)
Like bim' they ferve, they.tremble, and believe.
Is there hypocrify fo foul:as this 1338
So fatal to the welfare of the world ?
What deteftation, what contempt, their due !
And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their.efcape
That Chriltianicandour they (trive hard to fcorn.
If not for that afylum; they might find.. 1340
A hell on earth; nor 'ftape a worfe below.

With infolence and impotence of thought,
Inftead of racking fancy to refute,
Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy,—
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But fhall I dare confefs the dire refult ? il r34%

Can thy proud reafon brook fo black a brand ?

From purer manners to fublimer faith,

is Nature's unavoidable afeent.

An honelt Deift; where the Gofpel (hines,

Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriftian ends. 1356

When that blefs'd change arrives, ¢’en calt afide

This fong {uperfluous : life immortal ftrikes

Conviction in a flood of light divine.

A Chriftian dwells, like Uriel *, in the fun 3

Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight, 1355

And ardent hope anticipates the fkies.

Of that bright fun, Lorenzo! feale the fphere :

"Tis eafy; it invites thee ; it defcends

From heav’n to wooe and waft thee whence it came.

Read and revere the facred page, a page 1360

Where triumphs immortality ; a page

Which not the whole creation could produce ;

Which not the conflagration fhall deftroy :

'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever,

In Nature’s ruins not one letter, loft. { 1365
In proud difdain of what €’én gods adore,

Doft fmile ?—Poor wretch! thy guardianangel weeps,

Angels and men aflént to what [ fing;

Wits {mile, and thank me for my. midnight dream:

How. vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain! 1370

Parts pufh us on to pride, and pride to (hame;

* Milton,

E ijj
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Pert Infidelity is Wit’s ¢ockade,
To grace the brazen brow that brayes the fkies,
By lofs of Leing dreadfully fecure.
Lorenzo! if thy doétrine wins the day, 137§
And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field;
If this is all, if earth a final ftene,
Take heed ; ftand fait; be fure to be a knave;
A knave ip grain! ne'er deviate to the right.
Shouldft thou be good—how infinite thy lofs! 1380
Guilt only makes anpihilation gain.
Blefs’d fcheme! which life.deprives of camfort, death
Of hope, and which vice only recommends.
If fo, where, Infidels! your bait thrown out
To catch weak converts? where your lofty boaft
Of zeal for virtue, and of lave to man? 1384
Annjhilation] I confefs in thefe.

What can reclaim yon? dare I hope profound
Philofphers the canverts of a fong?
Yet know its title* fatters you, not me; 1390
Your’s be the praife to make my title good ;
Mine to blefs Heav’n, and triumph in your praife.
But fince fo peftilential your difeafe,
Tho' fov’reign is the med’cine | prefcribe;
As yer I'll neither triumph nor defpair, 1308
But hope; ere long, my midnight dream will wake
Your hearts, and teach your wifdom-—to be wifes: .

For why (hould fouls immortal, made for blifs,
E'er wilh (and wilh in vain,!) that fouls could die?
* The Infidel Reclaimed,
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What ne'er can di¢, oh! grant to live, and crown’

The with, and aim, and labour, of the fkies; ' 14C¥

Increafe, and enter,on the joys of hedv’n':

Thus fhall my title pafs a facred feal;

Receive an imprimatur from above,

While angels thout—An Infidel Reclaim’d! - 1405
To clofe, Lorenzo! Spite of all my pains,

Still feems it ftrange that thou (houldft live for ever?

Is it lefs firange that thou thould(t live at all?

"This is a miracle, and that no more.

Who gave beginning can exclude an end. Ti10

Deny thouart; then doubtif thou fhalt be.

A miracle with miracles inclos’d

Is man! and ftarts:his' faith at what is ftrange ?

‘What lefs thaniwendevs from the wonderful 2

What lefs than miracles from God can flow? 1415

Admit a God—that myftery fupreme!

That caufe uncavs'd! all other wonders ceafet

Nothing is marvellous for him to do:

Deny him——all is myftery befides;

Millions of myfteries! each darker far

Than that thy wifdom would, unwifely, fhun.

If weak thy faith, why chufe the harder fide?

We nothing know but what is marvellous;

Yet what is marvellous we can't believe.

So weak our reafon, and fo great our God,
What moft furprifes in the facred page,

Or full as flrange, or (tranger, muft be true,
Faith is not reafon’s labour, but repofe.

2 3 unesp’ 6 7



cm

56 THE COMPLAINT.

To faith and virtue why fo backward, man !
From hence;—the prefent {trongly ftrikesusall, 1430
‘The future faintly : can we, then, be men?

If men, Lorenzo! the reverfe is right.

Reafon is man’s peculiar ; fenfe the brute’s.

The prefent is the fcanty realm of Senfe;

The future Reafon’s empire unconfin’d : 1435
On that expending all her godlike power,

She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there;
There builds her bleflings ! there expeéts her praife;
And: nothing afks of Fortune or of men.

And what is Reafon ? be (he thus defin’d ; 1440
Reafon is upright ftature in the foul.

Oh! be a2 man,—and ftrive to be a god.

“¢ For what ? (thou fay’ft) to damp the joys of life”
Noj; to give heart and fubftance to thy joys.

That tyrant, Hope, mark how fhe domineers; 1445
She bids us quit realities for dreams,

Safety and peace for hazard and alarm.

‘That tyrant o’er the tyrants of the foul,

She bids Ambition quit its taken prize,

Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it fits ~ 1450
Tho® bearing crowns, to {pring at diftant game,
And plunge in toils and dangers—for repofe.

If hope precarious, and of things, when gain’d,

Of little moment, and as little ftay,

Can fweeten toils and dangers into joys, 1455
‘What then that hope which nothing can defeat,
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Our leave unafk’d? rich hope of boundlefs blifs!
Blifs palt mdn’s pow’r to paint it, time's'to clofe!

This hope is earth’s moft eftimable prize;
‘This is man’s portion; while no more than man:
Hope, of all paffions, moft befriends us here; 1461
Paflions of pwu;]c-r name befriend us lefs.
Joy has her tears, and: Franfport has her death :
Hope, like alt:or.di::l‘ inno(‘crﬂ, tho® ﬂmng,r
Man’s heart, at once, infpirits and ferenes, 1463
Nor makes him pay his wifdom for his joys :
*Tis all our prefent ftate can fafely bear,
Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind!
A joy attemper'd !'a cha(lis’d delight !
Like the fait' fummer-ev'ning, mild, and fiveet! 1470
*Tis man’s full cup, his paradife below !

A blefs’d hereafter, then, or-hop’d or gain'd,
1s all,——our whole of happinefs: full proof
I chofe no trivial or inglorions theme.
And know, ye Foes to fong ! (well-meaning men, 1475
Tho' quite forgotten * Lalf your Bible's praife!)
Important truths, in'fpite of verfe, may pleafe:
Grave minds you praife, nor can you praife too much;
If there is weight in-an eternity,
Let the grave'liften,—and be graver flill, 1480

* The poetical parts of it,

End of Night \Seventb.
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NIGHT VIIIL
VIRTUE'S APOLOGY :

OR, TH El
MAN OF THE WORLI,) ANSWERED.

In which are confidered,
THE LOVE OF THIS LIFE; THE AMBITION AND PLEASURE,
WITH THE WIT AND WISDOM, OF, THE WORLD.

A b has all Nature, then, efpons’d my part?

Haye T'brib’d Heav'n and Earth to plead again(t thee?
And is thy foul immortal #—What remains ?

All, all, Lorenzo!— make immortal blefs’d.
Unblefs’d immortals '—uwhat can fhock us more? 3
And yet Lorenzo {till affeéts the world ;

There ftows his treafure ; thence his title draws,
Man of the World! (for fuch would(t theube call’d)
And art thou proud of thatinglorious ftyle?

Proud of reproach? for a reproach it was, 10
In ancient days, and Chri(tian,—in an age

‘When men were men, and not atham’d of Heav'n,
Fir'd their ambition, as it.crown'd their joy.
Sprinkled with dews from the Caftalian font,

Fain would [ rebaptize thee, and confer

A purer {pirit, and a nobler name.
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Thy fond attachments, fatal and inflam’d,
Point out my path, and di&tate to my fong.
To thee the world how fair | how ftrongly ftrikes
Ambition! and gay Pleafure fironger {till!
Thy triple bane ! the triple bolt that lays
Thy virtue dead! be thefe my triple theme;
Nor fhall thy wit or wifdom be forgot.

Common the theme, not fo the fong, if fhe
My fong invokes, Urania! deigns to fmile.
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe,
If fhe diffolves, the man of earth, at once,
Starts from his trance, and fighs for other fcenes;
Scenes where thefe {parks of night, thefe flars, (hallthine
Unnumber'd funs (forall things, as they are, 30
‘The blefs'd behold) and, in one glory, pour
Their blended blaze on man’s aftonifh’d fight ;
A blaze—the leaft illuftrious objeét there.

Lorenzo! fince eternal is at hand,
‘To {wallow time's ambitions, as the vaft
Leviathan the bubbles'vain that ride
High on the foaming billow, what avail
High titles, high defcent, attainments high,
1f unattain’d our higheft? O Lorenzo!
What lofty thoughts, thefe elements above,
‘What tow'ring hopes, what fallies from the fun,
What grand furveys of deftiny divine,
And pompous prefage of unfathom’d fate,

hould roll in bofoms where a fpirit burns,
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Bound for eternity ! in bofoms read
By him who foibles in archangels fees !
On human hearts he bends a jealous cye,
And marks, and in heav’n’s régifter enrolls,
The rife and progrefs of ‘each option there;
Sacred to Doom{day! that thé page tinfolds, 50
And fpreads us to the gaze of gods and men.
And what an option, O Lorenzo! thine?
This world ! 'and this, unrivall’d by. the fkies!
A world whiere luft of ‘pleafure, grandeur, gold,
Three demons that divide its realms between them, 5§
With ftrokes alternate buffet to.and fro
Man’s reftlefs heart, their fport, their fiying ball,
Till, with the giddy circle fick-and tir'd,
It pants for:peace, and drops into 'defpair.
Such isthe world Lorenzo fets above
That glorious promife angels were efteem’d
'T'oo mean to bring; a promife their Ador'd
Defcended to communicate, ‘and prefs,
By counfel, miracle; life, death, on'man.

Such is the world Lorenzo’s wifdom wooes, 63
And on its thorny pillow fecks repofe ; ;!

A pillow which, like opiates ill-prépar’d,
Intoxicates; but not compofes; fills
"The vifionary mind with gay chimeras,
All the wild trafh of {leep, without the re(t: 70
What unfeign’d travel, and ‘what dreams of joy !
How frail'men, things! how momentary both!
3
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Fantaftic chafe of fhadows hunting fhades !

The gay, thé bufy, equal, tho’ unlike;

Equal in wifdom, differently wife!

Thro” flow’ry meadows, and thro' dreary waftes,

One buftling, and one dancing, into death.

There's not a day but, to the'man of thought,

Betrays fome fecret that throws new reproach

On life, and makes him fick of fecing more. Zo

The fcenes of bus’nefs tell us—*¢ What are men;"?

The fcenes of pleafure—*¢ What is/all befide:”

There others we defpife ; and here ourfelves.

Amid difguft eternal dwells delight?

'Tis approbation ftrikes the flring of joy. 85
What wondrous prize has kindled this career,

Stuns with the din, and chokes us with the duft,

On life’s gay ftage, one inch above the grave?
The proud run up and down in queft of eyes;
The fenfual in purfuit of fomething worfe;
The grave of gold ; the politic of power;
And all of other butterflies as vain !

As eddies draw things frivolous and light,

How is man’s heart by vanity drawn in!

On the fwwift circle of returning toys 0§

Whirl'd, ftraw-like. round and round, and then in-

Where gay delufion darkens to defpair! [gulf’d,
¢ This is a beaten track.”—1Is this a track

Should not be beaten ? never beat enough,

Till enongh learn’d the truths it would infpire. 100
Volume 11 iy
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Shall Truth be filent; becaufe Folly frowns?

Turn the world's hiftory, what find we there

But Fortune's fports, or-Nature's cruel claims,

Or woman’s artificé; or man’s revenge,

And endlefs inhumanities on man ? 10§
Fame's trumpet {feldom founds bat, like the knell,
It brings bad tidings : -how it hourly blows

Man's mifadventures round the litt'ning world !
Man is the tale of narrative old Times

Sad tale, which high as Paradife begins;

As if, the toil of travel to delude,

From ftage to flage, in his eternal round,

‘T'he Pays, his daughters,.as they {pin our hours
On Fortune’s wheel, where accident unthought
Oft’, in.a monrent, fnaps life’s {trongeft thread, 115
Each, in her turm, fome tragic ftory tells,

With now-and-then a wretched farce between,
And fills his chronicle with human woes.

Time's daughters, trae as thofe of men, deceive us;
Not one but puts fome cheat on all mankind, 120

While in their father’s bofom, not yet ours,

They flatter'our fond hopes, and promife much

Of amiable, but hold him not o’er-wife

Who darés to truft them, and langh round the year,
At flill-confiding, ftill-confounded, man, 125
Confiding tho' confounded; hoping on,

Untavoght by trial, unconvine'd by proof,

Aund ever looking for the never-feen.
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Life to the laft, like harden’d felons, lies,
Nor owns itfelf a cheat till it expires:
Its little joys go out by one:and one,
And leave poor man, at length; in perfeét night,
Night:darker than what now involves the pole.

O thou, who doft permit thefe ills to fall,
For gracious ends,and wouldit that man (hould mowrn!
O thou, whofe hands this goodly fabric fram’d, 136
Who know’(tit beft,and woulditthat manthould know!
What is this fublonary world ? a vapour;
A vapour all it holds; itfelf a vapour;
From the damp bed of Chaos; by thy beam 140
Exzhal'd, ordain'd to {wim its deftin’d hour
In ambient air, then melt and difappear.
Earth’s days are number’d; nor remote her doom ;
As mortal, tho’ lefs tranfient; than her fons;
Yet they dote on her as the world and they 145
Were both eternal, folid, thou'a dream.

They dote on 'what ! immortal views apart,
A repion of outfides! a‘land of fhadows!
A fruitful field of flow'ry promifes!
A wildernefs of joys! perplex’d with doubts, 150
And tharp with thorns ! @ troubled ocean, fpread
With bold adventurers, theirallon board;
No fecond hope, if here their fortune frownsg
Frown foon it muft. Of various rates they fail,
Of enfigns various; all alike in this, I55
All refllefs,.anxious, tofs'd with hopes and fears

Fij
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In calmeflt fkies ; obnoxious all to {torm,

And (tormy the moft gen’ral blaft of life:

All bound for happinefs; yet few provide

‘The chart of Knowledge, pointing where it lies, 16a

Or Virtue's helm, to fhape the courfe defign’d :

All, more or lefs, capricious Fate lament,

Now lifted by the tide, and now reforb’d,

And farther from their wifhes than before :

All, more or lefs, againit each other dafh,

T'o mutual hurt, by guils of pafion, driven,

And fuff’ring more from folly than from Fate,,
Ocean! thou dreadful and tumnltuous home

Of dangers, at cternal war with man!

Death’s capital, where moft'he domineers,

With all his chefen terrors frowning round,

(Tho’ lately feafted high:at Albion’s coft ¥)

‘Wide-op'ning, and loud-roaring ftill for more!

‘Too faithful mirror! how doft thou reflect

‘The melancholy face of human life!

‘The {trong refemblanee tempts me farther, (ills

And, haply, Britain may be deeper {truck

By:moral truth, in {fuch a mirror feen,

Which Nature holds for ever at her eye. '
Self-flatter'd, unesperienc’d, high in' hope, ! (180

When young, with fanguine cheer, and ftreamers gay,

We cut our cable, launch into the world,

And fondly dream each wind and {lar our friend :

All in fome datling enterprife embark’d ;

% Admiral Balchen, &¢.
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Bat where is he can fathom its event?

Amid a multitude of artlefs hands,

Ruin’s fure perquifite! her lawful ‘price |

Some fteer aright, but:the black blaft blows hard,
And puffs them wide of hope + with hearts of proof,
Full 'again{t wind and tide; fome win their way, 190
And when {trong Effort has deferv’d the port;

And tugg'd it into view, 'tis won!’tis loft !

Tho' ftrong their oar, {till ftronger is their fate:
They ftrike! and, while they triwmph, they expire.
In ftrefs of weather moft, fome!fink outright; 195
O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows clofe;
To-morrow knows not they wicre ever born.

Others a fhort memorial leave behind,

Like a flag floating; whea the bark’s ingulf'd ;

It floats a moiment, and is féen no more. 200
One Czfar lives ; a thoufandiare forgot,

How few; beneath aufpicious:planets born,

{Darlings of Providence! fond Fate's elect!)

With fwelling fails make good the promis’d port,
With all their withes freighted! yet'ev'n thefe, acy
Freighted with all their wifbes, foon complain;

Free from misfortune, not from Nature free,

They (till are men; and when is man fecure?

As fatal time as (torm! the rufh of years

Beats down their ftrength; their numberlefs efcapes
In ruin end. And now their proud fuccefs 21X

Bot plants new terrors on the vitor’sbicw :
F iij
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‘What pain to quit the world, jult made their ows,
Their neft fo deeply down’d, and built fo high!
Too low they build who build beneath the ftars. 215

Woe then apart (if woe apart ean be
From mortal man) and: Fortune at our ned,
The gay ! rich! great! trivmphant ! and auguft!
‘What are they /—The molt happy ((trange to fay)
Convince me moft of human mifery. 220
‘What are they ? {miling wretches of to-morrow !
More; wretched, then, than e’er their flave can be,
"Fheir treach’rous bleflings, at the day of need,
Like other faithles friends, uomafk, and (ting :
‘Then what proveking indigence in wealth!
‘What aggravated impotence in power!
High titles, then, what infult of their pain!
¥f that fole anchor, cqual to the waves,
Immortal Hope! defies not the rude ftorm,
Takes comfort from the foaming billow’s rage,
And makes a wélcome harbour of the tomb.

Is this a fketch of what thy foul admires?
¢ But here (thou fay’(t) the miferies of life
““ Are huddled in a group : a more diltinét
¢ Survey, perhaps, mightbring thee better news.?” 2
Look on kife’s ftages; they fpeak plainer ftill;
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou figh.
1.ook on thy lovely boy; in him behold
Fhe be(t that can befal the belt on earth;
"The boy has virtue by his mother's fide ;

35
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Yes, on Florello look 2 a father’s heatt

Is tender, tho' the man’s is madec of (toné :

The truth, thro' fuch a mediom feen, may make

Impreflion deep, and fondnefs prove thy friend.
Florello! lately caft on this rude coalk 243

A helplefs infant; now a heedlefs child.

Torpoor Clarifla’s throes thy care fucceeds;

Care full of love} and yet fevere as hate!

O’cr thy foul’s joy how oft” thy fondne(s frowns !

Needful aufterities his will reftrain, 25G

As therns fence in the tender plant from harm.

Asyet his reafon cannot go alone,

But afks a f{terner nurfe to lead it on.

His little heart is often terrify’d ;

The blufth of morning, in his cheek, turns palé;

Its pearly dew-drep trembles in his eye,

His harmlefs eye! and drowns an angel there.

Ah! what avails his innocence? the talk

Enjoin’d muft difcipline his early powers;

He learns to figh ere he is known to fin;
Guiltlefs, and fad! a wretch before the fall!
How cruck this | mere cruel to forbear.

Our nature fuch, with neceffary pains

We purchale profpedts of precarious peace :
Tho’ not a father, this might (teal a figh.

Suppofe him difciplin’d aright (if not,
*T'will fink our poor account to poorer ftill}
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty,

2 3 unesp 6 ’:



cm

63 TUE COMPLAINT.

He leaps inclofure, bounds inta the world ;

The world is taken, after ten years” toil,

Like ancient Troy, and all its joys his own.

Alas! the world’s a tutor more fevere,

1ts leffons hard, and ill deferve his pains;

Unteaching all his virtnous Nature taught,

Or books (fair Virtue's advocates!) infpir’d. 275
For who receives him into public life?

Men of the world, the terrz-filial breed,

Welcome the modeft ftranger to their fphere,

(Which glitter’d long, at diftance, in his fight)

And in their hofpitable arms inclofe; 280

Men who think nought fo ftrong of the romance,

So rank knight-errant, as a real friend ;

Men that aé up to Reafon’s golden rule,

All weaknefs of affection quite fubdu’d;

Men that would blufh at being thought fincere, 285

And feign, for glory, the few faults they want;

That love a lie, where truth would pay as well,

As if, to them, Vice fhone her own reward.
Lorenzo! canft thon bear a fhocking fight ?

Such, for Florello’s fake, 'twill now appear. 290

See the (teel’d files of feafon’d veterans,

Train'd to the world, in burnifh’d falfchood bright;

Deep in the fatal {tratagems of peace,

All foft fenfation, in the throng, rubb'd off;

All their keen purpofe in politenefs heath'd;

His friends eternal—during intereft;
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His foes implacable——when worth their while;

At war with eviry welfare but their own;

As wile as Luciferyand half as goed ;

And by whom none, but-Lucifer; can gain—; + 300
Naked thro’ thefe; (fo common Fate ordains)
Naked of Jreart, his cruel eonrfe he runs,

Stung out of all meft amiable in life,

Prompt truth,and open thought,and fmiles onfeign'ds;
Affeétion, as his fpecies wide-diffus’d; - ./ ¥ <308
Noble prefumptions.te mankind’s renown; |
Ingenuous truft, and confidence of love.

Thefe claimsto joy (if mortals joy might claim)
Will coft him many: a figh, till time and pains,
From the flow miftrefs of this fchool, Experience; 310
And her affiltant, paufing, pale Diftrafl,

Furchafe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth
Thro® ferpentine obliquities of life,

And the dark labyrinth of human hearts,
And happyl if the clne fhall come fo ¢heaps
For while we learn to fence with public guilt,.
Full oft” we feel its foul contagion too,

If lefs than heav!nly virtue is our guard.
Thus a ftrange kind of eurs’d neceffity

Brings down the ftetling temper of his foul,
By bafe alloy, to bear the current {tamp,
Below call'd Wifdom finks him into fafety,
And brands him into eredit with the world,
Where fpacious titles dignify difgrace,
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And Nature's injuries are arts of fife; 323
Where brighter reafon prompts to bolder crimes,
And heav'nly talents make infernal hearts,

That unfurmountable extreme of iguilt!

Poor Machiavel ! who labour’d hard his plan,
Forgot that Genius need not ‘go to fchool; 330
Forgot that man, without a tutor wife,

His plan had pradtis'd leng before *twas writ.

The world’s all title-page, there’s no contents.

The world's all face. The ‘imian ‘who (hews his heart
Is hooted for his nudities, and feorn’d. 335
Alman T knew who liv’d upon @ fmile;

And well'it fed him} he look’d: plump and fair, |
While rankeft venom foam’d thro' every vein.
Lorenzo! what T tell thee take not ill!

Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry fdelalives 346
And, dying, cers’d the friend ion'whom he liv’d.
To fuch proficients thou'art half a faint.

In foreign realms (for thou haft travell’d far)

How curious to contemplate two flate-rooks,
Studious their nelts to feather'in a'trice, 345
With all the necromantics of theirart,

Playing the game of faces'on each bther,

Making court fweetmeats of their latent gall;

In foolifh hope to fteal each other’s truft;

Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd,” 350
And, fometinies, both (let earth rejoice) undone!
Their parts we doubt not, but be that their (hame.
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Shall men"of talents; fitite rul¢ mankind,

Stoop to;mean wiles'that would difgrace a fool,

And lofe the thanks of thofe few friends they ferve?

For who can thank the man he cannot fee? 356
Why fo mueh cover I it defeats itfelf.

Ye that know all things! know. ye not men’s hearts

+ Are therefore known becaufe they are conceal’d ?

For why conceal’d?—-the caufe they need not tell. 360
I give him oy that's;awkward at a lie;
Whofe fecble natuye Truth keeps ftill in awe;
His incapacity is hisrenown.
'Tis great, "tis manly, to difdain difguife;
It thews our fpirit, or it proves our ftrength. 365
Thou fay’(t *tis needful :.is it therefore right -
Howe'er, I grant it fome fmall fign of grace
To {train at an excufe: and would(t thou, then,
Efcape that cruel need ?/thow may’(t with cafe;
Think no poft needful that demands a knave. | 370
When late our Civil helm was fhifting hands,
So P thought : think better if you can.

But this how rare! the public path of life
Is dirty :—yet allow that dirt its due,
It makes the noble mind more noble ftill. 375
The world’s no nenter; it will wound or fave;
Our virtue quench, or indignation fire.
Youfay the world, well-known, will make a man.—
The world, well-known,will give our hearts to Heav’n,
Or make us demons, long before we die, 380
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To fhew how fair the world) thy miftrefs, fhines,
Take either part, fureills:attend the choices
Sure, tho' not equal, detiiment enflies!
Not Virtue's felf is deify’d on earth;
Virtue has her relapfes, conflicts, foes; 185
Foes that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate.
Virtue has her peculiar fet of pains.
Tiue friends to virtue laft, and leaft, complain ;
But if they {igh, can others hape to fmile?
If Wifdom has her miferies'to mourn, 390
How can poor Folly lead a happy life ?
And if both fuffer, what has eéarth to boalt,
Where he thoft happy who the leaft laments ?
Where much, much patience, the moft envy’d flate,
And fome forgivenefs, needs, the beft of friends? 395
For friend, or happy life, wholooks not higher,
Of neither fhall he find the thadow here.

The world’s fworn advocate, without a fee,
Lorenzo fmartly, with a fmile, replies;
¢ Thus far thy fong is richt, and all muft own 4c0
¢ Virtue has her peculiar fet of painst—
¢ And joys peculiar who to Vice denies?
“ If vice it is with Nature to comply.
¢ If pride and fenfe are fo predominant,

¢ To check, not overcome them, makes a faint. 405
““ Can Natuore in a plainer voice proclaim
¢¢ Pleafure and glory the chief good of man "
Can pride and fenfuality rejoice?
4
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From purity of tHouglit all-pleafure fprings, !
And fromsan humble {pirit all ourpeace. 410
Ambition, Pleafuré! let us talk-of thefe;
Of thefe the Porch and Academy talk'd;
Of thefe each followingage had much to:fay,
Yet unexhaufted; (till; the needful theme.
Who talks-of thefe, to mankind all at once 415
He talks ; for.where the faint from either frec?
Are thefe thy refugel==No; thefe rufh-upon thee,
Thy vitals feize, and; valture-like, devour :
Tl try if 1 can pluck thee from thy rock,
Prometheus! from this barren ball of earth,
1f reafon can unchain theé, thou art free.

And firt, thy Caucafus, Ambition, calls;
Mountain of torments ! emincnce 'of woes!
Of courted woes! and courted thro® miftake!
"I'is not-ambition charms thees 'tis a cheat
Will nake thee ftart, as H. at his Moor.
Doft grafp at-greatoefs ? firlt know what it is.
Think'ft thoa thy greatnefs in diftin&ion lies?
Not in the feathey; wave it e’er fo-high,
By Fortune ftuck, to mark us from the thiong, 430
Is glory lodg'd : *tis lodg'd in the rever(é;
Inthat which joins; in that which equals all,
The monarch and his flave,—-¢ a deathlzfs foul,
¢ Unbounded profpeét, and immortal kin,
¢ A Father God, and brothers in the (kies;” 435
Llder, indeed, in time, but lefs remote

"olume IT, G
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In excellence, perhaps, ‘than thought by man.
Why greater:what can'fall than What can rife?

If {till deliriovis, mow; Liorenzo! go; -
And, with thy foll-blown brothers of the world, 440
Throw fcormaround thee caftiton thy flaves,
‘Thy flaves and equals. How fcorn’ cafl- on them
Rebounds onitliee! If man is mean, as man,
Art thoua'god? if Fortune makes him o,
Beware the confequence : a maxim that 445
Which draws'a mon{trous piéture of mankind,
‘Where, in the drapery, the man is loft;
Externals flutt’ring, and the foul forgot.
Thy greateft glory, when difpes’d to boaft,
Boaft that aloud in which thy fervants fhare. ' 4350

We wifely firip the fteed we mean to buy.
Judge we, in'their caparifons, of men ?
It nought avails thee where, but what, thou art.
All the diftinétions of this little life
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 455
When thro® Death’s ftreights earth’s fubtle ferpents
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, [creep,
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree,
They leave their party-colour’d robe behind,
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 460
Their brazen crefts, and hifs at us below.
Of Fortune's fucus ftrip th=m, yet alive,
Strip them of body too; nay, clofer ftill,
Away with all but moral in their minds,
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And let what thien remains impofe their name; ' 465

Pronounce them, weak or worthy, great or mean.

How mean that fnuff of glory Fortune lights,

And Death puts ont !/ Doft thoun démand a teft,

A teft, at once, infallible and fhort,

Of real greafefs? that man greatly lives; 470

Whate'er-hisfate or. fame, who greatly dies;

High-flufh’d with-hope where heroes fhall defpair.

If this a true critérion; many courts,

Nluftrious, might afford; but few grandees.
Th'Almighty, from his throne, on carth farveys 475

Nought greater than an honeft; humble heart;

An humble heart; his - refidence! pronounc’d

His fecond feat, and rival to the fkies.

‘The private path, the fecret alts of men,

If noble, far the nobleft of onr lives!

How far above Lorenzo's glory fits
Th’ illuftrious mafter of a' name unknown ?

Whofe worth unrivall'd, and unwitnefs’d; loves
Life's facred fhades; where gods converfe with men,
And peace, beyond the world’sconceptions,fmiles!485
As thou (now dark) before we part fhalt fee.

But thy great foul'this fkulking glory fcorns:
Lorenzo’s fick, but,when Lorenzo’s feen,
And when he (hrugs at public bus’nefs lies.
Deny’d the public eye, the public voice,
As if he liv'd on others’ breath, he dies.
Fain would he make the world his pedeftal,

Gij
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Mankindithe gazers, the fole figure he.

Knows lie that mankind praife againft theip will,
And mix as much detration as they caun? 495
Knows' he that faithlefs Fame her whifgiet has,

As well as trumpet ! that his vanity

Is fo much tickled from not hearingall2:

Knows this all*knower that from itch'of praife,

Or fromi ‘an' itch ‘more fordid, when heflines, 'sco
Taking his country by five hundrededrs; H
Senates at onceadmire him and defpife,
Withmodeft laughter lining loud applaufe;

Which: makes the fmile more mortal to his fame ?
His fame'which (like the mighty Cafar) crown'd ' 50§
With laurels, in full fenate, greatly falls,

By feeming friends, that honour and deflroy,

We rife in glory as we fink in pride.

Where boafting ends, there dignity begins;

And yet, miftaken beyond all' miftake,

The blind Lorenzo’s proud—of being proud,

And dreams himfelf afcending in his fall.

. An'eminence, tho’ fancy’d; torns the brain ;

All vice wants hellebore; but of all vice

Pride loudeft calls, and for the'largeft bawl;
Becaufe, unlike all other vice, it flies,

In fa&t, the pointin fancy molt purfu'd.’

Who court applaufe oblige the world in this,

‘They gratify man's paffion to refofe.

Soperior honoury when affum’d, is loft:
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Ev’n good men turn banditti, and rejoice,
Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud.
Tho' fomewhat difconcerted, fteady (lill
To the world’s caufe, with half a face of joy,
Lorenzo cries,—*¢ Be; then, Ambition caft; 528
¢ Ambition’s dearer far {tands unimpeach'd,
* Gay Pleafure! prond Ambition is her flave;
‘¢ For her he foars at great, and hazards ill §

- % For her he fights, and bleeds, or ovcrcomes, 5§29
* And paves his way, with crowns, toreach her fmile.
¢ Who canrefilt her charms?”—0Or fhould? Lorenzo!
What mortal (hall refift where angels yield?
Pleafure’s the miftrefs of ethereal powers;

For her contend the rival gods above;
Pleafure’s the miftrefs of the world below, 535
And well it is for man that Pleafure charms;
How would all ftagnate but for Pleafure’s ray!
How would the frozen ftream of action ceafe!
What is the pulfe of this fo bufy world?
The love of pleafure : that, thro® ev’ry vein, = 540
Throws motion, warmth,and fhuts out death from life.
‘Tho' various are the tempers of mankind,
Pleafure’s gay family holds all in chains.
Some molt affeét the black, and fome the fair;
Some honeft pleafure court, and fome obfcene. 5§45
Pleafures obfcene are vations, as the throng
Of paflions that can err in human hearts,
Miftake their objeéts, or tranfgrefs their bounds.
G iij
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Think you there’s but one whoredom ! whoredom all,
But when our reafon licenfes delight. 550
Doflt doubt Lorenzo ! thou fhalt doubt no more.
‘Thy father chides thy gallantries, yet hugs

An ugly, common, harlot in the dark,

A rank adulterer with others’ gold ;

And that hag, Vengeance, in a corner charms. 555
Hatred her brothel has, as well as Love,

Where horrid epicures debauch in blood.

‘Whate'er the motive, Plealure is the mark :

Yor her the black affaffin draws his fword ;

For her dark {latefmen trim their midnight-lamp, 560
To which no fingle facrifice may fall;

For ber the faint abflains, the mifer ftarves;

The Stoic proud, for Pleafure, pleafure feorn’d’;
For her Afflition’s daughters grief indulge,

And find, or hope, a luxury in tears; 565
For her guilt, fhame, toil, danger, we defy,

And, with an aim voloptuous, rufh on death. |-
Thus univerfal ber defpotic power. *

And as her empire wide, her praife is juft.
Patron of Pleafure! Doter on delight! 570
I am thy rival; pleafure 1 profefs;

Pleafure the purpofe of my gloomy fong.

Pleafure is nought but Virtuc’s gayer name;

T wrong her (till, T tate her worth too low :

Virtue the root, and pleafure is the fower; 578
And honefl Epicurns’ foes were fools.
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But this founds harfh, and gives the wife offence,
1f o’erftrain’d wifdom {till retains the name:
How knits Aufterity her clondy brow, |
And blames, as bold and hazardous, the praife - 580
Of pleafure, to mankind, unprais'd, too dear!
Ye modern Stoics ! hear my foft reply 3
‘Their fenfes men will truft : we can't impofe,
Or, if we could, is impofition right ?
Own honey fweet; but, owning, 4dd this ling, 585
“ When mix’d with poifon it is.deadly too.”

. Truth never was indebted toa lie.

Is nought but virtue to be prais'd as good ?
Why then is health preferr’d before difeafe ?
What Nature loves is good, without our leave; 590
And where no future drawback cries, * Beware,”
Pleafure, tho' not from virtue, fhould prevail :
"Tis balm to life, and gratitnde to Heav'n.
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy’'d !
The love of Pleafure is man’s eldeft-born, 595
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb ;
Wifdom, her younger fifter, tho’ more grave,
‘Was meant to minifter, and not to mar,
Imperial Pleafure, queen, of human hearts.

Lorenzo ! thou, her Majefty’s renown’d, 6co
Tho’ uncoift counfel, learned in the world !
Who think’(t thyfelf a Murray, with difdain
May'(t look on me: yet, my Demofthenes !
Canfbthon plead Pleafure’s caufe as wellas 12
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Know'(t thou her nature, purpofé, parentage?' 603

Attend my fong, and thou (halt know them all;

And know thyfelfi and know thyfelf to be

(Strange truth !) the moft abftemious man alive.

Tell not Califta, he will laugh thee dead,

Or fend thee to her hermitage with L. .. 1o

Abfurd prefumption ! thou, who never knew'(t

A ferious thought ! fhalt thou dare dream of joy ?

No man e’er found a happy life by chance,

Or yawn'd it into being with a with;

Or with the fnout of grov'lling Appetite 61§

E’er {melt it out, and grubb’d it from the dirt.

An art it is, and muft be learn'd ; and learn’d

With unremitting effort, or be loft,

And leaves us perfect blockheads in our blifs.

The clouds may drop down titles and eftates ; 620

Wealth may feck us; but wifdom muft be fought ;

Sought befere ally but (how unlike all elfe

We feek on earth !) *tis never fought in vain.
Firft,Pleafure’s birth,rife,(trength,and grandeur, fee:

Brought forth by Wifdom, nurs'd by Difcipline, 625

By Patience taught, by Perfeverance crown’d,

She rears her head majeftic ; round her throne,
Erected in the bofom of the juft,

Each virtue, lifted, forms her manly guard.

For what are virtues ? (formidable name !) 630
What but the fountain or defence of joy?

Why then commanded ! need mankind commands,

2 3 unesp 6 o



NIGHT THE EIGHTH.

At onceto merit and to make their blifs *—
Great Legiflator ! {carce {0 great as kind !
1f men are rational, and love delight, 635
Thy gracious lawbut flatters human choice :
In the tranfgreffion lies the penalty ;
And they the moft indulge who mefl obey.
Of Pleafure, next, the final ‘caunfe explore;
Its mighty purpofe; its important end. 640
Not to turn human brufal, but'te build
Divine on human, Pleafure came from heav'n:
In aid to reafon was the goddefs fent,
To call up all its ftrength by fuch a charm.
Pleafure, firft, fuccours virtue;' in return, 645
Virtue gives Pleafure an eternal reign.
What but the pleafureof food, friendfhip, faith,
Sopports life nat’ral, civil, and divine ?
'Tis from the pleafure of repaft we live;
'Tis from the pleafure of applaufe we pleafe; 650
'Tis from the pleafure of belicF we pray :
(All pray’r would ceafe, if unbeliev'd the prize)
It ferves ourfelves, our fpecies, and onr Godj
And to ferve more is paft the fphere of man.
Glide, then, for ever, Pleafure’s facred ftream! 655
Thro® Eden, as Euphrates ran; it rans,
And fofters eviry"growth of happy life;
Makes:a new Eden where it flows,—but fuch
As mult be loft] Lorenzo! by thy fall.
# What mean [ by thy fall 2—Thou'lt hortly fee,
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While Pleafure’s hature is at large difplay’d,
Already fung her origin and ends.

Thofe glorious ends by kind, or by degree,

When Pleafure violates; ’tis then a vice, !
And vengeance too); it haltens into pain. 663
From due refrefhment life, health; reafon, joy;
From wild excefs painj grief; diftraltion, death;
Heav’'n’s juftice this proclaims, and that her love. |
What greater evil can [ wifh my foe,
Than his full dranght of pleafure from a calk .. 670
Unbroach’d by juft authority, ungaug’d

By temperance, by reafon unrefin’d ?

A thoufand demons lurk within the lece.

Heav'n, others, and ourfelves! uninjur'd thefe,
Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more divine: 675
Angels are angels from indulgence there,

*Tis unrepenting pleafure makes a god.

Doft think thyfelf a god from other joys?

A vi&tim rather!, fhortly fure to bleed. 679
‘The wrong muft mourn., CanHeav'n’s appointments
Can man outwit Omnipotence? firike ont [fail?
A felf-wronght happinefs unmeant by him
Who'made us, and the world we would enjoy ?
Who forms an inftrument, ordains from whence

Its diffonance or harmony fhall rifes 683
Heav'n bid the foul this mortal frame infpire;

Bid Virtue’s ray divine infpire the foul

With unprecarions flows of vital joy 3
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And without breathing man as well might hope
For life, as, without piety, for peace. 690
¢ Is virtue, then, and piety the fame?’—
No ; piety is more; ’tis virtue's fource,
Mother of ev’ry worth, as that of joy.
Men of the world this doétrine ill digeft;
They fmile at piety, yet boaftaloud 695
Good-will ‘to' men, nor know they ftrive to part
What Nature joins, and thus confute themfelves.
With piety begins all pood on'earth;
'Tis the firfl-born of Rationality.
Confcience, her firft law broken, wounded lies; 7co
Enfeebled, lifelefs, impotent to good,
A feign'd affe@tion bounds her utmoft power.
Some we can’t love, but for th’Almighty’s fake :
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man.
Some (inifter intent taints all he does, 708
And in his kindeft adtions he's unkind.
On-picty humanity is built,
And on humanity much happinefs ;
And yet ftill more on piety itfelf.
A foul'in commerce with her Ged is heav'n, 710
Feels not the tumults and the (hocks of life,
The whirls of paflions, and the ftrokes of heart.
A Deity believ'd is joy begun ;
A Deity ador’d is joy advanc'd 3
A Deiry belov'd is joy matur’d.

Each branch of picty delight infpires;
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Faith builds abridge from this world to the!riext, *

O’cr Death’s dark gulf;and all its horror hides :

Praife, the'fiveet exhalation of our joy,

That joy exalts, and mhakes it fiveeter fill : 738

Pray'r ardent opens heav'n, lets down a flrcam

Of glory on;the confecrated hour

Of man, in audicnce! with the Deity.

Who worlhips the Great God, that-inflant joins

The firfkin-héav’n; and fets his foot on-hell. © * 725
Lorenzo! when waft thou at church before

Thou think’(t the fervice long : but is it jull 2

Tho' juft, dnwelcome, Thoi hadft rathér trend

Unhallow’d gronnd : the Mufe, to win thine ear; !

Muft take an air lefs folemn. She complies. 730

Good Confcience ! at the found the world retires;

Verfe difaffects it, and Lorenzo fmiles ;

Yet has (he her ferdglio full of charms,

And fuch as age (hall heighten, not impair.

Art thou dejected ? is thy mind o’ercail? 738

Amid her fair ones 'thou the faivelt chufe

To chafe thy gloom.;=—* Go; fix fome weighty truth;

¢ Chain down fombe paflion ; do fome gen'rous good;

¢ Teach, Ignorance to fee, or Grief to {mile;

“ Corre@t'thy friend ; befriend thy greateft foe; 74¢

“ Or, with warm heart and confidénce divine,

‘¢ Spring up, and lay ftrong hold oo Him' who made

Thy gloom is fcatter’d, fprightly fpirits flow, fthee

Tho" wither’d is thy vine, and harp unftrung,
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Doft call the bowl, theviol, and the dance,’. 745
Loud mirth, mad laughter {, Wretched comforters !
Phylicians ! more than half of thy difeafe.
Laughter, the” never cenfur'd yet asifin,

(Pardon & thought that.only feems fevere)

Is hali-immoral ; is:it much indulg'd ?

By venting fpleen, or diflipating thooght,

It fhews a fcorner, or it makes-a fool,

And fins, as hurting others; or ourfelves.
*Tis pride, or emptine(s, applies the (traw
That tickles little minds to mirth effufe ;
Of grief approaching the partentous fign !
The houfé of laughter makesia houfe of wot.
A man triumphant is a:manftrous fight ;

A man dejected is a fight as mean,

What caufg for tsiumph where fich ills abound? 760
What for dejection where prefides a power
Who call’d us.into being to be blefs'd ?

So grievé; as confeions gricf may rife to joy;
So joy, as confcious joy. to grief may fall.
Moit true a wife.man never will be-fad ;

But neither will fonorous; bubbling 'mirth,
A fliallow: fiream of happinefs betiay ;

Too happy to be {portive,he’s ferene.

Yet wouldit thou laugh (but at thy own expenfe)
This counfel {trange (hould [ prefume to give— 773
‘¢ Retire, and read thy Bible} to be gay."”

There truths abound of fov'reign aid to peace :

{olume IT, 3 4
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Ah! do not prize them lefs becaufe infpir'd,
Asthou and thine'are apt and proud to do.
1f not infpir'd, that pregnant page had ftoed, 775
Time’s treafure | and the wonder of the wife !
Thou think’(t, perhaps, thy foul alone at ftake’s
Alas!—ifhould men miftake thee for a foolj—
What man of tafte for genius, wifdom, truth,
‘Tho’ tender of thy fame, could interpofe? 480
Believe me fenfé, here, aéts a double part,
And the true critic is a Chriftian too.
But thefe; thou think’(, zre gloomy paths to joy.
T'rue joy in funfhine ne’er was found at firfh
They firfk themfelves offend who greatly pleafe; 785
And travel only gives us found repofe.
Heav'n fells all pleafure ;- effort is the price.
"T'he joys of conquell are the joys of man ;
And Glory the vi€torious launrel fpreads
O’er Pleafure’s pure, perpetual, placid ftream. . 790
There is a time when toil muft be preferr'd,
Or joy, by millim'd fondnefs, is andone.
A man of pleafure is a man of pains.
"Thou wilt not take the trouble to be blefs'd.
Falfe joys, indeed, are born from want of thought ;
From thought’s full bent and energy the true; ! 796
And that demands a mind in equal poize,
Remote from gloomy gricf and glaring joy.
Much joy not only fpéaks fmall happinefs,
But happinefs that thortly muft expire,
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Can joy, ubbottom’d in reflection, ftand 2
And, in a tempeft, can reflection live?

Can joy, like thine, fecure itfelfian hour?
Can joy; like thine, meet accident unfhock’d ?
Or ope the door to honefl poverty ?

8og

Or talk with threat’ning Death, and not turn pale 2

In fuch a world, and fuch a nature, thefe
Are needful fundamentals of delight :
Thefe fundamentals give delight indeed;
Delight pure, delicate, and durable 5
Delight unfhaken, mafenline, divine
A conftant and,a found, but ferious joy.
Is Joy the daughter of Severity ?

It is :—yet far my doctrine from fevere.
¢ Rejoice for ever :" it becomes a mai 5
Exalts, and fets him nearer'to the gods.
“ Rejoice for ever,” Nature cries; *“ Rejoice,”
And drinks to man in her neareous cup,
Mix"d up of delicates for ev’ry fenfe;
To the great Founder of the bounteous feaft
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praife;
And he that will not pledge her is a churl.
1L firmly to fupport, good fully tafte,
Is the whole fcience of felicity :
Yet fparing pledge; her bowl is not the beft
Mankind can boaflt.—* A rational repalt,
¢ Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms,
¢ A military difcipline of thought,

H ij
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¢ To foil temptationin the doubtful field;
¢t And ever-waking ardour for the right.” 830
'Tis thefe firft give; then goard, a cheerfil heart.
Nought thatis'right'think little, well'awate
\What Reafon bids; God bids bythis:ccommand
How aggrandiz'd the fioalleft thing we' do!
"Thus nothing is infipid-to the wife; . 835
T'o thee infipid all but what is mad,
Joys feafon’d high, and tafting (trong of guilt.

¢t Mad! (thon reply'lt, with indignation fir'd}*
“ Of ancient fages proud to tread the'fteps,
“ T follow Nature.”—Follow Natureflill;: 840
But look it be thine own::Is Confcienee, then,
No part of Nature? is the not fupreme?
Thou regicide! O raife her-from ‘the dead!
‘Then follow.Nature, and refemble God!

When, fpite'of confeience, pleafure'is purfu'd; 845
Man’s nature is unnaturally pleas’d;
And what's unnatural'is painful too .
At intervals, and muft'difguft ev’n thee!
The falt thou know!{t; but not; pérhaps, the caufe.
Virtue's foundations with the world’s were laid: 850
Heav'n mix'd her with 'our make, and twifted clofe
Her facred int'refts with'the fkrings of life's
Who breaks her awful'mandate thocks himfelf,
His better {elf: and is it greater pain
Our foul (hould murmur, or our duft repine 2 855
And one, in their eternal’war, muft bleed.
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1f one muft fuffer, which (hould leaft be fpar’d ?
The pains of mind furpafs the pains of fenfe :
Afk, then, the Gout, what terment is in guilt.
"The joys of fenfe to mental joys are mean : 860
Senfe on the prefent only feeds; the foul
On pafl and future forages for joy:
"Tis her's, by retrofpeét, thro’ time to range,
And forward time’s great fequel to furvey.
Could human courts take vengeance on the mind,
Axes might ruft, and racks and pibbets fall. - 266
Guard then thy mind, and leave the refl to Fate.

Lorenzo! wilt thou never be a man?
The man is dead who for the body lives,
Lur’d by the beating of his pulfe, to lift 870
With ev’ry luft that wars againft his peace,
And fets him quite at variance with himfelf.
Thyfelf firlt know, then love : a felf there is,
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms:
A felf there is as fond of ev’ry vice, 875
While ev’ry virtue wounds it to the heart ;
Humility degrades it, Juflice robs,
Blefs'd Bouvnty beggars it, fair ‘T'ruth betrays,
And godlike Magnanimity deftroys.
'This felf, when rival to the former, fcorn; 880
When not in competition, kindly treat,
Defend it; feed it :—but when Virtue bids,
Tofs it or to the fowls or to the flames.
And why ! 'tis love of pleaftre bids thee bleed :

H iij
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Comply, or own felf-love extindt, of blind: 383
For what is vice? Self-love in a miftake:
A poor blind merehant buying joys too dear.
And virtue what ? 'tis Self-love in heriwits,
Quite (kilful'in'the market of delight.
Self-love’s good fenfeis love of that dread power
From whom herfelf; and all fhe can enjoy. 891
Other felf-loveis but difgnis'd feli-hate,
More mortal than the malice of cur foes;
A felf-hate now fcarce felt, then felt full fore,
When being ‘curs’d, extinétion loud:implor'd, 895
And ev'ry thing preferr’d to what ‘weare.
Yet this felf-love Lorenzo makes his choice,
And, in this choice triumphant, boafts of joy.
How is his 'want of happinefs betray'd
By difaffz&ion to the prefent hour! 950
Imagination wanders far a-field;
The future pleafes:: why ? the prefent pains.—
““ But that’s a feeret.”’=—Yes, which all'men know,
And know from thee; difcover’d unawares.
Uy ceafelefs agitation, reftlefs roll 90§
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a paufe,
What is it 7—="Tis the cradle of the {oul,
From Inflinét fent, to rock her in difeafe,
Which her phyfician, Reafon; will not cure.
A poor expedient! yet thy beft; and while
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too.
Such ar¢ Lorenzo's wretched remedies!
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The weak have remedies; the wife have joys.

Superior wifdom is fupetior blifs,

And what fure mark diftinguifhes the wife?

Confiftent wifdom ever wills the fame;

Thy fickle wifli is ever on the wing.

Sick of herfelf is Folly's character;

As Wifdom's is a modeft felf-applaufe.

A change of evils is thy good fupreme, 920

Nor but in motion can(t thou find thy reft.

Man's greateft {trength is fhewn in ftanding (tll.

The firlt fure fymptom of a:mind in health

Is reft of heart,/and pleafure felt at home.

Falfe Pleafure from abroad her joys imports; = 92§

Rich from within; and felf-fuftain’d, the true.

The true is fix'd and. folid as a rock ;

Slipp'ry the falfe, and tofling, as the wave,

This a wild wanderer onrearth, like Cainj

That like the fabletl, felf~enamour'd boy,

Home-contemplation her fupreme delight 3

She dreads an intefruption. from without,

Smit with her own condition, and the more

Intenfe fhe gazes, (till it charms the more. .
No man is happy till- he thinks on earth 93¢

‘There breathes not a more happy than himifelf:

Then envy digs, and love o’crflows on all

And love o’erflowing makes an angel here.

Such 2ngels all éntitled to repofe

On him who governs Fate, Tho' tempelt frowns, 942
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Tho' Nature fhakes, how foft to lean on Heav'n!
To lean on him on whom archangels lean!
With inward eyes, and f{ilent'as the grave,
They ftand colleéting ev'ry beam of thought,
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight ; 945
For all their thoughts, like angels, feen of old
In Ifrael’s dream, come from, and go to heav'n;
Hence are they ftudious of fequelter’d fcenes,
While noif¢ and diflipation comfort thee.
Were all men happy revellings would ceafe, gso
That opiate for inquictude within.
Lorenzo! never man was truly blefs’d,
But it compos'd and gave him fuch a caft,
As Folly might miltake for want of joy :
A caft unlike the triumph of the proud ;
A modeft afpeét, and a {fmile at heart.
O for a joy from thy Philander’s {pring!
A fpring perennial, rifing in the breaft,
And permanent as pure! no turbid ftream
OF rapt'rous exultation, fwelling high, gbo

Which, like land-floods; impetuous pour a while,

Then (ink at once, and leave us in the mire.

What does the man who tranfient joy prefers?

‘What but prefer the bubbles to the {tream?
Vain are all fudden fallies of delight,

Convulfions of a weak diftemper'd joy.

Joy's a fix'd ftate; a tenure, not a ftart.

Blifs there is none but unprecarious blifs ;
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That is the gem:: fell all, and purchafe'thati '

Why go a-begging to contingencies, 970

Not gain’d with eafe] mor fafely lov'd, if gain’d?

At good fortuitous'draw back; and paufe; :

Sufpect it; what:thou canft enfure; enjoy 5 -

And nought bat'what thou giv'ft thifelfis fure.

Reafon perpetuates joy that reafon gives, 975

And makes it as:immortal as herfelfz ! ‘

T'o mortals noughtimmortal but their worth.
Worth, conftions Worth ! fhould abfslately reign,

And other joys afk leave for theirapproach,

Nor unexamin’d even leave obtain. g8

Thon art all anarchy’; @ mob of joys:

Wage war, and perifh in inteftine broils'

Not the leaft promifeof intérnal peace!”

No bofom-comfort  or unborrow’d blifs!

Thy thoughts are vagabonds; all outward-bound ¢85

*Mid fands,and rocks;and ftorms;to eruife for pleafiire;

If pain’d, dear-bonght{ and better mifs*d"than'gain’d;

Much pain-muft expiate what much pain‘procur’d.

Fancy and fenfe, from an‘infeéted (hore,

Thy cargo bring, and peftilénce the prize. 990

Then fuch thy thirft, (infatiable thirft"

By fond indulgence but inflam’d the more)

Fancy (hll cruifes, when poor Senfe is tir'd.
Imagination is the Paphian fhop

Where feeble Happinefs, like Vulean; lane, 095

Bids foul ideas, in theirdark recefs,
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And hotas hell (which kindled the black fires)

With wanton art thofe fatal arrows form,

Which'murder dll thy time, health, wealth, and famé,

Wouldft thou receive them, other thoughts there are

On angel-wing; defeending from abave, 1001

Which thefe, with art divine, would counter-work,

And form celeftial armour for thy peace. [
In this is feen: Imagination’s guilt,

But wholcan count her follies ?:flie betrays thee, 100§

'Jo think.in'grandeur there is fomething great.

Yor works of eurious art, and ancient fame,

‘Thy genius hungers; elegantly pain'd,

And foreign climes mufk cater for thy tilte.

Hence what difafter '—Tho’ thé price was paid, 1016

"That perfecuting prieft, the Turk of Rome,

Whofe foot,! (ye Gods!) tho' cloven, muft be kifs'd

Detain'd thy.dinner on the Latian fhore;

(Such is the fate of honeft Prote(tants!)

And poor Magnificence is {tarv'd to death.

Hence juft refentment, indignation, ire!—

Je pacify’d; if outward things are great,

*1'is magnanimity great things to fcorn;

Pompous expenfes, and parades auguft,

And courts, that infalubrious foil to peace.

T'rue happinefs ne'er enter’d at an eye;

True happinefs refides in things unfeen.

No fmiles of Fortune ever blefs’d the bad,

Nor can her frowns rob Innocence of joys;
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That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor: - ' 1025
So tell his Holinefs, and be reveng’d.

Pleafure, we both agree, is man’s chief good ;
Our only contelt what deferves the name.
Give Pleafure’s name to nought but what has pafs’d
Th’ authentic feal of Reafon (which, likeYorke, 1030
Demurrs on what it paffes) and defies
The tooth of Time; when paft, a pleafure ftill;
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age,
And doubly to be priz’d, as it promotes
Our future, while it forms our prefent joy. 1035
Some joys the future overcaft, and fome
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb,
Some joys endear eternity; fome give
Abhore’d Annihilation dreadful charms.
Acre rival joys contending for thy choice?
Confult thy whole exiftence, and be fafe;
That oracle will put all doubt to flight.
Short is the leffion, the' my leéture long 3
Be good—and let Heav'n anfwer for the reft.

Yet, with a figh o’er all mankind, I grant,
In this our day of proof, our land of hope,
The good man has his clouds that intervene;
Clouds that obfcure his fublunary day,
But never conquer: ev'n the beft muft own,
Patience and refignation are the pillars
Of human peace on carth : the pillars thefe,

But thofe of Seth not more remote from thee,
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Till:this heroic leffon thou hafklcarn'd,

T'o frown at pleafure, and to {fmile in pain.
¥ir'd at the piofpeét of unclonded blifs,
Heav'n in reverfion, like the fun, as yet
Beneath thi' horizon, cheers us in this world ;
it fheds, on fouls fufceptible of light,

The glorious dawn 'of our eternal day.

‘¢ This (fays Lorenzo) isa fair harangue; - 1060
¢ But can harangues blow back ftrong Nature’s ftream,
¢ Or ftem the tide Heav'n puthes thro® our veins,

«« Which {weéps away man’s.impotent refolves,
¢ And lays hislabour level with the world? »' 1064

Them{elves men make their comment on mankind,
And think nought is but what they find at home:
Thus weaknefs to chimera torns the truth.

Nothing romantic has the Mufe preferib'd :

Above *, Lorenzo faw the man of earth,

The mortal man, and wretched was the fight. 1070
To balance that, to comfort and exalt,

Now fee the man immortal; him, I mean, :
Who lives as fuich; whofe heart, full-bent on heav'n,
Leans all that way, his bias tothe flars.

The world's dark fhades, in contraft fet, (hall raife
His luftre more, tho’ bright, withonta foil : = 1076
Obferve his awful portrait, and admire ;

Nor:ftop at wonder; imitate, and live.

Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw,

‘What nothing lefs than angel can exceed, 189

3 * Ina former Night,
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A man on carth devoted to the fkies;
Like (hips in feas, while in, above the world.
With afpeét mild, and elevated eye,
Behold him feated on a mount ferene,
Above the fogs of fenfe, and paffion’s florm; 1085
All the black cares and tumults of this life,
Like harmlefs thunders, breaking at his feet,
Excite his pity, not impair his peace.
Earth’s genuine fons, the feeptred and the flave,
A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd! he fees, 1090
Bewilder'd in the vale; in all unlike!
His full reverfe in all! what higher praife?
What fironger demonfiration of the right?
The prefent all their care, the future his.
When public welfare calls, or private want, 1095
They give to Fame ; his bounty he conceals.
Their virtues varnith Nature, his exalt.
Mankind’s elteem they court, and he his own.
Theirs the wild chafe of falfe felicities ;
His the compos'd pofleffion of the true.
Alike throughout is his confiftent peace,
All of one colour, and an even thread ;
While party-colour’d fhreds of happinefs,
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them
A madman’s robe; each puff of Fortune blows 1105
The tatters by, and fhews their nakednefs.
He fees with other eyes than theirs: where they
Bcehold a fun, he fpies a Deity.
Volume II, I
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What makes them only fmile, makes him adore.
Where they fee monntains, he bot atoms fees. 1110
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain,

They things terreftrial worlhip'as divine;

His hopes, immortal, blow them by as duft

‘That dimg his fight, and fhertens his furvey,
Which longs, in infinite, to lofe all bourd. 1115
Titles and honours (if:they proye his fate)

He lays afide to find his dignity 3

No dignity they find in aught befides.

They triumph in externals, (which conceal

Man's real glory) proud of an pclipfe :

Himfelf too much he prizes to be proud,

And nothing thinks {o great in' man as man.

T'on dear he holds his int’re(t to negleét

Another’s welfare, or his right invade;

Their int'reft, like a lion, lives on prey. 1X25
They kindle at the fhadow of a wrong;

Wrong he fuftains with temper, looks on Heav’n,
Nor {toops to think his injurer his foe.

Nought but what wounds his virtue wounds his peace.
A cover'd heart their charaéter defends; 1130
A cover'd heart denies him half his praife.

With -nakednefs his innocence agrees,

While their broad foliage teftifies their fall,

Their no-joys end where his full fea(t begins;

His joys create, theirs murder, future blifs. 1135
"Fo triumph in exiftence his alone;
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And his alone triumphantly to think

His true exiltence is'mot yet begun.

His plorious courfe was, vefterday, complete;
Death then was welcome; yet life-ftill is fiveet. 1140

But nothing charms Lorenzo:like the firm,
Undaunted breaft.—And whofe is that high praife?
They yield to pleafure, tho” they danger brave,
And (hew no fortitude but in the field;

If there they. fhew it, "tis for glory fhewn, 1145
Nor will'that cordial always man their hearts.

A cordial his fuftains that cannot fail :

By ‘pleafure unfubdu'd, unbroke by pain,

He fhares in that Omnipotence he trufts ;
All-bearing, all-attemptina, till he falls, 1150
And when he falls writes 7ici on his [hield.

From magnanimity all fear above;

From nobler recompenfe above applaufs,

Which owes to man's fhort outlook all its charms.

Backward to credit what he never felt, 1155
Lorenzo cries,—*¢ Where fhines this miracle?
¢ From what root tifes this immortal man "

A root that grows not in Lorenzo’s ground
The root difle&, nor wonder at the fower.

He follows Nature (not like thee * ) and fhews us
An uninverted fyftem of a man. 1161
His appetite wears Reafon’s golden'chain,

And finds, in due refltraint, its luxury.
* See Night the Eighth, ver. 8;‘8.
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His paffion, like an eagle well-reclaim’d,

Is taught to fly at nought but infinite. 116§
Patient his hope, unanxious is his care,

His caution fearlefs, and his grief (if grief

The gods ordain) a flranger to defpair.

And why >—becaufe affeftion, more than meet,
His wifdom leaves not difengag’d from heav’'n. 1170
Thofe fecondary goods that {mile on earth

e, loving in proportion, loves in peacer

They molk the world enjoy who lealt admire.

His underftanding *fcapes the common clond

Of fumes ariling from a boiling breaft. 1175
His head is clear, becaufe his heart is cool,

By worldly competitions uninflam’d.

The mod'rate movements of his foul admit

Diftinét ideas, and matur’'d debate, !

An eye impartial, and an even fcale; 1180

‘Whenee judgment {onnd, and unrepenting cholce.

"Thus, in a double fenfe, the good are wife;

On its own dunghill wifer than the world.

‘What, then, the world? it mult be doubly weak.

Strange truth ! as foon would they believe their creed,
Yet thus it is, nor otherwife can be, 1186

5o far from aught romantic what I fing.

Blifs has no being, virtue has no ftrength,

But from the profpet of immortal life.

Who think earth all, or (what weighs juft the fame)

Who care na farther, muft prize what it yiclds, 1191
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Fond of its fancies, prond of its parades.
Who thinks earth nothing can’t its charms admire ;
He can’t a foe, tho" moft. malignant, hate,
Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. 1195
*Tis hard ‘for them (yet who fo loudly boaft
Good-will to mgn?) to love their dearell friend ;
For may not-he invade their good fupreme,
Where the leaft jealoufy turns love to gall ?
All fhines to them, that for a feafon fhines:  I200
Fach a&t,each thought,he queftions; ““Whatits weight,
“ Its colour what, a thoufand ages hence "
And what it there appears he deems it now;
Hence pure are the recefles of his foul.
The godlike man has nothing to conceal ; 1208
His virtue, conftitutionally deep,
Has Habit’s irmnefs, and Affeétion’s flame:
Angels, ally’d, defcend to fecd the fire,
And death, which others flays, makes hiim a god.
And now, Lorenzo! bigot of this world! 13210

Wont to difdain poor bigots cavght by Heav'n!
Stand by thy feorn, and be reduc’d to nought!
For what art thou ?=—Thou Boafter ! while thy glare,
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth,
Like a broad mill, at diftance, {trikes us moft, 1215°
And, like a mift, is nothing.when at hand ;
His merit, like a mountain, on approach,
Swells more, and rifes nearer to the fkies,
By promife now, and by pofleflion, foon

I iij




cm

103 THE COMPLAINT.

{Too foon, teo much, it cannot be) his own. | 1220
From this thy ju(t annihilation rife,
1.orenzo! rife to fomething, by reply.
‘The world, thy client, liftens, and expeéls,
And longs to crown thee with immortal praife,
Canft thou be filent ? no; for wit is thine, 122§
And Wit talks moft when leaft fhe has to fay,
And Reafon interrupts not her carcer, !
She'll fay—That mills above the mountains rife,
And with a thonfand pleafantries amufe ;
sShe'll fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a duft, 1230
And fly convi€tion in the duft fhe rais'd.
Wit, how delicions to man’s dainty tafle!
*Tis precious as the vehicle of fenfe,
But as its fubflitute a dire difeafe.

Pernicious talent! flatter’d by the world, 123§
3y the blind world, which thinks the talent rare.

Wifdom is rare, Liorenzo ! wit abounds;

Paffion can give it; fometimes wine infpires

‘The lucky flafh; and madnels rarely fails.
‘Whatever caufe the {pirit ftrongly flirs, 1240
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renownm.

Tor thy renown "twere well was this the worft;
Chance often hits it; and, to pique thee more,

See Dulnefs, blund’ring on vivacities,

Shakes her fage head at the calamity 1245
Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee.

But wifdom, awful Wifdom ! which in{peéls,

2 3 unesp 6 o



CIn

NIGHT THE EIGUTH.

Difcerns, compares, weighs, feparates, infers,

Seizes the right, and holds it to the laft,

How rare! in fenates, fynods, fought in vain;

Or if there found, 'tis facred to the few;

While a lewd proftitute to multitudes,

Frequent as fatal, Wit. In civil life

Wit makes an enterprifer, fenfe a man.

Wit hates authority, commotion loves, 1255

And thinks herfelf the lightning of the {torm.

In (tates "tis dang’rous; in religion death.

Shall Wit turn Chriftian when the dull believe ?

Senfe is our helmet, wit is but the plume;

The plume expofes, "tis ousr helmet faves. 1260

Senfe is the di'mond, weighty, folid, found ;

When cut by wit it calts a brighter beam;

Yet wit apart, it is a diamond ftill.

Wit, widow'd of good fenfe, is worfe than nought;

It hoifts more fail to run againft a rock. 1208

Thus a half-Chefterfield is quite a fool,

Whom dull fools fcorn, and blefs their want of wit.
How ruinous the rock I warn thee fhun,

Where Sirens fit to fing thee to thy fate!

A joy in which our reafon bears no part,

Is but a forrow, tickling ere it ftings.

Let not the cooings of the world allure thee;

Which of her lovers ever found her true ?

Happy ! of this bad world who little know :—

And yet we much muft know her to be fafe, 1275
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To know the world, not love her, is thy point;
She gives but little, nor that little long.
There is, I'grant; a triumph of the pulfe,
A dance of fpirits, a mere froth of joy,
Our thoughtlefs agitation's idle'child, 1280
"That mantles high, that fparkles, and expires,
Leaving the foul more vapid than before ;
An animal ovation! fuch as holds
No commerce with our reafon, but fubfiits
On juices, thre* the well-ton’d tubes well firain’d;
A nice machine! fcarce ever tun’d aright; 1286
And when it jars—thy Sirens fing no more; g
Thy'dance is done; the demi-god'is thrown
(Short apotheofis!) beneath the man,
In coward gloom immers'd, or fell defpair. 1290
Art thou yet dull enough defpair to dread,
And ftartle at deftruétion ? if thou art,
Accept a buckler, take it to the field
(A field of battle is this mortal life!)
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart, 1205
A fingle fentence proof again(t the world.
¢¢ Soul, body, fortune! every good pertains
¢ T'o one of thefe but prize not all alikes
¢t The goods of Fortune to thy body’s health,
¢ Body to foul, and foul fubmit to God.” 1300
Would(t thou build lafting happinefs? do this:
Th’ inverted pyramid can never ftand.
Ts this truth doubtful ? it outthines the fun;
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Nay, the fun thines not but to thew us this,

The fingle leflon of mankind on earth: X305

And yet—yet what? No news! mankind is mad ;

Such mighty numbers lift again(l the right,

(And what can’t numbers, when bewitch’d, achieve !}

They talk themfelves to fomething like belief

That all earth’s joys are theirs : as Athens’ fool

Grinn'd from the port on ev’ry fail his own.  ¥31r
They grin, but wherefore and how long the laugh ?

Half ignorance their mirth, and half a lie.

To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they fmile;

Hard either tafk! the moft abandon’d own 1315

‘That others, if abandon’dy are undone:

Then for themfelves, the moment Reafon wakes,

(And Providence denies it long repofe)

O how laborious is their gaiety !

They fearce can fwallow their ebullient {pleen, 1520

Scarce mufter patience to fapport the farce,

And pump fad laughter till the curtzin falls,

Scarce, did T fay ? fome cannot fit it out);

Oft’ their own daring hands the curtain draw,

And fhew us what their joy by their difpair.; 1325
The clotted hair! gor’d breaft! blafpheming eye!

Its impious fory (till alive in death!

Shut, fhut the (hocking fcene.—But Heav'n denies

A cover to fuch guilt, and fo fhould map.

Look round, Lorenzo! fee the recking blade, . 1230

Th’ envenom’d phial, and the fatal ball;

The {trangling cord, and fuffocating ftream
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'The loathfome rottennefs, and foul decays,

From raging riot ({lower fuicides!)

And pride in thefe, more execrable ftill! 1335

How horrid ‘all to'thought !t horrors, thele,

‘That vouch the truth, and aid 'my feeble fong:
From wvice, fenfe, faney, no man'can be blefs'd:

Blifs is too gréat to lodge within an hour

‘When an immortal being aims at blifs; 1340

Duration'is efflential to the'name.

O for a joy from reafon! joy from that

Which makes manman, and, exercis'd aright,

Will make him'more t'a bounteous joy!'that gives

And promifes ; that weaved; with art divine, 134§

The richeft profpeét intoprefent peace:

A joy ambitions! joy in common held

With thrones cthereal, and their greater far

A joy high-privileg’d from chance, time, death!

A joy which'death fhall double; judgment crown !

Crown'd higher, and ftill higher, at each (tage, 1351

Thro' blefs’d eternity’s long day, yet flill

Not more remote from forrow thin fromhim

Whofe lavith band, whofe love (tupendous, pours

So much of Deity on guilty duft. 1355

There, O my Lucia! may I meet thee there,

‘Where not thy prefence can improve my blifs!
Affeéts not this the fages of the world 2

Can nought affeét them, but what fools them too?

Fternity depending on an hour, 1360

Makes ferious thought man’s wifdom, joy, and praife,
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Nor need you bluth (tho’. fometimes your defigns
May fhun the light) at your defigns on heaven ;
Sole point ! where overbafhfual is your blame. 1364
Are you not wife }=—you know you are : yet hear
One truth, amid your num’rous fchemes miflaid,

Or overlook’d, or thrown afide, if feen ;

¢ Quor fchemes to plan by this world or the next,

¢ Is the fole diff’rence between wife and feol.”

All worthy men will weigh you in this frale; - 1370
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light
Is their eftcem alone not worth your care ?

Accept my fimple fcheme of eommon fenfe,

Thus, fave your fame, and make two worlds yourown.
The world replies not j—but the world perfifts,
And puts the caufe off to the longeft day, 1376

Planning evafions for the day of doom :

So far, at that rehearing, from redrefs,

They then tirn witneffes again{t themfelves.

Hear that, Lotenzo ! nor be wife ta-morrow. 1320
Halle, hafte { a man, by nature, is in hafte ;

For who (hall anfwer for another hour ?

*Tis highly prudent to make one fure friend,

And that thou canft not do this fide the fkies.

Ye fons of Earth ! (nor willing to be more!) 1385
Since verfe you think from priefteraft fomewhat free,
Thus, in an age fo gay, the Mufe plain truths
{Truthswhich,atcharch,youmighthaveheard in profe)
Has ventur’d into light, well-pleas’d the verfe
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain, 1200
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And crown her with your welfare, not your praife,

But praife fhe need not fear : I fee my fate,

And headlong leap, like Curtius, down the gulf,

Since many an ample volume, mighty tome,

Mauit'die, and die uawept ; O thou minute, 1395

Devoted page! go forth among thy foes ;

Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth,

And die a double death: mankind, incens’d,

Denies thee long to live 3 nor (halt thou reft

When thou art dead, in Stygian fhades arraign'd

By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne, 1401

And bold blafphemer of his friend,—the Wotld ;

The world, whofe legions coft him flender pay,

And volunteers around his banner fwarm,

Prudent as Proffia in her zeal for Gaul, 1408
¢ Are all, then, fools?”’ Lorenzo cries.—Yes, all

But fuch as held this docrine, (new to thee)

¢t The mother of true wifdom is the will,”

"The nobleft intelleét a fool without it.

World-wifdom much has done, and more may do,

In arts and {ciences, in wars and peace; 1411

But art and feience, like thy wealth, will leave thee,

And make thee twice a begoar at thy death.

This is the moft indulgence can afford,—

¢ Thy wifdem all can da but—make thee wife.”

Nor think this cenfureis fevere on thee;

Satan, thy mafter, I dare call a dunce. 1417

Eud of Night Eighth.
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NIGHT IX.AND LAST.

Containing, among other things,
J. A MORAL SURVEY OF THE NOCTURNAL IHEAVENS.
11. A NIGHT-ADDRESS TO THE DEITY,
Humbly infcribed ro
HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE,

One of his Majefly’s principal Secretaries of State.

Fatig contravia fata rependens,

A's when a traveller, a long day paft
In paipful fearch of what he cannot find,
At night’s approach, content with the next cot,
There rumipates a while his laboui loft,
Then cheers his heart with what his fate affords,
And chants his fonnet to deceive the time,
Till the due feafon calls him to repofe;
Thaus I, long-travell’d in 'the ways of men,
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze,
Where Difappointment {miles at:Hope's career, 10
Warn’d by the languor of lifc's evening ray,
At length have hous'd me in an humble (hed,
Where, future wand'ring banifh’d from my thought,
And waiting, patient, the {iveet hour of reft;

Velume 11, K
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I chafe the moments with a ferious fong. 15
Song fooths our pains, and age has pains to footh,

When age, care, crime, and friends, embrac’d at

heart,

Torn from my bleeding breaft, and death’s dark thade,
Which hovers o’er 'me, quench th’ ethereal fire,
Canft thou, O Night! indulge one labour more ? 20
One labour more indolge ! then fleep, my Strain'
Till, haply, wak’d by Raphael’s golden lyre,
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow,
To bear a part in everlafting lays ; [ceafe,
Tho' far, far higher fet, in aim, I truft, 25
Symphonious to this humble prelude here.

Has not the Mufe afferted pleafures pure,
Like thofe above, exploding other joys?
Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo ! faitly weigh,
And tell me, haft thou caufe to triumph ftill? 30
1 think thou wilt forbear a boafl fo bold :
But if, beneath the favour of miftake,
Thy fmiles fincere, not more fincere can be
Lorenzo’s {mile, than my compaffion for him.
T'he fick in body call for aid ; the fick 35
In mind are covetous of more difeafz,
And when at worft,they dream themfelves quite well.
To know ourfelves difeas’d is half our cure.
When Nature's bluth by cuftom is wip'd off}
And confcience, deaden’d by repeated ftrokes, 40

Ias into manners nataraliz’d cur crimes,
%
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The curfe of curfes is our curfe to love,

To triumph in the blacknefs of our guilt,

(As Indians glory in the deepeft jet)

And throw afide our fenfes with our peace. 45
But grant no guilt, no, (hame, no leaft alloy;

Grant joy and glory. quite unfully’d fhone;

Yet, ftill, it ill deferves Lorenzo’s heart.

No joy, no glory, glitters in thy fight,

But, thro’ the thin partition of an hour,

I fee its fables wove by Deftiny,

And that in forrow bury'd, this in (hame,

While howling furies ring the doleful knell,

And Confcience, now {o foft theu fearce canft hear
Her whifper, echoes her eternal peal. 55
Where the prime actors of the Iait year’s fcene,
"Their port fo proud, theit bufkin, and their plame ?

How many fleep, who kept the world awake

‘With luftre and with noife! Has Death proclaim’d
A truce, and hung his fated lance on high? 6o
*Tis brandifh'd (till, nor {hall the prefent year

Be more tenacious of her human leaf,

Or fpread, of feeble life, a thinner fall.

But needlefs monuments to wake the thonght ;
Life's gayeft fcenes fpeak man’s mortality, 65
The’ in a ftyle more forid, full as ‘plain

As maufolenms, pyramids, and tombs.

‘What are our nobleflt ornaments, but Deaths

Turn’d flatterers of Life in paint or marble, |
K ij
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The well-ftain’d canvafs, or the featur'd florie?: 75
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the feene.
Joy peoples her pavilion from the' dead.

‘¢ Profefs'd diverfions! cannot thefe efcape ”—
Far from it: thefe prefent us with'a fhroud,
And talk of death; like'garlinds 6%r a grave. = 7§
As fome bold pluaderers for bury'd wealth, E
We ranfack tombs for paftime; froni the duft
Call up the fleeping hero; bid hinvtréad
The fcene for our amufement. How like gods
We fit, and;, wrapt in immortality,
Shed gen'rous tears on ‘wretches born to die,
Their fate déploring, to forget our'own!

What all the pomps and triumphis of onr lives
But légacies in bloflom ? Qur lean foil,
Luguriant grown, and rank in'vanitics, 8
From friends interi'd beneath, a rich manuaré! i
Likeother worins, we banquet on the dead ;
Like other wormis, fhall we erawl on, nor know
Our prefent frailties or approaching fate?

Lorenzo! fuch'the glories of the world!
What is the world itfelf? Thy wotld—-a grave.
Where is the duft that has not been alive
The {pade, the ploagh, difturb out anceltors.
From human ‘moiild we reap our daily bread.
"The globe arourid’éarth’s hollow furface fhakes,
And is the cieling of her fleeping {ons!
O’er devaftation' we blind revels keep
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Whole bury'd towns fupport the dancer’s heel.
The moilt of human frame the fun exhales ;
Winds featter thro’ the mighty void the dry 3
Earth repolleffes part of what fhe gave,
And the freed {pirit mounts on wings of fire :
Each element partakes our featter’d fpoils.
As Nature wide our ruins {pread. Man's death
Inhabits all things but the thought of man.

Nor man alone;: his breathing buft expires;
His tomb is mortal :: empires die : where, now,
The Roman ! Greek ! they f{lalk, an empty name!
Yet few regard them in this ufeful light,
‘Tho® half our; learning is their epitaph. 110
‘When down thy vale, unlock’d by midnight thought,
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms,
O Death! I ftretch my view, what vifions rife!
What triomphs ! toils imperial! arts divine!
In wither'd laurels glide before my fight ! 115
‘What lengths of far-fam’d ages, billow'd high

With human agitation, roll along

In unfubftantial images of air!

The melancholy ghofts of dead Renown;

Whifp'ring faint echoes of the world’s applaufe, 120

With penitential afpeét, as they, pafs,

All point at earth, and hifs at human pride;

‘The wifdom of. the wife, and prancings of the great.
But,.O Lorenzo! far the reft above;

Of ghaftly natare, and enormous fize;

K ij
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One form affaults my fight, and chills my blood,
And (hakes my frathe. Of one deéparted Werld

I fee the mighty hadow: oozy wreath

And difmal fea-weed créwnher i o'er her tirn
Reclin'd; fhe weeps her defolatéd realms, 130
And bloated fons, and, weeping, prophefies
Another’s diffolation, foon, in flames:

But, like Caffindra, prophefies in vain;

In vain to'many 5 not, T tref, to thee.

For, know'(t thou not, or art thou loath to know,
The great:decree, the counfel 'of the Skies? 136
Deluge and Conflagration, dréadful powers !

Prime minilters of vengeance! chain’d in caves
Diftinét, apart, the giant furiés roar;

Apart, or fuch their horrid rage for ruin, 149
In mutual confli€t would they rife, and wdge
Eternal war, till one was quite devour’d.

But not for this orddin’d their boundlefs rage.
When Heav’n"s inferior inftruments of wrath,
War, famine, peftilénce, are found tos weak 145
To fcourge a world for hér enormous crimes,

Thefe are let 166fe alternate : down they rufh,

Swift and tempeffuons, from th* eternal throne,
With irrefiftible comamiffion arm’d,

The world, i vain corréfted, to defiroy, 150
And cafe creation of the fhocking feene.

Seeft thou, Lorenzo! what depends on mah ?
The fate of Nature, as for man her birth.
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Earth’s adtors change earth’s tranfitory féenes,

And make creation groan with human guilt.

How mdft it groan, in a'néw deluge whelm'd,

But not. of waters | At the deftin'd hour,

By the loud trampet {ummon’d to the charge,

Sce all the formidable fons of fire,

Eruoptions, carthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 160
Their various engines; all at once difgorge

Their blazing magazines, and take, by ftorm,

‘This poor terreftrialcitadel of man.

Amazing period ! when each mountain-height
Qutburns Vefuvius; rocks eternal pour 163
‘Their melted mafs, as rivers once they pour’d;
Stars rufh, and final Ruin fiercely drives
Her ploughfhare o’er ¢reation !—while aloft,

More than aftonithment ! if more can be!

Far other' irmament than e'er was feen, 170
‘Than e'er was thought by man! far other ftars!
Stars animate, that govern thefe of fire;

Far other fun!—a fiin, O how unlike

The Babe at'Bethle'm! how unlike the Man

That groan’d on Calvary !—yet he it is; 175
That Man of forrows! O how chang’d! what pomp!
In grandeur terrible all heav’n defeends!

And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train.

A fwift archangel, with his golden wing,

As blots and clouds that darken and difgrace 180
The {cene divine, fiveeps ftars and funs afide,
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And now, all drofs remov’d, heav’n’s-own pure day,
Full on the confines of our ether fames,
‘While (dreadful contraft!) far, how far beneath!
Hell, burflting, belches forth her blazing feas, 125
And ftorms fulphureous; her voracious jaws
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey.
Lorenzo! welcome to this fcene; the laft
In Nature’s courfe, the firlt in Wifdom's thought.
This (trikes, if aught can (trike thee; this awakes 190
The moft fupine;; this featches man from death,
Roufe, roufe, Lorenzo ! then, and follow me,
Where truth, the moft momentous man can hear,
Loud calls my foul, and ardour wings her flight.
I find my infpiration’in my theme: 195
The grandeur of my fubjeét is my Mufe.

At midnight, when mankind is wrapp’d in peace,
And worldly Fancy feeds on golden dreams,
To give more dread to man’s molt dreadful hour;
At midnight, 'tis prefam’d, this pomp wiil burft 200
From tenfold darknefs, fudden as the fpark

From fmitten fteel; from nitrous grain the blaze,

Man, {tarting from his conch, fhall fleep no more!
The day is broke, which never more fhall clofe!
Above, around, beneath, amazement all ! 2C5
Terror and glory join’d in their extremes!

Our God in grandeur, and our werld on fire !

All Nature (truggling in the pangs of death !

Doft thon not hear her } doft thou not deplore
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Her {trong convulfions, and her final groan ? 210
Where are we now? Alivme! the groond is gone
On which we {food.” Lorenzo!' while thou'may’(t
Provide more firm fupport, or fink for ever!!
Where ? how ? from whence ? Vaimhope! itis toolate!
Where, awherey for fhelter, (hall the guilty fly, ' 215
When! conflerhation turns the good man pale?

Great day ! for'which all other days'were made;
For which' earthirofe from chaos; man from earth,
And anefernity, the date of gods;
Defcended on poor earth-created man ! 220
Greit day of dread, decifion, and defpdir!
At thought of thee each fubluniry with
Lets go its eager grafp, and drops'the world,
And catches at each reed of hopein heaven.
At thought ofthee!—and art thowabfent then ? 22§
Lorenzo! noj’tis here j it is begun i—
Already is begun“the grand affize,
In thee, in alli deputed Confcience feales
'The dréad tribunal, and foreftalls our doom ;
Foreftalls, and, by foreftalling, provesitfure. 230
Why on himfelf fhould man‘void judgment pafs ?
Is'idle Natufe ladehing at her fons 217
Who Conftierice fent her fentence will fupport,
And God aliove affert that god'in man.

Thrice happy they ! that enter now thie court 235
Heav'n opens {n' their'bofoms: but how rare,
Al mel'that' magnanimity, how raté !
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What hero like the man who ftands himfelf,
‘Who dares to meet his naked heart alone,
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 240
Refolv’d'to filence future murmurs there ?
The coward flics, and, flying, is undone.
(Art thou a coward ? no : ) the coward flies;
Thinks, but thinks flightly ; afks, but fears to knows
Afks ¢ What is truth " with Pilate, and retires; 245
Diffolves the court, and mingles with the throng :
Afylum fad! from reafon, hope, and heav’n!

Shall all but manlook out with ardent eye
For that great day, which was ordain’d for man !
O day of confummation ! mark fupreme 250
(If men ate wife) of human thought! nor leaft
Or in the fight of angels or their King!
Angels, whoft radiant circles, height o’er height,
Order o'er order; sifing, blaze o'er blaze,

As in a theatre, furroiind this fcene, 255
Intent on mah,and anxious for his fate.

Angels look-out. for 'thees for thee their Lord,
To-vindicaterhis glory; and for thee

Creation nniverfal calls aloud

To difinvelve the moral world, and give 260
To Naturg's renovation brighter charms,

Shall man alone, whofe fate; whofe final fate,
Hangs on, that hour, exclude it from his thought ?
I think of nothing elfe;: I fee I feel it!
All Nature, like an earthquake, trembling round! 268
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All Deities, like fammer’s fwarms, on wing!

All balking in the full meridian blaze!

I fee the Judge enthron'd! the flaming guard!

The volume open’d ! open’d ev'ry heart !

A fun-beam pointing out each fecret thought! 270
No patron ! interceflor none ! now paft

The fweet, the clement, mediatorial hour !

For guilt no plea ! to pain no paufe ! no bound !
Inexorable all! and all extreme !

Nor man alone ; the foe of God and man, 27§
From his dark den, blafpheming, drags his chain,
And rears his brazen front, with thunder fearr’d,
Receives his fentence, and begins his hell.
All vengeance paft, now, feems abundant grace.
Like meteors in a ftormy {ky, how roll 280
His baleful eyes! he curfes whom he dreads,
And deems it the firft moment of his fall.

*Tis prefent to my thought !—and yet where is it?

Angels can’t tell me; angels cannot guefs

The period, from created beings lock’d 285
In darknefs ; but the procefs and the place

Are lefs obfcure s for thefe may man inguire.

Say, thou great clofe of human hopes and fears!
Great key of hearts! great finifher of fates!

Great end ! and great beginning! fay,whereart thou?
Art thou in time, or in eternity ! 291
Nor in eternity nor time [ find thee :

Thefe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet,
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(Monarchs of all claps’d or unarriv’d )
As in debate, how belt their pow’rs ally'd 298
May fwell the grandeunr, or difcharge the wrath
Of him, whom both their monatcliies obey.
Timg, this falt fabric for him built (and doom’d
With him to fall) now burfting o'er his head,
His lamp, the fun, extinguilt’d, from béneath = 3co
"The frown of hideous darknefs calls his fons
From their long flumber, from ¢arth’s heaving womb
To fecond birth ! contemporary throng !
Rous'd at one call, npltarted from one bed,
Prefs'd in one crowd, appall’d with one amaze, 303
He turns them o’er, Eternity | to thee:
Then (as a king depos’d difdains to live)
He falls on his own feythe, nor fulls alone;
His greateft foe falls with him; Time, and he
‘Who murder’d all Time’s offspring, Death, expire. 310
Time was! Eternity now reigns alone!
Awful Eternity ! offended queen!
And her refentment to mankind how joft!
With kind intent, foliciting accefs,
How often has (he knock’d at human hearts! 313
Rich' to repay their hofpitality,
How often call’'d! and with the voice of God !
Yet bore repulle, excluded as a cheat!
A dream ! while fouleft foes found welcome there!

A dream, a cheat, now all things but her fmile. 320

For, lo! her twice ten thoufand gates thrown wide,

2 3 unesp 6 7



CIn

NIGUT THE NINTH.

As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole,

With banners ftreaming as the comet’s blaze,

And clarions louder than the deep in florms,

Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, 328

Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers,

Of light, of darknefs, in a middle field,

Wide as creation ! populous as wide!

A neutral region ! there to mark th’ event

Of that great drama, whofe preceding fcenes

Detain'd them elofe fpe€tators, thro® a length

Of ages, rip'ning to this grand refult;

Ages as yet unnumber'd but by God,

Who now, pronouncing fentence, vindicates

The rights of virtue, and his own renown.
Eternity, the various fentence palt,

Afligns the fever'd throng diftinét abodes,

Sulphureous or ambrofial. What enfues?

The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds!

Which makes a hell of hell; a heav’n of heav’n.

The goddefs, with determin’d afpeét, turns

Her adamantine key's enormous fize

Thro” Deftiny’s inextricable wards,

Deep driving ev’ry bolt en both their fates;

Then from the ¢ryftal battlements of heav’'n 345

Down, down fhe hurls it thro’ the dark profound,

Ten thoufand thoufand fathom, there to ruft,

And ne'er unlock her refolution more.

‘The deep refonnds, and Hell, thro® all her glooms,
Volume 11, L
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Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar.
O how unlike the chorus of the fkies!
O how unlike thofe (houts of joy that fhake
The whole ethereal! how the concave rings!
Nor ftrange! when deities their voice exalt;
And louder far than when Creation rofe,
"T'o {ee Creation’s godlike aim and end
So well accomplifh'd! fo divinely clos’d !
To fee the mighty Dramatift's laft aék
(As meet) in glory rifing o'er the reft.
No fancy'd God; a God, indeed, defcends,
'To folve all knots; to {trike the moral home;
To throw full day on darkeft fcenes of time;
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole.
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praife,
‘The charm’d fpeétators thunder their applanfe, 365
And the vaft void beyond applaufe refounds.
What then am I/—
Amidft applauding worlds,
And worlds celeftial, is there found on earth
A peevith, diffonant, rebellious {tring, 170
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains?
Cenfure on thee, Lorenzo! I fufpend,
And turn it on myfelf; how greatly due!
All, all is right, by God ordain’d or done 3
And who, but God, refum’d the friends he gave? 375

And have I been complaining, then, fo long?

Camplaining of his favaurs, pain, and ‘death?
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‘Who without Pain’s advice would ¢’er be good ?
Who without Death but weuld be good in vain?
Pain is to fave from pain; all punithment 3%
‘T'o make for peace ; and death to fave from death;
And fecond death, to guard immortal life;

To roufe the carelefs, the prefumptuous awe,

And turn the tide of fouls another way ;

By the fame tendernefs divine ordain’d

That planted Eden, and high-bloom’d for man

A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the fkies.

Heav’'n gives us friends to blefs the prefent fcene,

Refumes them to prepare us for the next.

All erils natural are moral goods; 390

All difeipline indulgence, on the whole.

None are unhappy : all have caufe to fmile,

But fuch as to themfelves that canfe deny.

Our faults are at the bottom of our pains:

Error in aéls, or;judgment, is the fonrce

Of endlefs fighs. We fin, or we miftake,

And Nature tax, when falfe opinion lings.

Let impious grief he banifh’d, joy indulg'd,

But chiefly then when Grief puts in her claim,

Joy from the joyous frequently betrays, 4co

Oft’ lives in vanity, and dies in woe.

Joy amidit ills corroborates, exalts;

*Tis joy and conquelt; joy and virtue too.

A noble fortitude in ills delights

Heav'n, carth, ourfelves; 'tis duty, glory, peace. 405
L ij
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AfRiction' is the good man’s (hining feéne,
Profperity conceals his brighteft ray.
As night to'ftars, wee luftre gives to' man.
Heroes in battle, 'pilots in'the ftorm,
And virtue in calamities, admire.
‘The crown of manhood i a winter-joy;
An evergreen that (fands the northern blaft
And bloffoms in the rigour of our fate.
*Tis a prime part of happinefs to Know
How much unhappinefs' muft prove our-lot, 415
A part which few poflefs! I'll pay life’s tax,
Without one rebel murmar, fromi this hour;
Nor think it mifery to'be'a man;
Who thinks it'is (hall hever be a godi
Some ills we wifly for, when we willi‘to live. & 7426
‘What{poke proud Paffion }——¢* Willi my beingloft *2
Prefumptuous ! blafphienions! abfurdtand falfe!
The triumph of my foul is/~=that T'am 5 o
And therefore that 1 may'be——what ¥ Lorenzo'!
Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper ftill; 423
Unfathomably deep our treafure runs,
In golden veins, thro® all eternity'!
Ages, and ages, and'fucceeding {till
New ages, where the phantom of an hour,
Which courts, each 'night, dull flumber for repair,
Shall wake; and wonder, and exult, and praife, 431
And fly thro’ infinite, and all unloek, '
# Referring to the Firlt Night,
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And (if deferv’d) by Heav'n's redundant love,
Made half-adorable, itfelf adore,

And find, in adoration, endlefs joy !

Where thou, not maftér of a moment here,

Trail as the flow’r, and fleeting as the gale,
May'{t boaft a whole eternity, enrich’d

With all a kind Omnipotence can pour,

Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninfpir’d,

Ias ever yet conceiv’d, or ever fhall,

How kind is God, how great (if good) is man.
No man too largzly from Heav'n's love can hope,
If what is hop’d he labours to fecure. 444

Ills !'—there are none: All-gracious ! none from
From man full many! Num'rous is the race  [thee;
Of blackett ills, and thofe immortal too,

Begot by Madnefs on fair Liberty,
Heav'n's daughter, hell-debauch'd | her hand alone

Unlocks deftruétion to the fons of men, 450

Faft barr'd by thine: high-wall’d with adamant,

Guarded with terrors reaching to this world,

And cover'd with the thunders of thy law,

‘Whofe threats are mercies, whofe injunétions guides,

Aflifting, not reltraining, Reafon’s choice ; 455

Whofe fanétions, unavoidable refults

From Nature’s courfe, indulgently reveal'd,

If unreveal'd more dang’rous, nor lefs fure.

Thus an indulgent father warns his fons,

 Dothis, fly that;" — nor always tells the canfe; 460
L iij
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Pleas’d to reward, as duty to his will,
A conduét needful to their own repofe.

Great God of wonders ! (if, thy love furvey'd,
Aught elfe the name of wonderful retains)
What rocks are thefe on which to buildour truft ! 464
Thy ways admit no blemifh ¢ rione 1 find ;
Or this alone; Z=*¢ That none is to be found ;™
Not one to foften Cénfure’s hardy ‘crime;
Not one to palliate peévith Grief's complaint,
Who, like a demon, murm’ring from the duft, 370
Dares into judgment call her judge.—Supreme!
For all I blefs thees moft for the fevere
Her death *—my own at hand—the fiery gulf,
"That Aaming bound of wrath omnipotent!

1t thunders ;—but it thunders to preferve, 475
It (trengthens what' it {trikes; its wholefome dread

Averts the dreaded pain: its hideous groans

Join heav'n's fweet hallelnjahs in thy praife,

Great Source of good alone! how kind ‘in all!

In vengeance kind ! Pain, death, gehenna, fave. 480
Thus, in thy world material, mighty Mind!

Not that alone which folaces and (hines,

The rough and gloomy, challenges our praife.

T'he winter 1§ as needful as the fpring;

The thunder as the fun. A ftagnate mafs

Of vapours breeds a pefiilential air

Wor more propitious the Favonian breeze

16 Nature's health, than purifying (torms.

# Lucia.
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The dead volcano myinifters to good 5
Its fmother'd flimes might wndermine! tlie world! 490
Lound MLtnasfulimiiate in lové to man: ;
Comets govd onieds arel when duly feani'd;
And,; intheit nfé;ecliples ledrn to fhine.

Man is refporifible forills receiv’d s
Thofe we call wictched are a chofen band, 495
Compell'd to'refige in theright; for peace.
Amid my lift of blefMlings infinite
Stand this the'forendoft, “*That my Heart has'bled.”
Jis Heav'n's lalt effort of govd-will to 'man.
‘When pain can’t/blefs; Heav'n' quits us in defpair. sco
Who fails to grieve; when jult occalion calls,
Ot gricves too wuch, deferves not to be blefs'd,

Inhuman orieffeminate, his heart.
Reafon abfolves the grief which reafon’ends.

May Heav'ii n&’er trift my friend with happinéfs, 508
Till it has taught him how to bear it well
By previouns painjand made it fafe to fiile!
Such fmiles are ming; and fuch 'may they remain,
Nor hazard. theif extin&tion from excels,
My change of leart & tll'.mgc: of ﬂ;.'lc demands; 510
The Confolation cancels the Complaint,
And makes a convert of miy guilty fong.
As when o’er-labour’d, and inclin’d to breathe,
A panting trdveller fome 1ifing ground,
Some fmall afcent, has gain’d; he turnshim round, 515
neafures with his eye the varicus vale,
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The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has paft,

Andj fatiate of his journey, thinks of home,

Endear’d by diftance, nor affects more toil ;

Thus I, though fmall, indeed, is that afcent 520

The Mufe has gain'd, review the paths fhe trod,

Various, extenlive, beaten but by few;

And, confcious of her prudence in repofe,

Paufe, and with pleafure meditate an end,

‘Tho' {till remote; fo fruitful is my theme. 525

Thro’ many a field of moral and divine

‘The Mufe has {tray'd, and much of forrow feen

In human ways, and much of falfe and vain,

Which none who travel this bad road can mifs.

Q'er friends decas’d full heartily (he wept ; 530

Of love divine the wonders fhe difplay’d;\

Prov’d man immortal; fhew'd the fource of joy;

The grand tribunal rais’d ; affign’d the bounds

Of human grief. In few, to clofe the whole,

The moral Mufe has fhadow’d out a fketch, 535

‘Tho’ not in form, nor with'a Raphael ftioke,

Of moft our weaknefs needs believe or do,

In this our land of travail and of hope,

For peace on earth, or profpeét of the lkies. 539
What then remains ? much ! much! a mighty debt

To bedifcharg'd. Thefe Thoughts, O Night! are thine;

From thee they came, like lovers’ fecret fighs,

While others flept. So Cynthia, (poets feign)

In (hadows veil’d, foft-fliding from her fphere,
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Her fhepherd cheer’d, of her enamour'd lefs 543

Than I of thee.—And-art thou'{hll unfuhg,

Beneath whofe brow, ‘and by swhofe aid; I fing ?

Tmmortal'Silence! where fhall T begin?

AVhere end ? or how! ftedl mufic front the fpheres

To footh theligoddefs ? 550

O majeftic Night !

Nature’s great anceftor! Day’s‘elder-born!

And fated'to furvive:the tranfient fun!

By mortdls and immortals feen with ‘awe!

A ftarry'crown thy raven brow adorns, 555

An azure zoné thy waift; clouds; in heav'n's loom

Wronght thio” vatieties of thape and fhade,

In ample folds'afidrapery divine,

Thy flowing mantle form, and, heav'n throughout,

Volumineufly pour thy pompous/train: 566

Thy gloomy grandeurs (Naturé's moft auguflt,

Infpiring afpeét!) clainva grateful verfe,

And, like 2 fable curtain NMarr’d with gold,

Drawn o'er my labours paft; fhall clofe the feene.
And what; O Man! o wortliy to be fing? 565

What more preparés-us for the fongs of heaven?

Creation of archangels is the theme!

What to be fiiig-fo needful, what fo well

Celeftial joys prepare bsto fuftain?

The foul of rian, His face défign'd to fee 570

Who gaveé théfé wonders to bé feen by man,

Has here a previois fcene of objeéts great
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On which to dwell, to ftretch to that expanfe

Of thought, to rife to that exalted height

Of admiration, to contraét that awe, 575

And give her whole capacities that ftrength

Which beft may qualify for final joy.

The more our fpirits are enlarg’d on earth,

"The deeper draught fhall they reccive of heaven. 579
Heav'n’s King! whofe face unveil'd confummates

Redundant blifs! which fills that mighty void [blifs,

The whole creation leaves in human hearts!

Thou! who did(t touch the lip of Jefle’s fon,

Rapt in fweet contemplation of thefe fires,

And fet his harp in concert with the fpheres, 585

While of thy works material the Supreme

1 dare attempt, affift my daring fong :

Loofe me from earth's inclofure ; from the fun’s

Contraéted circle fet my heart at larges

Eliminate my fpirit, give it range 592

Thro® provinces of thought yet unexplor'd

Teach me, by this ftupendous feaffolding,

Creation’s golden fteps, to climb to thee:

Teach me with art great Nature to control,

And fpread a luftre o’er the fhades of night. 595

Feel I thy kind affent ? and thall the fun

Be feen at midnight, rifing in my fong? )
Lorenzo! come, and warm thee; thou whofe heart,

‘Whotfe little heart, i3 moor’d within a nook 7

Of this obfcure terreftrial, anchor weigh; 6og

Another ocean calls, a nobler port;
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1 am thy pilot, I thy profp’reus gale:

Gainful thy voyage thro® yon® azure main,

Main without tempeft, pirate, rock, or (hore,

And whence thou may’t import eternal wealth, 6og
And leave to beggar’d minds the pearl and gold.
Thy travels doft thou boalt o’er foreign realms?
Thou ftranger to the world! thy tour beginj

Thy tour thro’ Nature’s univerfal orb.

Nature delineates her whole chart at large 610
On foaring fouls, that fail among the fpheres;

And man how purblind, if unknown the whole!

Who circles {pacious earth, then travels here,

Shall own he never was from home before!

Come, my Prometheus *! from thy pointed rock 615
Of falfe ambition, if unchain’d, we’ll mount;

We'll, innocently, fteal celeftial fire,

And kindle our devotion at the flars,

A theft that (hall not chain, but fet thee free.
Above our atmofphere’s inteftine wars,

Rain’s fountain-hcad, the magazine of hail;

Ahove the northern nefts of feather’d fhows,

The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge

That forms the crooked lightning; "bove the caves

Where infant tempefts wait their growing wings, 625

And tune their tender voices to that roar

Which foon, perhaps, fhall fhake a guilty world;

Above mifconftru’d omens of the fky,

*® Night the Eighth,
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Far-travell'd comets’ calculated blaze,
Elance thy thought, and think of more than man: 630
Thy foul; till now contraéted, wither'd, thrunk,
Blighted by blafls of earth’s unwholefome air,
Will bloflom here ; fpread all her faculties
To thefe bright ardousss év'ry pow’r unfold,
And rifeinto fublimities 'of thought. 635
Stars teach, as well as fhine. At-Nature’s birth
Thus their commiflion ran,—*¢ Be kind to man.”
Where art. thiou, peor benighted Traveller!
The ftars'will light thee, tho' the moon (hould fail.
Where art thou, more benighted ! more aftray! 640
In ways immoral? the ftars call thee batk,
And, if obey'd their counfel, fet theeright.

This profpeét vaft, what is it 7—Weigh'd aright
'Tis Nature’s {y({tem of divinity,

And ev'ry {tudent of the night infpires. 645
' T'is elder Scripture; writ by God’s own hand ;

Seripture authentic! nncorrupt by man.
Lorenzo! with my radius (the rich gift
Of thought naéturnall) I'll peint out to thee
Its various leflons ; fome that may furprife 650
An unadept in myfteries of Niglit;
Little, perbaps, expected in her fchool,
Nor thought to grow on planet ot on flar.
Bulls, lions, feotpions, monflers here we feign,
Ourfelves more monftious, not to fee what here 655
Exifls indeed,~—a le@ure to mankind.
2
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What read we here !—th® exiftence of a God?
Yes; and of other beings man above
Natives of ether ! fons of higher climes?
And, what may move Lorenzo’s wonder mare, 660
Tternity is written in the fkies.
And whofe eternity }—Lorenzo! thine;
Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone,
Virtue grows here § here {prings the fov’reign cure
Of almoft ev'ry vice, but chicfly thine, (413
Wiath; pride, ambition, and impure defire.

Lorenzo! thou canit wakeat midnight too,
Tho® not on morals bent. Ambition, Pleafure!
Thofe tyrants I for thee fo lately fought *,
Afford their harafs'd flaves but flender reft. 670
‘Thou, to whom midnight is immeoral noon,
And the fun’s noon-tide blaze prime dawn of day,
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime,
Commencing one of our antipodes!
In thy nofturnal rove one moment halt,
"Twixt ftage and {tage of riot and cabal,
And lift thine eye, (if bold an eye to lift,
If bold to meet the face of injur’d Heav'n)
To yonder ftars: for other ends they fhine
Than to light revellers from (hame to (hame, 6fa
And thus be made accomplices in guilt.

Why from yon’ arch, that infinite of {pace,
With infinite of lucid orbs replete,

* Night the Eighth,

Feolame I1. M
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Which fet the living firmament on fire

At the firlt glance, in fuch an overwhelm

of wonderful on'man’s aftonith’d fight

Rufhes Omnipotence ’==To curb our pride,

QOur reafon roufe, and.lead it to that Power

Whofe love lets'down thefe filver chains of light,

To'draw up man's ambition to himfelf, 6go

And bind eurichafle affeétions to his thirone.

‘Thus the three wirtues, leaflt alive on earth,

And welcom’d ontheav’ii’s coaft with moft :lpp]aufc,

An humble, pure, andheav’nly-minded heart,

Are here infpir’dj—and canft thow gaze too long ?
Nor ftands thy wrath depriv’d of its reproof, ! 696

Or unupbraided by this radiant choir.

The planets of cach fy(tem reprefent

Kind ncighbours; mutual amity prevailss

Sweet interchange of rays, receiv'd, return’d,
Enlight’ning and enlighten’d !1all, at once,
Attra@ting and attradted! patriot-like,

None fins againtt the welfare of the wholey
But their reciprocal; unfelfith aid,

Affords an emblem’ of millennial love.
Nothing in nature, much-lefs confcious being,

Was ¢'er created folely for itfelf.
Thus man his fov'reign duty learns in this
Material pictureof benevolenoe.

And know, of all our fupercilious race,
Thou md(t inflammable! thow wafp of men!
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Man's angryrheart, infpeéted, would be found

As rightly fet as are the (tarry-fpheres :

*Tis Nature's {trufture, broke by ftubborn will,
Breeds all that uncelefiial difcord there. 715
Wilt thou not feel the hias Naturé gave ?

Canft thou'defcend from converfe with the fkies,
And feize thy brother’s throat!—For what?—aclod’
An inch of earth ¥ The planets cry, ** Forbear.”
They chafe our double darknefs; Nature's gloom,
And (kinder ftill!) our intelle@ual night.

And fee, Day’s amiable fifter fends
Her invitation in the fofteft rays
Of mitigated duftre; courtsthy fight,

Which fuffers from her tyrant-brother’s blaze.
Night grants thee the full freedom of the fkics;
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye;

With gain and joy flie bribes'thee ta be wife.
Night epes the nobleft feenes, and fheds an awe
Which gives thofe venerable-feenes full weight, 7
And deep reception in th’ entender’'d heart,
While light peeps thre’ the:darknefs like a fpy,
And darknefs fhews its grandeur by the light.
Nor is'the profit greater than the joy,

1f human hearts at glorious bhjedts glow,

And admiration can infpiredelight.

What fpeak ' I'more than /I this :/moment feel ?
With pleafing ftupor firlt the foul is ftruck
(Stupor ordain’d to make her truly wife!)

M. ij
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Then into tranfport flarting from her trange,
With love and admiration how fhe glows !
"This gorgeous apparatus ! this difplay !
*Fhis oftentation of creative power !
‘T'his theatre l—what eye can take it in ?
By what divine inchantment was it rais'd,
¥or minds of the firlt magnitude to launch
In endlefs fpeeulation, and adore?
One fun by day, by night ten thoufand fhine,
And light us deep into the Deity; ;
How boundlefs in magnificence and might ! hr 450
O what 2 confluence of ethereal fires,
From urns unnumber'd, down the fteep of heavn
Streams to a point, and centres in my fight!
Nor tarries there; I feel it at my heart :
My heart. at once, it humbles and exalts; 1958
Lays it in duft, and calls it to the fkics: J
‘Who fees it unexalted, or unaw’d ?
Who fees it, and can flop at what is feen
Material offspring of Omnipotence !
Tnanimate, all-animating birth !
Work worthy him who made it ! worthy praife !
All praife ! praife more than human ! nor deny’d
'Fhy praifedivine !=——But tho' man, drown’d in fleep,
Withholds his homage, not alone I wake;
Bright legions fwarm unfeen, and fing unheard 765
By mortal car, the glorious Architedl,
In this his univerfal temple hung

.
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With laftres, with innumerable lights,
That fhed religion on the foul; at once
The temple and the preacher! O how loud
1t calls devotion! genuine growth of Night!
Devotion! daughter of Aflyonomy!
Anp undevout altronomer is mad.
True; all things fpeak a God ; but in the {mall
Men trace out him ; in great he feizes man ; 775
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills
With new inquiries, *mid aflociates new.
Tell me, ye Stars! ye Planets ! tell me, all
Ye ftarr'd and planeted Inhabitants ! what is it ?
What are thefe fons of wonder? Say, proud Arch, 780
(Within whofe azure palaces they dwell)
Built with divine ambition ! in difdain
Of limit built ! built in the tafte of heav’n !
Vaft concave ! ample dome! awaft thou defign’d
A meet apartment for the Deity 7— 785
Not {o ; that thought alone thy ftate impairs,
Thy lofty finks, and [hallows ihy profound,
And ftrengthens thy diffufive ; dwarfs the whole,
And makes an univerfe an Osrery.
But when I drop mine :5’:2 and look on man, 790

Thy right regain’d, thy grandear is reftor’d,
O Narture ! wide flies off th’ expanding round :
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd,
The fmitten air is hollow'd by the blow,

The vaft difplofion diffipatés the clouds,

M iij
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Shock’d ether’s billows dafh the diftant fkies;

‘Thus (but far more) th’ expanding round flies off,

And leaves a mighty veid, a fpacious womb,

Might teem with new ereation; reinflam’d,

Thy luminaries triumph, and affame 8co

Divinity themfelves. Nor was it {trange

Matter high-wrought to fuch furprifing pomp,

Such godlike glory, ftole the ftyle of gods,

Trom ages dark, obtufe, and fleep’d in fenfe :

Tor fure to fenfe they truly are divine, 8o3

And half-abfolv’d idolatry from guilt,

Nay, turn'd it inte virtue. Such it was

In thefe who put forth all they had of man

Unloft, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher,

But, weak of wing, on planets perch’d, and thought

What was their highe(t muft be their ador’d. 811
Bat they hef weak, who could ne higher mount?

And are there, then, Larenzo! thofe to whom

Unfeen, and unexiftent, are the fame?

And if incomprehenfible is join’d, 813

‘Who dare pronounce it madnefs to believe?

Why has the mighty Butlder thrown afide

All meafure in his work ? ftreteh’d out his line

So far, and fpread amazement o’er the whole?

‘Then (as he took delight in wide extremes) 820

Deep in the bofom of his univerfe

Dropp’d down that reas’ning mite, that infe&t, man,

To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the fcene }—

2 3 unesp 6 o
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That man might ne’er prefume to plead amazement

Tor dilbelief of wonders in himfelf. 815
Shall God be lefs miraculous than what

, His hand has form'd ! (hall myileries defcend

From unmyf(lerious ? things more clevate
Be more familiar ! uncreated lic
More obvious than created to the grafp 830
Of human thought ? The more of wonderful
Js heard in him, the more we (hould affent.
Could we conceive him, God he could not be;
Or he not Ged, or we could not be men.
A God alone can comprehend a God : 835
Man's diftance how immenfe! On fuch a theme,
Know this,; Lorenzo! (feem it ne'er fo flrange)
Nothing can fatisfy hut what confounds;
Nothing but what aftonifhes is troe.
The fcene thou feeft attefls the truth I fing, 840
And ev’ry flar fheds light upon thy creed.
T'hefe ftars, this furniture, this colt of Heav'n,
if but reported, thou had’{t ne’er believ'd;
But thine eye tells thee the romance s true.
The grand of Nature is th' Almighty’s cath 813
In Reafon’s court, to filence Unbelief.

How my mind, op'ning at this {cenc, imbibes
The moral emanations of the fkies,
While nought, pethaps, Lorenzo lefs admires!
Has the Great Sov’reign fent ten thoufand worlds 850
To tell us he refides above them all,

2 3 unesp 6 ’:
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1n glory’s unapproachable recefs ?
And dare earth’s bold inhabitants deny
The fumptuous, the magnific, embafly
A moment’s audience ! Furn we, nor will hear 855
From whom they come, or what they would impart
For man’s emolument, fole caufe that {toops
Their grandeur to man's eye ! Lorenzo! roufe ;

Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning’s wing,
And glance from eaft to weft, from pole to pole. 260
Who fees but is confounded, or convinc'd ?
Renounces reafon, or a God adores?
Mankind was fent into the world to fee :
Sight gives the ftience needful to their peace;
That obvious fcience afks fmall learning’s aid. 865
Would(t thou on metaphylic pinions foar?
Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns?

Or travel hiflory’s enormous round?
Nature no fuch hard tafk enjoins: fhe gave
A make to man directive of his thought; 870
A make fet upright, peinting to the ftars,
As who fhall fay, ¢ Read thy chief leflon there.”
‘T'oo late to read this manufecript of heaven,

- When, like a parchment-fcroll, fhrunk vp by flames,
1t folds Eorenzo’s leflon from his fight 875

Leflon how various! not the God alone,

I fee his minifters; [ fee, diffus'd
In radiant orders, eflences fublime,
Qf various offices, of various plume,
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In heav'nly liveries diftinétly clad, 880
Azure, greeny purple, pearl, er downy gold,
Orall commix'd; they ftand, with wings.out{pfead,
Lift'ning to catch the Mafter’s lealt command,
And fly thro' nature ere the moment ends;
Numbers innumerable '—Well conceiv’d 88s
By Pagan apd by Chriftian ! O'er each fphere
Prefides an angel to direét its courfe,
And feed, or fan, its flames, or to difcharge
Other high trufts unknown: for who can fee
Such pomp of matter, and imagine mind,
For which alone inanimate' was made,
More fparingly difpens’d ? that nobler fon,
Far liker the great Sire!~—"Tis thus the {kics
Inform us of fuperiors numberlefs;
As much, in excellence, above mankind,
As above earth, inimagnitude, the fpheres.
Thefe, as a.cloud ofiwitneflés, hang o'er-us.!
In a throng'd theatre dre all our deeds.
Perhaps a thonfand demigods defcend
On ev'ry beam we fee to walk with men.
Awful refle€tion L. ftrong reftraint from ill!

Yet here our virtue finds (till ffronger aid
From thefe ethereal glories fenfe furveys.
Something, like magic, firikes from this bluc-vault =
With juft attention is it view'd ? we feel 908
A fudden fuccour, unimplor'd, unthought.
Natuore herfelf does halg‘thc work of . man.
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Seas, rivers, mountains, forells, deferts, rocks,

The promantory’s height, the depth profound

Of fubterranean excavated grots, gIo
Black-brow'd; and raulted high, and yawning wide,!
From Naturels fructure, or the fcoop of time;

if dmple of dimenfion; vaft of fize,

Ev'n thefe an aggrandizing impulfe give,

Of folemn thought enthufiaftic heights 915
Ev'n thefe infufé.—But what of valt in thefe?
Nothing—or we muft own the fkies forgot.

Much lefs in art.—Vain Art! thon pigmy power!
How dofk thou fiwell, and flrut, with human pride,
T'o fhew thy littlenefs! What childifh-toys, 920
Thy watry columns fguirted’'to the clouds!

Thy bafon’d rivers and imprifon’d feas !

Thy mountains moulded into forfms of men!

Thy hundred gated Capitals! or thofe

Where threedays’ travel left us much toride;, 925
Gazing on miracles by mortals wronght,

Arches triumphal, theatres'imménie,

Ornodding gardens pendent inmid air !

Or temples' proud to meet their gods half-way!

Yet thefé affeét us in no common kind: 910
‘What then the force pf fuch fupérior fcenes?

Enter a temnple, it will ftrike an awe:

What awe from this the Deity has built ?

A good man feen, tho® filent, counfel gives:

The touch’d fpectator willjes to be wife. 935§




cm

NIGAT/THE RINTH. ¥4

n @ Dright mirror hisown hands/liave made,

Here we fee fomethimg'like the face of iGod,

Seems it not then enough'to fay, Lorenzo;

_'o man abandon’d, *¢ Haft thou feen the' fkies:?
And yet fo thwarted Nature’s kind defign1 /940

By daring man, he makes her facred awe

{That guard from ill) bis fhelter, his temptation

To more than commun guilt, and ‘quite inverts

Celeftial Art’s intent. The trembling (kars

See crimes gigantic, flalking thro* the'gloem: - 945

With front ereét, that hide their head by day,

And making night flilf darker by their deeds.

Slamb’ring inlcovert, till the fhades defcend,

Rapine and Murdery link'd, now prowl for prey.

The mifer earths his treafure, and the thief, 95

Watching the moley half-beggars him ere mern.

Now plots and fonl Conipiracies awake;

And, moffling up their horrors from the ‘nicon,
Havoc and devaftation they prepare,

And kingdoms tott'ring in the field of blood. ~ 1953
Now fons of riét in ‘mid-revel rage.

What fhall I do ?—fupprefs it ? or proclaim }—
Why fleeps the thunder? Now, Lorenzo! now

His be(t friend’s conch the rank aduolterer

Afcends fecure,’and langhs at gods and men. '+ 960
Prepoft’rous madmen, void of fear or (hame,

Lay their crimes bare to thefe chafte eyesof Heav'n,
Yet (hrick and fhudder at o mortal’s fight.
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Were moon and ftars for villains only made
To guide, yetf¢reen them, with tenebrious light ? gfg

Noj; they were made to fathion the fublime

Of human hearts, and wifer make the wife. .

Thofe ends wiere an{wer’d once, when mortals liv'd
Of ftronger wing, of aquiline afcent,
In theory fublime.” O how unlike ' 970
Thofe vermine of the night, this moment fung,
Who crawl on earth, and onther venom feed !
Thofe ancient fages, human flars! they met
"Their hrothers of the fkies at midnight hour,
Their counfel alk’d, and what they afk’d obey’d. 975
‘The Stagirite, and Flato, he who drank
‘The poifon'd bowl, and he of Tufculum,
With him of Corduba (immortal names!)
In thefe unbounded and Elyfian walks,
An area fit for gods and godlike men, 980
They, took their nightly round, thro’ radiant paths,
By feraphs trod ; inftructed, chiefly, thus,
To tread in their bright footiteps here below,
‘T'o walk in worth fill brighter than the fkies.
There they contracted their contempt of carth; ¢85
Of hopes eternal kindled there the fire;
There, as in near approach, they glow’d, and grew
(Great vilitants!) more intimate with God,
More worth to men, more joyous to themfelves.
Thro’ various virtues they, with ardour, ran 0992
The zodiac of their learn’d illuftrions Lves.

3
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In Chriftidn hearts O for a Pagan zeal!
A needful, but opprobrious pray'r! as much
Our ardour lefs, as greater is our light.
How monftrous this in morals! Scarce more {trange
Would this phenomenon in nature ftrike, 996
A fun that froze her, or a ftar that warm’d.

What taught thefe heroes of the moral world ?
To thefe thou giv’it thy praife, give credit too.
Thefe do€lors ne’er were penfion'd to deceive thee,
And Pagan tutors are thy tafte~They tanght 1oc 1
‘Fhat narrow views betray to mifery;
That wife it is'to comprehend the whole;
That virtoe rofe from Nature, ponder’d well,
The fingle bafe of virtue built to heav’n;
That God and Nature our attention claing;
‘That Natare is the glafs refleling God,
As by the fea refleéted is the fun,
Too gloricusrto be gaz'd on in his fphere;
That mind immortal loves immortal aims; 1010
That boundlefs mind affeéts a boundlefs fpace;
That valt furveys, and the fublime of things,

he foul affimilate; and make her great;
That, therefore, Heav'n her glories, asa fund
Of infpiration; thus fpreads out to man. 10718
Such are their doétrines; fuch the Night infpir’d.

And what more true? what trath of greater weight?
The foul of man was made to walk the fkics,
Delightful outlet of her prifon here!
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There, dilincumber’d from her chains, the ties 1030

Of toys terreftrial, fhe can rove at large;

There freely can'relpire, dilate, extend,

In full proportion let loofe all her powers,

And, undeluded; grafp at fomething great.

Nor as 2 {tranger does fhe wander there, 1025

But, wonderful herfelf, thro” wonder ftrays;

Contemplating their grandeor, finds her own}

Dives deep in 'their econamy divine,

Sits high in judgment on their various laws,

And, like a malter, judges not amifs. 1030

Hence greatly pleas'd, and juftly proud, the'foul

Grows confcions of her birth celeftial; breathes

More life, more vigour, in her native air,

And feels herfélf at home among the {tars,

And, feeling, émulates her country's praife.. . 1033
What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo

As carth the bedy, fince the fkies fuftain

"T'he foul with food that gives immortal life,

Call it the nobleé pafture of the mind,

Which there expatiates, (trengthens, and exults,1c49

And riots thro’ the luxuries of thought.

Call it the garden of the Deity,

Bloffom’d with'ftars, redundant in the growth

Of fruit ambrofial, moral fruit to man.

Call it the breaftplate of the troe High-prieft, 1045

Ardent with gems'oracular; that give,

2 3 unesp 6 g




CIn

NIGHT THE NINTH;

In points of higheft manient, right refponfé ;)
And ill negleéted, if we prize onr'péace.

Thus have we found a true altrelogy §
Thus have we found a new and neble fenfe, - 1050
In which alone ftars govern human: fates,
Q that the (tars (as fome have feign’d) let fall
Bloodfhed; and havoe, on embattled realms,
And refeu'd honarchs from fo black a guilt!
Bourbon ! this wifh how gen’rous in a fog! 10558
Wouldft thow be great, would{t thou become a god,
And ftick thy deathle(s name among the (tars,
For mighty conquellts on a needle’s point 2
Inftead of forging chains for foreigners,
Baftile thy tutor; grandeurallithy.aim, - 1060
As yet thou know’ft not. what it/is., How great,
How: glorious, then, appears the.mind of man,
When in it all the {tars and planets rellli;
And what jt feems it is. Great objefls make
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; 1c65
Thofe ftill more godlike as thefe more divine:

«And more divine than thefe thon: canft not fee,
Dazzled, o’erpow’r’d, with the delicions dravght
Of mifcellaneons fplendours , how Ireel,

From thought to thought, incbriate, without end !
An Eden this! a Paradife unloft)| p 1071
1 meet the Deity in ev’ry, view, e
And tremble at my nakednefs before him!
© that Leonll but reach the tree of life!

Ny
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For here it grows unguarded from'our'tafles 1075

No flaming fword denies our ‘entrance heres:

Would man but gather, he might live for every
Lorenzo! much'of moral haft thoufeen :

Of curious arts art thou more fond ? then ‘mark’

‘The mathematic glories of the fkies, 1080’

In number, weight, and meafure, all'ordain'd.

Lorenza’s boafted builders, Chance and Fnr.c

Are'left to' finith his agrial towerss'! «

Wifdom and Cheice their well-known charaﬂers

Here deep imprefs; and claim it for their own.' 1085

Tho’ fplendid all, no fplendour void of ufe.

Ufe rivals beauty, art eontends with power;

No wanton wafte amid effufe expenfe,

The great Economilt adjulting all

‘To prudéfit pomp, magnificently wife, 1090

How rich the profpeét! and for ever riew';
And neweft fo the man that views it moit;
For newer {till in infinite fucceeds.

Then thefe‘aérial racers, O how fwift!

How the fhaft loiters from the ftrongell flring! 1095
Spirit alone can diftance the career.

Orb above orb afcending without end!

Circle in eircle, without end, inclos’d !

‘Wheel within wheel, Ezekiel! like to thine!

Like thine, it feems a vifion ora dream;

Tho® feen, we labour to believe it'true!

What involution! what extent! what fisirms’

Of worlds, that laugh at earth! immenfely great!
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Immenfely difftant from each other’s fpheres!
What, then, the wondrous fpace thro® which they roll ?
At once it quite ingulfs all human thought; 1106
*Tis Comprehenfion’s abfolute defeat.

Nor think thon feeft a wild diforder here:
Thro' this illoftrious chaos to the fight,
Arrangement neat, and chafteft order, reign. -~ 1110
The path prefcrib’d, inviolably kept,
Upbraids the lawlefs fallies of mankind.
Worlds ever thwarting never interfere:
What knots are ty’d ! how foon are they diffolv’d,
And fet the feeming marry’d planets fice! 1115
They rove for ever, without error rove;
Confufion unconfus'd ! nor lefs admire

This tumult nntumultuons; all on wing!

In motion all! yet what profound repofe!
What fervid adtion, yet no noife! as aw’d
‘To filence by the prefence of their Lord ;
Or hufh'd, by his command, in love to man,
And bid let fall foft beams on human refl,
Reftlefs themfelves.  On yon® eerulean plain,
In exultation to'their God and thine,
They.dance, they fing eternal jubilee,
Eternal celebration of his praife.
But fince théir fong arrives not at our ¢ar,
Their dance perplex’d exhibits to the fight
Fair hieroglyphic of his peerlefs power.
Mark how the labyrinthian turns they take,
N iij
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The cirtles intricate, and myflic maze, *
Weave the grand cipher of Omnipotence;
To gods how great! how legible to man !

Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder fiili? 1135
Where are the pillars that fupport the fkies?
What more than Atlantean (houlder props
Th' incumbent load ? what magic, what ftrange art,
In fluid air thefe pond’rous orbs fuftains?
Who wenld not think them hung in golden chains 2—
And fo they are; in the high will of Heav'n, 1141
Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air,
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought,
Or nought of all, if fuch the dread decree.

Imagine from their deep foundations torn 1145

The moft gigantic fons of earth, the broad

And tow'ring Alps, all tofs'd into the fea;
And, light as down, or volatile as air,
Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves,
In time and meafure exquifite; while 2ll 1150
The winds, in emulation of the fpheres,
"T'une their fonorous inftruments aloft,
‘The concert fwell, and animate the ball.
Would this appear amazing ? what then worlds
In a far thinner element fuftain’d, 115§
And aftig the fame part with greater (kill,
More rapid movement, and for nobleft ends?
More obvious ends to pafs, are not thefe ftars
The feats majeftic, proud imperial thrones,
©On which angelic delegates of heav'n, r1éo
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At certain periods, as the Sov'reign nods,
Difcharge high trofts of vengeance or of love,

To clothe in outward grandeur grand defign,

And aéts moft folemn flill more folempize?

Ye Citizens of air! what ardent thanks, 1165
What full effufien of the grateful heart,

Is due from man, indulg’d in fuch a fight!

A fight fonoble! and a fight {o kind !

It drops new truths at every new forvey !

Feels not Lorenzo fomething flir within, 1170
That {weeps away all period? As thefe fpheres
Meafure duration, they no lefs infpire

The godlike hope of ages without end.

‘The boundlefs fpace, thro® which thefe rovers take
Their reftlefs roam, fuggells the fifter-thought 1175
Of boundlefs time. Thus by kind Nature’s (kill,

To man unlabour’d, that important guelt,

Eternity, finds entrance at the fight;

And an eternity for man ordain’d,

Or thefe his deftin’d midnight connfellors, 118c
The ftars, had never whifper'd it to man.

Nature informs, but ne’er infults, her fons ¢

Could (he, then, kindle the moft ardent with

To difappoint it?—That is blafphemy.

Thus of thy creed a fecond article,

Momentous as th’ exiftence of a God,

Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought,

And thou may'ft read thy foul immortal here.
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Here, then, Lotenzo! on thefe glories dwell,
Nor want the gilt, illominated roof, 1190
‘That calls the wretched gay to dark delights.
Affemblies >—this is one divinely bright;
Iere, unendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame,
Range thro' the fairefl, and the Sultan fcorn.
He, wife as thou, no Crefcent holds fo fair 1195
As that which on his turbant awes a world,
And thinks the moon is proud to copy him.
Lodk on her, and gain more than worlds can give,
A mind fuperior to the charms of power.
Thou muffled in delufions of this life! 12¢0
Can yonder moon turn Ocean in his bed
From fide to fide in conftant ebband flow,
And purify from ftench his watry realms,
And fails her moral influence! wants fhe power
To turn Lorenzo's (tubborn tide of thought 120§
From ftagnating on earth’s infected fhore,
And purge from nuifance his corrupted heart?
Fails her attraftion when it draws to heav'n?
Nay, and to what thoun valu’(t more, earth’s joy ?
Minds clevate, and panting for unfeen, 1210
And defecate from fenfe, alone obtain
Full relith of exiftence undeflow’r'd,
The life of life, the zelt of worldly blifs;
All elfe on ecarth amounts—to what? to this,
¢ Bad to be fufér'd, bleflings to be left:" 1215
Earth's richeft inventory boafts no more.
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Of higher fcenesibe 'then the call obey’d.
O let me gaze!—<of gazing there’s no end.
O let mie thinklesthoupht, too, is wilder'd here;
In mid-way flight Imagination tires; 1220
Yet foon reprunes her wing to fear anew,
Her ‘poinut ynable to forbear or gain;
So great the pledfire; fo profound the plan?
A banquet this'whére menjand angels mect,
Eat the fzme manna; mingle earth and heaven. 1225
How diftant fome of thefe no@urnal funs !
So-diftant (fays the fage) "twere not'abfurd
"T'o doubt if beas, fet out at Nature's birth,
Are yet arriv’d at this fo foreign woild,
‘Tho' potliing half {o rapid as their flight.
An eye of awe and wonder let'me roll,
And roll for ever. Who can fatiate fight
In fuch a feene ? in'fuch an ocean wide
Of deep aftonifhment? where depth, height, breadth
Are loft in their'extremes; and where té count 1235
The thick-fown glories in this field of fire,
Perhaps a feraph’s computation fails.
Now go,” Ambitidn ! ‘boaft thy boundlefs might
In conquel o'er the tenth part of a grain.
And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 1240
To give his tott'ring faith a folid bafe.
Why call for lefs than is already thine?
‘Thou art no novice in theology;
What is a miracle 7~—"tis a reproach,
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*Tis an implicit fitire on mankind; - 1243
And while'it fatisfies it cenfures too.

T'o common-fenfe.great Nature's courfe proclaims
A Deity. When mankind fallsafleep,

A miracle is fent as an alarm =1

To wake the world; and prove him o'¢r.again, 1250
By recent argument, but not more {lrong.. :

Say which imports more plenitude of power,

Or Nature's laws tofix, or to repeal ?

To make a fun, or {top his mid career?

"To countéermand his orders, and fend back 1355
The flaming courier to the frighted Eafl,

Warm’d and aftonilh’d at his ev'ning ray ;

Or bid the moon, as with her journey tir'd,

In Ajalon’s foft flow'ry vale repofe?

Great things are thefe; flill greater to create.. . 1260
From Adam’s bow’r look down thio’ the whole train
Of miracles ;—refiftlefs is their power 2

They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind,

Than this, call’d unmiraculous furvey,

If duly weigh'd, if rationally feen, 1265
If feen 'with human eyes. The brute, indeed,

Sees nought but fpangles here; the fool no more.
Say’{t thou, *¢ The courfe of Nature governs all "
The courfe of Nature is the art of God.

The miracles thou call’(t for this atte(l; 1270
For fay, conld Nature Nature’s courfe control?
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But, miracles apart, who fees him not
Nature's-Controller; /Author, Guide, and End ?
‘Who tarns his eye 'on Nature's midnight face,

But muft inquires~*¢ What hand behind thefcene,1275
“ What arm Almighty, put thefe wheeling globes
4 In motion, and wound up thewaft machine?

““ Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious orbs?

¢ Who bowl'd them flaming thro’ thie dark profound,
¢ Num'rous as glitt'ring gems of morning-dew, 1380
¢ Or fpatks from populous citics i a blaze,

¢ And fet the bofom of Old Night on fire, |

¢ Peopled her deférty and made Horror finile 2
Or if the militaky flyle delights thee, 1284
(For ltars have fought their battles, leagu’d with man)
¢¢ Who marfbalsthisbright hoft? enrols their names,
“ Appoints their paft; their marches, and returns,

¢ Punétual, at ftated periods? who difbands

¢ Thefe vet'ran troops, their final duty done,

¢ If e'er difbanded ¥’—He whofe potent 'word, 1290
Like ‘the loud trumpet, levy’d ficlt' their powers

In Night’s inglorious empire; where theyflept

In beds of darknefs; armi'd them with fierce flames;
Arrang’d, and difeiplin’d, and cloth’d in gold,

And call'd them out of Chaos to.the field, 11295
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelicf.

Q let us join this army ! joining thele

Will give us hearts intrepid at that hour

When brighiter flames (hall gut a darker night ;
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When thefe firong demonflrations of-a/ Ged: ,‘7ico
Shall'hide their héads; or tumble frém théir fpheres,
And one eternal curtain cover all!

Struck at that thought, as new-awak’d, I lift
A more enlightén’d eye, and read 'thic ftars
To man fill.moke propitious, and their aid: 130§
(Tho® guiltlefs ofiidolatry) implore,
Nor longer'reb them of their nobleft name.
O ye Dividers-of my time! ye bright
Accomptants of my days, and months;'and years,
In your fair kalendar diftin&tly mark'd ! 1310
Since that authentic, radiant regifler,
Tho' man infpeéls it not, {tands good againft him;
Since.you and years roll on, tho' man ftands {lill,
Teach me my daysto number, and apply :
My trembling heart to wifdom, now béyend 1315
All thadow of excufe for fooling on.
Age fmooths our path to prodence; fweeps afide
The fnares keen appetite and paffion fpread
To catch ftray fouls; and woe to that gray head
Whofe folly would undo what age has'done! = 1330
Aid, then, aid, all ye Stars |-—Much ratherthou,
Great Artift! thoa whofe finger fet aright
This exquifite machine, with all'its wheels,
The' intervolv’d, exadt, and pointing out
Life's rapid and irrevocable flight
With fuch anvindex fair as none can mifs
Who lifts an eye, nor fleeps till it is clos’d ;
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Open mine eye, dread Deity! to read
The tacit doétrine of thy works; to fee
Things as they are, unalter’d thro” the glafs * 1330
Of worldly withes. Time, eternity!
(*Tis thefe mifmeafur’d ruin all mankind)
Set them before me; let me lay them both
In equal fcale, and learn their various weight.
Let time appear a moment, as it is, 1335
And let eternity’s full orb, atonce,
Turn on my foul, and firike it into heav’n,
‘When fhall I fee far more than charms me now,
Gaze on creation’s model in thy breaft
Unveil'd, nor wonder at the tranfeript more?' 1340
When this vile, foreign duft, which fmothers all
That travel earth’s deep vale, fhall I fhake off?
When fhall my foul her incarnation, quit,
And, readopted to thy blefs’d embrace,
Obtain| her apotheofis in thee!? 1345
Doft think, Lorenzo, this is wand'ring wide?
No; 'tis direftly ftriking at the mark.
To wake thy dead devotion * was my point;
And how I blefs Night's confecrating thades,
Which toa temple turn an univerfe,
Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven,
And antidote the peftilential earth!
In ev'ry ftorm that either frowns or falls,
What an afylum has the foul in pray’s!
* Ver. 610,
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And what a faneis thisin which fo pray! 1355

And what a God muft dwell in fuch a fanc!
€ what a genivs muft inform the fkies!
And is Lorenzo’s falamander-heart
Cold, and untouch'd, amid thefe facred fires?
) ye noéturnal Sparks! yeglowing Embers; © 1360
On heav’n’s broad hearth ! who burn, or burn no more,
Who blaze, or dig, as great Jehovah's breath
Or blows you or forbears, affift my fong ;
Pour your whole inflaence; exorcife his heart,
So long poflefs'd, and bring him bdck t6 man. 1363
And is Lorenzoa demurrer fHll?

Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteft
‘I'ruths which, contefted, put thy parts to fhame =
Nor thame they more Lorenzo's head than heart,
A faithlefs heart, how defpicably fimall! 1370
"I'oo firait aught great or gen’roas to receive!
Fill'd with an atom! fill'd and foul'd with felf!
And felf-miftaken! felf, that lafts an hour!
Inftinéts and paflions of the nobler kind
L.ie fuffocated there, or they alone, 3378
eafon apart, would wake Ligh hope, and open,
"t'o-ravith'd thonght, that intelle€tual fphere
Where Crder, Wildom; Goodnefs, Providence,
"I"heir endlefs mitacles of lave difplay,
And promife all the troly great defire. 1380

1 that would be la:lpm muft be great;

» great in its furveys.
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Extended views a narrow:mind extend,

Puth out its corrugate; expanfive make,

Which, ere long, more than planiets (hall embrace.

A man of compafs makes & man of worth. 1586

Divine contemplate, and become divine. b
As man was made for glory and for blifs,

All littlenefs is in approach to' woe.

Open thy-bofem, fet thy withesiwide, 1390

And let in manhood ; let in happinefs 3

Admit theboundlefs theatre of thought

From nothing, up to Ged, which makes a man.

Take God from Nature, nothing great is left;

Mag's mind is in a pit, and nothing fees; 1305

Man's heart is in a jakes; and loves the mire.

Emerge from thy profound; creét thine eyes

See thy diftrefs! how clofe art thou befieg'd !

Befieg'd by Nature, the proud feeptic’s foe!

Inclos’d by thefe innumerable worlds,

Sparkling conviction on the darkeft mind,

As in a golden net of Providence,

How art thou caught, fure captive of belief!

From this thy blefs"d captivity what art,

What bla(phemy to reafon, fets thee free! 140§

‘This feene is Heav'n's indulgent violence 3

Canft thou bear up again(t this tide of glory ?

What is earth bofom’d in thefe ambient orbs,

But faith in God impos'd, and prefs'd on man?

Dar’(t thou ftill litigate thy defp'rate canfe, ~ 1410

0 ij
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Spite of thefe num’roos; awful witnefles,
And doubt the depofition of the fkies?
O how laborious is thy way to ruin!
Laborious? ’tis impra&icable quite 1
"T'e fink beyond a doubt in this debate, 1415
With all its weight of wifdom and of will,
And crime flagitious, I'defy a fool.
Some wilh they did, but no man difbelieves.
God is a {pirit ; {pirit cannot flrike
"Thefe grofs material organs; God by man 1320
As much is feen, as man a God can fee,
In thefe aftonifhing exploits of power.
What order, beauty, motion; diftance, fize!
Concertion of defign, how exquifite!
How complicate in their divine police! ¥425
Apt means! great ends! confent to general good !—
Each attribute of thefe material gods, :
So long (and that with fpecious pleas) ador’d,
A fep'rate conqueft gains o’er rebel thought,
And leads in triumph the whele mind of man. 1430
Lorenzo! this may feem harangue to thee;
Such all is apt to feem that thwarts our will.
And doft thou, then, demand a fimple proof
Of this great mafter mofal of the fkies,
Unfkill'd, or difinclin’d, to read it there? Y435
Since "tis the bafis, and all drops without it,
I'ake it in one compaét, unbroken chain.
Such proof infifts on an attentive ear,
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'"Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts,
And for thy notice ftruggle with the world. 1440
Retire ;=—the world (hut out ;—thy thoughts call
Imagination's airy wing reprefs j— [home;—
Lock up thy fenfes;—let no paffion flir;—
Wake all to Reafon ;—Tlet her reign alone;—
Then in thy foul’s deep filence, and the depth 1445
Of Nature's filence, midnight, thus inquire,
As | have done, and fhall inquire no more.
In Nature’s channel thus the queflions run,
¢ Whatam I and from whence I nothing know
But that [ am ; and fince I am, conclude T450
Something eternal : had there e’er been nought,
Nonght (till had heen : eternal there muft be.—
But what eternal? Why not human race?
And Adam’s anceftors without an end ’'—
That’s hard to be conceiv'd, fince ev'ry link 1455
Of that long-chain’d fucceffion is fo frail.
Can ev'ry part depend, and not the whole?
Yet grant it true, new difficulties rife;
I'm ftill quite out at fea, nor fee the thore. 1459
Whence earth, and thefe bright orbs!—=Eternal
Grant matter was eternal, ftill thefe orbs [too ?—
Would want fome other father;—much defign
Is feen-in 2ll their motions, all their makes.
Defign implies intelligence and'art ; 1464
That can’t be from themfelves—or man: that art
¢ Man fearce can comprehend, could men beflow ?
0 iij
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“ And nothing greater yet allow’d than man.—
Who motion, foreigh to the fmalleft grain,
Shot thro” \'a[t mafles of enormous weight ?
Who bid brute matter’s reftive lump aflume 1470
Such various forms, and gave it wings to fiy?
Has matter innate motion? then each atom,
Aflerting its indifputable right
To dance, would form an univerfe of duft: 1474
Has matter none ! then whence thefe glorious forms
And boundlefs fights from fhapelefs and repos'd !
Has matter more than motion? has it theught,
Judgment, and genius ? is it deeply learn’d
In mathematics ? has it fram'd fuch laws, 1479
Which but to guefs a Newton made immortal }-—
If fo, how each fage atom laughs at me,
Who think a clod inferior to 2 man!
If art to form, and counfel to conduét,

¢ And that with greater far than human fkill,
Refides not in each block,—a Godhead reign's.—
Grant, then, invifible, eternal Mind; 1486
That granted, all is folv’d :-—but granting that,
Draw I not o’er mea fhill darker cloud ?
Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive?
A being without origin or end !— 1490
Hail, human Liberty ! there is no God——

¢ Yet why ? on either fcheme that knot fubfifts;

¢ Subfift it muft in God or human race;

1f ia the lait, bow many ksots befide,
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Indiffoluble all 2——why chufe it there 1495
Where, chofen; [till fubfift ten thoufand more !
Reject it where, that chofen, all the refl,
Difpers’d, leave Reafon's whole horizon clear?
This is not Reafon’s ditate; Reafon fays,
Clofe with the fide where one grain turns the fcale.
What vaft preponderanceis here! can Reafon 1501
With louder voice exclaim—Bclieve a God ?
And reafon heard, is the fole mark of man.
What things impoffible muft man think troe
On any other fyftem ? and how flrange 150§
To difbelive thro’ mere credulity !”

If in this chain Lorenzo finds no flaw,
Let it for ever bind him to belief.
And where the link in which a flaw he finds?

And if a God there is, that God how great! 1510
How great that pow’r whofe providential care
Thro’ thefe bright orbs” dark centres darts a ray!
Of Nature univerfal threads the whole!

And hangs creation, like a precious gem,

Tho' little, on the foot{tool of his throne! 1515
That little gem how large! A weight let fall

From a fix'd flar, in ages can it reach

This diftant earth Say, then, Lorenzo ! where,

Where ends this mighty building { where begin

"The fuburbs of creation ! where the wall 1520

Whofe battlements look o’er into the vale

Of non-cxiltence, Nothing's {trange abode!
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Say at what point of fpaée Jehovah dropp’d

His flacken’d line, and laid his balance by;

Weigh'd worlds,and meafur'd infinite no more ! 152§

Where rears his terminating pillar high

Its extramundane head !-and fays to gods,

In charaéters illuftrious as the fun,

‘¢ I ftand, the plan’s proud period; I pronounce

* The work accomplifh’d; the creation clos’d : 1530

¢ Shout, all ye Gods! nor fhout, ye Gods, alone;

¢ Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life,

¢ That refts, orrolls; ve HeightsandDepths,refound !

¢ Refound! refound lye Depths andHeights,refound!”
Hard are thofe queftions!—anfwer harder (till. 1535

Is this the fole exploit, the fingle birth,

The folitary fon of Pow’r Divine?

Or has th' Almighty Father, with a breath,

Impregnated the womb of diftant Space?

Has he not bid, in various provinces,

Brother-creations the dark bowels barft

Of Night primeval, barren now no more ?

And he the central fun, tranfpiercing all

Thofe giant-generations which difport,

And dance as motes, in his meridian ray, 1545

That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abforb’d

In that abyfs of horror whence they fprung;

While Chaos trinmphs, repoflcit of all

Rival Creation ravifl'd from his throne?

Chaos ! of Nature both the womb and grav:!
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Think'(t thou my: fcheme, Lorenzo, {preads’ toa
Is this extravagant! —Noj; this is jult; [wide?
Juft in conjectore; tho® *twere falfe in fact.

If ’tis an erfor, “tis an error {fprung

From nobleroot;high thought of the moft High. 1555
But wherefore error? who can prove it fuch ?—

He that can fet Omnipotence a bound.

Can man conceive beyond what God can do?
Nothing but quite impoffible is hard.

He fummons into being, with like cafe, " 1560
A whole creation;, and a fingle grain.

Speaks he the word? a thoufind worlds are born!

A thoufand worlds ! there's fpace for millions merc;
And in what fpace can his great fiat fail ?

Condemn me not; cold ‘Critic! but indulge 1568
The warm imagination : why condemn?

Why not indulge fuch thoughts as fvell our hearts
With fuller admiration of that Power:

‘Who gives our hearts with fuch high thoughts to fivell?
Why not indulge in his augmented praife? 1570
Darts not his glory a (till brighter ray,

The lefs is left to Chaos and the realms

Of hideous Night, where Fancy ftrays aghal,

And, tho’ moft talkative, makes no report ?

Still feems my thought enormous ? think again ;—
Experience felf (hall'aid thy lame belief. 1576
Glaffes, (that revelation to the fight!)

Have they not led us in the deep difclofs
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Of fine-fpun Nature, exquifitely fmall,
‘And, tho' demonitrated, {till ill-conceiv’d? 1583
1f, then, on'the reverfe the: mind would mount
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far,
To keep the balance, and ereation-poife ?
Defect alone can err onfuch & theme :
What is too great, if we the caufe furvey ? 1585
Stupendods Architeét! thou, thou art all! )
My foul fiies vp and down in-shonghts of thee, {
And finds herfelf but at the centre fHll!
I Am thy name! exiftence all thine own!
Creation’s nothing, flatter’d imuch if fryl'd 1590
$¢ T'he thin, the fleeting atmolpliere of God.”

O for thé ¥oice—of what? of whom ?-—what voice
Camanfwer to'my wantsyin fuch-afeent
As dares to deem one univerfe too finall ?
Tell mej Lorénzo! (for how Fancy glows, 1595
Fir'd in the vortex of almighty power) r
Is not. this home cteation, in the map
Of univerfal Nature, as a fpeck,
Like fair Britannia, in our little ball;
Exceeding fair, and glorious, foriits fize, 1600
But, elfewhere, far outmeafur’d; far outfhone?
In fancy (for the fact beyond us lics)
Canft thoy not figure it, an ifle; almo(t
‘T'oo {mall for notice in the valt of being 3
Sever'd by mighty feas of unbuilt {pace 1605
Fiom other realms; from ample continents
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Of higher life; where nobler natives dwell';

Lefs northern, lefs remote from Deity,
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme,
Where fouls in excellence make hafte, put-forth
Luxuoriant growths, nor the late autumn wait ' 1611
Of human worth; but.ripen foon to gods?

Yet why drown Fancy in fuch depths as thefe ?
Return, prefumptuous Rover! and confefs*

"T'he bounds of man; nor blame them, astoo fmall.
Enjoy we not full frope in what is feen? 1616
Full ample the dominions of the fon !

Full glorious to behold ! how far; how wide,

The matchlefs monarch from his flaming throne,
Lavifh of luftre, throws his/beams about him, 1626
Farther and fafter than a thought can fiy,
And:feeds his planets with eternal fires |

This Heliopelis, by greater far

Than the proud tyrant of the Nile was built,

And he alone who built it can deftroy.

- Beyond this city why {trays human thought ?

Qne worde:rful enough for man to know !
One infinite enongh for man to range!

One firmament enough for man to read!

O what voluminous inftruétion here!

What page of.wifdom is«deny’d him ! none,
1f learning his chief leffon makes him wife.
Nor is inftruéién here our only gaing
‘U'hege dwells a noble patlios in the fkies,
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Which warms onr paffions, profelytes our hearts.

How eloquently thines the glowing pole! 1636

With what authority it gives its charge,

Remonflrating great truths in (lyle fublime,

Tho’ filent, lond! heard earth arcund ; above

The planets heard; and not unheard in hell; 1640

Hell has her wonder, tho’ too proud to praife.

Is earth, then, more infernal ? has fhe thofe

Who neither praife (Lorenzo !) nor admire?
Lorenzo's admiration, pre-engag’d,

Ne'er afk’d the moon one queflion; ‘never held

Leaft correfpondence with a fingle ftar ; 1646

Ne'er rear’d an altar to the Queen of heaven

Walking in hriéhtncfs, or her train ador’d.

Their fublunary rivals have long fince

Engrafs'd his whole devotion; ftars malign, 1560

Which made the fond aftronomer run mad,

Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart;

Caufe him to facrifice his fame and peace

To momentary madnefs, call'd Delight:

Idolater more grofs than ever kifs'd 1655

‘The lifted hand to Luna, or pour'd out

The blood to Jove l—O thou, to whom belongs

All facrifice ! O thou great Jove unfeign'd !

Divine Inftruftor! thy fir{t volume this

For man’s pernfal; all in capitals! 1660

In moon and ftars (heav’n's golden alphabet!)

Emblaz’d to feize the fight, who runs may read;

3
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‘Who reads can underftand. *Tis unconfin’d !

To Chriftian land or Jewry; fairly writ,

Inlanguage univerfal, to mankind; 1665

A language lofty to the learnd, yet plain

‘To thofe that feed the flock, or guide the plougly,

Or from his hulk ftrike out the bounding grain :

A language worthy the great Mind that fpeaks!

Preface and comment to the facred page! 1670

‘Which oft” refers its reader to the fkies,

As prefuppofing his firft leflon there,

And Scripture felf a fragment, that unread.

Stupendous book of wifdom to the wife!

Stupendous book ! and open’d, Night! by thee. 1675
By thee much open’d, I confefs, O Night !

Yet more 1 with ; but how (hall I prevail ?

Say, gentle Night ! whofe modeft, maiden beams,

Give us a new creation, and prefent

The world’s great picture foften’d to the fight ; 1680

Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent fill,

Say thou, whofe mild dominion’s filver key

Unlocks our hemifphere, and fets to view

Worlds beyond number, worlds conceal’d by day

Behind the proud and envious {tar of noon ! 1685

Canft thou not draw a deeper fcene,—and fhew

The Mighty Potentate to whom belong

Thefe rich regalia, pompoufly difplay’d

"To kindle that high hope? Like him of Uz,

I gaze around, I fearch on ev'ry fide— 1690
Volume 11, P

s
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O for a glimpfe of him my foul adores!
As the chas'd hart, amid the defert wafte,
Pants for the living (fream, for him whe made her
So pants the thirfty foul amid the blank
OF fublunary joys. Say, Goddefy! where? 1695
Where blazes bis bright court } where burns his throne
Thou know'(k, for thou art near him; by thee, round
His grand pavilion, facred Fame reports
The fable curtain drawn. If not, can none
Of thy fair daughter-train, fo fwift of wing, 1700
Who travel far, difcover where he dwells?
A flar his dwelling pointed out below.
Ye Pleiades [ Aréturus [ Mazaroth!
And thon, Orion! of fill keener eye!
Say ye, who guide the wilder’d in the waves, 1705
And bring them out of tempelt into port !
On which land muf} I bend my courfe to find him?
Thefe courtiers keep the fecret of their King;
I wake whole nights, in vain, to fteal it from them.
I wake, and, waking, climb Night’s radiant fcale
From {phere to fphere, the fteps by Nature fet 1711
For man's af¢ent, at once to tempt and aid;
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow"r'mg thought,
Till it arrives at the great goal of all.
In'ardent Contemplation’s rapid ca¥, 1715
From earth, as from my barrier, I fet out.
How fwift [ mount! diminifh’d earth recedes :
1 pafs the moon; and, from her farther fide,
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Pierce heav'n's blue curtain; ftrike into remote;
Where, with his lifted tube, the fubtle fage = 1720
His artificial airy journey takes,

And to celeftial lengthens human fight.

1 paufe at ev’ry planet on my road,

And afk for him who gives their orbs to roll,

Their foreheads fair to fhine. From Saturn’sring, 1725
In which of earths'an army might be loft,

With the bold comet také my Lolder fiight,

Amid thofe fov'reign/glories of the fkies,

Of independent; pative luftre prond ;

The fouls of {yftems! and the lords of life, 1730
Thro® their wide empires !=—What behold T now?

A wildernefs of wonder burning round,

Where larger funs inhabit higher fpheres;

Perhaps the villas of defcending gods;

Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun ;

"Tis but the threfhold of the Deity ;

Or, far beneath it, am grov'lling ftill.

Nor is it ftrange; 1 built on a miftake:

The grandeur of his works, whence Folly fought
For aid, to Reafon fets his glory higher; 1740
Who built thus high for worms (mere worm to him)
O where, Lorenzo! muft the builder dwell ?

Paufe, then, and, for a rﬁoment, here refpire—
If human thought can keep its ftation liere.
Wheream I 2—whereis earth’—nay, whereart thou,
O Sun }—Is the fun turn’d reclufe }—and are 1746

Pij
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His boalted expeditions fthort to mine >—
To mine how fhort! On Nature's Alps I ftand,
And fee a thoofand firmaments beneath !
A thoufand fyltems! as a thoufand grains! 1750
So much a firanger, and fo late arriv'd,
How can man's curious fpirit not inquire
‘What are the natives of this world {ublime,
Of this fo foreign, unterreftrial fphere,
Where mortal, untranflated, never flray’d? 175§
¢ 0 ye, as diftant from my little home
As fwifteft funbeams in an age can fly!
Far from my native element [ roam,
In queft of new and wonderful to man.
What province this, of his immen{e domain, 1760
Whom all obeys? or mortals here, or gods?
Ye Bord'rers on the coalts of Blifs ! what are you?
A colony from heav/n? oronly rais'd,
By frequent vifit from heav’n’s neighb’ring realms,
To fecondary gods, and half divine ?— 17635
Whate'er your nature, this is paft difpute,
Far other life you live, far other tongue
You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think,
Than man. How various are the works of God!
But fay, what thought ? Is Reafon here enthron'd,
And abfolute? or Senfe in arms againft her? 1771
Have vou two lights? or need you no reveal’d 2
Enjoy your happy realms their golden age?
And had your Eden an abftemious Eve?
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Our Eve’s fair daughters prove their pedigree, 1775
And afk their Adams—*¢ Who would not be wile."*
Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem’d ?
And if redeem’d——is your Redeemer fcorn’d ?
Is this your final refidence? if not,
Change you your fcene tranflated, or by death?
And if by death, what death’—Know you difs
 eafe? 1781
Or horrid war }=—With war, this fatal hour,
Europa groans (fo call we 3 fmall field
Where kings run mad.) Inour world,Death deputes
.Intemperance to do the work of Age, 1785
And, hanging up the quiver Nature gave him,
As flow of execution, for difpatch
Sendss forth imperial butchers; bids them flay
Their theep, (the filly fheep they fleec’d before)
And tofs him twice ten thoufand at a meal. 1799
Sit all your executioners on thrones?
With you can rage for plunder make a god ?
And bloodfhed wafh out ev'ry other ftain '—
But you, perhaps, can't bleed ; from matter grefs
Your fpirits clean are delicately clad 1795
In fine-fpun ether, privileg’d to foar,
Unloaded, uninfefted. How unlike
The lot of man! how few of human race
By their own mud unmurder’d! how we wage
Self-war eternal \—Is your painful day 18co
¢ Of hardy conflic o’er? or are you flill
P iij
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¢ Raw candidates at fchool? and have you thofe

Who difaffeét reverfions, as with us!—

But what are we? you never heard of man,

Or carth, the bedlam of the univerfe! 180§
“Where Reafon (undifeas’d with you) runs mad,
And nurfes Folly’s children as her own,

Fond of the fouleft. In the facred mount

Of Holinefs, where Reafon is pronounc’d’
Infallible, and thunders like a god, 1810
Ev’n there, by faints the demons are outdone;
What thefe think wrong our faints refine to right,
And kindly teach dull Hell her own black arts
Satan, inltru@ted, o'er their morals fmiles.—

But this how ftrange to you who know not man?
Has the leaft rumour of our race arriv'd ? 1816
Call'd here Elijah in his flaming car ?

Paft by you the good Enoch, on his road

To thofe fair fields whenee Lucifer was hurl’d;
Who brufh’d, perhaps, your fphere in his defcent,
Stain’d your pure cryftal ether, or let fall = 1821
A fhort eclipfe from his portentous fhade?

O that the fiend had lodg'd on fome broad orb
Athwart his way, nor reach’d his prefent home,
Thenblacken’d earth, with footfteps foul'd in hell,
Nor wafh’d in ocean, as from Rome he paft 1826
Teo Britain’s ille, too, too confpicuous there.”

But this is all digreffion: where is he

"That o’er heav’n's battlements the felon husl'd
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T'o greans, and chains, and darknefs ! where is he

Who fees creation’s fummit in a vale? 1831

He whom, while man is man, he can’t but feek,

And if he finds, commences more than man?

O for a telefcope his throne to reach !

Tell me, ye Learn’d on earth! or Blefs'd above!1835

Ye fearching, ye Newtonian angels! tell

Where your Great Mafter’s orb? his planets where?

‘Thofe confcious fatellites, thofe morning-{tars,

Firft-born of Deity! from central love,

By veneration moft profound, thrown off; 1840

By fweet attraftion no lefs {trongly drawn;

Aw'd, and yet raptur'd; raptur’d, yet ferenc;

Paft thought illuftrious, but with borrow’d beams;

In ftill approaching circles flill remote,

Revolving round the fun's eternal Sire ? 1845

Or fent, in lines direct, on embaflies

To nations—in what latitude >—beyond

Terreftrial thought’s horizon !—and on what

High errands fent ?—Here human effort ends,

And leaves me flill a ftranger to his throne. 1850
Full well it might! I quite miftook my road;

Born in an age more curious than devout,

More fond to fix the place of heav’n or hell,

Than f{tudious this to fhan, or that fecure.

'Tis not the curious but the pious path 1855

‘That leads me to my point. Lorenzo! know,

Without or ftar er angel for their guide,
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Who worfhip God fhall find him. Humble Love,

And not proud Reafon, keeps the door of heav'n;

Love finds admiffion where proud Science fails. 186a

Man's fcience is the culture of his heart,

And not to lofe his plumbet in the depths

Of Nature, or the more profound of God 3

Either to know is an attempt that fets

The wifeft on a level with the fool. 1865

T'o fathom Nature (ill-attempted here!)

Paft doubt is deep philofophy above;

Higher degrees in blifs archangels take,

As deeper learn’d, the decpeft learning fHill.

For what a thunder of omnipotence 1375

(So might I dare to fpeak) is feen inall !

In man! in earth! in more agmazing (kies!

Teaching this leffon Pride is loath to learn—

¢ Not deeply to difcern, nor much to know,

¢¢ Mankind was born to wonder and adore.” 187§
And is there caufe for higher wonder flill

Than that which {truck us from our paft farveys?

Yes; and for deeper adoration too.

From my late airy travel unconfin'd,

Have I learn’d nothing?—Yes, Lorenzo! this; 1880

Each of thefe ftars is a religious houfe;

I faw their altars fmoke, their incenfe rife,

And heard hofannas ring thro® ev’ry fphere,

A feminary fraught with future gods.

Nature all o'er is confecrated ground,
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Teeming with growths immortal and divine,

The great Proprictor’s all-bounteous hand

Leaves nothing wafte, but fows thefe fiery fields

‘With feeds of Reafon, which to virtues rife

Beneath his genial ray; and, if efcap’d 1890

The peftilential blafts of ftubborn will,

When grown mature are gather’d for the fkies.

And is devotion thought too much on earth,

When beings, fo fuperior, homage boalt,

And triumph in proftrations to the throne? ' 1895
But wherefore more of planets or of ftars?

Ethereal journeys, and, difcover’d there,

Ten thoufand worlds, ten thoufand ways devout,

All Nature fending incenfe to the throne,

Except the bold Lorenzos of our fphere ! 1900

Op'ning the folemn fources of my foul,

Since I have pour’d, like feign’d Eridanus,

My flowing numbers o’er the flaming fkies,

Nor fee of fancy or of fact what more

Invites the Mufe—here turn we and review = = 1905

Our paft noéturnal landfcape wide;—then fay,

Say, then, Lorenzo ! with what burft of heart

The whole, at once, revolving in his thought,

Muft man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft?

¢ O what root! O what branch, is here! 1910

¢ O what a Father! what a family ?

¢ Worlds! fyfltems! and creations !—and creations,
“ In one agglomerated clufter, hung,
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¢ Great Vine®! on thee, on thee theclufter hangs,

¢ The filial clufler! infinitely fpread 1918

¢ In glowing globes, with various being fravght,

¢ And drinks (nefareous dranght!) immortal life.

¢ QOr, fhall I fay-(for who can fay enough )

¢ A conflellaton of ten'thoufand gems,

¢ (And, Q! of what diménfion liof what weight!)1920

¢t Set in one fignet, flames on the right hand

¢ Of Majelty Divine! Thé blazing feal,

¢t That deeply (tamps, on all created mind,

¢t Indelible, his fovereign attributes,

¢ Omnipotence and Love! that pafling bound, 1925

¢ And this furpafling that. Nor {lop we here

¢ For want of pow't'in.God, but thought in'man,

¢ Ev'n this acknowledg’d leaves us (tll in debt;

¢ If greater aught, that greater all is thine,

¢¢ Dread Sire!-——Accept this miniature of thee,1930

¢ And pardon an attempt from mortal thought,

¢t In which archangels might have fail’d unblam’d.”
How fuch ideas of th’ Almighty’s pow’r,

And fuch ideas of th*Almighty’s plan,

(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the thought 1935

Of feeble mortals! nor of them alone!

"The fulnefs of the Deity breaks forth

In inconceivables to men and gods.

Think, then, O think, nor ever drop the thought,

How: low muft man defcend when gods adore! 1940

# John xv. I,
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Have 1 not, then, accomplith’d my proud boaft ?
Did I not tell thee ¢ We wounld mount *, Lorenzo!
¢ And kKindle our devotion at the ftars "

And have 1 fail'd ? and did [ flatter thee?
And art all adamant ? and doft confute, 1945
All urg’d, with one irrefragable fmile?
Lorenzo! mirth how miferable here !
Swear by the {tars, by Him who made them, fwear,
Thy heart, henceforth, (hall be as pure as they;
Then thow, like them, thalt thine; like them, fhalt rife
From low to lofty, from obfeure to bright, 1951
By due gradation, Nature’s facred law.
The ftars from whence ?~—afk Chaos—he can tell.

Thefe bright temptations to idolatry
From darknefs and confufion took their birth; 1955
Sons of Deformity ! from fluid dregs

‘Tartarcan firt they rofe/to maffes rude,
And then to fpheres opaque; then dimly fhone,
Then brighten’d j then blaz'd oot in perfeét day.
Nature delights in progrefs, in advance 1960
From wotfe to better; but when minds afcend,
Progrefs, in part, depends vpon themfelves.
Heav'n aids exertion. Greater makes the great.
The voluntary little leffens more.
O be a man ! and thou fhalt be a god! 1963
And half felf-made !——ambition how divine!

O thou, ambitious of difgrace alone!
Still nndevout ? unkindled ?—tho’ high taught,

® Ver. 616,
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School'd by the fkies, and pupil of the (tars,
Rank coward to the falhionable world! 1970
Art thou afham’d to bend thy knee to Heav'n ?
Curs’d fume of pride, exhal’d from deepeft hell !
Pride in religion is man’s highe(t praife.
Bent on deftruction! and in love with death!
Not all thefe luminaries, quench’d at once, 1975
Were half {o {ad as one benighted mind,
Which gropes for happinefs, and meets defpair.
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night,
Amid her glimm’ring tapers, filent fits!
How forrowful, how defolate; fhe weeps 1980
Perpetual dews, and faddens Nature’s fcene !
A fcene more fad {in makes the darken’d foul,
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive.

Tho’ blind of heart, flill open is thine eye.
Why fuch magnificence in all theu feeft ? 1985
Of matter’s grandeur, know one end is this,
To tell the rational, who gazes on it,—
¢ Tho' that immenfely great, flill greater he
¢ Whofe breaft, capacious, can embrace and lodge,
¢ Unburden’d, Nature's univerfal {cheme; 1990
¢ Can grafp creation withia fingle thought;
¢ Creation grafp, and not exclude its Sire.”—
To tell him farther-—¢ It behoves him much

¢ To guard th! important yet depending fate

¢ Of being, brighter than a thoufand funs; 1995

“ One fingle ray of thought outfhines them all.”—
2
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And if man hears obedient, foon he'll foar

Superior heights; and on his purple wing,

His purple wing bedropp’d with eyes'of gold,

Rifing, where thought is now deny'd to rife,  2cc0

Look down triumphant on thefe dazzling fpheres.
Why then perfi{t --<no mortal ever livid

But, dying, he pronounc'd (when words are true)

" The wholeithat charms thee abfolutely vain

Vain, and far worfe!--Think thou with' dying men;

O condefeend to think as angels think ! 2cch

O toleratea chance for happinef(s!

Qur:natore fuch, ill choice infures ill fate;

And hell-had been, tho' there had been no God.

Doft thou not know, my new Aftronomer! 2C10

Earth, turning fromthefon, brings night 'to man?

Man, turning from his God, brings endlefs night ;

‘Where thou canft read no morals, find no friend,

Amend no manners, and expeét no peace.

How deep the datknefs! and the groan howlond!z2cr1 g

And far, how far, from lambent are the flames ===

Such is Lorenzo’s purchafe! fuch his praife!

'The proud, the politic, Lorenzo's praife !

Tho’ in his ear, and levell'd at his heart,

Y've half read o’er the volume of the fkics. 2020
* For think fiot thou haft heard all this from me,

My fong but echoes what great Nature {peaks.

What has fhe! fpoken 2 ‘Thus the goddefs fpoke,

‘I'hus fpeaks for, everj=—-** Place, at Nature's heatl,

Volume 11, Q
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¢ A Sov'reign whicho’er allthings rollshis eye, 202y
¢¢ Extends his wing, promulgates his commands,

¢ But, above all, diffufes éndlefs gaod,

¢t To whom, for fure redrefs, the wrong'd ‘may fly,
¢¢ The vile for mercy, and the pain'd for peace;

¢ By whom the various tenants of thefe fpheres, 2030
¢¢ Diverfify’d in fortunes, place, and powers,

¢¢ Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they rife,

¢ Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach)

¢¢ At that blefs’d’ fountain-head [from which they
¢ Where conflié paft redoubles prefent joy, [{tream,
¢ And prefent joy looks forward on increafe, 2036
¢ And that on more; no period ! ev'ry ftep

#¢ A double boon! a promife and a blifs."

How eafy:fits this fcheme on human hearts!

It {uits their make, it fooths their valt defires; 2040
Paflion is pleas’d, and Reafon afks no more:

"Tis rational! ’tis great l—but what is thine?

1t darkens! fhocks! excruciates! and confounds!
Leaves us quite naked, both of helpand hope,
Sinking from bad to worfe; few years the {port 2045
Of Fortune, then the motfel of Defpair.

Say, then, Lorenzo! (for thow know'(t it well)
What'’s vice 2—mere want of compafs in our thought.
Religion what ?—the proof of common-fenfe, .~ -
How art thon hooted where the lealt prevails! 2050
Is it my fault if thefe truths call thee Fool?

And thou fhalt never be mifcall’d by me.
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Can neither Shame nor Terror ftand thy friend ?
And art thou ftill an infe&t in the mire?
How like thy guardian angel have I flown, 2055
Snatch’d thee from earth, efcorted thee thro’ all
'Th® ethereal armies, walk'd thee, like a god,
Thro’ fplendours of firlt magnitude, arrang’d
On either hand; clouds thrown beneath thy feet ;
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright paradife of God, = 2060
And almoft introduc’d thee to the throne!
And art thon ftill caronfing, for delight,
Rank poifon ? firft fermenting to mere froth,
And then fubfiding into final gall?
To beings of fublime, immortal make, 2063
How fhocking is all joy whofe end is fure!
Such joy more (hocking ftill, the more it charms!
And doft thon chufe what ends ere well begun,
And infamous as fhort 7 and doft thou chufe
(Thou, to whofe palate glory is {o fweet) 2070
T'o wade into perdition thro’ contempt,
Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ?
For I have peep’d into thy cover’d heart,
And feen it bluth beneath a boa(tful brow,
For by ftrong Gnilt’s moft violent affault,
Confcience is but difabled, not deftroy’d.

O thou molt awful being! and moft vain!
Thy will how frail! how glorious is thy power!
Tho' dread Eternity has fown her feeds
Of blifs and woe in thy defpotic breaft; 2080

Qij
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Tho' heav’n and hell depend upon thy!choice, -

A butterfly comes crofs, and both are'ficd.

Is this the piftureof a rational?

This horrid image, fhall it be moftjuft?

Lorenzo! noj; it cannot,—fhall not be, ' 12085

If there is forcein reafon, or in founds

Chanted beneath the glimpfes of the moon

A magio, at this planetary hour,

‘When Slumber locks the gen’ral-lip; and dreams,

Thro’ {fenfelefs mazes; hunt fouls vninfpir'd. = 2090

Attend—the facred myfteries begin 2

My folemn nightborn adjuration hear;

Hear, and I'll raife thy fpirit from the duft,

While the ftars gaze on this enchantment new;

Enchantment not infernal, but divine ! 2095
¢¢ By Silence, Death’s peculiar attribute;

¢¢ By Darknefs, Guilt’s inevitable deom ;

¢ By Darknefs and by Silence, filters dread!

¢ That draw the curtain round Night’s ebon throne,

¢ And raife ideas folemn as the fcene! 2100

¢ By Night, and all of awful Night prefents

¢ To thought or fenfe (of awful much, to both,

% The goddefs brings!) By thefe her trembling fires,

¢¢ Like Vefta's, ever-burning, and, like her's,

¢¢ Sacred to thoughts immaculate and pure! 210§

¢ By thefe bright orators that prove and praife,

¢ And prefs thee to revere the Deity,

< Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd, a while,
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¢ T'o reach his throne, as {lages of the foul 2109
« Thro’ which, at different periods, fhe fhall pafs,

“¢ Refining gradual, for her final height,

¢ And purging off fome drofs at ev’ry {fphere !

¢¢ By this dark pall thrown o’er the filent world !

¢ By the world’s kings and kingdoms moft renown’d,
¢¢ From fhort Ambition’s zenith fet for ever, - 211§
* Sad prefage to vain boafters, now in bloom!

*¢ By the long lift of {wift mortality,

¢ From Adam downward to this ev’ning knell,

¢¢ Which Midnight wavesin Fancy’s [tartled eye, 2119
¢t And fhocks her with an hundred centuries, [thought!
¢ Round Death’s black banner throng’d in human
‘¢ By thoufands, now, refigning their laft breath,

¢ And calling thee—wert thou fo wife to hear!

¢¢ By tombs o’er tombs arifing, human earth

¢¢ Fjected, to make room for—human earth, 2125°
“ The monarch’s terror! and the fexton’s trade!

¢ By pompous obfequies that fhun the day,

¢ The torch funereal, and the nodding plume,

¢« Which makes poor man’s humiliation proud,

¢¢ Boaft of our ruin! triumph of our duft! 2130
¢¢ By the damp vault that weeps o’er royal bones,

¢¢ And the pale lamp that fhews the ghaftly dead,

¢¢ More ghaflly thro” the thick incumbent gloom !

¢¢ By vilits (if there are) from darker fcenes,

““ The gliding {pé@re! and the groaning grove!2135
‘¢ By groaps, and graves, and miferies that groan

Qi
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¢¢ For the grave’s fhelter! By defponding men,

¢t Senfelefs to pains of death from pangs of guilt!

¢¢ By Guilt’s laft andit! By yon’ moon in blood,

“¢ The rocking firmament, the falling flars, 2140

¢¢ And thunder’s lait difcharge, great Nature’s knell !

¢ By fecond Chaos, and eternal Night,""—

Be wifle—nor let Philander blame my charm;

But own not ill difcharg’d my double debt,

Love to the living, duty to the dead. 2148
For know I'm but executor; he left

This moral legacy ; I make it o'er

By his command : Philander hear in me,

And Heav'n in both.—If deaf to thefe, oh! hear

Florello’s tender voice; his weal depends 2150

On thy refolve; it trembles at thy choice :

For his fake—love thyfclf : example flrikes

All human hearts; a bad example more,

More ftill a father’s ; that infures his ruin.

As parent of his being, wouldft thou prove 215§

Th’ unnatural parent of his miferies,

And make him curfe the being which thou gav’ft?

Is this the blefling of fo fond a father?

If carelefs of Lorenzo, {pare, oh! fpare

Florello’s father, and Philander’s friend ! 2160

Florello's father ruin’d, ruins him ;

And from Philander’s friend the world expedis

A conduét no dithonour to the dead.

Let paffion do what nobler motive fhould 5
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j.et love and emulation rife in aid 2165
To reafon, and perfuade thee to be—blefs'd,
This feems not a requefl to be deny’d 5
Yet (fuch th' infatnation of mankind!)
*Tis the moft hopelefs man can make to man.
Shall I then rife in argument and warmth? 2170
And urge Philander’s pofthumous advice,
¥rom topics yet unbroach’d !
Lut, oh! 1 faint ! my fpirits fail!—nor ftrange!
o long on wing, and in no middle clime!
T'o which my great Creator's glory call’d 5 2175
And calls—but, now, in vain. Sleep's dewy wand
Has {trok'd my drooping lips, and promifes
My long arrear of reft : the downy god
(Wont to return with our returning peace)

'Will pay, ere long and blefs me with repofe. 2180
Hafte, hafte, fweet Stranger ! from the peafant’s cot,
The (hipboy’s hammoc, or the foldier’s {traw,
‘Whence Sorrow never chas’d thee; with thee bring
Not hideous vifions, as of late, but draughts
Delicious of well-tafted cordial reft, 218§
Man’s rich reftorative; his balmy bath,

That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in play

‘The various movements of this nice machine,
Which afks fuch frequent periods of repair.

When tir'd with vain rotations of the day 2199
Sleep winds us vp for the fucceeding dawn,

Frefh we {pin op, till ficknefs clogs our wheels,
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Or death quite breaks the fpring, and motion ends:
When will it end with me?

———*¢ Thou only know'ft, 2193
¢ Thou, whofe broad eye the future and the paft
‘¢ Joins to the prefent, making one of three
¢ To moral thought! thon know’ft, and thou alone,
¢¢ All-knowing!--all unknown !—and yet well known !
¢ Near, tho’ remote! and, tho’ unfathom’d, felt!
¢ And, tho’ invifible, for ever feen! 2201
“ And feen in all! the great and the minute:
¢ Each globe above, with its gigantic race,
¢¢ Each flow’r, each leaf,with its fmall people fwarm’d,
¢ (‘Thofe puny vouchers of Omnipotence!) . 2208
¢¢ Tothe firft thought that afks ‘From whence!'declare
¢ Their common fource : thou fountain, runningo'er
¢ In rivers of communicated joy !
¢« Who gav’(t us {peech for far, far humbler themes!
¢ Say by what name fhall [ prefome to call . 2210

¢¢ Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs funs,

¢ As Mofes in the bufh ? Illuftiious Mind!

¢t ‘The whole creation lefs, far lefs, to thee,

¢¢ Than that to the creation’s ample round, = 2214
¢ How fhall I name thee }—How my lab’ring foul

¢ Heaves underneath the thought, toe big for birth!
¢¢ Great Syftem of perfetions! mighty Caufe

¢ Of canfes mighty ! Caufe uncaus’d ! fole root

¢ Of Nature, that luxuriant growth of God !

¢ Firlk Father of efieéts? that progeny
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Of endlefs feries, where the golden chain’s
Laft link admits a period who can tell?
Father of all that is or heard or hears!
Father of all that is.or feen or fees!
Father of all‘that is.or fhall avife!

Father of thisimmeafurable mafs

Of matter multiform, or denfe or rare,

Opaque or lucid; rapid orat reft,

Minute, or pafling bound !in each extreme

Of like amaze and myftery to man 2230
Father of thefe bright millions of the night!

Of which the lealt full Godhead had proclaim’d,
And thrown the gazer on his knee—0Or, fay,

Is appellation higher ftill thy choice?
Father of matter’s temporary lords! 2235
Father of {pirits! nobler offipring ! fparks
Of high paternal glory, rich endow’d
With various meafures, and with various modes
Of inftinét, reafon, intnition j beams
More pale or bright from day divine, to break
The datk of matter organiz'd (the ware 2241
Of all created fpirit) beams that rife
Each over other in fuperior light,
Till the laft ripens into luftre ftrong,
Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 2245
(Tar fonder than e'er bore that name on earth)

¢ Of intellectual beings! beings blefs'd

¢« With pow’rs to pleafe thee, not of paffive ply
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To laws they know not; beings lodg'd in feats
Of well-adapted joys, in different domes 2250
Of this imperial palace for thy fons;

Of this proud, populous, well-policy’d,

Tho' boundlefs habitation, plann’d by thee;
Whofe feveral clans their feveral climates fuit,
And tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy. 22535
Or, oh! indulge, immortal King ! indulge

A title lefs augn(t, indeed, but more

Endearing; ah! how fweet in human ears!

Sweet in our! ears, and ‘triumph in our hearts!
Father of immortality to man! 2260
A theme that lately * fet my foul on fire—

And thou'the next! yet equal! thon by whom
That blefling was canvey’d, farmore! wasbonght,
Ineffable the price! by whom all worlds 2204
Were made, and oné redeem’d ! illuftrious Light
From light illuftrious ! thou, whofe regal power,
Finite in time, but infinite in {pace,

On more than adamantine bafis fix'd,

O’er more, far more, than diadems and thrones
Inviolably reigns, the dread of gods! 2270
And, oh! the friend of man! beneath whefe foot,
And by the mandate of whofe awful nod,

All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates,

Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll

Thro® the (hort channels of expiring time, = 2275

# Nights the Sixthand Seventh.
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¢ Or {horelefs ocean of eternity,

*¢ Calm or tempeftuous (as thy Spirit breathes)

¢¢ In abfolute fubjeétion !—And, O thou !

¢ The glorious Third! diftinét, not feparate !
Beaming from both! with both inhcorporate, 2280’
And (flrange to tell!) incorporate with duft |
By condefcenfion, as thy glory, great,
Infhrin’d in man! of human hearts, if pure,
Divine Inhabitant! the tie divine
Of heav'n with diftant earth! by whom, I truft,
(If not infpir'd) uncenfur’d this addrefs 2286
To thee, to them—to whom {—myf{kerious power!
Reveal’d—ryet unreveal'd ! darknefs in light !
Number in unity ! our joy! our dread!
The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin! 2290
That animates all right, the triple fon !
Sun of the foul ! her never-fetting fun!
Triune, unutterable, unconceiv’d,
Abfconding, yet demonflrable, Great God !
Greater than greateft! better than the beft! 2295
Kinder than kindeft! with foft Pity’s eye,
Or ({tronger {till to fpeak it) with thine own,
From thy bright heme, from that high firmament
Where thou, from all eternity, haft dwelc;
Beyond archangels’” unaffifted ken, 23c0
From far above what mortals higheft call, :
From Elevation's pinacle, look down,

¢¢ Thro’—what ! confounding interval ! thro® all,
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¢ And more, than lab’ring Fancycan conceive ;
Thro' radiant ranks of effences anknown; 230§
Thro® hierachies from hierarchies detach’d
Round various banners of Omnipotence,
With endlefs change of raptarous duties fir'd ;
Thro® wondrous:beings’ interpofing fwarms,
All cluftering at the call, to dwell in thée; 2310
Thro' this wide wafte of worlds! this vifta vaft,
All fanded o'er with funs, funs turn'd to night
Before 'thy feebleft beam—look down—down—
On a poor breathing ‘particle in duft, [down,
Or, lower; an immortal in his erimes ¢ 2315
His crimes forgive ! forgive his virtues too!
Thofe fmaller faults, half-converts to the right :
Nor let me clofe thefe eyes, which never more
May fee the fun:(tho” Night's defcending feale
Now weighs up Morn) unpity’d and unblefs’d !
In thy difpleafure dwells eternal pain; 2321
Pain, our averflion; pain, which {trikes nie now;
And, fince all pain is terrible to man,
Tho' tranfient, terrible, at thy good hour,
Gently, ah, gently, lay me in my bed, 2328
My clay-cold bed! by nature, now, fo near;
By nature near, {lill nearer by difeafe!
Till then be this an emblem of my grave;
Let it outpreach the preacher; ev’ry night
Let it outery the boy at Philip's ear, 2330
‘* That tongue of death ! that herald of the tomb!
3
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55 And when (the thelter of thy wing implor'd)

¢ My fenfes, fcoth’d; (hall fink in foft repofe,
O fink this truth ftill deeper in my foul,
Suggefted by my pillow, fign'd by Fate, 2335
Firft in Fate’s volume, at the page of Man—
¢ Man's fickly foul, tho’ turn'd and tofs'd for ever
From fide to fide, can reft on nought but thee;
Here in full truft, hereafter in full joy :"
On thee, the promis'd, fure, eternal down 2340
Of fpirits, toil'd in travel thro’ this vale:
Nor of that pillow fhall my foul defpond ;
For— Love almighty! Love almighty ! (fing,
Exult, Creation!) Love almighty reigns!
That death of death! that cordial of defpair!
And loud Eternity's triumphant fong! 2346
¢ Of whom no more :=—for, O thon Patron-God!
Thou God and mortal ! thence more God to man!
Man's theme eternal! man’s eternal theme!
Thou canft not 'feape uninjur'd from our praife :
Uninjur’d fiom our praife can he efcape 2351
Who, difembofom’d from the Father, bows
The heav’n of heav’n's to kift the diftant earth !
Breathes out in agonies a finlefs foul !
Againft the crofs Death’s iron fceptre breaks ! »
From famifh'd Ruin plucks her human preyl2356
Throws wide the gates celeftial to his foes!
Their gratitude, for fuch a boundlef(s debt,

¢ Deputes their fuff'ring brothers to receive !
Volume I1. R
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And if deep human guilt in payment fails, 2360
As deeper guilt prohibits our defpair!
Enjoins it, as our duty, to rejoice !
And (to clofe all) omnipotently kind,
Takes his delights among the fons of men *.”
What words are thefe—and did they come from
; heav'n ? = mo2363
And were they {poke to man 2 to guilty man?
‘What are all myfteries to love like this2
'The fongs of angels, all the melodies
Of choral gods, are wafted in the found ;
Heal and exhilarate the broken heart, 2370
Tho' plung'd, before, in horrors dark as night:
Rich prelibation of confummate joy!
Nor wait we diffolation to be blefs’d.
This final effort of the moral Mufe,
How juftly titled+! nor for mealone; 2375
For all that read. What {pirit of fupport,
What heights of Confolation, crown my fong!
Then farewell Night ! of darknefs, now, no more;
Joy breaks, fhines, triumphs ; 'tis eternal day.
Shall that which rifes out of nought complain 2336
Of a few evils, paid with endlefs joys?
My Soul! henceforth, in fweeteft union join
The two fupports of human happinefs,
Which fome, erroneous, think can never meet,
True tafte of life, and conftant thought of death !

* Proy, chap. viii, ¥+ The Confolation,
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"The thought of death, fole victor of its dread! 2386
Hope be thy joy, and probity thy fkill ;
Thy patron he whofe diadem has dropp’d
Yon’ gems of heav’n, eternity thy prize;
And leave the racers of the world theirown, 2390
Their feather and their froth, for endlefs toils :
They part with all for that which is fiot bread ;
They mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, fame, power,
And laugh to fcorn the fools that aim at more.
How mult a fpirit, late efeap’d from carth, 2395
Suppofe Philander’s, Lucia's, or Narcifla's,
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye,
Look back, aftonifh'd on the ways of men,
Whofe lives® whole drift is to forget their graves!
And when our prefent privilege is paft, 2400
To feourge us with due fenfe of its abufe,
The fame aftonifhment will feize us all.
‘What then mult pain us would preferve us now.
Lorenzo! 'tis not yet too late. Lorenzo |
Seize wifdom, ere "tis torment to be wife; 2405
That is, feize Wifdom ere fhe feizes thee.
For what, my fmall Philofopher! is hell?
*Tis nothing but full knowledge of the truth,
‘When Truth, refifted long, is fworn our foe,
And calls Eternity to do her right. 2410

Thus darknefs aiding intellectual light,
And facred Silence whifp’ring truths divine,
And truths divine converting pain to peace,

R ij
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My Song the midnight raven has outwing'd,

And fhot, ambitions of unbounded fcenes, 2415
Beyond the flaming limits of the world

Her gloomy fight.  But what avails the flight

Of Fancy, when our hearts remain below ?

Virtue abounds in fatterers and foes;

*Tis pride to praife her, pennance to perform. 2420
"T'o more than words, tomore than worth of tongue,
Lorenzo | rife, at this aufpicious hour,

‘An hour when Heav'ns maft intimate with man;
‘When, like a falling ftar, the ray divioe

Glides fwift into the bofom-of the juft; 2425
And juft are all determin’d to reclaim,

Which fets that title high within thy reach.
Awake, then; thy Philander ealls : awake!

Thou, who fhalt wake when the Creation flcepss
When, like a taper, all thefe funs expire

When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath,’
Plucking the pillars that fupport the world,

{n Naturc’s ample ruins lies entomb’d,

And midnight, univerfal midnight! reigns. .~ 2434

End of Night-Thoughts.
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