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Thro' many a ficld of moral and divine 
Tlte Mufc lias ftray'd, and much of lorrow feen 
0 ' e r friends deccasM full lieartily flie wept ; 
Of love divine the wonders ílie difplayM ; 
1'rov'd Man immortal } íhe\v'd the fource of joy j 
The grand tribunal rais'd ; aífign'd the bonnds 
Of human gricf. In few, to clofe the whole, 
The moral IVIufe has íhado\v'd out a íkctck, 
Tlio'not in form, nor wjtli a Raphael ftroke, 
Of moft onr weaknefs needr, believe or do, 
In this our land of travail and of hopc, 
For peace on carth, or profpe£t of the ifcies. N1CHT IX. 
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P A R T II. 

C o n t s i i i i n g t h e 

Nature, Praof, andImfortance, of Immortality. 

P R E F A C E. 

jÍS we are at -mar with the poiver, it niere -well if -we 
•were at ufar •with the manners, of France. A land of 
of levity is a land of gtàlt. A ferious mini is the native 
fail of every virtue, and the fingle charaBer that does 
true honiur to mankind. The foul's immortality lias been 
the favourite theme -with the ferious of ali ages. Nor is 
it flrange ; it is a fubjeã iy far the mofi interefíing and 
imptrtant that can enter the mind of man. Of highejl 
momer.t this fubjeft al-ways vias, and al-ways Tuill be : 
yet this its highejl moment feems to admit of increafe at 
this day j afort of occafiçnal importance is fuperadded to 
the natural -weight of it, if that opinion -which is ad-
vanced in the Preface to the prece eding Night be jttfl. It 
is therefuppofcd that ali our Infidels, -whatever fcheme, 
for argument's fake, and to keep themfelves in counte-
nance, they patrmize, are betrayed into their deplorable 
error by fome daubt of their immortality at the iatt?m: 

Volume 11. A 



ii FREFACE. 

and the more 1 confider this point, the more I am per-
fuaded of the truth of that opinion. Though the diftrujl 
of a futurity is a Jirange error, yet it is an error into 
-uibieb had meu may naturally be difirejfed; for it is im-
pojjible to hid dcfiance to final ruin, -without fome refuge 
in imagination, fome prefumption of efcapc. And ivhat 
prefumption is there? there are but tivo in Nature ; 
but t-uio within the compnfs of hutnan tlnuglit; and thefe 
are,—That cither God will not or cannot punijh. Con-
f.dering the divine attributes, the firft is too grofs to be 
digejíed by our flron'gcfl wijlies; and fmce Omnipctence 
ii as much a divine attribute as holinefs, that God can-
not punijh is as abfurd a fuppojition as the forir.er. God 
certainly can punijb as long as -wickcd men exijl. Iit 
non-exifiencc, tberefore, is their only refuge ; and, con-

fequer.tly, non-exifience is their JlrongcJl -wijh: andflrong 
•wijljes lave a Jírange influence on our opinions; they bias 
the judgment in a manner almoft incredible. And fince 
on this rnember of their alternative there are fome very 
fmall appcarar.ces in their favour, and none at ali on the 
other, they eatch at this reed, they lay hold on this chi-
mera, to five themfelves from the fiock and horror of 
an immediate and ahfolute defpair. 

On revie-wing my fubjeB, by the light -which this argument, 
and others of like tendency, threw upon it, 1 vias more 

~ inclined than ever to pttrfue it, as it appeared to me to 
J/rike direffly at the rnàiit root of ali our tnfidelity. In 
the folhwing pages it ú, accordingly, purfuei at large, 
andf.mc argument; for imnartaUtj, i:ev>ct leajl to 
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are venturcd ou ia tbem. Tbere, alfo, the -writer ias made 
an attcmpt to fet the grofs abfurditics and horrors of an-
r.ihilation in afuller and more aJfeBing vieuo thau is (I 
think) to be met with clfe-where. 

Tbe gentlemen forwbofefite this attcmpt was cbicfly made, 
profefs great admiraiion for the •wifdom of Hcathctt an-
tijuity: what pity itis they are net fuicere ! If thcy -were 
fuicere, how wouíd it mortify them to confidcr -with what 
coutempt and abhorrence their wiions would have bcen 
reccived by tbofe whom thcyfo mttch admire ? What de-
grceof coutempt andabhorrencew.il/dfallto their pare, 
maybeconjeflured by the foliowing matteroffaB {in mi 
opinion) extrcmcly mcmorable. Of ali their Heathen 
•worthies, Sócrates ('tis -wellknoivn) was the mofiguard-
ed, difpajfionatc, and compofed; yct this great mafler 
of temper was angry, and angry at bis lafi hmr; and 
angry ,-iuitb bis friend; and angry for ivh.it deferved ac-
bnowledgment; angry for a right and tender inflame 
of true friendjljip towards him. Is not this furprijing.' 
•what could be the caufc ? The caufe -was for bis honour; 
it -was a truly noble, tbough, ptrbaksja toò pimBilious ré-
gard for immortality: for bis friend ajking him, with 
fuch an affeBionate conccrn as lecame a friend, " Wber.e 
" be Jbaild depofit bis remainsit was refer.ted by Só-
crates, as implyhig a dijhor.ourablc fuppofition that be 
cculd be fo mean as to have regard for arty tbing, eveu 
in himfelf, that-was not immcrtali • 

This faB, -well ccvfidéred, "would makc our lnfidels •wilh-

A à j -
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dravj their aânúratlon from Sócrates, or màke them en-
deavour, by their imitation of this illufinous cxample, to 
Jhare his glory; and, coafequcntly, it ivculd incline tinem 
to pertife the follotuing pages ivith- candour and impar-
tiality, -which is ali I defire, and that for their fakes ; 
for 1 am perfuaded that an unprejudiced Infidel muft, necef-
farily, receive fome advántageous imprejfions from them. 

\ J u i y 7 - 1 7 4 4 » . . • . 

e Contenta. 
I N t h e S i x t h N i g h t a r g u m e n t * w e r e d r a w n f r o m N a t u r e i n p r o o f o f 

i r a i n o r t a l i t y : h e r e o t h e r s a r e d r a w n f r o m P . l a n : f r o m h l s d i f c o n t e n t , 
p . s» i f r o m h i s p a f l i o n s a n d p o w e r s , p . 7 . ; f r o m t h e g r a d u a l g r o w t h 
o f r ea fon - , i b i d . ; f r o m h i s f c a r o f d e a t h , p . 8 . ; f r o m . t k e n a t u r t o f 
h o p c , i b i d . a n d o f v i r t u e , p . 9 . ; f r o m k n o w l e d g e . a n d , l o v e , a s b e i n g 
t h e m o í t e f l e n t i a l p r o p r r t i e s o f t h e f o u l , p . 1 3 , ; f r o m t h e o r d e r o f 
c r e a t i o n , p . 14 , & c . ; f r o m t h e n a t u r e o f a m b i t i o n » p» 16, a v a r í c e » 
p . 2 0 . ; p l e a f u r e , p . 2 « . A d i g r e f f i o n o n t h e g r a n d e u r o f t h e p a f f i o n j , 
p . 23 . i m m o r t a l i t y a l o n e r e n d e r s o u r p r e f e n t ftate i n u i l i g í b l e , p . 2 4 . 
A n o b j e & i o n f r o m t h e S t o i c s ' d i f b e l j e f o f i m m o r t a l i t y i n f w e i e d , p . 2 5 . 
E n d l e f s q u e í t i o n s u n r e f o l v a b l g , b u t o n f u p p o í i t i o n o f o u r i m m o r -
t a l i t y , p . 26» & c . T h e n a t u r a l , m o f l m e l a n c h o l y , s n d p a t h e t i c com« 
p l a i n t o f á w o r t h y m a n u n d e r t h e p e r f ó a t i o n o f n o f u í u r i t y , p.28, & c . 
T h e g r o f s a b f u r d i t i e s a n d h o r r o r s o f a n n i h i l a t i o n u r g e d h o m e o n L o -
r e n z o , p . 34 , & c . T h e f o u l ' s v a í l i m p o r t a r . e e , p ; 4 0 , & c . ; f r ó m w h e n c e 
. i t a r i f e s , p . 43 , & e « . T h e d i f f i c u l t y o f b e i n g a n I n f i d e l , p . 4 5 . ; t h e i n f a -
m y , p . 4 6 . ; t h e c a n f e , p . 4 7 , . ; a n d t h e c h a r a í l e r , i b i d . o f a n i n f i d e l 
í l a t e . W h a t t r u e f r e e - t h i n k i n g i s , p . 4 9 . ; ' t h e n e c e f f a r y p u n i í h m e n t o f 
t h e f a l f e , p . j o . M a n ' s r u i n i s f r o m h i m f e l f , p« ç r . A n In f ide l ac* 
e u f e s h i m f e l f o f g u i l t a n d h y p o c r i f ) 1 , a n d t h a t o f t h e w o r í t f o r t , i b i d . ; 
h i s o b l i g a t i o n t o C h r i l t i a n s , p . 5 2 . ; w h a t d a r i g e r h e i n c u r s b y v i r t u e » 
i b i d . ; V i c e r e c o m m e n d e d t o h : m , p . 54- ( h i s h i g í v p r i - t e n c e s t o v í r t u e 
a n d b t - n e v o l e n e e e x p k i d e d , i b i d - T h e c o n c l u l í o n , 031 t h e n a t u r e o f 
f a i t h , p . 56 . ' ; r e a f o n , i b i d . ; a n d h o p c , i b i d . j w i t h a i j a p o l f g y f o r 
t h i s a t t e t n p t , p . 57. 

H E A V N gives the needfnl, but negleílcd call. 
What tlay, what hour, but knocks at hurnan hearts, 
T o wake the foul to fenfe of future fcencs ? 
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Deaths (land, Iikc Mcrcurys, in ev'rv way, 
A n d kindly point us to oor jourricy's end. 5 
Pope, who couldll make imniortals! art thau dead ? 
I give th et* joy; nor will I take mv ltave, 
So foon to follow. Man but dives in death, 
Dives from the fun, in fairer day to rife, 
The grave bis lubterrancan road to blifs. IO 
Yes, infinite indulgencc plann d it fo; 
Thro' various parts our glorious ftory nins; 
Time givcsthe preface, cudlefsage unrolls 
The volume (ne'er unroll'd) of lmman fate. 

This earth and Ikies * already have prociaim'd. Is 
The wcrld's a prophefy of worlds to comc, 
A n d who what Cod fortcls (w lio fpeaks in things 
Still louderthen in ivords) ihall dare dc-ny? 
If Nature's arguments appear too wcak, 
Turn a new leaf, and ftronger read in ir.an. a o 
If man Ueeps on, untaught by w hat lie íecs, 
Can lie prove infidel to what he feels ? 
He, whofe blind thought futurity denies, 
Vntonfcious bears, Bellerophon ! like thee, 
His own indiítment; he condcmns himfclf; 25 
Who reads his bofom, reads immortal life; 
Or Nature there, impofmg on her fons, 
Has written fables: man was inade a lie. 

Why difcontent for evcr harbour'd there ? 

Incurable confumption of our peace! 30 

* Night tíic SSxtli. 
A l i j 
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P-efolve me why the cottagcr arid kinir, D , " 
He whom fea-fever.'d realms obey, and he 
W h o (leais his whòle dominion from the vvafte, 
Repelling winter blaíls with mud and ftraw, 
Difqilieted alike, draw Cgh for figh, 35 
In fate fo diílant, in complaint fo near ? 

Is it that things terreílrial can't content ? 
Deep in rich paílure will thy fiockt complain ? 
Not fo; but to their mafter is deny'd 
T o íhare their fweet ferene. Man, ill at eafe yjo 
In this, not his own place, this foreign field, 
Where Natute fodders him w ith other food 
T h a n was ordain*d his cravings to fufítce, 
Poor in abundance, fami!h'd at a feaft, 
Sighs on for fomething more, when mod enjoy'd. 
Is Heav'n then kinder to thy fiocks than thee ? 46 
Not fo ; thy paílure richer, but remote; 
In part remote; for that remoter part 
Man bltats from iníHr.O, tho', perhaps, debanch'd 
By fenfe, his reafon fleeps, nor drcams the cauie. jO 
T h e caufe how ob-vious, when his reafon wakes! 
His grief is but his grandeur in difguife, 
A n d difcontent is immortality. 

Shall fons c f F.ther, íhail the biood of Heav'n, 
Set up their hopes on earth, and ílable here, 55 
With bhital acquiefcence in the mire? 
J.oren:o! no; they íhall be nobly pain'd; 
T h e glorious foreigners, diftrefs'd, lhall figh 
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On thror.es, and thou congratulate the figh. 
Man's mifery declares him bom for-bl-iís; 60 
His anxious heart-aflerts the truth l fing, 
And gívesthe fceptie in his hcad the lie. 

Our heads,c\ir hearts,ourpaflions, and our powers, 
Speak the fame language; call Us to the íkies: 
Unripen'd thefe, in this inclement clime, 65 
Scarce rife above conjeílure and miüake; 
And for this land of trifles thofe, too ílrong, 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeíl human life. 
What prize on tarlh can pay us for the florm ? 
Meet objeíts for our palíions Heav'n ordain'd, 70 
Objeíts that challenge ali their fire, and leave 
No fault but in defeít. Blefs'd Meav'n ! avert 
A bouncled ardour for unbounded blifs! 
O for a blifs unbounded ! far bencath 
A foul immortal is a mortal joy. 75 
Nor are our pow'rs to periíh immature; 
But, after feeble effort here, beneath 
A brighter fun, and in a nobler foil, 
Tranfplanted from this lublünary bed, 
Shall fíourilh fair, and put forth ali their bloom. 80 

Reafon progreílive, iníHnít is complete ; 
Swift Inftinít leaps; flow Reafon feebly climbs. 
Brutes foon their zenith reach; their little ali 
Flows in at once; in ages thcy no mere 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 85 
Were man to live cocval with the fun, 
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T h e patriarch-pupil would be leaming íliH, 
Yet , dying, leave his lelTon half-unlearn'd. 
Meu perilh in advance, as if the Tua 
Should fet ere noon, in caílern oceans ãrown'd; 90 
If fit with dim illuílrious to compare, 
T h e fun's meiidian with the foul of man. 
T d man why, ftepdame Nature! fo ftvete ? 
Why thrown aOde thy maíterpicce half-wrought, 
While meaner efforts thy laít liand enjoy ! 95 
Or if, abortively, poor man muíl dic, 
Nor reach what reach he might, why dic in dread? 
W h y curs'd with f o r e f i g h t w i f e to mifcry 
W h y of his proud prerogative the prcy ? 
W h y lefs pre-eminent in rajik than pain i c o 
His immortality alone can tell, 
Full ample fund to balance ali artnls, 
A n d turn the fcale in favour of the juí l ! 

His immortality alone can folve 
That darkeft of enigmas, human hope, ICj 
Of ali the darkeíl, if at death \ve die. 
Hope, cager Hope, th ' aflaílin of our jor , 
A l i prefent bleílings treading undcr foot, 
Is fcarce a milder tyrant than Defpai-r. 
With no paft toils content, ftill planning new, l i a 
Hope turns us o'cr to Death alone for eafe. 
Polüílion why more taftelefs than purfuit 
Why is a willi far dearer than a crown ? 
T h a t wifh accompliflrd, why the grave of blifs: 
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Becaufe in the great future bury'd deep, 115 
Beyond our plans of empire and renown, 
Lies ali that man with ardour fhould purfue; 
And he who made him Ijent him to the right. 

Man*s heart th'Almighty to the future fets, 
By fecret and inviolable fprings, ISO 
And makes his hope his fublunary joy. 
ManVheatt eats ali things, and is hungry ftill: 
" More, more!" the glutton cries: for fomething new 
So rages appetite. If man can't mount 
He w ill defcend. He ftarves on the pofiefs'd; 125 
Hence the world's mafler, from Ambition's fpire, 
In Caprea plúng*d, and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that rank fty why wallow'd Empire7s fon 
Supreme ? becaufe he could no higher l ly: 
His riot was Ambition in defpair. 130 

Old Roía: confulted birds : Lorenzo! thou 
With more fuccefs the flight of Hope furvey, 
Of reftlefs Hope, for ever on the wing. 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon fits, 
To fly at ali that rifes in her fight; 135 
And never ftoopíng, but to mount again 
Next moment, flie betrays her aim's miílake, 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 

There íhould it fail us, (it muft fail us there, 
If being fails) more mournful riddles rife, I40 
And virtue vies with hope in myftery. 
Why virtue ? where its praife, its being, fied ? 
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Virtue is true felf-intereft purfu'd : 
What true felf-intereft of quite-mortal man ? 
T o clofe with ali that makes him happv here. 145 
If vice (as fometimes) is our friend on earth, 
Then vice is virtue; 'tis our fov'reign good. 
In lelf-applaufe is virtue's golden prize ! 
N o felf-applaufe attends it on thy fcheme. 
Whence fe l f-applaufefrom confcience of the right; 
A n d what is right but meaus of h a p p i n e f s 1 3 1 
N o means of happinefs when virtue yields; 
T h a t bafis failing, falls the building too, 
A n d lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 

T h e rigid guardian of a blamelefs heart, 155 
So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife, 
Is weak, with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. 
W h y beats thy bofom with illuftrious dreams 
Of felf-expofure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant enterprife, and glorious death ? 160 
P i e for thy country : — t h o u romastic fool! 
Seize, feize the plank thyfelf, and let hei fink. 
T h y country! what to thee ? — t h e Godhead, what 
(I fpeak with awe!) tho' He rtiould bid thee bleed, 
If , with thy blood, thy final hope is fpilt? 165 

Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow : 
lie deaf ; preferve thy being; difobey. 

Nor is it difobedience. Know, Lorenzo! 
Whate'er th' Almighty's fubfequtnt command, 
Ifis firíl command is this : — " Man, love thyfelf." 
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In this alone free agents are not free. 
Exiítence is the bafis, blifs the prize ; 
If virtue coíls exiílence, 'tis a crime, 
Bold violation of onr law fupreme, 
Black fuicide, tho' nations, which confult 
Their gain at thyexpenfe, refound applaufe. 

Since virtue's recompenfe is doubtful hcre, 
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 ? 
Bctray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaft, 
By fweet complacencies from virtue felt? 
Why whifpers Nature lies on Virtue's part ? 
Or if blind Inftinft (which a/Tumes the narae 
Of facred Confcience) plays the fool in mau, 
Why Reafon made accomplice in the cheat? 
Why are the wifeít loudeft in her praife ? 
Can man by reafon's beam be led aftray 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 
Since virtue fometimes ruins ns on earth, 
Or both are true, or man furvives the grave. 

Or man furvives the grave, or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boaft fupreme a wild abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs thy fpirit, cowards are thy fcorn. 
Grant man immortal, and thy fcorn is juíl. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, 
Eares rulli on death—becauie hc cannot dic: 
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But if man lofcs ali wlieo life is loíV, 
He livcs a coward, or a fool expires. 2C9 
A daring infidel, (ahd fueh there are, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or pure heroical defeft of thought) 
Of ali earth's madmen mofl deferves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renown'd 2C5 
For valour, virtue, fcietice, ali we love, 
A n d ali we praife; for worth whofe noon-tide beam, 
Enabling us to think in higlrer ílyle, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers, 
Dream we that luflre of the moral world 110 

Goes out in ítench, and rottennefs the clofe ? 
W h y was he wife to know, and warm to praife, 
A n d ílrcnuous to tranfcribe, in human life, 
T h e Mind almighty ? Could it be that Fate, 
Juíl when the lincaments began to ftiine, 215 
A n d dawn the Dcity, íhould fnatch the draught, 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
T h e íkies alarm, leíl angels too might díe ? 

If human fouls, why not angelic, too, 
Extinguifh'd, and a folitary God, I D 
0'er ghaílly ruin, frowning from his throne? 
Shall wethis moment gaze on God in man, 
T h e next lofe man for ever in the duíl 
From duíl we difengaje, or man miílakes, 
A n d there where leaíl His judgment fears a fiaw. j j j 
Wifdom and worth bow boldly he commendsl 



Part II. NIG1IT TI IE J E V E N T H . 

Wifdom and worth are facred names; revcr'd 
Wlierç not embrác'd ; applauded ! deify'd! 
Why not compaflion'd too: tf fpirits dic, 
Eoth are.calamities, inflifted l>oth 230 
To make us but more wretched- Wifdom's eyc 
Acute, for what? to fpy more miferies; 
And \\orth, fo recompens'd, new-points their flings. 
Or man furmounts the grave, or gain is lofs, 
And worth exalted humbles us the more. 135 
Thou wilt not patronize a fcheme that makes • 
Weaknefs and vice the refuge of mankind. 

" Has virtue,then, noioys:'VYes,joysdear-bought. 
Talk ne'er fo long, in this imperfeíl ílate 
Virtue and vice are at eternal war. 240 
Virtue's a combat; and who fights for nought, 
Or for precaíious, or for fmall reward ? 
Who virtue'? felf-reward fo loud refound, 
Would take degrees angelic here below, 
And virtue, while they compliment, betray 24í 
By feeble motives and unfaithful guatds. 
The crown, th' nnfáding crown, her foul infpires: 
'Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body's treach'ries and the world's afTaults. 
On earth's póor pay our famiíh'd virtue dies: 23O 
Truth inconteftable! in fpite of ali 

A Bayle has preaeh'd, or a V- e believ'd. 
In man the more we dive, the more we fee 

Heav'n's fignet ftampirg an immortal make. 
Velume II. Ti 
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Dive to the bottom of his foul, the bafe 255 
Suflaining ali, what find we? knowledge, love. 
A s light and heat, eflèntial to the fun, 
TJiefe to the foul: and why, if fouls expire ? 
How little lovcly here? how litíle known? 
Small knowledge we dig up with endlefs toil, 260 
A n d love unfeign'd may pnrchafe perfeft hate. 
W h y ftarv'd, on eartli, our angel-appetites, 
While brutal are indulg'd their fulfome fill ? 
Were thcn capacities divine conferr'd, 
A s a mock-diadeni, in favage fport, 265 
l iank infult of our pompous poverty, 
Which reaps but pain from feeming claims fo fair? 
In future age lies no-redrefs ? and (hnts 

EternHy the door on our complaint ? 
If fo, for what ítrange ends were mortais made! 270 
T h e worfl to wallow, and the beít to weep; 
T h e man who merits moft, mufl moíl complain : 
Can we conceive a difregard in Heav'n 
W h a t the worft perpetrate, or beft endure ? 

This cannot be. T o love and know, in man 275 
Js boundlefs appetite, and boundlefs pow'r, 
A n d thefe demonftrate boundlefs objefts too. 
Objeíts, pow'rs, appetitcs, Heav*n fuits in ali, 
Nor, Nature throngh, e'er violates this fweet 
Eternal concord on her tunefnl flring. :8o 
ls man the fole exception from her laws ? 
Eternity flrnckiolTfraoi.humjm Jiope, 

4 * » A i v . 
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(I fpeak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a moníter, the reproach of Heav'n, 
A ílain, a dark impenetrable cloud 285 
O11 Nature's beauteous afpeít, and deforms 
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with lier lord. 
If fuch is man's allotment, what is licav'n ? 
Or own the foul immortal, or blafpheme. 

Or own the foul immortal, or invert SJO 
AU order. Go, Mock-majefty ! go, Man! 
And bow to thy fupcrior.s óf tlie: ftall, 
Thro' ev'ry fcene of feniè fupevior far: 
They graze the turf untill'd, they drink tlie ílream, 
Unbrew'd,'»nd ever full, and unembitter'd 21/5 
With doubts, fears, fruitlefs hõpes, regrets, defpairs, 
Mankind's peculiar! Reafon's precious dower! 
No foreign dime they ranfack for their robes, 
Nor brothers cite to the litjgidus bar ; 
Their good is good entire, unmix'd, unmarr'd; 3CO 
They find a paradife in ev'ry field, 
On boughs, forbidden where no curfes hang : 
Their ill no more than íirikes the fcnfe, unítretch'd 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rcar : 
When the worft comes, it comes unfear'd; one ftroke 
Begins and ends their woe: they die but once; 306 
Blefs'd, ineommunicable privilege! for which 
Proud man, who rules the glx>be afld reads the íUrs, 
1'hilofophcr or hero, fighs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in br.utcs. 319 
B i j 
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No day, no glimpfe of day, to folve thé k n í t , 
But what beams on it from eternity. 
O fole and fweet fólution! that nnties 
T h e diflicult, and foftens the fevere; 
T h e cloud on Natu.-e's beauteous face difpels; 315 
Redores bright ordei"; cafts the brute beneath, 
A n d reinthrones us in fiíprernacy 
Of joy, ev'n here. Admit immortal Hfe, 
A n d virtue is knight errantry no more; 
Each virtue briogs in' hand a golden do-wer, 323 
Far richer in reverfiori: hop« exults, ' . . ' o v 1 
A n d tho' much bitteriíi our cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and glves the tafle of heav'n. 
O wherefore is the Deity fo'k'ind ? • '> M W 

Aftoniíhingbeyortà aifofiiftvment! j i j 
Heav'n our reward—for heav'n enjòy'd below. • • 

Still unfubdu'd ttíy ílubborn heait ? — f o r thèVe 
T h e traitorlurks who doubts the truth I fing. 
Reafon is guiltlefs ; will alotle rebels. 
What , in that ílubborn heart, if T fhould find 330 
Néw unéxpecled WitnêfTès agninft thee ? 
Ambition, Pleafute, and the lióve of gain ! •••> 
Carift" thon (liipcíV>thatr thefe, which maké thé foul ' 
T h e ilave of farth,' ÍhslíId ow-rt lier heir of heav'n ? 
Canil thou fufpeíl what makes us diíbelieve 33J 
Our immortality (hould provd it fure ? 

Firíl, then, Ambition fummon to thé bar. 
Anibition's (hame, extravãgsnce, diíguft, 
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And inextinguilhable nature, fpeak : 
Each muchdepofes; hear them in their turn. 340 

T h y foul, how paílionately fond of fame! 
How anxious that fond paífion to conceal! 
We bluíh, detedied in deiigns on praife, 
Tho' for beft deeds, and from the beft of men; 
And why ? becaufe immortal. Art divine 345 
Has made the body tutor to the foul; 
Jieav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow, 
Bids it afcend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim 
Which ftoops to court a charafler from man, 350 
While o'er us, in tremendous judgment, fit 

far more than man, with endlefs praifeand blame.' 
Ambition's boundlefs appetite outfpeaks 

The verdi£t of its (liaine. When fouls take fire 
A t high prefumptions of their own defert, 355 
One age.is; poor applaufe: the mighty (hout, 
The thunder by the living few begun, 
I.ate Time muft eclio, worlds unborn refound. 
We wiflr our names eternally to live; 
Wild.dream! which ne'er had haunted human thought, 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 361 
Inftinít points out an int'refl in hereafter, 
But our blind reafon fees not where it lies, 
Or, feeing, gives the fubltance for the lhade. 

Fame is the lhade of immortality, 365 
And in itftlf a íhadow: foon as caught 

B iij 



T l i r COMFLAIMT. 

C'ontemn'd, it (hrihks, to nothing in the grafp. 
Confult.th' airibitioúsv 'tis ambition's cure. 
" A n d is this ali V. cry'd Cefar, at his height, 
Difgufled. This third proòf Ambition brings 370 
Of immortality. The firíl in fame, 
Obfervehim near, yourfenvy will abatei 
Sham'd at the difproportion vali betweerl 
T h e pafíion and the purchafe, he will figh 
A t fuch fuccefs, and blufh at his renown. 375 

A n d why ? betaufe far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more illuflrious glory calls; 
It calls in whifpers, yet the deafeíl hcar. 

A n d can Ambitiòn a fourth proof fupply? 
It can, and ílronger than the former three, 38a 
Yet quite o'erlook'd by fome reputed wife. 
T h o ' difappointmeuts in ambition pain, 
A n d tho' fuccefs difgníls, yet (lill, I.orenzoí 
In vain we ílrive to pluck it from our hearts, 
Uy Nature planted for thé nohldft ends. ' ' 385' 

A b f u r d the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus giv'n, 
More prais'd than ponder'd; fpecious, but nnfound : 
Soòner.that hcro's fword the world had qucll'd, 
Thiin reafon his ambition. Man muíl foar; 
A n obílinate aítivity within',- 390 
A n infuppreflive fpririg, \vill tofs him up 
In fpite of Fortunie's load. Nót kings alone, .'•'> 
l"ích villager has his ambition too: 
N o fultan proudcr than his fettcr'd flave. 
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Slaves buiUl their little Babylons of ftraw, 395 
Echo the proud Afíyrian in their hcarts, 
And c r y , — " Behold the wonders of my might!" 
And why ? becaufe immortal as their lord; 
And fouls immortal mui} for ever heave 
A t fomething great; the glitter or the gold; 400 
The praife of mortais, or the praife of Heav'n. 

Nor abfolutely vain is human praife, 
When human is fupported by divine. 
I'U introduce I^orenzo to himfelf; 
Pleafure and Piide (bad maílers!) íhare our hearts. 
A s love of pleafure is ordain'd to guard 406 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race, 
The love of praife is plantcd to proteít 
A n d propagate the glories of the mind. 
What is it, but the love of praife, infpires, 410 
Matures, refines, embelliíhes, exalts, 
Earth's happinefs ? from that the delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous, of civil life, 
Want and conveniente, under-workers, lay 
The bafis on which love of glory builds. 4IJ 
Nor is thy life, O Virtue! lefs in debt 
T o praife, thy fecret-ílimulating friend. 
Were men not proud, what merit (hould we mifs! 
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 
Praife is the falt that ftafons right to man, 4S0 
And whets his appetitc for moral good. 
Thirft of applaufe is Virtue's fccord guatd, 
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Reafon her firíl; but reafon wants an aid ; 
Our private reafon is a ílatterer; 
Thi i í l ofapplaufe ealls public judgment in 
T o poife our own, to keep an even fcale, 
A n d give eudanger'd Virtue fairer play. 

Ucre a fifth proof arifes, ílronger ílill. 
W h y this fo nice condruflion of our hearts ? 
Thefe delicate moialities of fenfe, 
This conllitutional referve of aid 
T o fuccour Virtue when our reafon fails, 
If virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 
A n d oft ' the mark of injuiies on earth, 
When Iabour'd to niaturity (its bill 
Of difciplines and pains unpaid) muíl die.' 
W h y freighted.rich to dalh againíl a rock? 
Were man to perifh when moíl fit to live, 
O how mifpent were ali thefe ílratagems, 
By íkill divine iuwoven in our frame ? 
Where are H e a v V s holinefs and mercy ílcd ? 
X.aughs Heav'n, at once, at virtue and at man 
If not, why that difcourag'd, this deílroy'd 

Thus far Ambition : what fays Avarice ? 
This her ehief maxim, which has long been thine 
" T h e wife and wealthy are the f a m e . " — I grant 
T o ílore up treafure, with inceirant toil, 
This is man's provinee, this his higheíl praife: 
T o this great end keen Iníliníl ílings him on : 
T o guidc that iníliníl, Reafon! is thy çharge; 
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'Tis tliine to tell us where true treafure lies; 
But Reafon, failing to difeharge her truft, 
Or to the deaf difcharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows, and blind Induílry, 
Gãil'd by the fpur, but fl ranger to the courfe, 455 
(The courfe where ílakes of more than gold are won) 
0'erloading with the cares of diílant age 
The jaded fpirits of the prefent hour, 
Provides for an eternity below. 

" Thou fhalt not covet," is a wife command, 460 
But bounded to the wealth the fun furvéys. 
JLook farther, the command ílands quite revers'd, 
And av'rice 15 a virtue moít divine. 
Ts faith a refuge for our happinefs ? 
Moft fure; and is it not for reafon too ? 465 
Nothing this world unriddles but the next. 
Whence inextinguilhable thiríl of gain ? 
From inextinguilhable life in man : 
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the íkies, 
Had wanted wing to fiy fo far in guilt. 470 
Sourgrapes, I grant, ambition, avarice; 
Yet ílill their root is immortality: 
Thefe its wild growths, fo bitter and fo bafe, 
(Pain and reproach !) religion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous lee, 475 
And make them fparkle in the bowl of blifs. 

See, the third witnefs laughs at blifs remote, 
And falfely promifes an Eden here : 

, r i i a í , ) . ! - ' . . , ' :;Jiomrai si í 1 " 



TllE COMPLAINT. 

Truth (lie rtiall fpeak for once, tho' prone to lie, 
A common cheat, and Pleafure is her name. 480 
T o Pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf; 
Then hear her now, now firíl thy real friend. 

Since Nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of happinefs, (whence liypocrites in joy! 
Makers of mirth! artificers of fmiles!) 485' 

W h y (hould the joy moíl poignant fenfe aíTords 
Burn us with bluíhes, and rebuke our pride ? — 
'ltiofe lieav'n-born blulhes tell us man defcends, 
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly blifs: 
Sliould Reafon take her infidel repofe, 49a 

This honeíl iníliníl fpeaks our lineage high;. 
'J'liis iníliníl calls on darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the ílalls. 
Our glory covers us with rtoble fliame, 
A n d he tliat's unconfounded is unmann'd. 455 
T h e man that blulhes is not, quite a brute. 
T h u s far with thee, Lorenzo 1 will I clofe, 
Pleafure is good, and man for pleafure made ; 
But pleafure full of gloryüs of j p y ; 
Pleafure which neither blulhes nor expires. j e o 

T h e witneffes are hcard, the caufe is o'er; 
Let Confcienee file the íentence in her court : 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey, 
Thus feal'd by Truth th'authentic record runs. 

" Know ali; know Irtfidels,—línapt to know!je>5 
" 'Tis immortality your nature folves; 
" 'Tis immortality deciphers man, 
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" And opcns ali the myfVries of his make: 
" Without it half his inüiníis are a riddle; 
" Without it ali his virtues are a dream : 510 

" His very crimes atteíl his dignity; 
" His fatelefs thiríi of pleafure, gold, and fame, 
" Declares liirn born for blcífings infinite. 
" What lefs than infinite makes unabfurd 
" Paílions, which ali onearth but more infíames?5I5 
" Fierce paílions, fo mifmeafur'd to this fcene, 

Stretch'd out, like eagles' wings, beyond our neft, 
" Far, far beyond the woith of ali bclow, 
" For earth too large, prefage a nobler fíight, 
" A n d evidence our title to the íkieSi" 520 

Ye gentle Theologues of calmer kind! 
Whofe conftitution diftates to your pen, 
Who, cold yourfelves, think ardonr comes from heII! 
Tji ink not our paílions from corruption fprung, 
T h o ' to corruptien now they lend their wings: j l j 
That is their mifircfs, not their mother. A l i 
(And juílly) reafon deem divine : I fee, 
I feel a grandeur in the paílions too, 
Which fpeáks their high defcent and glorious end; 
Which fpeaks them rays of an cternal firc: <30 
In Paradife itfelf they burnt as ftrorig 
F.re Adam fell, tho' wifer in their aim. 
I.ike the protd liaftern, flruck by Providcncé, 
What tho' our paílions are ren mad, and Ooop, 
Witlv Iow terreflrial appetite, toigraze 5 3 j 
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On traíh, on toys, dethron'd from high defire ? 
Yet mil, thro' their difgrace, no feeble ray 
Of greatnefs (hines, and tells us whence they fc l l : 
But thefe (like that fall'n monarch when reclaim'd) 
When reafon moderates the rein aright, 54a 
Shall re-afcend, remount their former fphere, 
Where once they foar'd illuftrious, ere fedue'd, 
By wanton Eve's debauch, to flroll on earth, 
A n d iet the fublunary world on fire. 

But grant their frenzy lafts; their frenzy fails 
T o difappoiut one providential end ,546 
For which Heav'n blew up ardour in our hearts. 
Were Reafon filent, boundlefs PalTion fpeaks 
A future fcene of boundlefs objefts too, 
A n d brings glad tidings of eternal day. JJÔ 
Etcrnal day! 'tis that enlightens ali, 
A n d ali, by that enlighten'd, proves it fure. 
Confider man as an immortal being, 
Intelligible ali, and ali is great; 
A cryftalline tranfparency prevails, 555 

A n d ftrikes full luftre thro' the human fphere: 
Confider man as mortal, ali is dark 
A n d wretched; Reafon weeps at the furvey. 

T h e learn'd Lorenzo cries, " And let her weep; 
" Weak modem Reafon : ancient times were wife. 
" Authority, that venerable guide, 561 
" Stands on ray part; the fam'd Athenian Porch 
" ( A n d who for wifdom fo renown'd as they:) 

S 
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" Deny'd this immortality to man." 
I grant i t ; but affirm they prov'd it too. 
A riddle this!—Have patience; 1*11 explain. 

What noble vanities, what moral fiights, 
Glitt'ring thro' their romantic wifdom's page, 
Make us, at once, defpife them and admire í 
Fable is flat to thefe high-feafon'd Sires; 570 
They leave th'extravagance of fong bclow. 
" Fleíh íhall not feel, or, feeling, Ihall enjoy 
" The dagger or the rack; to them alike 
" A bed of rofes or the burning buli." 
In men exploding ali beyond the grave, 575 
Strange dodtrine this! as doílrine it was ürange, 
But not as prophefy; for fuch it prov'd, 
A n d , to their own amazement, was fulfíll'd: 
They fcign'd a firmnefs Chriftians need not feign. 
The ChriíKan truly triumph'd in the flame; j 8 o 
The Stoic faw, in double wonder loft, 
Wonder at them, and wonder at himfelf, 
T o find the bold adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that he ílrove to lie in vain. 

Whencc, then, thofe thoughts? thofe tow'iing 
thoughts, that flew 585 

Such monflrous heights ?—From iníliníl and from 
The glorious inftinft of a deathlefs foul, [pride. 
Confus'dly confcious of her dignity, 
Suggeftíd truths they could not underftand. 
In Lu(l's dominion, and in Paflion's ftorm, 590 

Volume II. C 
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Truth's fyftem brokcn, fcatterM fragments k y , 
A s light in cliaos, glimm'ring thro' the gloom : 
Smit with the pomp of lofty fentiments, 
Pleas'd Pride proeiaini'd what Reafon dift>eliev'd. 
Pride. like the Delphic piieílefs, with a fwell 59$ 
Rav 'd nonfenfe, dertin'd to be future fenfe, 
When life immortal, in full day, fhould (hine, 
A n d Death's dark fliadows lly the Gofpel fun. 
They fpoke what notbing but immortal fouls 
Could fpcak; and thus thet.ruth theyquellion'dprov'd, 

Can, then, abfurdities, aá well as crimes, 601 
Speak man rrçi/nortal ? . A l i things fpeak him fo. 
Much has been urg'd; and doft thou call for more ? 
Call, and with exidlefs queílions be diftrefs'd, 
A l i unrefolvable, if earth is ali. 6 o j 

í l Why life a moment, infinite defire? 
" Our wiíh eternity, our home the grave ? 
" Heav'n*s promife dormant lies in human hope; 
" Who wilhes life immortal proves it too. 
" Why happinefs purfu'd, tho' never found ? 61IO 
" Man's thirfl of happinefs declares it is, 
" (For Nature never gravitátes to nought) 
" That thiríl unquench'd declares it is not here. 
" My I.ucia, thy ClariíTa, call to thought; 
" W h y cordial friendlliip riveted fo deep, 6l$ 
" A s hearts to pierce at firíl, at parting rend, 
" If friend and friendfhip vaniíh in an hour? 
" Is not this torment in the maík of joy 
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" Why by refle&ion marr'd the joys of fenfe ? 
" W/iy paft and future preying on our hearts, 620 
" And puttirig ali our prifeiit joys to death ? 
" Why.labours reafon inftinít were as well; 
" Inftinâ far better: whât can:chufe can err. 
" O hoiv infallible the thoughtlefsbrute! 
" 'Twere well his Holinefs were half as fure. <525 
" Realbn.vvithinclination why'at war? 
"• Why fenfe òf guilt ? why conftience ,up in a r m s : " 

Coniciiérice of guilt is prophcfy of pain, 
A n d bofotn counfel to decline the blow. 
Reafoti with inclination nc'er had jarr'd, 630 
If nothiíig future paid forbearance here. 
Tltus ónU-ithéfe, and a thouiánd picas uncall'd, 
A l i promife, fome infure a fecond fcene, 
Which, were itdoubtful, would be dearcr far 
Than ali things elfe moft certain'; were it falfe, 635 
What truth on earth fo precioús as the lie? ! 
This world it gives us, let what wil lenfue; 
This world it gives in that high çordial, hope; 
The future of the prcfent is tlie foul. 
How this lifegroans when fever'd from the riext?É40 
Poor mutilated wretch that diíbelievès! 
By dark diítruíl his being :cút in twor, 
In both parts periihes; life void of joy, 
Sad prèlude of eternity in pain! 

Couldft thou perfuade me the next life could fail 
Our ardent wiíhes, how fyould I pour out 646 

1 C i j 
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M y bleeding heart in anguiíh, new as deep; 7 
Oh! with' what thoughts thy hope, and my defpair, 
Abhorr 'd Annihilation: blafls the foul, 
A n d wide extends the bounds of human woe! 650 
Could I believe Lorenzo's fyílcm true, 
In this black channel would my ravings run. 

«' Grief from the future borrow'd peaee, ere-while. 
" T h e future vanilh'd! and the prefent pain'd! 
" Strange import of unprecedented ill! 655 

" Fali how profound ! like Lucifer's the fali! 
" Unequal fate! his fali, without his guilt! 
" From where fond Hope built her pavilion high, 
" T h e gods among, hurl"d headlong, hurl'd at once 
" T o night! to nothing! darker ílill than night. 660 
" If 'twas a dream, why wake me my woríl foe, 
" Lorenzo! boaílful of the name of friend! 
" O for delufion! O for error ílill! 
" Could vengeanceílrike mueli ílronger than toplant 
" A thinking being in a world like this, 665 

" Not over-rich before, now beggar*d quite, 
" More curs'd than at the f a l i ! — ' l he fun goes out f 
" T h e thorns íboot up ! what thorns ine»'ry thought! 
" Why fenfe of better: it imbitters woríè. 
" W h y fenfe.' why life? if but to figh, then fink 
" T o what I was! twáce nothing!and muchwoe! 671 
" Woe from Heav'n's bounties! woe from w-hat was 
" T o flatter moíl, high intelleílual powers. [wont 
" Thought,virtue,kriowledge! bleíTings.bythyfcheme, 
" AH poifon'd into pains. Firíl, knowledge, once 
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" My foul's ambition, now hergreateft dread. 67O 
" To kiiow myfelf true wifdom ? — N o ; to íhun 
" That íbocfcing fcience, parent of Defpair! 
" Avert thy mirror; if I íee I die. 

" JCnow my C r e a t o r c l i m b his blefs'd abode 630 
" By painful fpeculation, pierce the vail, 
" Dive in his nature, read his attributes, 
( í And gaze in admiration—-on a foe, 
" Obtruding life, with-holding happinefs! 
" From the full rivers that furround his throne, 685 
f Not letting fali one drop of joy on man; 
" Man gafping for one 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 ali my comfort, fource and foul of joy! 691 
" Now leagu'd with furies, and with thae*,againfl me. 

" Know his achievements ? ftiidy his renovvn ? 
" Contemplate this amazing univerfe, 
" Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete ! 695 
" 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 blemiíh on his praife! 
" Thro' Nature's ample range, in thought, to ílroll, 
" And ílart at man, the fingle mourner there, 701 
' ' Breathing high hope! chain'd down to pangs and 

• L o r e n z o , [ d c a t h 

C i i j 
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" Knowing is fuff 'r ing: and fhall Virtue íharc 
" T h e figh of Knowledge ?—Virtue rtiares the figh. 
" By ftraining up the fteep of excellent, 705 

" By battles fouglit, and from temptation won, 
" What gains íhe but the pang of feeing worth, 
" Angelic worth, foon fhuffled in the dark 
" With ev'ry vice, and fwept to brutal duíl ? 
" Merit is madnefs, virtue is a crime, 710 
" A crime to reafon, if it coíls us pain 
" Unpaid : what pain, amidft a thoufand more, 
" T o think the moft abandon'd, after days 
" Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 
" A s foft a pillow, nor make fouler clay ! y i f 

" 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 Ikies, 
" Y e tow'ring Hopes! abortive energies! 721 
" That tofs and flruggle in my lying breaft, 
" T o fcale the (kies, and build prefumptions there, 
" A s 1 were heir of an eternity. 
" Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. 725 
" W h y travei far in quefl of fure defeat ? 
" A s bounded as my being be my wiíh. 
" A l i is inverted, wifdom is a fool. 
" Senfe ! take the rein ; blind Paílion 1 drive us on; 
" A n d , Ignoiance! befiiend us on our vvay; 730 
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" Ye new, but trueft patrons of our pcace! 
" 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 reliíh yield, 
" And fafer too i they never poifons chufe. 
" Tnllinft than Reafon makesmore wholefomemcals, 
" And fends all-marring Murmur far away. 
" For fenfual life they befl philofophize, 740 

" Theirs that ferene the fages fought in vain : 
" 'Tis man alone expoílulates with Heav'n; 
" His ali the po\v'r, and ali the caufe to mourn. 
" Shall human eyes alone diflõlve in tears? 
" And bleed in anguiíh none but human hearts ? 
" The wide-ítretch'd realm of intelleílual woe, 746 
" Surpaíling fenfual far, is ali our own. 
" In life fo fatally diílinguiíh'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 íkies 
" Reafons of ftate their fubjeíts may not fcan, 
" Nor humbly reafon when they forely figh ? 
" All-mortal and all-wretched!—'Tis too much, 
" Unparaljeled in Nature: 'tis too much, 756 

" On being unrequeíled at thy hands, 
" Omnipotent! for I fee nought but power. 



3 J T H E C O M P L A I N T , ' 

" A n d why fee that ? why thought! T o toil and èat; 
" Then make our bed in dàrknefs, needs no thought. 
" What fnperfiuities are reas'ning fouls! 761 
" Oh give eternity, or thought deltroy. 
" But wlthóut thought our euiTe were half unfelt; 
" Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart, 
" Andtherefore't is beílow'd. I thankthee, Reafon! 
*.' For aiding life's too fmall calamities, -jCQ 

" A n d giving being to the dread of death. 
" Sueli are thy bount ies !—Was it then too much 
" For me to trcfpafs on the brutal rights ? 
" T o o much for Heav'n to make one emmet more ? 
" T o o much for Chãos to permit my rr.afs 7 7 ! 
" A longer ílay with eífences unwrought, 
" Unfa(hion'd, untormented into man í 
" Wretchcd pteferment to this round of pains! 
" Wretched capacity of frenfy, thought! 775 

" Wretched capacity of dying, life! 
" Life, thought, worth, wifdom, ali (O foul revolt!) 
" Once friends to peace, gone ovpr to the foe. 

" Death, then, has chang'd its nature too. O Dcath! 
" Come to my bofom, thou beft gift of Heav'n! 780 
" Beft friend of man ! fince man is man no more. 
" W h y in this throny wildernefs fo long, 
" Since there's no promis'd land's ambrofial bower 
" T o pay me with its honey for my ftings ? 
" If needful to the felfiíh fchemes of IIeav'n 785' 
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" To lling us fore, why mock'd our raifery ? 
" Why this fo fumptuous infult o'er our heads? 
" Why this illuftrious canopy difplayM ! 
" Why fo magnificently lodg'd Defpair ? 
" At frated periods, fure-returning, roll 793 
" Thefc glorious orbs, that mortais may compute 
" Their length of labours and of pains, nor lofe 
" Their mifery's full meafure ?—Smiles with flowers 
" And fruits, promifcuous, ever-teeming earth, 
" That man may languiíh in luxurious fcenes, 795 
" And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 
" Claim earth and íkies man's admiration, due 
" For fuch delights! blefs'd Animais! too wife 
" To wonder, and too happy to complain! 

." Our doom decreed demands a mournful fcene: 
" Why not a dungeon dark for the c o n d c m n ' d 8 0 1 
" Why not the dragon's fubterranean den 
" For man to how! in ! why not his abode 
" Of the fame difmal colour with his fate ? 
" A Thebes, a Babylon, at vafl expenfe 805 
" 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, 
" Whileproudthoughtfwells.andhighdefireinflames, 
" The poor worm calls us for her inmates there, 811 
" And round us Death's inexorable hand 
" Draws the dark curtain clofe, undrawn no more. 
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" Undrawnno mòrel—Bthind the cloud of death, 
" Once, I beheld a fun, a fun whiclt gilt 815 
" That fable cloud, ànd turn'd it alhto gold. 
" How the gràvé's a!ter'd!'fathomlèís.asiiell! '•> 1 

" A real hell to thofe who dream'd of heav'n, 
" Aftnihilationd how it yawhs béfore nie! 
" Néxfmoment 1 may drop frorn'thought,from fehfe', 
" T h é privilegé of angelsand ofworms, Sai 

" An outcaíl from exiílencc! and this fpirit, • " 
" This all-pervading,'this all-corifcious foul, 
" This particle of!énergy drvine, ' i í » " 
" Wli 'di traveis Nature, flies from ílar to ílar, 8zj 
" A n d vifrtsrgods, and ennilàtlei their poweri, 
" For evér is'cxtingui(h'd. Horror!'death! 
" Death of that death I fearrefs, once, f u r v e y ' d ! — 
" Whén horror univerfal'(hall defcend, 
" And heav'n's dark concaveurn all human race,83<J 
" On that enormous, unrefundihgtomb, " l 
" How jufl this verfe! this mofanmtntal figh}-" 
' Beneath the lnmbcr of demo'.ith'd worlds, 

* Deep in the rubbiíh of the gen'ral wreck, 
• Swept ignominious to the common mafs S j } 
' Of matter, never dignify'd with life, 
' Here lie proud Rationals; the fons of Hcav'n 1 
' T h e lords of earth! the property of worms! 
' Beings of yeílerday, and no to-morrow! 
' Who liv'd in terror, and in pangs e x p V d ! 846 
' A l l gone to rot in chãos, or to make 
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' Their happy tfanfít into blocks or brutes, 
' Nor Ionger fully their Creator's name.' 

Lorenzo! hesr, paufe, ponder, and pronoancc. 
Jurt is this hiílory ? If (uch is man, 845 
Mar.kind's hi(teri»in, tho' divine, might weep. 
And dares LcrenZo f m i l e ! — I know thceproud; 
For once Ict pride beftfend thee; Pride looks pale 
A t fuch a fcepe, and (ighs for fométhing mofe. 
Amid thy boaíis, prefumptions, and difplays, 850 
And art thou then a ftadow ? lefs than lhade • 
A níthing ? lefs th»n nothing? T o have been, 
And not to be, is lowcr than unborn. 
Art thou ambitíous ? whv then make the worm 
Thine e q t i a l R u n s thy taíle of pleafure.high? 855 
Why patrohizç fure death of ev'ry joy ? . . 
Charm riches: why chufe begg'ry in the grave, 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt! and for evcr 
Ambition, Pleafure, Avarice, pcrfuade thee 
To make,that world of glory, rapture, wealth, S60 
They lately prov'd thy fcul's fupreme defire. 

What art thou made of ? rather, how unmadc ? 
Great Nature's maíler-appetite dcftroy'd, 
Is endleís life and happinefs defpis'd : 
Or both wi(h'd here, whereneithcr can be found; 86j 
Such man's peryerfe, eternal war with Heav'n! 
Dar'ft thou perfift? and is there nought on earth 
But a !ong train of tranfitory forms, 

* In tlie Sisth Night. 
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Rifing and breaking millions in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fantaílic deity, blown up 
In fport, and thcn in cruelty deítroy*d ? 
Oh ! for what crime, unmerciful LorenzoJ 
Deílioys thy fcheme the whole of human race ? 
Kind is fell Lucifer compar'd to thee. 
Oh ! fpare this waíle of being half-divine, 
A n d vindicate th ' economy of Heav'n. 

Heav'n is ali love, ali joy in giving j o y ; 
It never had created but to blefs; 
A n d íhall it then ílrike of f the lift of life 
A being blefs'd, or worthy fo to be 
l leav'n ílarts at an annihilating God. 

Is that ali Nature ílarts at thy defire ? 
A r t fuch a clod to with thyfelf ali clay ? 
W h a t is that dreadful wiíh : — the dying groan 
Of Nature, murder'd by the blackeíl guilt. 
What deadly poifon has thy nature drank ? 
T o Nature, undebauch'd, nofiiock fo great. 
Nature's firíl wiíh is endlefs happinefs; 
Annihilation is an after-thought, 
A monílrous wiíh, unborn till Virtue dies. 
A n d , oh! what depth of horror lies inclos'd! 
For non-exiílence no man ever wi(h'd, 
But firíl he wi(h'd the Deity deílroy'd. 

If fo, what words are dark enough to draw 
T h y piílure true ? the darkell are too fair. 
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 

2 
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Of defperation, by what fury's aid, 
ln what infernal poíhire of the foul, 
AU hell invited, and ali hell in joy 
A t fuch a birth, a birth fo near of kin, 9C0 
Did thy foul faney whelp fo black a fcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown, 
A n d deities begun, reduc'd to düft ? 

Ther,e's nought (thou fay'ft) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble efiences, tumultuous driycri 905 
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 tofling thought 
Can rcíl from terror, dare his fate furvey, 
And boldly think it fomething to be b o m 9 IO 
Amid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair, 
Is there r.o central, all-fuftaining baife, 
All-realizing, all-conneíling powcr, 
Which, as it call'd forth ali things, can recall, 
And force Dpftrudtion to refund her fpoil? 915 
Command the grave reftore her taken prey ? 
Eid death's dark vale its human harveíl yield ? 
And earth and ocean pay their debt of man, 
True to the grand depofit truílcd there ? 
Is there no poteutate, whofe outílretch'd arm, 920 
When rip'ning time calls forth th' appointed hour, 
Pluck'd from foul Devaftation's fami(h'd maw, 
Binds prefent, paíl, and future, to his throrie? 
Ilis throne how glorious! thus divinely grac'd 

Vohme II. D 
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By germinating beings cluíVring round! ç l j 
A garland worthy the Divinity ! 
A throne by Heav'n's omnipotence in fmiles, 
Built (like a Pharostovv'ring in the waves) 
Amidft immenfe effufions of his love! 
A n oeean of communicated blifs! 930 

A n all-prolific, all-preferving God! 
This were a God i n d e e d . — A n d fuch is man, 
A s here prefum'd; he rifes from his fali. 
Think ' f t thou Omnipotence a naked root, 
Eacli bloíTom fair of Deity deílroy'd ? 935 
Nothing is dead; nay, nothing fleeps; each foul, 
T h a t ever animated human clay, 
Now wakes, is on the wing: and where, O where, 
Will the fwarm fettle ? — W h e n the trumpet's call, 
A s founding brafs, colleíts us, round heav'n's throne 
Conglob'd, we baík in everlafting day, 941 
(Paternal fplendour!) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the foul this outlet to the íkies, 
In this vaft vefTel of the univerfe 
How íhould we gafp, as in an empty void! 94J 
How in the pangs of famiíh'd hope expire ! 

How bright my profpeít (hineshow gloomy thine! 
A trembling world! and a devouring God ! 
Earth but the lhambles of Omnipotence! 
Heav'n's face ali ftain'd with caufelefs maílacres 930 
Of countlefs millions, born to feel the pang 
Of being loft. Lorenzo! can it be .' 



Part II. NIGHT THE SEVENTH. 39 

This bids tfs íhudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to fuch a phantom world, 
Where nought fubílantial but our mifery 9JJ 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diftrefs, 
So foon to periíh, and revive no more ? 
The greater fuch a joy, the more it pains. 
A world fo far from great (and yet how great 
It Ihines to thee!) there's nothing real in it; 960 
Being a íhadow; confcioufnefs a dream : 
A dreám how dreadful! univerfal blank 
Before it and behind! poor man a fpark 
From non-exiftence ftruck by wrath divine, 
Glitt'ring a moment, nor that moment fure, 965 
'Midll upper, nether, and furrounding night, 
His fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb! 

Lorenzo! doíl thou feel thefe arguments ? 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt 
How hafl: thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 970 
How dar'd indift him of a world like this ? 
If fuch the world, creation was a crime; 
For what is crime but caufe of mifery ? 
Rctraft, Blafphemer! and unriddle this, 
Of endlefs arguments above, below, 975 
Without us, and within, the lhort r e f u l t — 
" If man's immortal, there's a God in heav'n." 

But wherefore fuch redundancy • fuch waíle 
Of argument ? one fets my foul at rcft; 
One obviaiís, and at hand, and, o h ! — a t heart. 980 

D i j 
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So juít the íkies, Philander's life fó paiii'(í, •••'• 

His heart fo pure, that or fucceeding fcenes 

Have palms to gire, or ne'er had he been born. 

" W h a t an oid tale is th is ! " Lorenzo cries 

I grant this argument is o l d ; but truth 98$ 

N o years impair, and had not this been true, 

T h o u riever hadft defpis'd it for its age. . ; 1 '. 
T r u t h is immortal as thy foúl, and.fable 

A s fleeting as thy joys. Be wife, nor make 

Heav'n's higheft'bléíting vengeance. O b e w i f e ! 990 

Nor make a eurfe of immortality. 

Say, know'ft thou what it is, or what thou art ? 

I ínow'ft thou the importance of a foul immortal ? 

Behold this midníght g l o r y : worlds on worlds! 

A m a z i n g pomp í redouble this amaze; 995 

T e n thoufand add; add twice ten thoúfand more; 

T h e n weigh the whole; one foul outweighs them ali , 

A n d calls th ' aflòniíhing magnificence 

O f unintelligent creation poor. 

For this bclieve not m e ; no man believe; IÓOO 

T r u f t not in words, but deeds; and deeds no lefs 

T h a n thofe of the Supreme, nor his a f e w : 

Confult them a l i ; confulted, ali proclaim 

T h y foul's importance. Tremble at thyfelf , 

For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long; IOOJ 

Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages; from the birth 

O f Nature to this unbelieving hour. 

In this fmall province of his vaít domain 
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(AH Nature bow while I pronounce his name!) 
What has God done, and not for this fole end, i o i o 
T o refcue fouls from d e a t h T h e foul's high price 
Is vvrit in ali the conduíl of the íkies. 
The foul's high price is the creation's key, 
Unlocks its myíteries, 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 diílant periods in one blefs'd defign : 
That is the mighty hinge on which have tum'd 
AH revolutions, whether we regard ioao 
The nat'ral, civil, or religious world, 
Theformer two but fervants to the third : 
T o that their duty done, they both expire, 
Their mafs new-caíl, forgot their deeds renown'd, 
And angels a/k, " Where once they fhone fo fair .'" 

T o lift us from this abjeíl to fublime; 10x6 
This flux to permanent; this dark to day; 
This foul to pure; this turbid to ferene; 
This meán to mighty!—for this glorious cnd 
Th'Almighty, rifing, his long fabbath broke! 1030 
The world was made, was ruin'd, was redor'd; 
Laws from the íkies were publifh'd, were repeal'd; 
On earth kings,kingdoms,rofe j kings, kingdoms,fell; 
Fam'd fages lighted up the Pagan world; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 1035 
Thro' diítent age; faints travdl'd, martyrj blcd; 

D iij 
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By wondcrs facred Nature ílood controll 'd; 

T h e living were tranflatcd; dead were rais'd ; 

Angels , and more than angels, cnme from heav'n; 

A n d , oh ! for this defeended lower í l i l l ; IC4Q 

Gi l t was hell's gloom ; aftoniíh'd at his gucfi, 

For one íhort moment Lucifer ador'd. 

Lorenzo! and wilt thou do l e f s — F o r this 

T h a t hallow'd page, fools fcof fat , wasinfpir 'd , 

O f ali thefe truths thriee-venerable code! 1045 

Dei í l s ! perform your quarantine, and then 

Fali proftrate ere you touch it, left vou die. 

N o r lefs intenfely bent infernal powers 

T o mar, than thofe of light this end to gain. 

O what a feene is h e r e ! — L o r e n z o ! wake! IC50 

Rife to the thought; exert, expand thy foul 

T o takc the vaíl idea; it denies 

A l i elfe the name of great. T w o warring worlds, 

N o t Europe againít A f r i c ; warring worlds! 

O f more than mortal! mounted on the wingl IO 55 

On ardent wings of energy 3nd zeal, 

High-hoVring o'er tliis little brand of ílrife! 

T h i s fublunary b ã l l . — B u t ílrife, for what ? 

In their own caufe confli í l ing? n o ; in thine, 

In man's. His fmgle int'reft blows the í lame; I c 6 o 

His the fole f lake; his fate the trumpet founds 

Which kindles vvar immortal. How it burns! 

Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms! 

Force force oppofing, till the waves run high, 
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A n d tempeft Naturc's univerfal fphere. 1065 
Sueli oppofites eternal, ftedfaft, ílern, 
Sueli foes implacable are good and ill; 
Yet man, vain man,wouldmediatepeacebetween them. 

Think not this fiítion. " There was war in heav'n." 
From heav'n's high cryíial mountain, where it hung, 
Th'Almighty's outftretch'd arm took down his bow, 
A n d íliot his indignation at the deep : 107a 
Re-thunder'd Hell, and darted ali her fires.— 
And feems the ílake of little moment ftill ? 
And flumbersman, whofingly caus'd the ftorm I075 
He fleeps.—And art thou lhock'd at myíleries? 
The greateft thou. How dreadful to refleít 
What ardoúr, care, and counfel, mortais caufe 
In breaíls divine! how little in their own! 

Where'er I turn, how new proofs pourupon me! 
How happily this wondrous view fupports 1081 
My former argument! how ílrongly ílrikcs 
Immortal life's full demonftration here! 
Why this exertion ? why this ftrange regard 
From heav'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to man ?—1085 
Bccaufe in man the glorious, dreadful power, 
Extremely to be pain'd, or blefs'd for ever. 
Duration gives impórtance, Avells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a dáy, 
What woúld he be ? a trifle of no weight; IC90 
Or ftand or fali, no matter which, he's gone. 
Bccaufe immortal, therefore is indu!g'd 
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This ílrange regard of deities to duíl. 
Hence Heav'n looks down onearth with ali her eyes; 
Hence the foul's mighty moment in her íight; IC95 
Hence ev'ry foul has partizans above, 
A n d ev'ry thought a critic in the íkies : 
Hence clay, vile clay! has angels for its guard, 
A n d ev'ry guard a palfion for his charge; 
Hence, from ali age, the cabinet divine n o a 

Has held high counfel o'er the fate of man. 
Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels h i d ; 

Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
A n d Providence carne forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphafis and awe 1105 
He fpoke his Will, and trembling Nature heard; 
He fpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ílorm : 
Witnefs thou, Sinai! whofe cloud-cover'd height, 
A n d íhaken bafis, own'd the prefent God : 
Witnefs, ye Billows! whofe returning tide, 1110 
Breaking the chain that faílen'd it in air, 
Swept Egypt and her menaces to hel l : 
Witnefs, ye Flames! th'Aílyrian tyrant blew 
T o fev'nfold rage, as impotent as ftrong : 
A n d thou, Eafth! witnefs, whofe expanding jaws 
Clos'd o'er Prefumption's facrilegious fons * ; i n õ 
Has not each element, in tnrn, fubfcrib'd 
T h e foul's high price, and fworn it to the wife ? 
Has not fiame, ocean, ether, earthquake, ftrove 

*Kçrah, gtc.: 
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T o ílrike this truth thro' adamantine man ? ' 1120 
If not ali adamant, Lorenzo! hear; 
A l l i s deluGon;'Nature is wrapt up 
In tenfold night, from Reafon's keeneíl e y e : 
There's nò confíílence, meaning, plan, or end, 
In ali beneath the fun, in ali ahove, 112J 
( A s far as mancan pénetrate) or heaven 
Is an immenfe, ineílimable prizé: 
Or ali is nothing, or that prizeis ali/—-
A n d íhall eaeh toy be ílill a match for heaven, 
A n d full equivalent for groans below ? I r j ó 
Who would notgive a trifle to prèvent 
What he would give a thoufand worlds to cure ? 

Lorenzo ! thou hàft feeo (if thine to fee) . 
A l i Nature and her God (by Nature's courfe, 
A n d Nature's courfe controll'd) declare for me. I I 3 5 
T h e íkies above proclaim " immortal man 1" 
And " man immortal!" ali below rcfounds. 
T h e world's a fyílem of theology, 
Read by the greateíl ílrangers to the fchools; 
If honcfl, leàrn'd; and fages o'er a plough. II4O 
Is not, Lorenzo! then, impos'd on thee 
This hard altèrnative, or tò renounce 
Thy reafon and thy fenfe, or to beliève ? 
What then is unbelief 'tis an exploit, 
A ílrenuous enterprile; to gain it man 1145 

Muíl buríl thio' ev'ry bar of common íèníè, 
Ofcommon íhame, magnanimoufly wrong; 
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A n d whãt rewardsthe fturdy combatant? 
His prize repentancc ; infamy his crown. 

But wherefore infamy ?—-for want of faith II50 
Down the ftecp precipice of wrong he (lides; 
There's nothing to fupport him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting is, at leaft 
In embryo, ev'ry weakncfs, ev'ry guilt, 
A n d ílrong temptation ripens it to birth. IIJJ 

If this life's gain invites him to the deed, 
W h y not, his country fold, his father ílain ? 
'T is virtue to purfue our good fupreme, lí. 
A n d his fupreme, his only good, is here. 
Ambltion, av'rice, by the wife difdain'd, 1160 
Is perfeít wifdom while mankind are foòls, 
A n d think a turf or tombílone covers a l i : 
Thefe find employment, and provide for fenfe 
A richer pafture and a larger range; 
A n d fenfe, by right divine, afcends the throne. 1165 
When virtue's prize and profpeâ are no more, 
Virtue no more we think the will of Heaven. 
Would Heav'n quite beggar Virtue if belov'd ? 

" Has Virtue charms ?"—I grant her hcav'nly fair; 
But if unportion'd, ali will Int'reft wed, 1170 
T h o ' that ouradmiration, this our choice. 
T h e virtues grow on immortality ; 
T h a t root deftroy'd, they wither and expire. 
A Deity believ'd will nought avail; 
Rewards and puniíhments make God ador'd, 1175 
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A n d hopes and fears give Confcience ali her power. 
A s in the dying parent dies the child, 
Virtue with immortality expires. 
Who tells me he denies his foul immortal, 
Whate'er his boaft, has told me he's a knave. II8o 
His duty 'tis to love himfelf alone, 
Nor care tho' mankind perilh if he fmiles. 
Who thinks ere long the man íhall wholly die, 
Is dead already; nought but brute furvives. 

And are there fuch ?—Such candidates there are 
For more than death; for utter lofs of being, 1186 
Being, the bafis of the Deity! 
A l k you the caufe ? — t h e caufe they will not tell; 
Nor need they. Oh the forceries of fenfe! 
They work this transformation on the foul, 1190 
Difmount her like the ferpent at the fali, 
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! H9J 
TaU'n from the wings of reafon and of hope! 
Ereít in ftature, prone in appetite! 
Patrons of pleafure, pofting into pain! 
Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfe! 
Boafters of liberty, faft-bound in chains! I2C0 

Lords of the wide creation, and the íhame! 
More fenfelefs than th' irrationals you fcorn! 
More bafe than thofe you mie! than thofe you pity 
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Far more undone! O ye moít infamous 
Of beings, from fuperior dignityí 120$ 
Deepeft in woe from means of boundlefs blifs! 
Ye curfs'd by bleífings infinite! becaufe 
Moíí highly favour*d, moft profoundly loft! 
Y e motley mafs of contradidlion ftrong 1 
A n d are you, too, convine'd your fouls fly off 1210 
In exhalation foft, and die in air, 
From the full flood of evidence againft youí 
In the coarfe drudgeries and finks of fenfe, 
Your fouls have quite worn out the make of Heav'n, 
By vice new-caft, and creatures of your own; 1215 
But tho' you can déform, you cah't deílroy : 
T o curfe, not uncreate, is ali your power. 

Lorenzo! this black brotherhood renounce; 
Renounce St. Evremond, and read.St'. Paul. 
Ere rapt by miracle, by reafon wing'd, IJ20 
His mounting mind made long abode in heav'n. 
This is free-thinking, unconfin'd to paris, 
T o fend the foul, on curious travei bent, 
T h r o ' ali rhe provinces of human thought; 
T o darther flightthro' the whole fphere of man; 1225 
Of this vaíl univerfe to make the tour; 
In eacli recefs of fpace and time at home, 
Familiar with their wonders; diving decp; 
A n d , like a prince of boundlefs int'rcfts there, 
Still mofl ambitious of the moíl: remote ; 1230 

T o look on truth unbroken and entire; 
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Truth in the fyftem, the full orb; where truths 
By truths enlighten'd and fu(lain'd, afford 
A n arch-like, íhong foundation, to fupport 
T h ' ineumbent weight of abfolute, complete 1235 
Conviftion: here, the more we prefs, we (land 
More firm : who moft examine, moll belíeve. 
Parts, like half-fentences, Confound; the whole 
Conveys the fenfe, and God is underftood; 
Who not in fragments writes to human race i I24O 
Read his whole volume, Sceptic! then reply. 

This, this is thir.king free, a thought that gtafps 
Beyond a grain, ánd looks beyond an hòur. 
Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight fcene; 
What are earth's kingdoms to yon' boundlefs orbs, 
Of human fouls, oneday, the deftin'd range? 1246 
And what yon' boundlefs orbs to godlike man ? 
Thofe num'rous worlds that thrOng the firmament, 
And alk more fpace in heav'n, can ròli át large 
ln man's capacious thought,andftill leave room li50 
For ampler orbs, for new creations there. 
Can fuch a foul contraít itfelf, to 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 â part enflaves! XtfJ 

How fmall a part of nothing, fhall 1 fay ? 
Why not?—Friends,ourchieftreafure! howtheydrop! 
Lúcia, NarciíTa fair, Philander, gone! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, lias op'd 

Velam € II. E 
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A triple mouth, and in an awful voice ' u f i o 
I.oud calls my foul, and utters ali I fing. 
How the world falls to pieces round about us, 
A n d Ieaves us in a rnin of our joy ! 
W h a t fays this tianfportation of my friends 
It bids me love the place where now they dwell, 1265 
A n d fcorn this wretched fpot they leave fo poor. 
Eternity's vaíl òcean lies before thee; 
There, there, Lorenzo! thy ClariíTa fails. 
Give thy mind fea-room; keep it wide of earth, 
That rock of fouls immortal; cut thy cordi .1170 
Weigh anchor; fpread thy fails! call ev'ry wind; 
E y e thy Great Pole-flar; make the land of Life. 

T w o kinds of life.has double-natur'd man, 
A n d two of death; the láít far more fevere. 
L i f e animal is nurtur'd by thè fun, 1275 
Thrives on his hounties, triumphs in his beams : 
Life ratiohal fubfifts on higher food, 
Triumphant in his beams who made the day : 
When we leave that fun, and are left by this, 
(The fate of ali who die in Oubborn guiit) 123o 
'Tis utter darknefs; ftriílly doiihle death. 
We fink by 110 judicial flroke of Heav'n, 
But Nature's courfe, as fure as plumbets fali. 
Since God or man muíl alterere they meet, 
(•Since light and darknefs blcnd not 111 one fphere) 12S5 
' l'is manifeít, I.otenzo 1 who muft change. 

If, then, that double death íhould prove thy Iot, 
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Blame not the bowels of the Deity; 
Man íhàll be blefs'd, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, ali rationals Heav'n arms 1290 
With an illuílrious, but tremendous power, 
T o counteraft its own moíl gracious ends, 
A n d this of ítriíl necetlity, not choice; 
That pow'r deny'd, men, angels, were no more 
But paíTIve engines, void of praife or blame. 1295 
A nature rational implies the power 
Of being blefs'd or wretched as we pleafe, 
Elfe idle Reafon wóuld have nought to do, 
A n d he that would be barr'd capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of blifs. I j c o 
Heav'n wills our happinefs, allows our doom j 
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 
A n d fali he muíl, who learns from death alone 
The dreadful fecret,—that lie lives for ever. 

Why this to thee ?—thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
Of fecohd life but wherefore doubtful ílill ? 
Eternal life is Nature's ardent wifh í 1310 

What ardently we wiíh we foon believe : 
Thy tardy faith declares tliat wiíh deílroy'd : 
What has dellroy'd it ?—(hall l tell thee what 
When fear'd the future, 'tis no longer wi íVd; 
Aijd when unwiíh'd, we ítrive to diíbelieve. 1315 

E i j 
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" Tlius infidclity our guilt betravs." 
Nor that the fole deteâion ! Bluíh, Lorenzo! 
Blulh for hypocrify, if not for guilt. 
T h e future fear'd : — A n infidel, and fear ? 
Fear what? a dream : a fable:—How thy dread, 13ÍO 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore ílmng, 
Affords my caufe an undeiign'd fupport 
H o w Diíbelicf affirms wliat it denies! 
" It, unawares, afTerts immortal l i f e . " — 
Surpriling ! iiifidelity turns out I32J 
A creed and a confeflion of our fins. 
Apoftates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo claíh no more, 
Nor longer a tranfparent vizor wear.. 
Think'( l thou Religion only lias her ma/k • 1330 
Our infidcls are Satan's hypocrjtes, 
Pretend the worft, and, at the bottoni, fail. 
When vifited by thought (thought will intiude) 
L ike bim they ferve, they tremble, and believe. 
Is there hypocrify fo foul as this • 1335 

So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 
What deteftation, what contempt, their due ! 
A n d , if unpaid, be thank'd for their efcapc 
T h a t Chrillian. candour they flrive hard to fcorn. 
If not for that afylum, they might find 1 3 4 ° 

A liell on earth, nor '/cape a worfe below. 
With infolence and impotence of thought, 

Inftead of racking fancy to refute, 
Reform thy manners, and the trutli e n j o y . — 
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But lhall I dare confefs the dire refult ? 1345 

Can thy proud reafon brook fo black a brand 
From purer manners to fublimer faith, 
Is Nature's unavoidable afcent. 
A n honeft Deift, where the Gofpel íhines, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriftian ends. ' 3 5 0 
When that blefs'd change arrives, e'en caft afide 
This fong fuperfluous: l ifeimmoital ílrikes 
Conviftion in a flood of light divine. 
A Chriltian dwells, like Uriel *, in the fun 5 
Meridian evidenee puts doubt to flight, 1355 

A n d ardent hope anticipates the Íkies. 
Of that bright fun, Lorenzo! fcale the fphere : 
'Tis eafy ; it invites thee ; it defeends 
From heav'n to wooe and waft thee whence it carne. 
Rcad and revere the facred page, a pagt. 1360 
Where triumphs immortality ; a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce ; 
Which not the conflagration fhall deílroy : 
'Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever, 
In Nature's ruins not one letter, loft. 1365 

In proud difdain of what e'en gods adore, 
Doft fmile ? — P o o r wretchl thy guardian angel weeps. 
Angels and men aíTent to what I fing; 
Wits fmile, and thank me for my midnight dreain. 
IIow vlcious hearts fume frenzy to the brain ! I370' 
Parts puíh us on to pride, and pride to lliame: 

» Milton. 

E iij 
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Pert Infidelity is Wit's cockade, 
T o grace the brazen brow that braves the íkies, 
By lofs of being dreadfully fecure. 
Lorenzo! if thy doftrine wins the day, 1375 
A n d drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 
If this is ali, if earth a final fcene, 
T a k e hecd; ftand fa l i ; be fure to be a knave; 
A knave in grain! ne'er deviate to the right. 
Shouldít thou be good—how infinite thy lofs! 1380 
Guilt only makes anrihilation gain. 
Blefs'd fcheme! which life deprivesof comfort, death 
Of hope, and which vice only recommends. 
If fo, wheré, InfideU! your bait thrown out 
T o catch weak converts ? where your lofty boaíl 

Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man ? 1386 
Annjhilation! I confefs in thefe. 

What can reclaim you ? dare I hope profound 
Philofphcrs the converts of a fong ? 
Yet know its title* .flatters you, not me; '390 
Your's be the praife to make my title good; 
Mine to blefs Heav'n, and triumph in your praife. 
But fince fo peílilential your difeafe, 
T h o ' fov'reign is the med'cine I prefcribe, 
A s yet 1*11 neither triumph nor defpair, 1355 

But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 
Your hcarts, and teach your w i f d o m — t o be wife; 
f o r why íhould fouls immortal, made for blifs, 
E'cr wiíh (and wiíh in vain !} that fouls could dic? 

* The Infidel Reclailned, 
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What nc'er can (lie, oh! grant to live, and ctown 
T h e wilh, and aim,and labour, of the Íkies; 140I 
Increafe, and enter on the joys of heàv'n: 
Thus lhall my title pafs a facred feal, 
Receive an imprimatur from above, 
While angels l h o u t — A n Infidel Reclaim'd! 140J 

T o clofe, Lorenzo! Spite of ali my pains, 
Still feems it ftrange that thou íhouldft live for ever ? 
Is it lefs fhange that thou (houldft live at ali? 
This is a miracle, and that no more. 
Whogave beginning can exclude an end. 1410 
Deny thou art, then doubt if thou Ihalt be. 
A miracle with miracles inclos'd 
Is man ! and ftartsliis faith at what is ftrange ? 
What lefs than wonders from the wooderful ? 
What lefs than miracles from God can ílow? I4T5 
Admit a G o d — t h a t myftery fupreme! 
That caufe uncaus'd! ali other wonders ceafe: 
Nothing is marvellous for him to d o : 
Deny h i m — a l i is myftery befides; 
Millions of myfteries! eacli darker far 1420 

Than that thy wifdòm wou!d, unwifely, (hun. 
If weak thy faith, why chufe the harder fide ? 
We nothir.g know but what is marvellous; 
Yet what is marvellous we can't believe. 
So weak our reafon, and fo great our God, 14 
What moft furprifes in the facred page, 
Or full as ftrange, or ftranger, mull be true. 
paith is not reafon's labour, but repofe. 
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T o faith and virtue why fo backward, man ? 
From h e n c e ; — t h e prefent ftrongly ftrikes us all,I430 
T h e future faintly : can we, then, be men ? 
If men, Lorenzo! the reverfe is right. 
Reafon is man's peculiar ; fenfe the brute's. 
T h e prefent is the fcanty realm of Senfe; 
T h e future Reafon's empire unconfin'd: 1435 

On that expending ali her godlike power, 
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there; 
There builds her bleífings! there expeíts her praife; 
A n d nothing alks of Fortune or of men. 
A n d what is Reafon ? be (he thus defin'd; 1440 
Reafon is upright ftature in the foul. 
Oh! be a m a n , — a n d ftrive to be a god. 

" For what ? (thou fay'ft) todamp thejoys of life?" 
N o ; to giva heart and fubftance to thy joys. 
That tyrant, Hope, mark how lhe domineers; 1445 
She bids us quit realities for dreams, 
Safety and peace for hazard and aiarm. 
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 
T h o ' bearing crowns, to fpring at diftant game, 
A n d 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, ^455 

What then that hope which nothing can defeat, 
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Our Iclve unaíVtl ? rich liope of boundlefs blifs! 
r , N 

Blifs paft mán's pow'r to paint it, time's-to clofe! 
This hope is earth's moft edimable prize; 

This is man's portipn, while no more than man: 
Hope, of ali palíions, moft befriends us here; 1461 
Pallions ofprouder name bcfriend us lefs. 
Joy has her tears, and fcanfport has her death : 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho' ílrong, 
Man's heart, at once, infpirits and ferenes, 1465 
Nor makes him pay his wifdom for his joys: 
'Tis ali our prefent ílate can fafely bcar, 
Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind! 
A joy attemper'd! a cha(lis'd dclight! 
Like the fair fummer-ev'ning,mild and Avect! 1470 
'Tis man's full cup, his paradife below 1 

A blelVd hereafter, then, or hop'd or gain'd, 
Js ali,-—our whole of happinefs: full proof 
I chofe no trivial or inglorious theme. 
And know, ye Foes to fong! (well-meaningmen,l475 
Tho' quite forgotten * lialf your Eible's praife!) 
Important truths, in fpite of verfe, may pleafe: 
Grave minds you praife, nor can you praife toomuchj 
If there is weight in an eternity, 
Let the grave l i í íen,—and be graver ílill. 1480 

* T h e poe:icdl pa r t s of i r . 

End of Níglit Sevcntb. 
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N I G H T VIII. 

VIRTUE'S APOLOGT: 

O R , T H E ( 

M A N OF T H E WORL!D A N S W E R E D . 

I n w h i c h a r e c o n f i d c r e d , 

T H E LOVE OF THIS L I F E ; T H E AMBITION AND PLEASURE, 

W I T H T H E W I T A N D WISOÒM, OF T H E W O R L D . 

AND has ali Nature, then, efpous'd my part? 
Have I brib'd Heav'n and Earth topleadagainft thee? 
A n d is thy foul immortal ? — W h a t remains ? 
A l i , ali, L o r e n z o ! — make immortal blefs'd. 
Unblefs'd immortals!—what can íhock us more ? 5 
A n d yet Lorenzo ílill aífeíts the world ; 
There ítows his treafure ; thence his title draws, 
Man of the World! (for fuch wouldft thoube call'd) 
A n d art thou proud of that inglorious ftyle! 
Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it was, 10 

In ancient days, and Chriílian,—in an age 
When men were men, and not aíham'd of Heav'n, 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Caílalian font, 
Fain would 1 rebaptize thee, and confcr 15 

A pnrcr fpirit, and a nobler natne. 
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Tliy fond attachments, fatal and inflam'd, 
Point out my patli, and diítate to my fong. 
T o thee the world how fair ! how ftrongly flrikes 
Ambition! and gay Pleafure ílronger ílill 1 20 
T h y triple bane! the triple bolt that lays 
T h y virtue dead! be thefe my triple theme; 
Nor lhall thy wit or wifdom be forgot. 

Common the theme, not fo the fong, if lhe 
My fong invokes, Urania! deigns to fmile. 15 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foc, 
If (lie dilTolves, the man of earth, at once, 
Starts from his trance, and fighs for other fcenes; 
Scenes where thefe fparksof night,thefeílars,fhalllhinc 
Unnumbct'd funs (for ali things, as they are, 30 
The blefs'd behold) and, in one glory, polir 
Their blcnded blaze on man's aftonilh'd f ight; 
A blaze—the leaft illuftrious objeít there. 

Lorenzo! fince eternal is at hand, 
T o fwallow time's ambitions, as the vafl 35 
Leviathan the bubbles vain that ride 
High on the foaming billow, what avail 
High titles, high defcent, attainments high, 
If unattain'd our higheíl ? O Lorenzo! 
What lofty thoughts, thefe elements above, 40 
What tow'ring hopes, what fallies from the fun, 
What grand furveys of defliny divine, 
And pompous prefage of unfathom'd fate, 
Sliould roll in bofoms where a fpirít burns, 



Bound for eternity ! in bofoms rcad 
By him who foibles in archangels fees! 
On human hearts he bends a iealous eye, 
A n d marks, and in heav'n's régifter enrolls, 
T h e rife and progrefs of each option there; 
Sacred to Doomfday! that the page bnfolds, 
A n d fpreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 

A n d what an option, O I.orenzò! thine? 
This world! and this, unrivall'd by thé íkies! 
A world where Iult of pleafure. grandeur, gold, 
Threedemons that divide itsrealmsbetween them 
With ílrokes alternate bufTet to and fro 
Man's refllefs hcart, their fport, their fiying bali 
Ti l l , with the giddy cirde fick and tir'd, 
It pants for per.ee, and drops into defpair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo lets above 
That glorious promife angels were eíleem'd 
T o o mean to bring; a promife their Ador'd 
Defcended to communicate, and prefs, 
By counfel, miracle, life, death, 011 man. 
Such is the world Lorenzo's wifdom wooes, 
A n d on its tlíorny pillow feeks repofe ; 
A pillow which, like opiates ill-prepar'd, 
Intoxicates, but not compofes; fills 
T h e vifionary mind with gay chimeras, 
A l i the wild tralh of fleep, without the reft: 
What unfeign'd travei, and what dreams of joy ! 

How fr^il men, things! how momentary both 
3 
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Fantaílic chafe of Ihadows hunting fliades! 
The gay, the bufy, equal, tho' unlike; 
Equal in wifdom, diliercntly wife! 75 ' 
Thro' flow'ry meadows, and thro' dreary waíles, 
One buflling, 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 feeing more. 80 
The feenes of bus'nefs tell u s — " What are men ;"-
The feenes of p lea fure—" What is ali beíide : " 
There others we defpife; and here ourfelves. 
Amid difgufl eternal dwells delight ? 
'Tis approbation ftrikes the ílring of joy. 85 

What wondrous prize lias kindled this career, 
Ktuns with the din, and chokes us with the duft, 
On life's gay ílage, one inch above the grave ? 
The proud run up and down in queíl of eyes; 
The fenfual in purfuit of fomething worfe; 90 
The grave of gold; the politic of power; 
And ali of other butterflies as vain ! 
As eddies draw things frivolous and light, 
How is man's heart by vanity drawn in ! 
On the fvrift circle of returning toys 9? 
Whirl'd, íhaw-like, round and round, and then in-
Where gay delufioti darkens to defpair! [gul fd, 

" This is a beaten t rack . "—Is this a track 
Should not be beaten > never beat enough, 
Till enough learn'd the truths it would infpire. 100 

Volume II. F 



Shall Truth be filent, becâufe Folly frowns ? 
Turn the world's hiftoty, what find we tliere 
líut Fortune's fports, or Natuie's cruel claims, 
Or woman's artífice, or man's revenge, 
A n d endlefs inhumanities on man ! 105 
Fame's trumpetfeldom founds but, like the knell, 
It biings bad tidings: how it hourly blows 
Man's mifadventures round the lilFning world! 
Man is the tale of narrative old í i m e j 
Sad tale, which high as Paradife begmsj 110 
A s if, the toil of travei to delude, 
lrrom fisage to ítage, in his eternal round, 
T h e Days, his daughters, as they fpin our hours 
On- Fortune's wheci, where accident unthought 
O f t ' , in a moment, fnaps life's ftrongeíl thread, IIJ 
Each, in her turn-, fome tragic ftory tells, 
With now-and-then a wretched farce between, 
A n d fills his chronicle with human woes. 

Time's daughters, true as thofe of men, deceive us; 
Not one but puts fome cheat 011 ali mankind, 120 
While in their father's bofom, not yet ours, 
They flatter our fond hopes, and promife much 
Of amiable, but bold him not o'cr-wife 
W h o dares to truíl them, and laugh round the year, 
A t flill-confiding, ílill-confoundcd, man, 125 
Confiding tho' confounded; hoping on, 
tlntaught by trial, unconvinc'd by proof, 
A u d ever looking for the ncvcr-fecn. 
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Life to the Iaít, like harden'd felons, lies, 
Nor owns itfelf a cheat till it expires: 130 
Its little joys go out by one and one, 
A n d leave poor man, at length, in perfeíl night, 
Night: darker than what now involves the pole. 

O thou, who doft permit thele ills to fail, 
For graeiousends,and wouldftthat man (hould moiírn! 
O thou, whofe hands this goodly fabric fram'd, 136 
Whoknow'f t i t beft,and wouldftthat manfhould know! 
What is this fublunary world ? a vapour; 
A vapour ali it holds; itfelf a vapour; 
From the damp bed of Chãos, by thy beam J40 
Hxhal'd, ordain'd to fwiin its dellin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt and difappear. 
Earth's days are number'd, nor remote her doom; 
A s mortal, tho1 lefs traníient, 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 region of outfides! a land of Ihadows! 
A fruitful field of flow'ry promifes! 
A wildernefs of joys ! perplex'd with doubts, 150 
And (harp with thorns! a troubled ocean, fprcad 
With bold adventurers, their ali on board; 
No feeond hope, if here their fortune frowns; 
Frown foon it muft. Of various rates they fail, 
Of enfigns various; ali alike in this, 155 

Ali reftlefs,,anxiou5, tofs'd with hopes and fears 

F i j 
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fn calmeíl íkies; obnoxious ali to ftorm, 
A n d ftormy the moft gen'ral hlaíl of l i fe: 
A l i bound for happinefs; yet few provide 
T h e chart of Knowledge, pointing where it lies, tóo 
Or Virtue's helm, to fhape the courfe defign'd: 
A l i , more or lefs, capricious Fate lament, 
K p w lifted by the tide, and now reforb'd, 
A n d farther from their wifhes than before: 
A l i , more or lefs, againíl each other dalli, l 6 j 
T o mutual hurt, by gulis of paíEon, driven, 
A n d fuff'ring more from folly than from Fate. 

Ocean! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
O f dangers, at eternal war with man! 
Dcath's capital, where moft he domineers, 170 
With ali his chofen terrors frowning round, 
(Tho ' Iately feafted high.at Albion's coft *) 
Wide-op'ning, and loud-roaring ílill for more! 
T o o faithful mirror! how doft thou refleít 
T h e melancholy face of human life! 175 
T h e ftrong refemblance tempts me farther ílill: 
A n d , haply, Britain may be deeper ftruck 
By moral truth, in fuch a mirror feen, 
Which Nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self-fiatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope,. i8a 
W h e n young, with fanguine cheer, and ílreamers gay, 
W e cut our cable, launch into the world, 
A n d fondly dream eaeli wind and ílar our friend: 
A l i in fome darling enterprife embark'd; 

* A d m i r a i Balcl ien, Ó'C. 



Bot where is he can fathom its event ? 185 
Amid a multitude of artlefs hands, 
Ruin's fure perquiíite! her lawful prize ! 
Some íleer aright, but the black blall blows hard, 
And puíTs them wide of hope : with hearts of proof, 
Full againíl wind and tide, fome win their wav, 190 
And when ílrong Effort has deferv'd the port, 
And tngg'd it into view, 'tis won! 'tis loll! 
Tho' ílrong their oar, ílill ílronger is their fate: 
They ílrike! and, while they triumph, they expire. 
In ílrefs of weather moíl, fome fink outright; 195 
0'er them, and o*er their names, the billows clofe; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever born. 
Others a íhort memorial leave bthind, 
l.ike a flag floating, when the bark's i n g u l f d ; 
It floats a moment, and is lèen no more. ico 

One Cscfar lives; a thoufand are forgot. 
How few, beneath aufpicious planets born, 
(Darlings of Providence! fond Fate's eledl!) 
With fwelling fails make good the promis'd port, 
With ali their wilhes freighted ! yet ev'n thefe, 3C5 
Freighted with ali their wiihes, foon complain; 
Frte from misfortune, not from Nature free, 
They ílill are men; and when is man fecure ? 
As fatal time as ílorm! the ruíh of years 
Beats down their ílrength j their numberlefs efcapes 
In ruin end. A n d now their proud fuccefs I I I 

Bct plants new terrorson the viílor's b i o w : 
F i i j 



W h a t pain to quit the world, juíl made their ówfl, 
Their nefl: fo deeply down'd, and built fo high! 
T o o low they build who build beneath the ftars. 215 

Woe then apart (if woè apart can be 
From mortal man) and Fortune at our nod, 
T h e gay ! rich! great! triumphant! and auguft! 
W h a t are they ? — T h e moft happv (ftrange to fay) 
Convince me mofl of human mifery. 220 

W h a t are they ? fmiling wretches of to-morrow! 
More wretched, then, than e'er their ílave can be, 
Their treach'rous bleífings, at the dav of rreed, 
L i k e other faithlefs friends, unmaík, and fting: 
Then what provoking indigence in wealth! 225 
W h a t aggravated impotence in power! 
High titles, then, what infult of their pain! 
i f that fole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Immortal Hope! de fies not the rude ftorm, 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage, 130 
A n d makes a welcome harbour of the torob. 

Is this a fkctch of what thy foul admires ? 
" But here (thou fay'ft) the miferies of life 
' ' Are huddled in a groi>p : a more diftinét 
" Survey,perhaps,mightbringthcebetternews." 235 
Look on life's ftages; they fpeak phiner ftill; 
T h e plainer they, the deeper wilt thou figh. 
L c o k on thy lovely boy; in him behold 
T h e beft that can befal the befl on earth ; 
T h e boy has virtue by his mother's fide : 240 



NIO-HT TIIE EIGHTJI . 6 ; 

Yes, 011 Florello look : a fatlier's heart 
Is tender, tho' the man's is made of (tone: 
The truth, thro' fuch a médium feen, may make 
Impreítion deep, and fondnefs prove thy friend. 

Florello! lately call on this rude coafl 245 
A helplefs infant, now a hecdlcfs child. 
T o poor ClarilTa's tliroes thy care fucceeds; 
Care full of love, and yet fevere as hate! 
0'er thy foul's joy how oft ' thy fondnefs frowns! 
Needful auflerities his will reílrain, 230 
A s thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 
A s yet his reafon cannot go alone, 
But alks a ílerner nurfe to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrify'd ; 
The blulh of morning, in his cheek, turns pale; 255 
Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye, 
His harmlefs eye! and drowns an angel there. 
A h ! what avails his innocence ? the taík 
Enjoin'd muíl difcipline his early powers; 
He learns to figh ere he is known to fin; 260 

Guiltlefs, and fad! a wretch before the fali! 
How cruel this! more cruel to forbear. 
Our nature fuch, with neceflary pains 
We purchafe profpeíts of precarious peace: 
Tho' not a father, this might (leal a figh. 265 

Suppofe him difciplin'd aright (if not, 
' Twill fink our poor account to poorer ílill) 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of libertv, 



He Ieaps inclofure, bounds into the world; 
T h e world is taken, after ten years' toil, 470 
.Like ancient Troy , and ali its joys his own. 
A l a s ! the world's a tutor more fevere, 
Its leílòns hard, and ill deferve his pains; 
Unteaching ali his virtuous Nature taught, 
Or books (fair Virtue's advocates!) infpir'd. 475 

For who receives him into publie life ? 
Men of the world, the terra-filial breed, 
Welcome the modeíl ltranger to their fphere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at diílance, in his fight) 
A n d in their hofpitable arms inclofe; 280 
Men who think nought fo ílrong of the romance, 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend; 
Men that aft up to Reafon's golden rule, 
AH weaknefs of affeflion quite fubdu'd; 
Men that would bluíh at being thought fincere, 285 
A n d feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well, 
A s if, to them, Vice fhone her own reward. 

Lorenzo! canil thou bear a íhocking fight ? 
Such, for Florello's fake, 'twill now appear. 290 
See the íleel'd files of feafon'dveterans, 
Train'd to the world, in burni(h'd falfehood fcright; 
Deep in the fatal ílratagems of peace, 
A l i foft fenfation, in the throng, rabb'd off; 
A l i their keen purpofe in politenefs (heath',d; 295 
His friends eternal—during intereíi; 
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His foes implacable—when worth their while; 
A t war with ev'ry welfare but their owu; 
A s wife as Luclffcr,-and half as good; 
A n d by whom none, but Lucifer, can g a i n — 300 
Naked tliro' thefe, (fo common Fate ordains) 
Naked of heart, his cruel courfe he runs, 
Stung out of ali moft amiable in life, 
Prompt truth.and open thought,and fmilcs unfeignM; 
Affeftion, as his fpccies wide-ditFus'd, 305 

Noble prefumptions to mankind's renown, 
lngenuous truft, and confidence of love. 

Thefe claims,to joy (if mortais joy might claim) 
Wil l coft him many a figh, till time and pains, 
From the flow miftrcfs of this fchool, Experience, 3 IO 
A n d her aíliílant, paufiijg, pale Diílruft, 
1'urchafe a dear-buught clue to lead his youth 
Thro' ferpentine obliquities of life, 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy ! if the clue lhall come fo cheap; 315 
For while we Iearn to.fence with public guilt, 
Full oft ' we feel its foul contagion too, 
If lefs than heav'nly tirtue is our guard. 
Thus a ftrange kind of curs'd neceffity 
Brings down the ftetling tempcr of his foul, 320 
By bafe alloy, to bear the current ílamp, 
Below call'd Wifdom; finks him into fafety, 
And brands him into crcdit with the world» 
Where fpacious titles dignify difgrace, 



A n d Nature's injuries are arts of fife; 3 25 
Where brighter reafon prompts to bolder crimes, 
A n d beav'nly talents make infernal hearts, 
T h a t unfurmountable extreme of guilt! 

Poor Machiavel! who labour'd hard his plan, 
Forgot that Genius Jieed not go tó fchool; 33Ó 
Forgot that man, without a tutor wife, 
His plan had praítis'd leng before 'twas writ. 
T h e world's ali title-page, there's no contents. 
T h e world's ali face. T h é man who (hews his heart 
Is hootcd for his nudities, and fcorn'd. 335 

A man I knew who liv'd Ufion a fmile, 
A n d well it fed him ; he look'd plump and fair, 
While rankeft venom foam'd thro' cvery vein. 
Lorenzo! what I tell thee take nòt ill! 
Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry fdol alive; 34Ó 

A n d , dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 
T o fuch proficients thou art half a faint. 
In foreign realms (for thou haft travèll'd far) 
How curious to contemplate two ftate-rooks, 
Studious their neíls to feather in a trice, 345 

With ali the necromantics of their art, 
Playing the game of faces on each other, 
Making court fweetmeats of their latent gall, 
In fooüíh hope to íleal each other's truft; 
Both cheating, both exulting, bóth deceiv'd, 350 
A n d , fometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone! 
Their parts we doubt not, but be that their Ihame. 
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Sliall men of talents, fit to rule mànkind, 
Stoop to míail 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 ? 336 

Why fo mueh cover : it defeats itfelf. 
Ye that know ali 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 joy that's awkward at a l ie; 
Whofe fccble nature Truth keeps ílill in awe; 
His incapacity is his renown. 
'Tis great, 'tis manly, to drfdain difguifc; 
It (hews our fpirit, or it proves our llrength. 365 
Thou íay'ít 'tis needful: is it therefore right .'• 
Ho\ve'er, I grant it fome fmall fign of grace 
To llrain at an exeufe: and wouldíl thou, then, 
Efcape that cruel need ? thou may'ít with cafe; 
Think no poít needful that demands a knave. . 370 
When late our Civil helm was (hifting hands, 

So P thought: think better if you can. 
But this how rare! the public path of life 

Is d i r t y : — y e t allow that dirt its due, 
It makes the noble mind more noble ílill. 375 
The world's no neuter; it will wound or fave; 
Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
Youfay the world, well-known, will make a m a n . — 
The world, well-known, will give our heaits toIIeav'n, 
Or make us demons, long before we die. 380 



T o ( I J C W how fair the world, thy miílrefs, fliines, 
Take .either part, fure ills attend the choiee! 
Sure, tho' not equal, detriment enfues. 
Not Virtue's felf is deify'd on earth; 
Virtue has her relapfes, conflicts, foes; 385 

Foes that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar fet of pains. 
True friends to virtue laft, and leaft, complain; 
But if they figh, can others hope to fmile ? 
If Wifdom has her miferies to moura, 390 
How can poor Folly lead a happy life ? 
A n d if both fuffer, what has earth to boaft, 
Where he moft happy who the leaft Iaments ? 
Where much, much patience, the moft envy'd ftate, 
A n d fome forgivenefs, needs, the beft of friends? 395 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 
Of neither fhall he find the fhadow here. 

The world's fworn advocate, without a fce, 
Lorenzo fmartly, with a fmile, replies; 
" Thus far thy fong is right, and ali muft own 4C0 
" Virtue has her peculiar fet of p a i n s : — 
" A n d joys peculiar who to Vice denies ? 
'•' If vice it is with Nature to comply. 
" If pride and fenfe are fo predominant, 
" T o check, not overcome them, makes a faint. 405 
" Can Nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
" Pleafure and glory the chief good of njan 1" 

Can pride and fenfuality rejoicc ? 
4 
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From purity of thought ali pleafure fprings, 
And from.an humble fpirit ali our peace. 410 
Ambition, Pleafure! let us talk of thefe; 
Of thefe the Porch and Academy talk'd; 
Of thefe each following age had much to fay, 
Yet unexhaufted, ílill, the needful theme. 
Who talksof thefe, tomankind ali at once 415 
He talks; for where the faint from either free ? 
Are thefe thy r e f u g e : — N o ; thefe ruíh upon thee, 
Thy vitais feize, and, vulture-like, devour: 
Vil try if 1 can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus! from this barren bali of earth, 430 
If reafon cán unchain thee, thou art free. 

And firft, thy Caucafus, Ambition, calls; 
Mountain of torments! emincnce of woes! 
Of courted woes ! and courted thro* miílaku ! 
' l'is not ambition charms thee; 'tis a cheat 42; 
Will make thee ftart, as H at his Moor. 
Doft grafp at greatncfs ? firft know what it is. 
Think'ft thou thy greatnefs in diftinílion lies ? 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er fo high, 
By Fortune ftuck, to mark us from the tluong, 430 
Is glory lodg'd : '-tis lodg'd in the reverle; 
In that which joins, in that which equals ali, 
The monarch and his ílave, " a deathlífs foul, 
" Unbounded profpeít, and immortal kin, 
" A Father God, and brothers in the íkies;" 435 
Elder, indeed, in time, but lefs remote 
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In excellence, pfcrhaps, than thought by man. 
W h y greater what can fali than what can rife 

If ftill delirious, now, Torenzo! go, 
A n d , with thy full-blown brothers o f t h e world, 440 
Throw fcorn around thee ; caft it on thy ílaves, 
T h y flaves and equals. How fcorn cail on them 
Rebounds on thee! If man is mean, as man, 
A r t thou a god if Fortune makes him fo, 
Beware the confequence : a maxim that 445 

Which draws a monftrous piíture of mankind, 
Where, in the dtapery, the man is loft; 
Externais flutt'ring, and the foul forgot. 
T h y greateft glory, when difpos'd to boaft, 
Boaft that aloud in which thy fervants (hare. 450 

W e wifely ftrip the fteed we mean to buy. 
Judge we, in their caparifons, of men ? 
It. nought avails thee where, but what, thou art. 
A l i the diftinftions of this little life 
A r e quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. 455 

When thro' Death's ftreights earth's fubtle ferpcnts 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, [creep, 
A s crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 
They leave their party-colour'd robe behind, 
A l i that now glitters, while they rear aloft 460 
Their brazen crefts, and hifs at us below. 
Of Fortune's fucus ftrip th-ra, yet aiive, 
Strip them of body too; nay, clofer ftiil, 
Away with aü but moral in their minds, 



And let what then temains impofe their natfie,' 465 
Pronounce them weak or worthy, great or mean. 
How mean' that fnuff of glory Fortune lights, 
And Death puts out ! Doft thou demand a teft, 
A teft, at once, infallible and ihort, 
Of real greatnefs ? that man greatly lives, 470 
Whate'er hi$ fate or fame, who greatly diès; 
High-flu(h'd with hope where heroes lhall defpair. 
If this a true criterion, many courts, 
Illuftrious, might aíford but few grandees. 

T h ' Almighty, from his throne, on earth furveys 475 
Nought greater than an honeft, humble heart; 
A n humble heart, his refidence! pronounc'd 
His fecond feat, and rival to the íkies. 
T h e private path, the fecret aíts of men, 
If noble, far the.nobleft of our lives! 480 

How far above Lorenzo's glory fits 
T h ' illuftrious mafter of a name unknown ? 
Whofe worth unrivalTd, and unwitnefs'd, loves 
Life's facred íhades, where gods convetfe with men, 
A n d peace, beyond the world'sconceptions,fmiles!485 
A s thou (now dark) before we part lhait fee. 

But thy great foul this íkulking glory fcorns: 
Lorenzo's fick, but when Lorenzo's feen, 
A n d when he íhrugs at public bus'nefs lies. 
Deny'd the public eye, the public voice, 490 
A s if he liv'd on others' breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the world his pedeftal, 
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Mankind the gazers, the fole figure lie. 
Knows he that mankind praife againft their will, 
And mix as much detraílion as they can? 495 
Knows he that faithlefs Fame her whifpcr has, 
A s well as trumpet: that his vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing ali ? 
Knows this all-knower that from itch of praife, 
Or from an itch more fordid, when he-ftiines, 5C0 
Taking his country by five hundred ears, 
Senatcs at once admire him and defpife, 
With modeft laughter lining loud applaufe, 
Which makcs the fmile more mortal to his fame ? 
His fame which,(like the mighty Cxfar) crown'd 305 
With laurels, in full fenate, greatly falls, 
By feeming friends, that honour and dtílroy. 
We rife in glory as we fink in pride. 
Where boaíling ends, there dignity begins; 
A n d yet, miílaken beyond ali miftake, 510 

The blind Lorenzo's proud—of being proud, 
A n d dreams himfelf afcending in his fali. 

An eminence, tho' fancy'd, turns the brain ; 
AH vice wants hellebore; but of ali vice 
Pride loudeft calls, and for the largefl: bowl; | I 5 
Becaufe, unlike ali other vice, it fiies, 
In faít, the point in fancy moft purfu'd. 
Who court applaufe oblige the world in this, 
They gratify man's paflion to refufe. 
Superior .honour, wlien aíTum'd, is loft : 514 
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Ev'n good men turn banditti, and fejoice, 
Like Ivouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 

Tho' fomewhat difconeerted, fteady (lill 
T o the world's caufe, with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo c r i e s , — " Be, then, Ambition caít; 525 
" Ambit.ion's dearer far ftands unimpeach'd, 
" Gay Pleafure! proud Ambition is her flave; 
" For her he loars at great, and hazards i l l ; 
" For her he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes, 529 
" A n d paves his way, with crowns, to reach her fmile. 
" Who can refilt her c h a r m s : " — O r lhould? Lorenzo! 
What mortal lhall refift where angels yield? 
Pleafure's the miflrefs of ethereal powers; 
For her contend the rival gods above; 
Pleafure's the miftrefs of the world below, 535 

A n d well it is for man that Pleafure charms; 
How would ali ílagnate but for Pleafure's ray! 
How would the frozen ftream of aítion ceafe! 
What is the pulfe of this fo bufy world ? 
The love of pleafure : that, thro' ev'ry vein, 540 
Th 10ws motion,warmth,and (huts out death from life. 

T h o ' various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleafure's gay family holds ali in chains. 
Some moft afTcft the black, and fome the fair; 
Some honeft pleafure court, and fome obfcene. 545 
Pleafurcs obfcene are various, as the throng 
Of paífions that can err in human hearts, 
Miftake their objeíts, or tranfgrefs their bounds. 
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Think you thcre's butonewhoredom ? whoredom ali, 

But when our reafon licenfes delight. 530 
Doí l doubt Lorenzo ? tbou íhalt doubt no more. 
T h y father chides thy gallantries, yet liugs 
A n ugly, common, harlot in the dark, 
A rank adulterer with others* gold ; 
A n d that hag, Vcngcance, in a comer charms. 555 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as Love, 
Where horrid epicurcs debauch in blood. 
Whate'er the motive, Pleafure is the mark: 
For her the black aflãífin draws his fword ; 
For her dark flatefmentrim their midnight Inmp, 360 
T o which no fingle facrifice may fal i ; 
For her the faint abílains, the miíêr ílarves ; 
T h e Stoic proud, for Pleafure, pleafure fcorn'd ; 
For her Affliftion's daughters grief indulge, 
A n d find, or hope, a luxury in tears ; 
For her guilt, íhame, toil, danger, we defy, 
A n d , with an aim voluptuous, rulh on death. 
Thus univcrfal her defpotic power. 

A n d as her empire wide, her praife is julh 
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 Virtue's gaver name; 
T wrong her ílill, I rate her worth too low : 
Virtue the root, and pleafure is the flower; <75 
A n d honcíl F.picurus' foes were foo!s. 
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But this founds harlh, and gives the wife ofTence, 
If o'erílrain'd wifdom ílill retains the name. 
How knits Auílerity her clondy trow, 
A n d blames, as bold and hazardous, the praife j S o 
Of pleafure, to mankind, unprais'd, toodear! 
Ye modem Stoies ! hear my foft reply ; 
Their fenfes men will t r u í l : we can't impofe, 
Or, if we could, is impofition right ? 
Own honey fweet; but, owning, add this íling, 385 
" When mix'd with poilbn it is deadly too." 
Truth never was indebted to a 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; J90 
A n d where no future drawback cries, " Beware," 
Pleafure, tho' not from viitue, íkould prevail: 
'Tis balm to life, and gratitude to Heav'n. 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
T h e love of Pleafure is man's eldefl-bom, 59J 
Born in his eradle, living to his tomb ; 
Wifdom, her vounger fiíter, tho' more grave, 
Was meant to minifler, and not to mar, 
Imperial Pleafure, queen of human hearts. 

Lorenzo ! thou, her Majeíly's renown'd, ÉCO 
Tho ' uncoift counfcl, Icarned in the world ! 
Who tbink'íl thyfelf a Murray, with difdain 
May'íl look on m e : yet, my Demoílhcnes ! 
Çanll thou plcad Pleafiire's caufe as well as I ? 



Know'ft thou her nature, purpofe, parentage ? 605 
Attend my fong, and thou (halt know them al i ; 
A n d know thyfelf; and know thyfelf to be 
(Strange truth !) the moft abftemious man alive. 
Te l l not Califta, (he will laugh thee dead, 
Or fend thee to her hermitage with L — . 61» 
Abfurd prefumption ! thou, who never knew'ft 
A ferious thought! (halt thou dare dream of joy ? 
N o man e'er found a happy life by chance, 
Or yawn'd it into being with a wiíh ; 
Or with the fnout of gtov'lling Appetite 6lJ 

E'er fmclt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt. 
A n art it is, and muft be learn'd ; and learn'd 
With unremitting eífort, or be loft, 
A n d leaves us perfeft blockheads in our blifs. 
The clouds may drop down titles and eftates; 620 
Wealth may feek us; but wifdom muft be fought; 
Sought before al i ; but (how unlike ali elfe 
We feek on earth !) 'tis never fought in vain. 

Firft,Pleafure's birth, rife, ftrength, and grandeur,fee: 
Bronght forth by Wifdom, nurs'd by Difcipline, 625 
Ey Patience taught, by Perfeverance crown'd, 
She rears her head majeftic; round her throne, 
Ercíted in the bofom of the juft, 
Each virtue, lifted, forms her manly guard. 
For what are virtues! (formidable name !) 630 
W h a t but the fountain or defence of joy? 
W h y then commanded ? necd mankir.d commands, 
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A t once to mcrit and to make their blifs : — 
Ureat Legiflator ! fcarce fo great as kind ! 
If men are rationai, and love deliglit, 635 
Thy graeious law but fiatters human choice : 
In the tranfgrelíion lies the penalty; 
And they the moft indulge who moft obey. 

Of Pleafure, next, the final caufe explore; 
Its mighty purpofe, its important end. 640 
Not to turn human brutal, but to build 
Divine on human, Pleafure came from heav'n: 
I11 aid to reafon was the goddefs fent, 
To eall up ali its ftrength by fuch a cliarm. 
Pleafure, firft, fuccours virtue; in return, 645 

Virtue gives Pleafure an eternal reign. 
What but the pleafure of 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 belief we pray : 
(AH pray'r would ceafe, if unbeliev'd the prize) 
It ferves ourfelves, our fpecies, and our G o d ; 
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 runs, 
And fofters ev.'ry"growth of happy l i fe; 
Makes a new Eden where it flows,—but fuch 
As muft be loft, Lorenzo! by thy fali. 

" What mean I by thy fali ? " — T h o u ' l t íhortly fee, 



While Plcafure's nature is at large difplay'd, 66l 
Already fung her origin and ends. 
Thofe glorious ends by kind, or by degree, 
When Pleafure violates, 'tis then a viçc, 
A n d vengeance too; it haltens into pain. í í j 

From due refrelhment life, hcalth, reafon, joy ; 
From wild excefs pain, grief, dillraítion, death; 
Heav'n's juíliçe this proclaims, and that her love. 
What greatcr eyil can | wilh my foe, 
Than his full draoght of pleafure from a caík 670 
Unbroach'd by juft authority, ungaug'd 
By temperance, by reafon unrcfin'd ? 
A thoufand demons lurk within the lee. 
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. 

Doíl think thyfelf a god from other joys ? 
A viítim rather! (hortly fure to bleed. 679 

T h e wrong muít mourn. Can Hcav'11's appointments 
Can man outwit Omnipotence? ílrike out [fail? 
A felf-wrought happinefs unmeant by him 
W h o made us, and the world we would enjoy ? 
W h o forms an inftrument, ordains from whence 
Its dilTonance or harmony lhall r i fe;^ 685 

l leav'n bid the foul this multai frame infpire; 
Bid Virtue's ray divine infpire the foul 
With unprecarious flows of vital j o y ; 
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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 f a m e ? " — 
No ; piety is more; 'tis virtue's fource, 
Mother of ev'ry worth, as that of joy. 
Men of the world this doílrine ill digcft; 
They fmile at piety, yet boaft aloud 695 
Good-will to men, nor know they ftrive to part 
What Nature joins, and thus confute themfelves. 
With piety begins ali good on earth; 
'Tis the firft-born of Rationality. 
Confeienee, her firíl law broken, wounded lies; 700 
Enfeebled, lifelefs, impotent to good, 
A feign'd affeítion bounds her utmofl: power. 
Some we can't love, but for th'Almighty's fake : 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man. 
Some finiíler intent taints ali he does, 705 

And in his kindeft aílions he's unkind. 
On piety humanity is built, 

And on humanity much happinefs; 
And yet ílill more on piety itfelf. 
A foul in commerce with her Gcd is heav'n, 710 
Feels not the tumults and the íhocks of life, 
The whirls of paffions, and the ftrokes of heart. 
A Deity believ'd is joy begun ; 
A Deity ador'd is joy advanc'd ; 
A Deity belov'd is joy matur'd. 715 

Each branch of piety delight infpires; 



Faith buildsabridge from this world to the ritxt, 
0 'er Dcath's dark gulf, and ali its horror hides : 
Praife, thc fweet exhalation of our joy, 
T h a t joy exales, and makes it fweeter fti l l : 72a 
Pray'r ardent opehsheav'n, lets down a ftream 
Of glory on the confccrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
W h o woríhips thé Great God, that inflant joins 
T h e firíl in heav'n, and fets his foot on hell. 725 

Lorenzo! whçn waft thou at church before ? 
Thou think'(t the fervice long : but is it ju(l 
T h o ' juft, linwelcomí. Thou hadft rather tread 
Unhallow'd ground : the Mufe, to win thine car, 
Muft take an air lefs fotemn. She complies. 730 
Good Confcience ! at the found the world retires; 
Verfe difaffeíls it, and Lorenzo fmilcs; 
Yet has (he her feráglio full of chaims, 
A n d fuch as age íball heighten, not impair. 
A r t thou dejefted ! is thy mind o'ercaft ? 735 

A m i d her fair ones thou the faircft chufe 
T o chafe thy g l o o m . — " Go, fix fome weighty truth; 
" Chain down fome paílion ; do fomegen'rous good; 
" Teach Ignorance to fee, or Grief to fmile ; 
" C o r r e f l t h y friend; befriend thygreateft foe; 74c 
" Or, with warm heart and confidence divine, 
" Spring up, and lay ílrong hold on Him who made 
T h y gloom is fcatter'd, fprightly fpirits ílow, [thee." 
T h o ' wither'd is thy vine, and harp unflrting. 



Doft call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, 745 
Loud mirth, mad laughter : Wretched comforters! 
Phyficians ! more than half of thy difeafe. 
Laughter, tho* never cenfur'd yet asTin, 
(Pardon a thought that.only ieems fevere) 
Is half-immoral: is it much jndulg'd ? 750 
By venting fpleen, or dillipating thought, 
It lhews afcorner, or it mak.es a fool, 
A n d fins, as hurting others, or ourfelves. 
'Tis pride, or emptinefs, applies the ftraw 
That tickles little niinds to mirth efíufe; 75 j 
Of grief approaching the portentous fign ! 
The houfé of laughter makes a houfe of woe. 
A man triumphant is, a monftrous fight; 
A man dejefted is a fight as mean. 
What caufe for triumph where fuch ills abound? 760 
What for dejeftion where prefides a power 
Who call'd us into being to be blefs'd ? 
So grií;ve, as confcious grief may rife to j o y ; 
So joy, as confcious joy to grief may fali. 
Moft true a wife.man never will be fad ; 76{ 

But neither will fonorous, bubbling mirth, 
A ftiallow ftream of happinefs betray ; 
Too happy to be fportive, he's ferene. 

Yet wouldft thou laugh (but at thy own expenfe) 
This counfel ftrange (hould I prefume to g i v e — 773 
" Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay." 
There truths aboutid of fovYcign aid to prace : 
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A h ! do not prize them lefs becaufe infpir'd, 
A s thou and thine are apt and proud to do. 
]f not infpir'd, that pregnant page had ftood, 775 
Time's treafure ! and the wonder of the wife ! 
Thou think'ft, perhaps, thy foul alone at ftake : 
A l a s ! — f h o u l d men miílake thee for a f o o l ; — 
W h a t man of tafte forgenius, wifdom, truth, 
T h o ' tender of thy fame, could interpofe? 780 
Believe me fenfe, here, aíts a double part, 
A n d the true critic is a Chriftian too. 

But thefe, thou think'ft, are gloomy paths to joy. 
True joy in funfhine ne'er was found at firft. 
T h e y firft themfelves offend who greatly pleafe, 785 
A n d travei only gives us found repofe. 
Hcav'n fells ali pleafure ; effort is the price. 
T h e joys of conqueft are the joys of man ; 
A n d Glory the viftorious laurel fpreads 
0 'er Pleafure's pure, perpetuai, placid ftream. 790 

There is a time when toil muft be preferr'd, 
Or joy, by miftim'd fondnefs, is undone. 
A man of pleafure is a man of pains. 
T h o u 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 
A n d that demands a mind in equal poize, 
Remote from gloomy grief and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only fpeaks fmall happinefs, 
But happinefs that íhortly muft expire. 800 



NII3UT THE EIGI ITH. 87 
Can joy, unbottom'd in refleílion, ftand 
A n d . in a tempeft, can refleftion live ? 
Can joy, like thine, fecure itfelf an hour ? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident üníhock'd ? 
Or ope the door to honeft poverty ? 805 
Or talk with threat'ning Death, and not turn pale ? 
In fuch a world, and fuch a nature, thefe 
A r e necdful fundamentais of del ight: 
Thefe fundamentais give delight indeed; 
Delight pure, delicate, and durable ; 810 
Delight uníhaken, mafculine, divine ; 
A conílant and.a found, but ferious joy. 

Is Joy the daughter of Severity ? 
It is : — y e t far my dodlrine from fevere. 
" Rejoice for ever :" it becomes a man ; 8 lJ 
Exalts, and fets him nearer to the gods. 
" Rejoice for ever," Nature cries; " Rejoice," 
A n d drinks to man in her neílareous cup, 
Mix 'd up of delicates for ev'ry fenfe; 
T o the great Founder of the bounteous feaft 820 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praife; 
A n d he that will not pledge her is a churl. 
111 firmly to fupport, good fully taíle, 
Is the whole fcience of felicity: 
Yet fparing pledge: her bowl is not the beft 825 
Mankind can b o a f t . — " A rational repaíl, 
" Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 
" A military difcipline of thought, 

H ij 



" T o foil temptation in the doubtful field, 
" And ever-waking ardour for the right." 830 
'Tis thefe firíl give, then guard, a cheèrful heatt. 
Nought that is right think little, wellaware 
What Reafon bids, God bids; b y h i s command 
JIow aggrandii'd the froalteíl thing we do! 
Thus nothing is infipid to the wife; 
T o thee infipid ali biit what is mad, 
Joys feafon'd high, and taíling ílrong of guilt. 

" Mad! (thou reply'íl, with indígnation fir'd)' 
" Of ancient fages proud to tread the lleps, 
" I follow Nature."—Follow Nature. ílill, 840 
But look it be thine own. Is Confcienec, then, 
N o part of Nature ? is íhe not fupreme.' 
Thou regicide! O raife her from the dead! 
Then follow.Nature, and Tefemble God. 

When, fpite of confcience, pleafure is purfu'd, 845 
Man's nature is unnaturally pleas'd; 
A n d what's unnatural is painful too 
A t intervals, and muíl difguíl ev'n thee! 
T h e fail thou kriow'íl; but not, perhaps, the caufe. 
Virtue's foundations with the world's were laid : 850 
Heav'11 mix'd her with our make, and twiíled elofe 
Her facred int'refls with the ÍIringS of life': 
W h o breaks her awful mandate íhocks himfelf, 
His better f t l f : artd is it greater páin 
Our foul íhould murmur, or our duíl repine ? 855 
A n d one, in their eterna! war, muíl bleed. 
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If one muft fuffer, which lhould leaft be fpar'd ? 
T h e pains of mind furpafs the pains of fenfe : 
A f k , then, the Gout, what tcrment is in guilt. 
T h e joys of fenfe to mental joys are mean : 86o 
Senfe on the prefent only fecds; the íòul 
On paft and future forages for joy : 
'Tis her's, by retrofpeft, thro' time to range, 
A n d forward time's great fequel to furvey. 
Could human courts take vengcance on the mind, 
A x e s might ruft, and racks and gibbets fali . 866 
Guard then thy mind, and leave the reft to Fate. 

Lorenzo! wilt thou never be a man ? 
T h e man is dead who for the body lives, 
Lur 'd by the beating of his pulfe, to lift 87O 
With ev'ry luft that wars againft his peace, 
A n d fets him quite at variance with himfelf. 
Thyfel f firft know, then love: a fclf there is, 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms: 
A f e l f there is as fond of ev'ry vice, 875 

While ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart ; 
Humility degrades it, Juftice robs, 
Blefs'd Bouiity beggars it , fair Truth betrays, 
A n d godlike Magnanimity deftroys. 
This felf, when rival to the former, fcorn; 880 
When not in competition, kindly treat, 
Defend it, feed i t : — b u t when Virtue bids, 
Tofs it or to the fowls or to the flames. 
And why: 'tis love of pleafure bids thee blecd: 

H iij 



Com pi y, or own íélf-love extinO, or blind. 885 
For what is vice ? Self-love in a miftake : 

A poor blind mcrcbant buying joys too dear. 
A n d virtue what ? 'tis Self-love in her wits, 
(Inite íkilful in thé market of delight. 
Self-love'5 good fenfe is love of that dread power 
From whom herfelf, and ali fhe can enjoy. 891 
Other fclf-love is but difguis'd felf-hate, 
More mortal than the malice of our foes; 
A felf-hate now fcarce felt, then felt full fore, 
When being curs'd, extinftion loud-implor'd, 895 
A n d ev'ry thing prcferr'd to what we are. 

Yet this felf-love Lorenzo makes his choice, 
A n d , in this choice, triumphant, boafts of joy. 
How is his want of happinefs betray'd 
By difaffeflion to the prefent hour! 900 
Imagination wanders far a-field; 
T h e future pleafes : why? the prefent pains 
" But that's a f ccre t . "—Ycs , which ali men know, 
A n d know from thee, difcovcr'd unawares. 
T h y ceafeicfs agitatión, reíllefs roll 90J 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a paufe, 
What is it ? — ' T i s the cradle of the foul, 
From Inftinít fent, to rock her in difeafe, 
Which her phvfician, Reafon, will not cure. 
A poor expedient! yet thy beíl; and while 9Í0 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Sueli are Lorenzo's wretched remediei! 
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Tlie weak liave remedies, the wife have joys. 

Superior wifdom is fuperior blifs. 

A n d what fure mark diftinguilhes the wife ? 91 j 

Confifteot wifdom ever wills the fame; 

T h y fiekle with is ever on the wing. 

Sick of herfelf is Folly's charaíter, 

A s Wifdom's is a modeft felf-applaufe. 

A ehange of evils is thy good fupreme, 910 

Nor but in motion canft thou find thy reft. 

Man's greateft ftrength is íhewn in ftanding ftill. 

T h e firíl fure fymptom of a mind in health 

Is reft of hcart, and pleafure felt at home. 

Falfe Pleafure from abroad her joys imports; 945 

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

T h e true is fix'd and folid as a rock ; 

Slipp'ry the falfe, and toffing, as the wave. 

This a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain ; 

T h a t like the fabled, felf-enamour'd boy, 930 

Home-contemplation her fupreme del ight : 

She dreads an interruption from without, 

Smit with her own condition, and the more 

lntenfe lhe ga2es, ftill it charms the more. 

No man is happy till he thinks on earth 935 

There breathes not a more happy than himfel f : 

Then envy dies, and love o'crflows on a l i ; 

A n d love o'erfiowirig makes an angel here. 

Sueli angels ali entitled to repofe 

Ou him who governs Fate. T h o ' tempeft frowns, 9 i'J 



T h o ' Nature fhakes, how foft to Iean on Heav'n! 
T o lcan on him on whom archangels lean! 
With inward eyes, and filent as the grave, 
They ítand colleíting ev'ry beam of thought, 
T i l l their hearts kindie with divine delight; 
For ali 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 feenes, 
While noife and diíTipation comfort thee. 

Were ali men happy revellings would ceafe, 
T h a t opiate for inquietude within. 
Lorenzo! never man was truly blefs'd, 
But it compos'd and gave him fuch a caft, 
A s Folly might mitlake for want of joy : 
A caft unlike the triumph of the proud j 
A modeíl afpeít, and a fmile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philander's fpring! 
A fpring perennial, rifing in the breaft, 
A n d permanent as pure! no turbid ítream 
Of rapt'rous exultation, fwelling high, 
Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while 
Then link at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man who traníient joy prefers ? 
What but prefer the bubbles to the ílream ! 

Vain are ali fudden fallies of delight, 
Convulfions of a weak diftemper'd joy. 
Joy's a fix'd ílate; a tenure, not a (lart. 
Blifs there is none but unprecarious blifs: 
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That is the gem : fell ali, and purchafe that. 
Why go a-begging to contingencles, 97© 
Not gain'd with eafe, nor fafely lov'd, if gain'd ? 
A t good fortuitous draw back, and paufe; 
Sufpeítit ; what thou canft enfure, enjoy; 
And nought but what thou giv'ft thyfelf is fure. 
Reafon perpetuates joy that reafon gives, 975 
And makes it as immortal as herfelf: 
To mortais nought immortal but their worth. 

Worth, confcious Worth ! (hould abfõlútely reign, 
And other joys aík leave for their approach, 
Nor unexamin'd ever leave obtain. 980 

Thou art ali ànarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and perifh in inteftinè bróils; 
Not the leaft promife óf internai peace! 
No bofom-comfort! or unborrow'd blifs! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds; ali outward-bound98,J 
'Mid fands,andrbcks,andftorms,tocruift for pleafure. 
If gain'd, dear-boaght; andbettermlfs'd thangain'd. 
Much pain muft expiate what much pain procur'd. 
Fancy and fenfe, from an infeíted lhore, 
Thy cargo bring, and peftilence the prizé. 990 
Then fuch thy thirft, (infatiable thirft 
By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more) 
Fancy ftill cruifes, when poor Senfe is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Paphian íhop 
Where feeble Happinefs, like Vulcan, lame, 995 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recefs, 



A n d l iotas hell (which kindled the black (ires) 
W i t h wanton art thofe fatal arrows form, 
Which murderall thy time, health, wealth, and fame. 
Wouldíl thou receive them, other thoughts there are 
On angel-wing, defcending from above, 1001 
Which thefe, with art divine, would counter-work, 
A n d form celeftial armour for thy peace. 

In this is fee.n Imagination's guilt, 
But who can count her follies ? (lie betrays thee, 1005 
T o think in grandeur there is fomething great. 
For works of çurious art, and ancient fame, 
T h y genius hungers, elegantly pain'd, 
A n d foreign climes muft cater for thy tafte. 
Hence w h a t d i f a f t e r ! — T h o ' the price was paid, IOIO 
T h a t perfecuting prieft, the Turk of R,ome, 
Whofe foot, (ye Gods !) tho' cloven, muft be kifs'd, 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian fhore; 
(Such is the fate of honeft Proteftants!) 
A n d poor Magnificence is ftarv'd to death. 1015 
Hence juft refentment, indignation, i r e ! — 
Be pacify'd; if outward things are great, 
' l'is magnanimity great things to fcorn; 
1'ompous expenfes, and parades auguft, 
A n d courts, that infalubrious foil to peace. ICíO 
True happinefs ne'er enter'd at an eye; 
True happinefs refides in things unfeen. 
N o fmiles of Fortune ever blcfs'd the bad, 
Nor can her frowns rob Innocence of joys; 
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That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor: I02J 
So tell his Holinefs, and be reveng'd. 

Pleafure, we both agree, is man's chief good; 
Our only conteíl what deferves the name. 
Give Pleafure's name to nought but what has pafs'd 
T h ' authentic feal of Reafon (which, likeYorke, 1030 
Demurrs on what it palies) and defies 
The tooth of T i m e ; when paíl, a pleafure ílill; 
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 ioys the future overcaíl, and fome 
Throw ali their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 
Some joys endear eternity; fome give 
Abhorr'd Annihilation dreadful charms. 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice? IO40 
Confult thy whole exiílence, and be fafe; 
That oracle will put ali doubt to fiight. 
Short is the leílion, tho' my leíture long; 
Be g o o d — a n d let Heav'n anfwer for the reíl. 

Yet, with a figh o'er ali mankind, I grant, 1045 
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 beíl muíl own, 
Patience and refignation are the pillars IO50 
Of human peace on carth : the pillars thefe, 
But thofe of Seth not more remote from thee, 



Til l this heroic leíTon thou haft.lcarn'd, 
T o frown at pleafure, and to fmile in pain. 
Fir'd at the profpeít of unclouded blifs, I055 
Heav'n in reverfion, like the fnn, as yet 
Beneath th' liorizon, cheers us in this world; 
It (lieds, on fouls fufceptible of light, 
T h e glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

" This (fays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue; 1060 
" But can haranguesblowback ftrong Nature's flrcam, 
" Or ílem the tide Heav'n pulhes thro' our veins, 
" Which fweeps away man's impotent refolves, 
" A n d lays his labour levei with the world? " 1064 

Themfelves men make their commenton mankind, 
A n d think nought is but what they find at hoir.e : 
Thus weaknefs to chimera turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the Mufe prefcrib'd : 
A b o v e *, Lorenzo faw the man of earth, 
T h e mortal man, and wretched was the fight. 1070 
T o balance that, to comfort and exalt, 
Now fee the man immortal; him, I mean, 
W h o lives as fuch; whofe heart, full-bent on heav'n, 
I.cans ali that way, his bias to the ílars. 
T h e woild's dark (hades, in contraíl fet, lhall raife 
His luílre more, tho' biight, without a f o i l : 1076 
Obfcrve 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 cxceed, I Ç 8 O 

5 * In a forsnerNigh*, 
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A man on earth devoted to the (kics; 
Like Ihips in feas, while in, ahove the world. 

With afpeít mild, and elevated eye, 
Eehold him feated on a mount ferene, 
Above the fogs of fenfe, and paílion's ílorm; 1085 
Al i 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 fceptred and the (lave, 
A mingled mob! a wand'ring herd! he fees, IC90 
Bewilder'd in the vale; in ali unlike! 
His full reverfe in ali! what higher praife? 
What ílronger demonftration of the right? 

T h e prefent ali their care, the future his. 
When public -welfare calls, or private want, 109J 
They give to Fame ; his bounty he conceals. 
Their virtues varnilh Nature, his exalt. 
Mankind's elleem they court, and he his own. 
Theirs the wild chafe of falfe felicities ; 
His the compos'd pofleííion of the true. I i c o 
Alike throughout is his confiílent peace, 
Ali of one colour, and an even thread; 
While paity-colour'd Ihreds of happinefs, 
With hideous gaps betwecn, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each puífof Fortune blows 1105 
The tatters by, and fhews their nakednefs. 

He fees with other eyes than theirs: where they 
Eehold a fun, he fpies a Deity. 
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What makes them only fmile, makes him adore. 
Where they fee mountains, he but atoms fees. IIIO 
A n empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
T h e y things terreftrial woríhip as divine; 
His hopes, immortal, blow them by as dufl 
T h a t dims his flgbt, and lhortens hisfurvey, 
Which longs, in infinite, to lofe ali bound. I I 1 5 
Titles and hotiQurs (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aíide to lind his dignity; 
N o dignity they find in aught befides. 
T h e y triurmph in externais, (which conceal 
M a n s reat glory) prond of an eclipfe : 1120 

Himfelf too march he prizes to be proúd, 
A n d nothing thinks fo great in man as man. 
T o o dear he holds his irit'reO to negleít 
Another rs welfare, or his right invade; 
Their int'reft, fike a lion, lives on prey. I I25 

They kindle at the ihadow of a wrong; 
Wrong hefuftains with temper, looks oú Hcav'n, 
Nor rtoops to. think his injiirer his foe. 
Nought but what wounds his virtue wounds his peace. 
A covcr'd heart their charaOer defends; 11 jO 
A cover'd heart denies him half his praife. 
W i t h nakcdnefs his innocence agrees, 
While their broad foliage teilifies their fali. 
Their no-joys end where his full feaft begins; 
His joys create, theirs murder, future blifs. II35 
T o triumph in exiftence his alone; 



And his alone triumphantly to think 
His true exiftcnce is not yet bcgun. 
His glorious courfe was, yeílerday, complete; 
Death then was welcome; yet life ílill is fweet. II40 

But nothing charms Lorenzo like the firm, 
Undauntcd brea l l .—And whofe is that high praife 
They yield to pleafure, tho' they danger bravc, 
And íhew no fortitude but in the field; 
If there they lhew it, 'tis for glory íhewn, 1145 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 
A cordial his fuíiains that cannot fail : 
By pleafure uníiibdu'd, unbroke by pain, 
He íhares in that Omnipotence he truíls ; 
All-bearing, all-attemptiog, till he falls, 1150 
And when he falls writes Vici on his íliield. 
From magnanimity ali fear above; 
From nobler recompenfe above applauíè, 
Which owes to man's lhort outlook ali its charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, I I55 
Lorenzo c r i e s , — " Where (hines this miracle ? 
" From what root rifes this immortal man r" 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground : 
The root diíTefl, nor wonder at the fíower. 

He follows Nature (not like thee * ) and íhews us 
An uninverted fyílem of a man. 1161 
His appetite wears Reafon's golden chain, 
And finds, in due reílraint, its luxury. 

« St-e N i g h t the E i g h t h , v e r . 838. 
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His palfion, like an eagle well-reclaim'd, 
Is taught to fly at nought but infinite. I l 6 j 
Patient his hope, unanxious is his cate, 
His caution fearlefs, and his grief (if grief 
T h e gods ordain) a ftranger to defpair. 
A n d why ?—becaufe affeftion, more than meet, 
His wifdom leaves not difengag'd from heav'n. II j a 
Thofe fecondary goods that fmile on earth 
He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 
T h e y moft the world cnjoy who leaft admire. 
His underftanding 'fcapes the common cloud 
Of fumes arifing from a boiling breaft. 1175 
His head is clear, becaufe his heart is cool, 
By worldly competitions uninflam'd. 
T h e mod'rate movements of his foul admit 
Diftinít ideas, and matur'd debate, 
A n eye impartial, and an even fcale; 1180 

Whence }udgment found, and unrepenting choice. 
Thus , in a double fenfe, the good are wife; 
On its own dunghill wilèr than the world. 
W h a t , then, the world? it muft be doubly weak. 
Strange truth! as foon would they believe their creed. 

Yet thus it is, nor otherwife can be, I I 8 6 
So far from aught romantic what I fing. 
Blifs has no being, virtue has no ftrength, 
But from the profpeít of immortal life. 
W h o think earth ali, or (what vveighs juft the fame) 
W h o care no farther, muft prize what it yields, 1191 
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Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 
Who thinks earth nothing can't its charms admire ; 
He can't a foe, tho' moft malignant, bafe, 
Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. 1195 
'Tis hard for them (yet who Io loudly boaft 
Good-will to mqn ?) to love their dearell friend ; 
For may not he invade their good fupreme, 
Where the leal! jealoufy turns love to gall ? 
AH (hines to them, that for a feqfon (hines : 1200 
Each aft,each thought,he queí lbns;"Whati ts weight, 

" Its colour what, a thoufand ages hence ?" 
And what it there appears he deems it now; 
Hence pure are the receflès of his foul. 
The godlike man has nothing to conceal; I 2 c j 
His virtue, conftitutionally deep, 
Has Habit's firmnefs, and Alfeflion's flame: 
Angels, ally'd, defcend to fecd the fire, 
And death, which othcrs fiays, makes him a god. 

And now, Lorenzo! bigot of this world ! I I IO 
Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by Heav'n ! 
Stand by thy fcorn, and be reduc'd to nought! 
For what art thou ? — T h o u Boaílcr! while thy glarc, 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
Like a broad mift, at diílance, ftrikes 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 íkies, 
By promife now, and by poííeíTion, foon 
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(Too foon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 1220 
From this thy juft annihilation rife, 

Lorenzo! rife to fomething, by rcply. 
T h e world, thy client, liftens, and expeíts, 
A n d longs to crown thee with immortal praife. 
Canft thou be filent ? no; for wit is thine, 121$ 
A n d Wit talks moft when leaft (he has t o f a y , 
A n d Reafon interrupts not her carcer. 
S h e l l f a y — T h a t mifts above the mountains rife, 
A n d with a tliotifand pleafantries amufe; 
She'll fparkle, puzzle, ílutter, raife a duft, 1230 
A n d fly conviítion in the duft (he rais'd. 

W i t , how delicious to man's dainty tafte! 
'T i» precious as the vehicle of fenfe, 
But as its fubftitute a dire difeafe. 
Pernicious talent! flâtter'd by the world, 1235 
By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 
Wifdom is rare, Lorenzo! wit abounds; 
Pafiion can give it; fometimes wine infpires 
T h e lucky fiaflv; and madnefs rarely fails. 
Whatever caufe the fpirit ftrongly ftirr, 1240 

Confers the bays, and rivais thy renown. 
For thy renown 'twere well was this theworft ; 
Chance often hits i t ; and, to pique thee more, .j 
See Dulnefs, blund'ring on vivacities, 
Shakes her fage head at the calamity 1245 

Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 
Bat wifdom, awful Wifdom ! which infpefts, 
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Difccms, compares, weiglis, feparates, infers, 

Seizes the right, and holds it to the laft, 
How rare! in fenates, fynods, fought in vain; 1250 
Or if there found, 'tis facred to the few; 
While a lewd proílitute to multitudes, 
Frequent as fatal, Wit . In civil life 
Wit makes an enterprifer, fenfe a man. 
Wit hates authority, commotion loves, I25J 
A n d thinks herfelf the lightning of the ítorm. 
In ílates 'tis dang'rous; in religion death. 
Shall Wit turn Chriílian when the dull believe ? 
Senfe is our helmet, wit is but the plume; 
The plume expofes, 'tis our helmet faves. I í 6 a 
Senfe is the di'mond, weighty, folid, found; 
When cut by wit it calls a brighter beam; 
Vet wit apart, it is a diamond ílill. 
Wit, widow'd of good fenfe, is worfe than nought; 
It hoiíls more fail to run againíl a rock. 1165 
Thus a half-Cheílerfield is quite a fool, 
Whom dull fools fcorn, and blefs their want of wit. 

How ruinous the rock 1 warn thee íliun, 
Where Sirens íit to fing thee to thy fate! 
A joy in which our reafon bears no part, 1270 
Is but a forrow, tickling ere it ílings. 
Let not the cooings of the world allure thee; 
Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 
Ilappy! of this bad world who little know : — 
And yet we much muíl know her to be fafe. U 7 5 



T o 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 
T h a t mandes high, that fparkles, and expires, 
I.eaving the foul more vapid than before; 
A n animal ovation ! fuch as liolds 
N o commerce with our reafon, but fubfiíls 
On juices, thro' the we!l-ton'd tubes well ílrain'd; 
A nice machinc! fcarce ever tun'd arigbt; 1286 
A n d when it j a r s — t h y Sirens íing no more; 
T h y dance is done; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheofis!) beneath the man, 
In coward gloom immers'd, or fell defpair. 1290 

A r t thou yet dull enough defpair to dread, 
A n d ílartle at deílruílion ? 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, 1295 
A fingle fentence proof againíl the world. 
" Soul, body, fortune! every good pertains 
" T o one of thefe; but prize not ali al ike; 
" T h e goods of Fortune to thy body's health, 
" Body to foul, and foul fubmit to God." 1300 
Wouldít thou build laíling happinefs? do this: 
T h ' inverted pyramid can never íland. 

Is this truth doubtful ? it outíhines the fun; 
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Nay, the fun (hines not but to íhew us this, 
The fingle leílòn of mankind on earth: 1305 
And y e t — y e t what ? N o news! mankind is m a d ; 
Such mighty numbers lift againft the right, 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, achieve!) 
They talk themfelves to fomething like belief 
That ali earth's joys are theirs: as Athens' fool 
Grinn'd from the port on ev'ry fail his own. 1311 

They grin,but wherefore ? and how long thelaugh ? 
Half ignorance their mirth, and half a lie. 
T o cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they fmile: 
Hard either taík! the moft abandon'd own 1315 
That others, if abandon'd-, are undone: 
Then for themfelves, the moment Reafon wakes, 
( A n d Providence denies it long repofe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient fpleen, 13ÍO 
Scarce mufter patience to fupport the farce, 
And pump fad laughter till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I fay ? fome cannot fit it o u t ; 
Oft ' their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
And (hew us what their joy by their difpair. 1325 

Theclotted hair! gor'd breaft! blafpheming eyet 
Its impious fury ftill alive in death ! 

Shut, íhut the íhocking fcene But Hcav'n denies 
A cover to fuch guilt, and fo fhould man. 
Look round, Lorenzo! fee the reeking blade, I 3 3 0 
Th' envenom'd phiaj, and the fatal bali ; 
The ftrangling cord, and fuffocating ftrcam; 



T h e loathfome rottennefs, and foul decays, 
From raging riot (llower fuicides!) 
A n d pride in thefe, more execrable ílill! 1335 
How horrid ali to thought !-—but horrors, thefe, 
T h a t vouch the truth, and aid my feeble fong. 

From vice, fenfe, fancy, no man can be blefs'd: 
Blifs is toó great to lodge within an hour : 
When an immortal being aims àt blifs, 1340 

Duration is eílèntial to the name. 
O for a joy from reafon! joy from that 
Which makes man man, and, exercis'd aright, 
W i l l make him more : a bounteous j o y ! that gives 
A n d promifeS; that weaveá, with art divine, 1345 
T h e richeft profpeft into prefent peace: 
A joy ambitious! joy in common held 
W i t h thrones ethereal, and their greater far : 
A joy high-privileg'd from chance, time, death! 
A joy which death íhall double, judgmént crown ! 
Crown'd higher, and (lill higher, at each ílage, 135I 
T h r o ' hlefs'd eternity's long day, yet ílill 
Not more remote from forrow than from him 
Whofe lavifll harld, whofe love ílupendous, pours 
So much of Deity on guilty duít. 1355 

There, O my Lúcia! may I meet thee there, 
Where not thy prefence can improve my blifs! 

Aí fe í ls not this the fages of the world ? 
Cafi nought afTefl them, but what fools them too ? 
Eternity depending on an hour, 136° 

Makes ferious thought man's wifdom, joy, and praifc. 
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Nor need you biufli (tho' fomctimes your deligns 
May íhun the light) at your defigns on heaven; 
Sole point! where overbafliful is your blame. 1364 
Are you not wife . '—you know you are: yet hear 
One truth, amid your num'rous fchemes millaid, 
Or overlook'd, or thrown afide, if feen; 
" Our fchemes to plan by this world or the next, 
" Is the fole difPrence bet.ween wife and fool." 
AU worthy men will weigh you in this fcale ; 13 70 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light 
is their eíleem alone not worth your care .' 
Accept my fimple fcheme of common fenfe, 
Thus fave your fame, and make tvto worlds your own. 

The world replies n o t ; — b u t the world períiíls, 
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 turn witneflès againíl themfelvcs. 
Hear that, Lorenzo ! nor be wife to-morrow. 1380 
Haíie, haíle ! a man, by nature, is in hafte; 
For who lhall; anfwer for another hour ? 
'Tis highly prudent to make one fure friend, 
And that thou canil not do this lide the íkies. 

Ye fons of F.arth ! (nor willing to be more!) 1385 
Since verfe you think from prieílcráft fomewhat free, 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the Mufe plain truths 
(Truths which,at church,youmighthaveheardinprofe) 
Has ventur'd into light, wcll-pleas'd the verfe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain, 1390 



And crown licr with your welfare, not your praife. 
But praife íhe need not fear : I fee my fate, 
A n d headlong leap, like Curtius, down the gulf. 
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, 
Muft die, and die unwept; O thou minute, 139J 
Devoted page ! go forth among thy foes ; 
Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 
A n d die a double death: mankind, incens'd, 
Denies thee long to live ; nor (halt thou reft 
When thou art dead, in Stygian Ibades arraign'd 
By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne, 1401 

And bold blafphemer of his friend,—the World; 
The world, whofe legions coft him ilender pay, 
A n d volunteers around his banner fwarm, 
Prudent as PruíTia in her zeal for Gaul. 1405 

" Áre ali, then, fools.'" Lorenzo cries.—Yes, ali 
But. fuch as hold this doítrine, (new to thee) 
" The mother of true wifdom is the will," 
The nobleft intelleft a fool without it. 
World-wifdom much has done, and more may do, 
In arts and fciences, in wars and peace; 1411 

But art and fcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee, 
A n d make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the moft iudulgence can a f ford,— 
" Thy wifdom ali can do but—make thee wife." 
Nor think this cenfure is fevere on thee; 
Satan, thy mafter, I dare call a dunce. 1417 

Eadof Night Eighth. 
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I . A MORAL SURVEY Of T U E N O C T U R N A L HEAVENS. 

I I . A N I O H T - A D D R E S S TO T H E D E 1 T Y . 

numbly infcribeJ to 

HIS CRACE T H E DUKE OF NEVVCASTLE, 

One of his Majefly's principal Secretaries of State. 

Fatis contraria fata repcadcns. Virg. 

A s when a traveller, a long day paft 
In painful fearch of what liecannot fir.d, 
A t nig,ht's approach, content with the next cot, 
There rumiçiates a while his labora' loft, 
Then cheers his heart with what his fate affords, j 
And chants his fonnet to deceive the time, 
Ti l l tire due feafon calls him to repofe; 
Thus I, long-travelPd in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze, 
Where Difappointment fmiles at Hope's career, IO 
Warn'd by the languor of life's evening ray, 
A t lengtli have liousVl me in an humble íhed, 
Where, future wand'ring baniíh'd from my thought) 
And waiting, patient, the fweet hour of reft, 
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I chafe the moments with a ferious fong. 15 
fíong fooths our pains, and age has pains to íòoth. 

When age, care, crime, and friends, embrac'd at 
heart, 

T o m from my bleeding brea íl, and death's dark lhade, 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th' ethereal fire, 
Canil thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more ? 20 
One labour more indulge 1 then fleep, my Straiu • 
T i l l , haply, wak'd by Raphael's golden lyre, 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow, 
T o bear a part in everlaíling lays ; [ceafe, 

T h o ' far, far higher fet, in aim, I trufl, 25 
Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the Mufe aíTerted pleafures pure, 
L i k e thofe above, exploding other j o y s ! 
Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo ! fairly weigh, 
A n d tell me, haíl thou caufe to triumph f t i l l 3 0 
1 think thou wilt forbear a boaíl fo bold : 
But if, beneath the favour of miílake, 
T h y fmiles fincere, not more fincere can be 
Lorenzo's fmile, than my compaflion for him. 
T h e fick in body call for aid ; the fick 35 

In mind are covetous of more difeafe, 
A n d when at worft,they dream themfelves quite well. 
T o know ourfelves difeas'd is half our cure. 
When Nature's blulh by cuflom is wip'd off, 
A n d confcience, deaden'd by repealed ftrokes, 40 
Has into manners naturaliz'd our crimes, 

a 
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The curfe of curfes is our curfe to love, 
T o triumph in the blacknefs of our guilt, 
( A s Indians glory in the deepeíl jet) 
A n d throw afide our fenfes with our peace. 45 

But grant no guilt, no (liame, no leaíl, alloy; 
Grant joy and glory quite unfully'd íhone; 
Yet , ílill, it ill deferves Lorenzo's heart. 
N o joy, no glory, glitters in thy fight, 
But, thro' the thin partition of an hour, 50 
I fee its fablcs wove by Deítiny, 
A n d that in forrow bury'd, this in lhame, 
While howling furies ring the doleful knell, 
A n d Confcience, now fo foft thgu fcarce canil hear 
Iíer whifper, echoes her eternal peal. 55 

Where the prime aítors of the laíl year's fcene, 
Their port fo proud, their buíkin, and their plume ? 
How many fleep, who kept the world awake 
With luflre and with noife! Has Death proclaim'd 
A truce, and hung his fated lance on high ? 60 
'Tis brandilh'd ílill, nor íliall the prefent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Or fpread, of feeble life, a thinner fali. 

But needlefs monuments to wake the thodght; 
I.ife's gayeft feenes fpeak man's mortality, 65 
Tho' in a ílyle more florid, full as plain 
A s maufoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 
What are our nobleíl ornaments, but Deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of Life in paint or marblc, 

K i j 



T h e well-ftain*d canvafs, or the featur'd ftone ? 
Our fathers graee, or rather haunt, the fcene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

" Profefs'd diverfions! cannot thefe cfcápe 
Far from i t : thefe prefent us with a Ihróud, 
A n d talk of death, like garlands 0'er a grave. 
A s fome bold plundérers for bury'd wealth, 
W e ranfaek tombs for páftime; from the duft 
Call up the fleeping hero ; bid him tread 
T h e fcene for our amufement. How' like gods 
W e fit, and, wrápt in immortality, 
Shed gen'rous tears on wretchcs bom to die, 
Their fate deploting, to forgct our own! 

What ali the pomps and triumphs of otir lives 
But legacies in bloíTom ? Our Ican foil, 
Tuxuriant growrt, and rank in vaniticS, 
From friends interr'd beneath, a rich manuré! 
L ike other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
L ike other worms, fhall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent frailties or approaching fate ? 

Lorenzo! fuch the glories of the world! 
What is the world itfelf ? Fhy w o t l d — a grave. 
Where is the duft that has not been alive ? 
T h e fpade, the plough, difturb our anceftors. 
From human moúld we reap our daily bread. 
T h e globe arourid éarth's hollow furface íhakcs, 
A n d is the cieling of her fleeping fons. 
0'er dcvaftation we blind revels keep; 
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Whole bury'd towns fupport the dancer's heel. 
T h e moift of human frame the fun exhalcs; 
VVinds fcatter thro' the mighty void the dry : ICO 
Earth repoíTefíès part of what fhe gave, 
A n d the freed fpirit mounts on wings of fire : 
Each element partakes our fcatter'd lpoils. 
A s Nature wide our ruins fpread. Man's death 
Inhabits ali things but the thought of man. 105 

Nor man alone; his breathing buíl expires; 
His tomb is mortal: empires die : where, now, 
T h e Koman Greek ? they llalk, an empty name! 
Yet few regard them in this ufeful light, 
T h o ' half our learning is their epitaph. 110 

When down thy vale, unlock'd by midnight thought, 
T h a t loves to wander in thy funlefs realms, 
O Death ! I ftretch my view, what vilions rife! 
What triumphs! toils imperial! arts divine! 
In witl.er'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! 
T h e melancholy ghofts of dead Renown, 
Whifp'ring faint echoes of the world's app!aufe, 120 
With penitential afpeít, as they pafs, 
AH point at earth, and hifs at human pride, 
The wifdom of the wife, and prancings of the great. 

But, O Lorenzo! far the reít above, 
Of ghaíHy nature, and cnormoas íize. I2J 
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1 1 4 THE CONSOLATION. 

One form aflàults my fight, and chills my blood, 
A n d íhakcs my frame. Of one departed World 
I fee the mighty íbadow : oozy wrcath 
A n d difmal fea-wecd crown her: o'er her urn 
Reclin'd, (he wecps her defolatcd rcalms, 130 

A n d bloated fons, and, weeping, prophefies 
Another's diflõlution, foon, 111 flames : 
But, like Calíàndra, prophefies in vain; 
In vain to many ; not, I trufl, to thee. 

For, know'íl thoü not, or art thou loath to know, 
T h e great decrce, the counfel of the Skies ? 136 
Delugc and Conflagration, dréadful powers! 
Prime miniíters of vengeance! chaín'd in caves 
Dií l inft , apart, the giarit furies roaí; 
Apart , or fuch their horrid rage for ruin, 14Q 

In mutual confliít would they rife, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd. 
But not for this ordain'd their boundlefs rage. 
When Heav'n's inferior inílruments of wrath, 
War, famine, pcflilence, are found to» weak 145 
T o feourge a world for her enormous crimes, 
Thefe are let loofe alternate: down they rulh, 
Swift and tempeílüous, from th* eternal throne, 
With irrefiílible coramiflion arm'd, 
T h e world, in vain correíled, to dedroy, IJO 

A n d café creation of the (hocking fcene. 
Seeíl thou, Lorenzo! what depends on man ? 

T h e fate of Nature, as for man her birth. 



M I O B T T H E N I N T H ; 1JJ 

Earth's aftors charige earth's tranfitory fccnes, 
A n d make creation groan with human guilt. 155 
How müft it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd, 
But not of waters! A t the deftin'd hour, 
By the loud trnmpet funimon'd to the charge, 
See ali the formidable fons of firc, 
Erúptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 160 
Their various cngines; ali at once diigorge 
Their blazing magazines, and take, by ítorm, 
This poor terreftrial-citadel of man. 

Amazing period! when eaeh mountain-height 
Outburns Vefuvius; roeks eternal pour 165 
Their melted mafs, as rivers once they pour*d; 
Stars rufh, and final Ruin íiercely drivcs 
Her ploughfliare o'er Creation!—while aloft, 
More than aftonilhment! if more can be! 
Far other firmament than e'er was feen, 170 

Than e'er was thought by man! far other ftars! 
Stars animate, that govern thefe of firej 
Far other f u n ! — a fun, O how unlike 
T h e Babe at Bethle'm! how unlike the Man 
That groan'd on C a l v a r y ! — y e t he it is; 175 

That Man of forrows! O how chang'd! what pomp! 
In grandeur teri ible ali heav'n defcends! 
A n d gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
A fwift archangel, with his golden wing, 
A s blots and clouds that darken and difgrace 180 
The fcene divine, Aveeps ftars and funs afide. 



A n d now, ali drofs remov'd, heav'n'S own pr.re day, 
Full on th;e confines of our ether flamcs. 
While (dreadful contraft!) far, how far beneath! 
Hell, burfting, belches forth her blazing feas, iS j 
A n d ftorms fulphureous, her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 
Lorenzo! welcorrte to this fcene, the laft 
In Nature's courfe, the firft in Wifdom's thought. 
This ftrikes, if aughtcan ftrike thee; this awakes 190 
T h e rnoft fupine; this fcatches man from death. 
Roufe, roufe, Lorenzo ! then, and follow me, 
Where truth, the moft momcntous man can hear, 
Loud calls my foul, and ardour wings her flight. 
I find my infpiration in my theme: 195 

T h e grandeur of my fubjeít is my Mufe. 
A t midnight, when mankind is wrapp'd in peace, 

A n d worldly Fancy feeds on golden dreams, 
T o give more dread to man*s moft dreadful hour; 
A t midnight, 'tis prefum'd, this pomp will burft 200 
From tenfold darknefs, fudden as the fpark 
From fmitten fteel; from nitrous grain the blaze. 
Man, ftarting from his couch, ftiallíleep no more! 
T h e day is broke, which never more íhail clofc! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement a l i ! 205 

Terror and glory join'd in their extremes! 
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire ! 
A H Nature ftruggling in the pangs of death ! 
Doft thou not hear her ? doft thou not deplore 
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Her ftrong convulfions, and her final groán ? 210 
Whete are we now.' A h me! the ground is gone 
On which we ííood. Lorenzo! while thou may'ft 
Provide more firin fupport, or fink for ever! 
W h e r e h o w . ' from whence ? Vain hope! it is too late! 
Where, nhere,- for íhclter, íhall the guilty fly, 215 
When conílernation tutns the good man pale? 

Great day! for which ali other days were made; 
For which earth rofe from chãos, man from earth, 
A n d an eterrtity, the date of gods, 
Defcended on podr earth-created man ! í 20 

Greát day of dread, decifion, and dífpair! 
A t thought of thee eacli fublunary wilh 
Lets go its eager grafp, aíid drops the world, 
A n d catches át each reed of hope in heaven. 
A t thought of t h e e ! — a n d art thou abfent then ? S25 
Lorenzo! no; 'tis here ; it is b e g u n ; — 
Alrcady is begun the grand aflize, 
In thee, in a l i : deputed Confciencí fcales 
The dréad tribunal, and foreftalls our doom ; 
Foreftalls, and, by foreftalling, proves it fure. 130 
Why on himfelf íhould man void judgment pafs ? 
Is idle Natufé laiíghlng at her fons ? 
Who ConfciertCe fent her fentence will fupport, 
A n d God above uffert that god in man. 

Thrice happy they! that enter riow the Court 235 
Hcav'n opens irt their bofoms: but how rare, 
A h me! that magnanimity, how rare ! 



W h a t hero like the man who ítands himfelf, 
W h o dares to meet his naked heart alone, 
W h o hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 240 
Refolv'd to filence future murmura there ? 
T h e coward flies, and, flying, is undone. 
( A r t thou a coward n o : ) the coward flies; 
Thinks, but thinks flightly; alks, but fearsto know: 
Aíks " What is truth ?" with Pilate, and retires; 245 
DiíTolves the court, and mingles with the throng: 
A f y l u m fad! from reafon, hope, and heav'n! 

Shall ali but man look out with ardent eye 
Por that gifeat day which was ordain'd for man ? 
0 day of confummation! mark fupreme 2jo 
(If men ate wife) of human thought! nor leaít 
Or in the fight of angels or their King! 
Angels, whofe radiant circles, hcight o'erheight, 
Order o'er ordcr, rifing, blaze o'er blaze, 
A s in a theatre, furround this fcene, 2SS 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 
Angels -look out for thee; for thee their Lord, 
T o vindicate his glory ; and for thee 
Creation univerfal calls aloud 
T o difinvolve the moral world, and give 2C0 
T o Naturf's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whofe fate, whofe final fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought ? 
1 think of nothing elfe; I fee! I feel it! 

A l i Nature, like an earthquake, trembling round! 265 
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AH Deitiec, like fummer's fwarms, on wing! 
A l i baíking 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 fecrct thought! 470 
N o patron ! interceílor none ! now paft 
T h e fweet, the clement, mcdiatorial hour ! 
For guilt no plea ! to pain no paufc ! no bound ! 
Inexorable ali! and ali extreme ! 

Nor man alone ; the foe of God and man, 275 
From his dark den, blafpheming, drags his chain, 
A n d rears his brazen front, with thunder fcarr'd, 
Receives his fentence, and begins his hell. 
A l i vengeance paft, now, feems abundant grace. 
Like meteors in a ftormy íky, how roll 280 

His baleful eyes! he curfes whom he dreads, 
And deems it the firft moment of his fali. 

'Tis prefent to my t h o u g h t ! — a n d yet where is it? 
Angels can't tell me; angels cannot guefs 
The period, from crcatcd beings lock'd 285 
In darknefs; but the proccfs and the place 
Are leis obfcure; for thefe may man inquire. 
Say, thou great clofe of human hopes and fears! 
Great key of hearts 1 great finilher of fates 1 
Great end! and great beginning! fay,where art thou ? 
Art thou in time, or in eternity ? 291 

Nor in eternity nor time I find thee : 
Thefe, as twó monarchs, on their borders meet, 



(Monarchs of ali elaps'd or unarriv'd!) 
A s in debate, how befl their pow'rs ally'd 295 
May fwell the grandeur, or difcharge the wrath 
O f him, whom both their monarchies obey. 

T ime, this fali fabric for him built (and doom'd 
W i t h him to fali) now buríting o'er his head, 
His lamp, the fun, extingui(h'd, from beneath 3CO 
T h e frown of hideous darknefs calls his fons 
From their long flumber, from earth's heaving womb 
T o fecond birth ! contemporary throng! 
Rous'd at one call, upftarted from one btd, 
Prefs'd in one crowd, appallM with one amaze, 305 
He turns them o'er, Eternity! to thee: 
Then (as a kingdepos'd difdains to live) 
He falls on his own fcythe, nor falls alone; 
His greateft foe falls with him; Time, and he 
W h o murder'd ali Time's ofTspring,Death, expire. 310 

Time was! Eternity now reigns alone! 
A w f u l Eternity! offended quecn ! 
A n d her refentment to mankind how juf t ! 
W i t h kind intent, foliciting accefs, 
How often has lhe knock'd at human hearts! 315 
Rich to rcpay their liofpitality, 
How often call 'd! and with the voice of God! 
Yet bore repulfe, excluded as a cheat! 
A dream! while foulefl foes found welcome there! 
A dteam, a cheat, now ali things but her fmile. 320 

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



A s thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 
With banners ftreaming as the comct's blaze, 
And clarions loudír than the deep in ftorms, 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, 315 
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 330 
Detain'd them clofe fpeftators, thro' a length 
Of ages, rip'ning to this grand refult; 
Ages as yet unnumber'd but by God, 
Who now, pronounçing fcntence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 335 

Eternity, the various fentence part, 
Aíligns the fever'd throng diíiinít abodes, 
Sulphureous or ambrofial. What enfues ? 
The deed predominant! the deed of deeds! 
Which makes a hell of hetl, a heav'n of heav'n. 34® 
The goddefs, with determin'd afpcít, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous fize 
Thro' Deftiny's inextricable wards, 
Deep drivingjev'ry bolt on both their fates; 
Then from the cryftal battlements of heav'n 345 
Down, down (lie hurls it thro' the dark profound, 
Ten thoufand thoufand fathom, there to ruít, 
And ne'er unlock her refolution more. 
The deep refounds, and Hell, thro' ali her glooms, 
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Returns, in groans, tlie melancholy roar. 350 
O how unlike the chorus of the íkies! 

O how unlike thofe íhouts of joy that íhake 
T h e whole ethereal! how the eoneave rings! 
Nor ftrange! when deities their voice exalt; 
A n d louder far than when Creation rofe, 355 

T o fee Creation's godlike aim and end 
So well accomplilVd! fo divinely clos'd ! 
T o fee the mighty Dramatift's laft aft 
( A s meet) in glory rifing o'er the reft. 
N o fancy'd God; a God, indeed, defccnds, 360 
T o folve ali knots; to ftrike the moral home; 
T o throw full day on darkeft feenes of time; 
T o clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one pcal of loud, eternal praife, 
T h e charm'd fpeftators thunder their applaufe, 365 
A n d the vaft void beyond applaufe refounds. 

What then am I : — 

Amidft applauding worlds, 
A n d worlds celeftial, is there found on earth 
A peeviíh, diflònant, rebellious ftring, 370 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains ? 
Ccnfure on thee, Lorenzo! I fufpend, 
A n d turn it on myfelf; how greatly due ! 
A l i , ali is right, by God ordain'd or done ; 
A n d who, but God, refum'd the fiiends he gaver 37? 
A n d have I been complaining, then, fo Inng? 
Complaining of his favours, pain, and death ? 



Who without Pain's advice would e'er be good ? 
W h o without Death but would be good in vain 
Pain is to fave from pain; ali punilhment 380 
T o make for peace; and death to fave from death; 
A n d fecond death, to guard immortal l i fe; 
T o roufe the carelefs, the prefumptuous awe, 
A n d turn the tide of fouls another way ; 
By the fame tendernefs divine ordain'd 385 
T h a t planted Eden, and high-bloom'd for man 
A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the Íkies, 

Heav'n gives us friends to blefs the prefent fcene, 
Refumes them to prepare us for the next. 
AH evils natural are moral goods; 350 
A l i difcipline indulgence, 011 the whole. 
None are unhappy : ali have caufe to fmile, 
But fuch as to themfelves that caufe deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains: 
Error in aíts, or judgment, is the fource 395 
Of endlefs lighs. We fin, or we miílake, 
A n d Nature tax, when falfe opinion ílings. 
L e t impious grief be baniíh'd, joy indulg'd, 
But chiefly then when Grief puts in her claim. 
Joy from the joyous frequently betrays, 400 

Of t ' lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 
Joy amidft ills corroborates, exalts; 
'Tis joy and conqueft; joy and virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in ills delights 
Heav'n, earth, ourfelvesí 'tis duty, glory, peace. 405 
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Affliílion is the good man's íhining fcene, 
Profperity conceals his brighteíl ray. 
A s night to fiars, woe luftre gives to man. 
Herocs in battle, pilots in the ílorm, 
A n d virtue in calamlties, admire. 410 

T h e crown of manhood is a winter-joy; 
A n evergreen that ílandsthe northern blàíl, 
A n d bloílòms in the rigour of our fate. 

'Tis a prime part of happinefs to know 
How much unhappinefs muíl prove our lot; 415 
A part which few pofTefs! 1*11 pay life*s tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
Nor think it mifery to be a man; 
W h o thinks it is íhall never be a god. 
Some ills we wiíh for, when we wiíh to live. 420 

What fpoke proudPalTion ? — " W i í h my being loíl * ! 
Prefumptiious! blafphemoüs! abfurd! and fálfe! 
T h e triumph of my foul is,-—-that I am ; 
A n d therefore that I may b é — w h a t L o r e n z o ! 
Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper ílill > 425 
Unfathomably deep our treafure runs, 
In golden veins, thro' ali eternity! 
Ages , and ages, and fucceeding ílill 
New ages, where the phantom of an hour, 
Which courts, each night, dull ílumber for repair, 
Shall wake. and wonder, and exult, and praife, 431 
A n d fly thro' infinite, and ali unlock, 
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A n d (if deferv'd) by Heav'n's rcdundant love, 
Made half-adorable, itfelf adore, 
A n d find, in adoration, endlefs joy ' 435 
Where thou, not maftêr of a moment here, 
Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale, 
May'ít boaft a whole eternity, enrich'd 
With ali a kind Omnipotence can pour. 
Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninfptr'd, 440 
Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever fliall, 
How kind is God, how great (if good) is man. 
No man too largely from Heav'n's love can hope, 
If what is hop'd he labours to fecure. 444 

Ills ! — t h e r e are none: Ali-gracious! none from 
From man full many! Num'rous is the race [thee; 
Of blackeft ills, and thofe immortal too, 
Begot by Madnefs on fair Liberty, 
H e a v V s daughter, hell-debauch'd ! her hand alone 
Unlocks deílruíHon to the fons of men, 450 
Faft barr'd by thine: high-waU'd with adamant, 
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world, 
A n d cover'd with the thunders of thy law, 
Whofe threats are mercies, whofe injunííions guides, 
Aflií l ing, not reílraining, Reafon's choice ; 4} 5 
Whofe fanítions, unavoidable refults 
From Nature's courfe, ir.dulgently reveal'd, 
If unreveai'd more dang'rou$, nor lefs fure. 
Thus an indulgent father warns his fons, 
" Do this, fly t h a t ; " — nor alsvays tells thecaufe; 460 
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l3leas'd to reward, as duty to his will, 
A conduft needful to their own repofe. 

Great God of wonders! (if, thy love furvey'd, 
A n g h t elfe the name of wonderful retains) 
W h a t roeks are thefe on which to build our truft ? 465 
T h y ways admit no blemiíh !• rione I find; 
Or this alone,--—" That none is to be f o u n d : " 
Not one to foften Cenfurè's hardy crime; 
Not one to palliatc peevilh G r i e f s complaint, 
W h o , like a demon, murm'ring from the duft, 470 
Dares into jndgment call her judge.—Supremc! 
For ali I blefs thee; moft for the fevere ; 
Her death * — m y own at l iand—the ficry gulf, 
T h a t fiaming bound of wrath omnipotent! 
It thunders ;—but it thunders to preferve; 47J 
It ftrengthens w l u t it ftrikes; its wholefome dread 
Averts the dreadéd pain : its hideous groans 
Join heav'n's fweet hallelnjahs in thy praife, 
Great Soutce of good alone! how kind in ali! 
In vengeance kind! Pain, death, gehenna, fave. 480 

Thus, in thy world material, mighty Mind! 
Not that alone which folaccs and fhines, 
T h e rough and gloomy, challenges our praife. 
T h e winter is as needful as the fpring; 
T h e thunder as the fun. A ftagnate mafs 485 

Of vapours breeds a peliilential air : 
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
T o Nature's health, than purifyíng ftorrr.s. 

* Latia, 



' lhe dread vofcano miniítcrs to good ; 
Its fmothcr'd flames might undermine tlie world. 490 
Loud JEtnas fulminate in love to man : . 
Comcts gòód òmens are, when duly fcann'd; 
A n d , m their tiíc, íclipíès learn to Ihine. 

Man is refpdrifihle for ills reccivM ; 
Thofe we call wrdtched are a chofen band, 495 
CompeU'd to refngé "111 the right, for peaóe. 
Airiid my lift òf bleffings infinite 
Stand th'-» tht foremoft, " That my heart has b!ed." 
'J-is Heav'ti's lall eifort of good-will to man. 
When pain can't blefs, Heav'n quits us in defpair. 5C0 
W h o fails to grieve, Ivhèri juft occafion calls, 
Of grieves too riiuch, deferves not to be blefs'd, 
Inhuman or eíFeminate, liis heart. 
Reafon abfolves the gríef which reafon ends. 
May Heav'11 ne'er truft my friend with happinefs, 505 
Ti l l it has táught him how to bear it ivett 
Ey previons pain, and made it fafe to fmile! 
Sueli fmiles are mine, and fuch may they remain, 
Nor hazard their'extinítion from excefs. 
My change of heart a ctiange of ílyle demands; 5 IO 
T h e Confolation cancels the Complaint, 
A n d makes a convert of my guilty fong. 

A s when o'er-lábour'd, and inclin'd to brcathe, 
A panting traveller fome rifing ground, 
Some fmall afcent, has gain'd, life turns him round,5 f 5 
And meafures with his eye the varicus vale, 



T h e fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has paíl, 
A n d , fatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
Endear'd by diftance, nor affeíts more toi l ; 
Thus I, though fmall, indeed, is that afccnt 52Q 
T h e Mufe has gain'd, review the paths (he trod, 
Various, extenfive, beaten but by few; 
A n d , çonfcious of her prudence in repofe, 
Paufe, and with pleafure meditate an end, 
T h o ' ftill remote; fo fruitful is my theme. 525 
T h r o ' many a field of moral and divine 
T h e Mufe has ftray'd, and much of forrow feen 
In human ways, and much of falfe and vain, 
Which none who travei this bad road can mifs. 
0 'er friends decas'd full heartily (he wept; 530 
Of love divine the wonders (be difplay'd;\ 
Prov'd man immortal; íhew'd the fource of j o y ; 
T h e grand tribunal rais'd; aflign'd the bounds 
Of human grief. In few, to clofe the whole, 
T h e moral Mufe has (hadow'd out a íketch, 535 
T h o ' not in form, nor with a Raphael ftroke, 
Of moft our wcakncfs needs believe or do, 
In this our land of travail and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or profpeft of the íkies. 539 

What then remains ? much! much! a mighty debt 
T o be difchatg'd. Thefe Thoughts, O Night! are thine; 
From thee they carne, like lovers' fecret fighs, 
While others ílept. So Cynthia, (poets feign) 
In (hadows vcil'd, foft-íliding from her fphere, 



Her (hephcrd chcer'd, of her enamour'd lefs 545 
Than I of thee A n d art thou ílill unfung, 
Jieneath whofe brow, and by whofe aid, I fing? 
Immortal Silence! where íliall I begin? 
Where end? or how fleal mulic from the fphcres 
T o footh tlieir goddefs ? ' 5,50 

O majeftic N i g h t ! 
Nature's greati anceftor! Day's elder-born! 
A n d fated to furvive the tranfrent fun! 
By mortais and immorlals feen with âwe! 
A ílarry crown thy raven brow adorns, 555 

A n azure zone thy waiftj clouds, in hcáv'n's loom 
Wrought thro1 varieties of íhape and fhade, 
I11 ample folds of drapery divine, 
T h y flowing rrianlle form, and, heav'n throughout, 
Voluniinoudy poitr thy pompous traiu : jOo 
T h y gloomy grandeurs (Nature'5 moft auguft, 
Infpiring afpeíl!) claim a gratcful verfe, 
A n d , like 2 fable curtain ftarr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours paft, (hall clofe the fcene. 

A n d w h i t , Ó Man! fo worthy to be fung? 5 6 j 
What more prepares us for the fongs of heaven? 
Creation of archangèls is the theme! 
What to be fung fo needful, what fo well 
Celeftial joys prepare ús to fuftain? 
The íoul of rtiàn, His fate défign'd to fee 570 

Who gave thefe wonders to be feen by man, 
Has here a previous fcene of objeíls 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 contraít that awe, 575 
A n d give her whole capacities that ftrength 
Which beft may qualify for final joy. 
T h e more our fpirits are enlarg'd on earth, 
T h e deeper draught íhall they receive of heaven. 579 

Heav'n's King! whofe face unveil'd confummates 
Redundant blifs! which fills that mighty void [blifs, 
T h e whole creation leaves in human hearts! 
T h o u ! who didfl touch the lip of Jeíle's fon, 
Rapt in fweet contem plation of thefe fires, 
A n d fet his harp in concert with the fpheres, 
While of thy works material the Supreme 
1 dare attcmpt, aflift my daring fong : 
Loofe me from earth's inclofure; from the fun's 
Contraítcd circle fet my heart at large; 
Eliminate my fpirit, give it range 59° 

Thro ' provinces of thought yet unexplor'd ; 

Teach me, by this ftupendous fcaffolding, 
Creation's golden fteps, to climb to thee: 
Teach me with art great Nature to control, 
A n d fprcad a luftre o'er the (hades of night. 595 
Feel I thy kind aíTent ? and íhall the fun 
Be feen at midnight, rifing in my fong? 

Lorenzo! come, and warm thee; thou whofe heart, 
Whofe little heart, Í5 moor'd within a nook / 
Of this obfcure terreílrial, anchor weigh; 6og 

Another ocean calls, a nobler port; 



I am thy pilot, I thy profp'rcus gale : 
Gainfiil thy voyage thro' yon' azure main, 
Main without tempeft, pirate, rock, or íhore, 
A n d whence thou may'fl import eternal wealth, 605 
A n d leave to beggar'd minds the pearl and gold. 
T h y traveis doft thou boaft o"er foreign realms? 
Thou ftranger to the world! thy tour begin; 
T h y tour thro' Nature's univerfal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large 610 
On foaring fouls, that fail among the fpheres; 
A n d man how purblind, if unknown the whole! 
W h o circles fpacious earth, then traveis 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'U, innocently, fteal celeftial fire, 
A n d kindle our devotion at the ftars, 
A theft that lhall not chain, but fet thee free. 

Above our atmofphere's inteftine wars, 6íO 
Rain's fountain-head, the magazine of hailí 
Above the northern nefts of feather'd fnows, 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forgc 
That forms the crooked lightning; 'bove the caves 
Where infant tempefts wait their growing wings, 625 
A n d tune their tender voices to that roar 
Which foon, perhaps, fhall lhake a guilty world; 
Above mifconftru'd omens of the Iky, 
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Far-travell'd comets' calculatcd blaze, 
Elance thy thought, and think of more than man: 630 
T h y foul, till now contraíted, withcr'd, fhrnnk, 
Blighted by bíaíls of earth's unwholcfome air, 
W i l l bloflòm hcrc; fprcad ali her faculties 
T o thefe bright ardoursí ev'ry powY unfold, 
A n d rife into fublimities of thought. 635 

Stars teach, as well as íhine. A t .Nature's birth 
Thus their commillion r a n , — " Be kind to man." 
Where art thou, poor benightcd Traveller! 
T h e ílars will light thee, tho' the moon íhould fail. 
Where art thou, more benightcd! more aílray! 640 
In ways i m m o r a l t h e ílars call thee batk, 
A n d , if obey'd their counfcl, fet thee right. 

This profpeíl vaft, what is i t : — - W e i g h ' d aright 
'Tis Nature's fyftem of divinity, 
A n d cv'ry íludent of the night infpires. C4 Ç 

' I'is elder Scripture, writ by God's own hand ; 
Scripture authentic! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo! with my radhis (the rich gift 
Of thought nofíurnal!) 1*11 point out to thee 
Its various lelfons; fome that may furptiíè (ÍJO 
A n unadept in myíleries of Night; 
Litt le , perhaps, expefled in her febool, 
Nor thought to grow on planet or on fiar. 
Bulls, lions, fcorpions, monfiers herc we feign, 
Ourfelves more monílrous, not to fee what bete f i j j 
Exiíls indeed,—a Iedhire to mankiud. 
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What read we here ? — t h ' exiílence of a God? 
Vcs; and of other beings man above'» 
Natifes of ether ! fons of higher climes t 
A n d , what may move Lorenzo's wonder more, 66o 
Iiternity is written in the íkies. 
A n d whofe eternity ?—Lorenzo! thine; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone, 
Virtue grows here ; here fprings the fov'reign cure 
Of almoft ev'ry vice, but chiefly thine, 665 

Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure defire. 
Lorenzo! thou canil wake at midnight too, 

Tho ' not on morais bcnt. Ambition, Pleafure! 
Thofe tyrants I for thee fo lately fought *, 
Afford their harafs'd ílaves but ílender reli. 670 
Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon, 
A n d the fun's noon-tide blaze prime dawn of day, 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, 
Commencing one of our antipodes! 
In thy no&urnal rove one moment halt, 675 

'Twixt ílage and ílage 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) 
T o yonder ítars: for other cnds they íhine 
Than to light revellers from (hame to íhame, 6S0 
And thus be made accompüces in guilt. 

Why from yon' arch, that infinite of fpace, 

With infinite of lucid orbs rtpletc, 
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Which fet lhe living firmament on fire 
A t the firft glance, in fuch an overwhelm 685 
Of wonderful on ma'n's aftoniíh'd fight 
Rufhes O m n i p o t e n c e ? — T o curb our pride, 
Our reafon roufe, and lead it to that Power 
Whofe love lets down thefe filver chains of light; 
T o d r a w up mJn's ambition to liimfelf, 690 

A n d bhid our chaífe affeítions to his throne. 
T h u s the three virtaes, leaft alive on earth, 
A n d weIcom'd on heav'n's coaft with moft applaufe, 
A n humble, pure, and heav'nlv-minded heart, 
A r e here i n f p i r ' d ; — a n d canil thou gaze too long ? 

Nor ltands thy vvrath depriv'd of its reproof, 6<)(r 
Or unupbraided by this radiant cholr. 
T h e planets of each fyftem reprefent 
Kind neighbours; mutual amity prevails; 
Sweet interchange of rays, receiv'd, return'd, 703 
Enl ighfning and enlighten'd! ali, at once, 
Attra í l ing and attrafted! patriot-likc, 
None fins againft the welfare of the whole; 
But their reciprocai, unfelfifh aid, 
Atíbrds an emblem of millennial love. 70J 

Nothing in nature, much lefs confcious being, 
Was e'er created folely for itfelf. 
Thus n>an his fov're:gn duty learns in this 
Material pi&ureof benevolenoe. 

A n d know, of ali our fupercilious race, 710 

Thou moft inflammable! thoiMvafp of men! 



Man's angry heart, infpeítéd, would bc found 
A s rightly fet as are the ílarrv fpheres: 
'Tis Nature's. ítraílure, broke by ftubborn will, 
Breeds ali that unceleílial difcord there. 717 

Wil t thou not feel the bias Nature gave ? 
Capíl thou defcend from converfe with the íkies, 
A n d feize thy brother'sthroat?—For what?—aclod? 
A n incli of earth ? The planets cry, " Forbear." 
They chafe our double darknefs, Nature's gloom, 
A n d (kinder ílill!) our intelleftual night. 721 

A n d fee, Day's amiable fiíler fends 
Her invitation in the foftef l rays 
Of mitigáted luílre; courtsthy fight, 
Which fuffers from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 725 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the íkies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye; 
With gain and joy lhe bribes.thee to be w ife. 
Night opes the nobleíl feenes, and íheds an awe 
Which gives thofe venerable fecnes full weight, 7.;ô 
A n d deep reception in th' enter.der'd heart, 
While light peeps thro' the darknefs like a fpy, 
A n d darknefs íliews its grandeur by the light. 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy, 
i f human hearts at glorious ohjeíls glow, 7 

A n d admiration can infpire delight. 

What fpeak I more than I this moment feel ? 
With pleafing ílupor firíl the foul is ílruck 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly wife!) 
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Then into tranfport ftarting from her trance, J4O 
W i t h love and admiration how (he glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus ! this difplay ! 
This oftcrtation of creative powcr ! 
This theatre !—what eye can take it in ? 
By what divine inchantment was it rais'd, 745 
For minds of the firft magnitude to launch 

In endlefs fpeculation, and adore ? 
One fun by day, by night ten thoufand fliine, 
A n d light us deep into the Dei ty ; 
l l o w boundlefs in magnificence and might! 75° 
O what â confluence of ethereal fires, 
From urns unnumber'd, down the fteep of heàv.'n 
Streams to a point, and centres in my fight! 
Nor tairies there; I feel it at my heart : 
M y heart. at once, it humbles and exalts; 75.5 
Lays it in duft, and calls it to the (kics. 
W h o fees it unexalted, or unaw'd ? 
W h o fees it, and can ftop at what is feen í 
Material offspring of.Omnipotenee! 
Inanimate, all-animating birth ! 760 
W o r k worthy him who made i t ! worthy praife ! 
A l i praife ! praife more than human ! nor deny'd 
T h y praifedivine!—But tho' man, drown'd in fleep, 
Withholdi his homage, not alone I wake; 
Bright legions fwarm unfeen, and fing unheard 765 
By mortal car, the glorious Architeíl , 
In this his univerfal temple hung. 



With luftres, with innumerable lights, 
That lhed religion on the foul; at once 
T h e temple and the preacher! O how loud 770 
It calls devotion! genuine growth of Night! 

Devotion! daughterof Aílconomy! 
A n undevout allronomer is mad. 
T r u e ; ali things fpcak a G o d ; but in the fmall 
Men trace out him ; in great he feizes man ; 77S 
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fílls 
With new inquiries, 'mid airociatcs neiv. 
Te l l me, ye Stars ! ye Planets ! tell me, ali 
Ye llarr'd and planeted Inhabitants! what is it ? 
What are thefe fons of wonder? Say, proud Arch, 7Ê0 
(Within whofe azure palaces they dwell) 
Built with divine ambition ! in difdain 
Of limit built! built in the talle of heav'11! 
Vaft concave ! ampledome! waft thou delign'd 
A meet apartment for the Deity ? — 785 

Not fo ; that thought alone thy fia te impairs, 
T h y lofty finks, and Ihallows thy profound, 
A n d ílrengthens thy difíuíive; dwarfs the whole, 
A n d makes an univerfe an Orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on man, 790 
Thy right regain'd, thy grandeur is reílor'd, 
O Nature ! wide flies offth* expanding round : 
A s when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd, 
T h e fmitten air is hollo\v'd by the blow, 
The vaft difplofion diíCpates the clouds, 795 
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Shock'd ether's billows dalh the diftant íkies; 
T h u s (but far more) th' expanding round flies ofT, 
A n d leares a mighty void, a fpacious womb, 
Might teem with new ereation; reinfiam'd, 
T h y luminaries triumph, and affume 8co 

Divinity themfelves. Nor was it ftrange 
Matter high-wrought to fuch furprifing pomp, 
Such godlike glory, ftole the ftyle of gods, 
From ages dark, obtufe, and flcep'il in fenfe : 
For fure to fenfe they truly are divine, 805 

A n d half-abfolv'd idolatry from guilt, 
N a y , turn'd it into virtue. Such it was 
I11 thofe who put forth ali they had of man 
Vnloft , to lift their thought, nor mounted higher, 
But, weak of wing, on planets perch'd, and thought 
W h a t was their higheft muft bc their ador'd. 811 

But they liotf weak, who could no higher mount? 
A n d are there, then, Lorenzo! thofe t o w h o m 
Unfeen, and unexiftent, are the fame ? 
A n d if iacomprehenfible is join'd, 8x5 

W h o dare pronounce it madnefs to bclieve ? 
W h y has the mighty BiJtlder thrown afide 
A U 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) 8zo 
l ieep in the bofom of his univerfe 
Propp 'd down that reas'ning mite, that infeft, man,. 
T o crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the f c e n t : — 



That man might ne'er prefume to plead amazement 
For dilbelief of wonders in himfelf. 815 
Shall God be lefs miractilous than what 
Iiis hand has form'd ! Ihall mytteries defcend 
From unmyílerious: things more elevate 
Be more familiar ? uncreated lie 
More obvious than created to the grafp 83» 
Of human thought ? The more of wonderful 
Is heard in him, the more we íhould aflent. 
Could we conceive him, God he could not be; 
Or he not God, or we could not be men. 
A God alone can comprehend a God : 835 
Man's diílance how immenfe! On fuch a theme, 
Know this, Lorenzo ! (fecm it ne'er fo ltrange) 
Nothing can fatisfy but what confounds; 
Nothing but what aíioniíhes is true. 
T h e fcene thou feeít atteíls the truth I fing, 84a 
A n d ev'ry ftar flieds light upon thy crced. 
Thefe ftars, this furniture, this coft of He«v'n, 
If but reported, thou had'ít nc'er believ'd; 
But thine eye tells thee the romance is true. 
T h e grand çf Nature is th ' Almighty's oatli 845 
In Reafon's court, to filence Unbeüef. 

How my mind, op'ning at this fcene, inAibes 
T h e moral emanations of the íkies, 
While nought, pethaps, Lorenzo lefs admires! 
Has theGreat Sov'reign fent ten thoufand woilds 85,a 
T o tell us he reíides above thein ali, 



In glory's unapproachable recefs ? 
A n d dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
T h e fumptuous, the magnific, cmbafly 
A moment's audienee? Turn we, nor will hear 855 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For man's emolument, fole caufe that íloops 
Their grandeur to man's eye: Lorenzo! roufe; 
L e t thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing, 
A n d glance from eaíl to well, from pole to pole. 86o 
W h o fees but is confounded, or convinc'd? 
Renounccs reafon, or a God adores ? 
I\Iankind was fent into the world to fee : 
Sight gives the fcience needful to their peace; 
T h a t obvious fcience aíks fmall learning's aid. 865 
Wouldft thou on metaphyfic pinions foar ? 
Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns ? 
Or travei hiílory's enormous round? 
Nature no fuch hard taík enjoins: lhe gave 
A make to man direílive of his thought; 870 

A make fet upright, pointing to the Ílars, 
A s who lhall fay, " Read thy chief lellòn there." 
T o o late to read this manufcript of heaven, 

• When, like a parchment-fcroll, (hrunk up by (hmes, 
It folds torenzo 's leflbn from his fight 875 

Leffon how various! not the God alone, 
I fee his miniíters; I fee, diífus'd 
In radiant orders, eíTences fubiime, 
Of various offices, of various plume, 



In heav'nly liveries diftinftly clad, 88o 
Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold, 
Or ali commix'd; they ftand, with wings outfpread, 
I,ift'ning to catch the Maíter's leaft command, 
A n d fiy thro' nature ere the moment ends; 
Numbers innumerable!—Weli coneeiv'd 885 
By Pagan and by Chriftian ! 0'er each fphere 
1'refides an angel to direít its courfe, 
A n d feed, or fan, its fiames, or to difcharge 
Other high trufts unknown : for who can fee 
Sueli pomp of matter, and imagine mind, 890 
For which alone inanimate was made, 
More fparingly difpens'd ? that nobler fon, 
Far liker the great S i r e ! — ' T i s thus the fkies 
Inform us of fuperiors numberlefs, 
A s much, in excellcnce, above mankind, 895 
A s above earth, in magnitude, the fpheres. 
Thefe, as a cloud o f witnefles, hang o'er us. 
In a throng'd theatre are ali our deeds. 
1'erhaps a thoufand demigods defcend 
On ev'ry beàm we fee to walk with men. 900 
A w f u l refleítión! ftrong reftraint from ill! 

Yet here our virtue finds ftill ftronger aid 
From thefe ethereal glories fenfe furveys. 
Something, like magic, ftrikes from this blue vaul t : 
VVith juft attention is it view'd ? we feel 905 

A fudden fuccour, unimplor'd, unthought. 
Nature herfelf does half the work of man. 



Seis, livers, mountains, foreíls, defeitá, rocks, 
T h e promontory's height, the jdeptli profound 
O f fubtcrranean excavated grots, 910 
B!ack-brow'd, and rauíted high, and yawning wide, 
From Nature's ftruflure, or the fcoop of time; 
If àniple of dimenfion, vaíl of fize, 
J'v'n thefe i n aggrandizing impulíè give. 
Of folemn tliought enthufiaílic heights 915 

Ev'11 thefe infufe But what of vafl in thefe? 
N o t h i n g — o r we muíl own the íkies forgot. 
Much lefs in a r t . — V a i n A r t ! thou pigmy power! 
How doíl thou f^ell, and ílrut, with human pride, 
T o íhew thy littlenefs! What cbildiíh toys, 920 
T h y watrycolumns fquirted to the clouds! 
T h y bafon'd livers and imprifon'd fcas'. 
T h y mountains moulded into forms of meu! 
T h y hundred gated Capitais! or thòfe 
Where three dàys' travei left us much to ride; 9:5 
Gazing on miracles by mortais wrought, 
Arches triumphal, theatres immenfe, 
O r nodding gardens pendent in mid air! 
Or temples proud to meet their gods half-way! 
Yet thefe affeíl us in no common k ind: ç j o 

W h a t then the force pf fuch íbpérior feenes? 
Enter a tcinplè, it will ílrike an awe: 
W h a t awe from this the Deity has built ? 
A good man feen, tho' lilent, counfel gives: 
T h e touch'd fpeílator wiíljes to be wife. 935 



In a Inight mii ror his own hands havc made, 
Here we fee fomethiirglike the face of .God. 
^eems it not then enougli to fay, Lorenzo, 
_'o man abandon'd, " Had thou fcen the íkies?" 

A n d yet fo thwartcd Nature's kind deíign 943 
By daring man, he makes her facred awe 
(That guard from il!) his íhelter, his temptation 
T o more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celeílial Art 's intent. T h e trembling ftars 
See crimes gigantic, íialking thro1 the gloom 945 
With front ereít, that hide their hcad by day, 
And making night tlill darker by their dceds. 
SlumbVing in ccvert1, till the íbades defcend, 
Rapine and Murder,1 link'd, now prowl for prey. 
T h e mifer earths his treafurc, and the tliief, 951» 
Watching the mole, half-beggars him cre mern. 
Now plots and foul Confpiracies awake, 
A n d , muffling up their horrors from the moon, 
Iíavoc ar.d dcvaflation they prepare, 
A n d kingdoms tott'iing in the field of blood. 955 
Now fons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What íhall I do ?—fupjírcfs it ? or proclaim ? — 
Why íieeps the thunder ? Now, Lorenzo! now 
His beít friend*s coucb the rank adulterer 
Afcends fecure, and laughs at gods and men. 960 
PrepoftVous madmen, void of fear or íliame, 
Lay their crimes bare to thefe chaíle cyes of Heav'n, 
Yet íhrink and íliuddcr at a merta"s fight. 



Were moon and ftajs for villains only maáe 
T o guide, yet fcreen tliem, with tenebrious light ? 965 
N o ; they were made to faíhion the fublime 
Of human hearts, and wifer make the wife. 

T h o f e endswere anfwer'd once, when mortais liv'd 
Of ftronger wing, of aquiline afcent, 
In theory fublime. O how unlike 970 
Thofe vermine of the night, this moment fung, 
W h o crawl on earth, and on her venom feed! 
Thofe ancient fages, human ftars! they met 
Their brothers of the íkies at midnight hóur, 
Their counfel aík'd, and what they aík'd obey'd. 975 
T h e Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank 
T h e poifon'd bowl, and he of Tufculum, 
W i t h him of Corduba (immortal names!) 
In thefe unbounded and Elyfian walks, 
A n area fit for gods and godlike men, 98a 
They took their nightly round, thro' radiant paths, 
By feraphs trod; inftrufted, chiefly, thus, 
T o tread in their bright footfteps here below, 
T o walk in worth ftill brighter than the íkies. 
There they contraíled their contempt of earth ; 985 
O f hopes eternal kindled there the fire; 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew 
(Great vifitants!) more intimate with God, 
More worth to men, more joyous to themfelves. 
Thro ' various virtues they, with ardour, ran 090 
Tlie zodiac of their leârn'd illuftrious iives. 
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In Chriftian hearts O for a Pagan zeal! 
A needful, but opprobrious pray'r! as much 
Our ardour lefs, as greater is our light. 
How monílrous this in morais! Scarce more ílrange 
Would this phenomcnon in nature flrike, 996 
A fun that froze her, or a fiar that warm'd. 

What taught thefe heroes of the moral world ? 
T o thefe thou giv'fl thy praife, give credit too. 
Thefe doflors ne'er were pcnfion'd to deceivc thee, 
A n d Pagan tutors are thy ta í l c .—They taught i o c i 
That narrow views betray to mifery; 
That wife it is to comprehend the whole; 
That virtue rofe from Nature, ponder'd well, 
The fingle bafe of virtue built to hcav'n; 1005 

That God and Nature our attention clairn; 
That Nature is the glafs refleíling God, 
A s by the (ea reflcílcd is the fun, 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his fphere; 
That mind immortal loves immortal aims; 1010 
That boundlefs mind atTefls a boundlefs fpace; 
That vali furveys, and the fublime of things, 
The foul aífimilate, and make her great; 
That, therefore, Heav'n her glories, as a fuud 
Of infpiration, thus fprcads out to man. 1015 

Such are their doílrines; fuch the Night infpir'd. 
And what more true ? what truth of greater wcight' 

The foul of man was made to walk the íkies, 
Rclightful outlet of her prifon here! 
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There, difiricumber'd from her chains, the ties IOJO 
Of toys terreftrial, file can rove at large; 
There freely can refpire, dilate, extend, 
In full proportion let loofe ali her powers, 
A n d , undeluded, grafp at fomething great. 
Nor as a ftranger does lhe wandçr there, 
But, wonderful herfelf, thro' wonder ftrsys; 
Contemplating their grandeur, finds her o w n ; 
I)ives deep in their economy divine, 
Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 
A n d , like a mafter, judges not amifs. 1030 

Hence greatly pleas'd, and juftly proud, the foul 
Grows confcious of her birth celeílial; breathcs 
More life, more vigour, in her nativc air, 
A n d feels herfelf at liome among the ftars, 
A n d , feeling, emulates her country's praife. 1035 

What cal! we, then, the firmament, L o r e n z o . ' — 
A s earth the body, fince the flúes fuftain 
T h e foul with food that gives immortal life, 
Call it the noble pafture of the mind, 
Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and exults,IC4Q 
A n d riots thro' the luxuries of thought. 
Call it the garden of the Deity, 
Bloflom'd with ftars, redundant in the growth 
O f fruit ambrofial, moral fruit to man. 
Ca' l it the breaftplate of the true High-prieft, 1045 
Ardent with gerns óracular, that give, 



In poínts of higheft moment, right refponfe;] 
A n d ill negleíted, if we prize our peace. 

Thus have we found a true aftrology ; 
T h u s have we found a ncw and noble fenfe, ICJO 
In which alone ílars govern human fates. 

0 that the ílars (as fome have feign'd) l.et fali 
Bloodlbed, and havoc, on embattled realms, 
A n d relcu'd monarchs from fo black a guilt'! 
Bourbon! this wiíh how gen'rous In a foé! 1055 
Wouldft thou be great, wouldít thou become a god, 
A n d fljck thy deathlefs name am.ong the ílars, 
For mighty conqueíts on a needtfc'*- point 
Inflead of forging chains for foreigners, 
Baílile thy tutor; grandeur ali thy aim ? iofio 
A s yet thou know'ft not what it is. How great, 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man, 
When in it ali the ftars and planets roll! ' 
A n d what it feems it is. Great objeíls make 
Great minds, enlarging as their vievys enlarge ; IC65 
Thofe ílill more godlike as thefe more divine. 

«And more divine than thefe thou canil not fee. 
Dazzled, o'erpow.'r'd, with the deliçious draught 
Of mifcellaneous fplendours, how I reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end ! 
A n Eden this! a Paradife unloft! 1 0 7 ! 

1 meet the Deity in cv'ry view, 
A n d tremble at my nakednefs bcforc him! 
O that I couUl but reach the tree of life! 
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For heré it grows unguarded from our tafle; 1075 
N o flaming fword denics our entrance herc : 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 

Lorenzo! much of moral haft thou feen : 
Of curious arts art thou more f o n d ! then mark 
T h e mathematic glories of the Íkies, 1080 

In number, weight, and meafure, ali ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's boafted builders, Chance and Fate, 
A r e left to finilh his aerial towers; 
Wifdom and Choice their well-known c liara flcrs 
Here deep imprefs, and claim it for their own. 1085 
T h o ' fplendid ali, no fplendour void of ufe. 
Ufe rivais beauty, art contends with power; 
N o wanton wafle amid effufe expenfe, 
T h e great Económift adjufting ali 
T o prudent pomp, magnificently wife. IC9Q 

How rich the profpeít! and for ever n e w ; 
A n d neweft to the man that views it moft; 
For newer ílill in infinite fucceeds. 
Then thefe aerial racers, O how fwift ! 
How the íhaft loitersfrom the ftrongeft ftring! 1095 
Spirit álone can diftance the career. 
Orb above orb afcending without end! 
Cifcle in circle, without end, inclos*d ! 
Wheel within wheel, Ezekiel! like to thine! 
L ike thine, it feems a vifion o r a drcam; IIOO 

T h o ' feen, we labonr to believe it true! 
What involution! what extent! what A « r m s 
O f worlds, that laugh at earth! inimenfelj' great! 



Immenfely diftant from each other's fpheres! 
What , then, the wondrous fpace thro'which they roll ? 
A t once it quite ingulfs ali human thought; I i c ó 
'Tis Comprehenfion's abfolute defcat. 

Nor think thou feeft a wild diforder here : 
Thro' this illuftrious chãos to the light, 
Arrangement neat, and chafteft order, reign. I I 1 0 
T h e 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 difiolv'd, 
A n d fet the feeming marry'd planets free! 1 1 1 5 
T h e y rove for ever, without error rove; 
Confufion unconfus'd! nor lefs admire 
This tumult untucnultuons; ali on wing! 
In motion ali! yet what profound repofe! 
What fervid aftion, yet no noife! as aw'd H 2 0 
T o frlence by the prefence of their L o r d ; 
Or hulh'd, by his command, in love to man, 
A n d bid let fali foft beams on human reft, 
Reftlefs themfelvcs. On yon' ccrulean plain, 
In exultation to their God and thine, 1125 

They dance, they f:ng eternal jubilee, 
Eternal celebration of his praife. 
But fince their fong arrives not at our car, 
Their dance perplex'd exhibits to the fight 
Fair hieroglyphic of his peerlefs power. I I 3 0 
Mark how the Iabyrinthian turns they take, 

N iij 



T h e circles intricate, and myíl ic maze, ' 

Weave the grand cipher of Omnipotence; 

T o gods how great! how legible to m a n ! 

Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder ílil l? I I J J 

Where are the pillars that fupport the íkies? 

W h a t more than Atlantean íhoulder props 

T h ' incumbent Ioad ? what magic, what flrange art, 

In fluid air thefe pond'rous orbs fuílains ? 

W h o would not think them hung in golden chains ? — . 

A n d fo they a r e ; in the high will of Heav'n, 1 1 4 1 

W h i c h fixes a l i ; makes adamant of air, 

O r air o f a d a m a n t ; makes ali of nought, 

O r nought of ali , if fuch the dread decree. 

Imagine from their deep foundations torn I I 4 5 

T h e moíl gigantic fons of earth, the broad 

A n d tow'ring A l p s , ali tofs 'd into the fea; 

A n d , light as down, or volatile as air, 

The ir bulks enormous dancing on the wa*es, 

In time and meafnre exquií i te; while ali I I5Q 

T h e winds, in emulation of the fpheres, 

T u n e their fonorous inílruments a loft , 

T h e conccrt fwell , and animate the bali. 

W o u l d this appear amazing ? what then worlds 

In a far thinner element fuílaiu'd, I I 5 5 

A n d aftiilg the fame part with greater íkill , 

More rapid movement, and for nobleíl ends ? 

More obvious ends to pafs, are not thefe ílars 

T h e feats majeílic, proud imperial throncs, 

O n which angelic delegates of heav'n, t l í o 



A t certaiii periods, as the SovVeign nods, 
Difcharge high trufts of vengeance or of love, 
T o clothe in outward graudeur grand defign, 
A n d afts moft folemn ftill more folemnize 
Ye Citizcns of air 1 what ardent thauks, 1165 
W h a t full effuíinn of the grateful heart, 
Is due from man, indu!g'd in fuch a l ight! 
A íight fo noble! and a fight fo kind! 
It drops new truths at every new furvey! 
Feels not Lorenzo fomething ftir within, 11*0 
T h a t fweeps away ali period ? As thefe fpheres 
Meafure duratíon, they no lefs infpire 
The godlike hope of ages without end. 
T h e boundlefs fpace, thro' which thefe rovers take 
Their reftlefs roam, fuggefts the fifter-tbought 1 i 75 
O f boundlefs time. Thus by kind Nature's íkill, 
T o man unlabour'd, that important gueft, 
Eternity, finds entrance at the íight; 
A n d an eternity for man ordain'd, 
Or thefe his deftin'd midnight counfellors, II80 
T h e ftars, had never whifper'd it to man. 
Nature infornis, but ne'er infuits, her fons : 
Could (he, then, kindle the moft ardent wiíh 
T o difappoint i t : — T h a t is blafphemy. 
T h u s of thy creed a fccond article, 1185 
Momentous as th ' exiftence of a God, 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought, 

A n d thou may'íl rcad thy íbul immortal here. 



Here, then, Lorenzo! on thefe glories dwell, 

N o r want the gilt, illuminated roof, I i y o 

T h a t calls the wretched gay to dark delights. 

AlTemblies ? — t h i s is one divinely br ight ; 

Here , unendangcr'd in health, wealth, or fame, 

Range thro' the faireft, and the Sultan fcorn. 

Me, wife as thou, no Crefcent holds fo fair l i y j 

A s that which on his turbant awes a world, 

A n d thinks the moon is proud to copy htm. 

L o o k on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 

A mind fnperior to the charms of power. 

T h o u mufíled in delufions of this l i fe! 1200 

Can yonder moon tnrn Ocean in his bed 

From fide to fide in conftant ebb and flow, 

A n d purify from ftcnch his watry realms, 

A n d fails her moral influence? wants lhe power 

T o turn Lorenzo 's ftubborn tide of thought I20J 

From ílagnating on earth's infefted fliore, 

A n d purge from nuifance his corrupted heart ? 

Fails her attraflion w hen it draws to heav'n ? 

N a y , and to what thou valu'íl more, earth's joy ? 

Minds clevate, and panting for unfeen, u i o 

A n d defecate from fenfe, alone obtain 

Full reliíh of exiftence unde(low'r'd, 

T h e life of life, the zeft of worldly blifs; 

A l i elfe on earth a m o u n t s — t o what ? to this, 

" BaJ to be fuíTer'd, bleffings to be l e f t : " I2IJ 

Earth's richeft inventory boaíls no more. 



Oí higher feenes. be then the call obcy'd. 
O let me gaze!—-of gazing therc's no end. 
O let me thjnk!-—thought, too, is wilder'd here; 
In mid-way flight Imaginatíon tires; 1222 

Vet foon reprunes her wing to foar anew, 
Her poiíit unable to forbear or gain; 
So great the pleafure, fo profound the plan 
A banquet tlijs whére men and angels meet, 
Eat the larae manna, mingle earth and heaven. I22J 
How diflant fome of thefe noüurnal funs I 
So diílant (fays the fage) 'twere nótabfurd 
T o doubt if beams, fet out at Nature's birth, 
A r e yet arriv'd at this fo foreign world, 
'l 'ho' nothing half fo rapid as their (light. 1230 
A n eye of awe and wonder let me roll, 
A n d roll for ever. W h o can (ãtiate fight 
In fuch a fcene ? in fuch an oeean wide 
Of deep aíloniíhment? whereUcpth, height,£readth 
A r e loíl in their extremes; and where tó count 1235 
T h e thick-fown glories in this field of fire, 
Perhaps a feraph's computation fails. 
Now go, Ambitidn! boaft thy boundlefs might 
In conqueft o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

A n d yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 12 40 
T o give his tott'ring faith a folid bafe. 
W h y call for lefs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theology; 
What is a miracle . '—' t i s a reproach, 



'T is an iroplicit fatire on mankind, 1245 
A n d while it fatisfies it cenlures too. 
T o conimon-fenfe great Nature*s courfe proclaims 
A Deity. When mankind falls ailecp, 
A miracle is fent as an alarm 

T o wake the world, and prove him o'er again, IJJO 
By recent argument, but not more ftrong. 
Say which imports more plenitude of power, 

Or Nature's laws to fix, or to repeal ? 
T o make a fun, or ítop his mid career ? 
T o countermand his orders, and fend back I1JS 
T h e fiaming courier to the frighted Eaft, 
War.m'd and altonilh'd athis 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; ftill greater to create. II60 
From Adam's bow'r look down thro'the whole train 
Of miracles;—refiftlefs is their power ? 
They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind, 
Than this, call'd unmiraculous furvey, 
If duly weigh'd, if rationally fee o, I l 6 j 
If feen with human eyes. T h e brute, indeíd, 
Sees nough t but fpangles here; the fool no more. 
Say'ft thou, " The courfe of Nature governs a l i : " 
T h e courfe of Nature is the art of God. 
T h e miracles thou call'ft for this atteíl ; H JO 
For fay, could Nature Nature's courfí control ? 



But, miracles apart, who fees him not 
Nature's Controller, Autlior, Guide, and End ? 
W h o turns his eye on Nature's midnight face, 
But muíl inquire--" What hand behind the fcene, 1175 
" What arm Almighty , put thele wheeling globes 
" In motion, ánd wound up the vali machine ? 
" Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious orbs? 
" Who bowl'dtliem flaming thro'the dark profound, 
" Num'rous as g l i t fr ing gemsof morning-dew, u 8 o 
" Or fparin from populous cities in a blaze, 
" A n d fet the bofom of Old Night on tire, 
" Peopled her defert, and made Horror fmile : " 
Or if the militai-y flyle delights thee, 1284 

(For ílars have fouglit their battles, lcagu'd with man) 
" Whomaríhalsthisbrighthoíl? enrolstheirnames, 
" Appoints their poíl, their marches, and returns, 
" Punílual, at ílated periods? who diíbands 

Thefe vet'ran troops, their final duty done, 
" If e'er diíbanded ? " — H e whofe potent word, I í j o 
L i k e the loud trumpet, levy'd firíl their powers 
In Night's inglorious empire, where they ílept 
In beds of darknefs; arm'd them with fierce flames; 
Arrang'd, and difciplin'd, and cloth'd in gold, 
A n d call'd them out of Chãos to the field, 12J5 
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let us join this army! joining thefe 
Will give us hearts intrepid^it that hour 
When biighter flames üialljfut a daçker n i g h t ; 



When thefe flrong demonftrations of a' God 13CO 
Shall hide their heáds, or tumble from their fpheres, 
A n d one eternal curtain cover ali! 

Struck at that thought, as new-awak'd, I lift 
A more enlighten'd eye, and read the ftars 
T o man ftill more propitious, and their aid 1305 
(Tho ' guiltlefs o f idolatry) implore, 
Nor longer rob them of their noblefl name. 
O ye Dividers of my time! ye bright 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years, 
In your fair kalendar diíliníUy mark'd! 1310 

Since that authentic, radiant regifter, 
T h o ' man infpeíts it not, ftands good againft h im; 
Since you and years rol! on, tho' man ftands ftill, 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
M y trembling heart to wifdom, now beyond 1315 
A l i lhadow of exeufe for fooling on. 
A g e fmooths our path to prndence; fweeps afíde 
T h e fnares keen appetite and paflion fpread 
T o catch ftray fouls; and woe to that gray head 
Whofe folly would undo what age has done! 1310 
A i d , then, aid, ali ye S t a r s ! — M u c h rathc-r thou, 
Great Art i f t ! thou whofe finger fet aright 
T h i s exquifite machine, with ali its wheels, 
T h o ' intervol»'d, exaf l , and pointing out 
Life 's rapid and irrevocable flight 1325 

With fuch an index fair as none can mifs 
W h o lifts an eye, nor íleops till it is clos'd ; 



Open mine eye, dread Deity! to read 
The tacit doítrine of thy works; to fee 
Things as they are, unalter'd thro' the glafs 1330 
Of worldly wilhes. Time, eternity! 
( 'Tis thefe mifmeafur'd ruin ali mankind) 
Set them before me; let me lay them both 
In eqvial fcale, and learn their various weight. 
I.ct time appear a moment, as it is, 1335 
A n d let eternity's full orb, at once, 
Turn on my foul, and ftrike it into heav'n. 
When lhall I fee far more than charms me now, 
Gaze on creation's model in thy breaft 
Unveil'd, nor wonder at the tranfcript more ? 1340 
When this vile, foreign duft, which fmothers ali 
That travei earth's deep vale, lhall I lhake off ? 
When lhall my foul her incarnation quit, 
A n d , reádopted to thy bUfs'd embrace, 
Obtain her apotheofis in thee.' 1345 

Doft think, Lorenzo, this is wand'ring wide ? 
N o ; 'tis direftly ftriking at the mark. 
T o wake thy dead devotion * was my point; 
A n d how I blefs Night's confecrating lhades, 
Which to a temple turn an univerfe, 135a 

Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven, 
A n d antidote the peftilential earth! 
In ev'ry ftorm that either frowns or falls, 
What an afylum has the foul in pray'r! 

* Ver, 610, 
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A n d what a fane is this in which to pray! 1355 
A n d what a God muft dwell in fuch a fane! 
O what a genius muft inform the íkies! 
A n d is Lorenzo's falamander-hcart 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid thefe facred fires ? 
V ye nocturnal Sparks ! ye glowing Embers, I360 
On heav'n'sbroadhcarth! ívhoburn, or burn no more, 

W h o blaze, or dip, as great Jehovah's breath 
()r blows you or forbears, aflift my f o n g ; 
Pour your whole influence; exorcife his heart, 
:;o long poííefs'd, and bring him back to man. 1365 

A n d is Lorenzo a demúrrer ftill? 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteft 
'Truths which, contefted, put thy parts to íhame : 
Nor íhame they more Lorenzo's head than heart, 
A faithlefs heart, how defpicably fmall! 1370 
'I"oo ftrait aught great or gen'rous to receive! 
!Fill'd with an atom ! fill'd and foul'd with fèlf! 
And.felf-miftaken! felf, that lafts an hour! 
Inftiníts and paflions of the nobler kind 
L i e fuffocated there, or they alone, 1375 

lleafon apart, would wake h gli hope, and open, 
'i 'o ravi(h'd thought, that intelleítual fphere 
Where Order, Wifdom, Goodncfs, Providence, 
Their endlefs miracles of lave difplay, 
A n d promife ali the truly great defire. 1380 

T h e mind that would be happy muft be great; 
Great ir. its wiüics, great in its furveys. 



Extended views a narrow mind cxtend, 
Pulh out its corrugate, expanfrve make, 
Which, ere long, more than planets lhall cmbrace. 
A man of compafs makes a man of worth. I 
Divine contemplate, and become divine. 

A s man was made for glory and for blifs, 
A H littlenefs is in approach to woe. 
Open thy bofom, fet thy wifhcs wide, 1 3 5 ° 
And let in manhood; let in happinefs ; 
A d m i t theboundlcfs theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to God, which makes a man. 
Take God from Nature, nothing great is lef t ; 
Mao's mind is in a pit, and nothing fees; 1395 
Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound; ere£t thine eye ; 
See thy diftrefs! how clofe art thou befieg'd ! 
Eefieg'd by Nature, the proud fceptie's foe! 
Inclos'd by thefe innumerable worlds, 1400 

Sparkling conviítion on the darkeft mind, 
A s in a golden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, fure captive of belief! 
From this thy blefs'd captivity what art, 
What blafphemy to reafon, fets thee free! 1405 
This fcene is H e a v V s indulgent violcnce; 
Canil thou bear up againft this tide of glory ? 
What is earth bofom'd in thefe ambient orbs, 
Eut faith in God impos'd, and prefs'd on man ? 
Dar'í l thou ftill litigate thy defp'rate caufe, 1410 
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Spite of thefe num'ròus, awful witneíTes, 
A n d doubt the depofition of the íkies ? 
O how laborious is thy way to ruin! 

Laborious.' 'tis impraíticable quite: 
T o fmk beyond a doubt in this debate, I 4 I J 
W i t h ali its wcight of wifdom and of will, 
A n d crime flagitious, I defy a fool. 
Some wi(h they did, but no man diíbelieves. 
God is a fpirit; fpirit cannot ftrike 
Thefe grofs material organs; God by man 1410 
A s much is feen, as man a God can fee, 
In thefe aftoniíhing exploits of power. 
W h a t order, beauty, motion, diílance, fize! 
Concertion of deíign, how exquifite! 
How complicate in their divine police! I42J 

A p t 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, 
A n d leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 1430 

Lorenzo! this may feem harangue to t h e e ; 
Such ali is apt to feem that tlnvarts our will. 
A n d doft thou, then, demand a fimple proof 
O f this great mafter mofai of the íkies, 
Uníkill 'd, or difinclin'd, to read it there ? 1435 
Since 'tis the bafis, and ali drops without it, 
T a k e it in one compaft, unbroken chain. 
Such proof infifts ort an aftentivç ear, 



'Twil l not make one amid a mob of thoughts, 
A n d for thy notice ftruggle with the world. 1440 
Retire ; — t h e world (hut o u t ; — t h y thoughts call 
Imagination's airy wing r e p r e f s ; — [home;—— 
I.ock up thy fenfes ;—let no paflion ftir;— 
Wake ali to Reafon ; — l e t her reign a l o n e ; — 
Then in thy foul's deep filencc, and the depth 1445 
Of Nature's filencc, midnight, thus inquire, 
A s I liave done, and íhall inquire no more. 
In Nature's channel thus the queílions run. 

" W h a t a m l ? and from whence ? — I nothing know 
" But that I am ; and íince I am, conclude 14,50 
" Something eternal: had there e'er bcen nought, 
" Nought ftill had heen : eternal there muft b e . — 
" But what eternal? Why not human race? 
" A n d Adam's anceftors without an cnd ? — 
" That 's hard to be conceivVl, fince ev'ry link 1455 
" Of that long-chain'd fucceííion is fo frail. 
" Can ev'ry part depend, and not the whole ? 
" Yet grant it true, new difficulties rife; 
" l 'm ftill quite out at fea, nor fee the íhore. 1459 
" Whence earth, and thefe bright orbs?—Eternal 
" Grant matter was eternal, ftill thefe orbs [too ? — 
" Would want fome other f a t h e r ; — m u c h defign 
" Is fecnin ali their motions, al^ their makes. 
" Defign implies intelligence and art ; 1464 

" That can't be from themfelves—or man: that art 
" Man fcarce can comprehend, could men beftow ? 
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" A n d nothing greater yet allow'd than m a n . — 
" W h o motion, foreigti to the fmalleíl grain, 
" Shot thro' vaft mafles of enormous weight ? 
" Who bid brute matter's reftjve lump afTume 1470 
" Sueli various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? 
" Has matter innate motion ? then each atom, 
" Aíferting its indifputable right 
" T o dance, would form an univerfe of d u l l : 1474 
" Has matter n o n e t h e n whence thefe glorious forms 
" A n d boundlefs flights from lhapelefs and repos'd í . 
" Has matter more than motion ? has it thought, 
" 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, 
" W h o think a clod inferior to a man! 
" If art to form, and counfel to conduft, 

And that with greater far than human (kill, 
" Refides not in each b l o c k , — a Godhead re igt ís .— 
" Grant, then, invifible, eternal Mind; 1486 

" That granted, ali is folv'd : — b u t granting that, 
" Draw I not o'er me a ílill darker cloud ? 
" Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive? 
" A being without origin or e n d ! — 149° 
" Hail, human Liberty! there is no G o d — 

Yet why ? on either fcheme that knot fubfiíls; 
" Sublifl it muft in God or human race; 
" .if the laft, how mar.y kcots befide, 



" Indifloluble ali ? — w h y cbuie it there 1495 
" Where, chofen, ílill fubfift ten thoufand more.' 
" Rejeít it where, that chofen, ali the reft, 
" Difpers'd, leave Reaíòn's whole horizon dcar ? 
" This is not Reafon's diítate; Reafon fays, 
" Clofe with the fide where onegrain turns the fcale. 
" What vaft preponderance is here! can Reafon 1501 
" With louder voice exclaim—Bclieve a God ? 
" A n d reafon heard, is the fole mark of man. 
" What things impoíTible muft man think true 
" On any other fyftem.' and how ftrange 1505 
" T o diibelive thro' mere credulity!" 

If in this chain Lorenzo finds no flaw, 
Let it for ever bind him to belief. 
A n d where the link in which a flaw he finds ? 
A n d 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! 
A n d hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
T h o ' little, on the footftool of his throne! 1 5 I J 

That little gem how large! A weight let fali 
From a fix'd Itar, in ages can it reach 
This diftant earth Say, then, Lorenzo ? where, 
Where ends this mighty building? where begin 
T h e fuburbs of creation ? where the wall I J 2 0 
Whofe battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-exiftence, Nothing's ftrange abode! 



Say at what point of fpace Jehovah dropp'd 
His (lacken'd line, and laid his balance b y ; 
Weigh'd worlds, and meafur'd infiniteno more? 13 25 
Where rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extramundane head ? and fays to gods, 
In charaíters illuftrious as the fun, 
" I ftand, the plan's proud pcriod; I pronounce 
" T h e work accompli(li'd; the creation clos'd : 1530 
" Shout, ali ye Gods! nor lhotit, ye Gods, alone; 
" Of ali that lives, or, if devoid of life, 
" That refts, or rolls; ye Heights andDepths,refound! 
" Rc£bund!rdbnnd!yeDepthsandHeights,refound!" 

Hard are thofe queftioris!—-anfwer harder ílill. 1535 
Is this the fole e::ploit, the fingle birth, 
T h e 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, IJ40 
Brother-creations the dark bowels bnrft 
Of Night primeval, barren now no more ? 
A n d he the central fun, tranfpietcing ali 
Thofe giant-generations which difport, 
A n d dance as motes, in his meridian ray, 1545 
T h a t ray withdrawn, benighted, or abforb'd 
In that abyfs of horror whence they fprung; 
While Chãos triumphs, repolTcft of ali 
Rival Creation ravi(li'd from his throne? 
Chãos! of Nature both the womb and grave! 1550 



Think ' f t thou my fcheme, Lorenzo, fpreads too 
fs this e x t r a v a g a n t . ' — N o ; this is ju f t ; [wide? 
Juft in conjeíture, tho' 'twere falfe in fai l . 
If 'tis an error, 'tis an error fprung 
From noble root, high thought of the moft High.1555 
But wherefore error ? who can prove it fuch ? — 
He that car. fet Omnipotence a bound. 
Can man conceive beyond what God can do 
Nothing but quite impofíible is hard. 
He fummons into being, with like eafe, 1560 

A whole creation, and a fingle grain. 
Speaks he the word ? a thoufand worlds are born! 
A thoufand worlds ? there's fpace for millions more; 
A n d in what fpace can his great fiat fail ? 
Condemn me not, cold Critic! but indulge 1.565 
T h e warm imagination : why condemn! 
W h y not indulge fuch thoughts as fweil our hearts 
With fuller admiration of that Power 
W h o gives our hearts with fuch high thoughts to fwell? 
W h y not indulge in his augmented praife ? 70 

Darts not his glory a ftill brighter ray, 
T h e lefs is left to Chãos and the realms 
O f hideous Night, where Fancy ftrays aghaft, 
A n d , tho' moft talkative, makes no report ? 

Still fecms my thought enormous ? think a g a i n ; — 
Experience felf (hall aid thy lame belief. I J / 6 

GlalTes, (that revelation to the f ight!) 
Have they not led us in the deep difclofij 



Of fine-fpun Nature, exqutfitely fmall, 
A n d , tho' demonftrated, ftill ill-conceiv'd ? 
If , then, on the reverfe the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
T o keepi the balance, and creation poife ? 
D e f e í l alone can err on fuch ã theme : 
W h a t is too great, if we the caufe furvey ? 
Stupendoijs Architeft! thou,-thou art ali! 
My foul fiics up and down in thoughts of thee, 
A n d finds herfelf but at the centre ftill! 
I A m thy name! exiftence ali thine own! 
Creation's nothing, (latter'd much if ftyl'd 
" T h e th.in, the. fleeting atmofpliere of God." 

O for thí Voice—of what.,'of whom ? — w h a t 
Can anfwer to my wants,. in fuch afcent 
A s dares to dcem one univerfe too fmall ? 
Tel l me; Lorenzo! (for now Faficy glows, 
Fir'd in the vortcx.of almighty power) 
ls not this home creation, 111 tlie map 
Of univerfjil Nature, as a fpeck, 
L ike fair Britannia, in our little bali; 
Exceeding fair, aad glorious, for its fize, 
But, elfewhere, far outmeafur'd, far outlhone 
I11 fancy (for the faít beyond us lies) 
Catift thou not figure it, an iíle, almoft 
T o o fmall for notice in the vaft of being; 
fiever'd by mighty fcas of unbuilt fpace 
Fíom other irealms; from ample continents 



Of higher life, where nohler natives dwel l ; 
Lefs nort.hern, lefs remote from Deity, 
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme, 
Where fouls in excellence make hafle, put forth 
Luxuriant growths, nor the Iate autumn wait 1611 
Of human worth, but ripen foon to gods ? 

Yet why drown Fancy in fueh depths os thefe ! 
Return, prefumptuous Rover ! and confefs 
T h e bounds of man, nor blame them, as too fmalf. 
Enjoy we not full feope in what is feen ? 1616 
Full ample the dominions of the fun 1 

Full glorious to bchold! how far, how wjde, 
T h e matchlefs monarch from his ílaming throne, 
Laviíh of luflre, throws his beams about him, 1620 
Farther and fafler than a thought can fiy, 
A n d feeds his planets with eternal firesl 
This HeliopoFs, by greater far 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile was built, 
A n d hc alone who built it can deítroy. 1625 

Beyond this city why ftrays human thought ? 
One wonderful enough for man to know ! 
One infinite enough for man to range! 
One firmament enough for man to read! 
O what voluminous inftruítion here! 1630 
What page of wifdom is deny'd him none, 
If lcarning his chieíf leíTon makes him wife. 
Nor is ihílruíliòn here our only gain; 
Thejtf dwells a noble patl.os in the íkies, 



Which warms our paílions, profelytes our hearts. 
How eloquently íhines the glowing pole! 1636 
W i t h what authority it gives its charge, 
Remonftrating great trutfis in ftyle fublime, 
T h o ' filent, loud! heard earth around ; above 
T h e planets heard; and not unheard in hell; 1640 
Hell has her wonder, tho' too proud to praife. 
Is earth, then, more infernal ? has lhe thofe 
W h o neither praife (Lorenzo !) nor admire ? 

Lorenzo's admiration, prc-engag'd, 
Ne'er aík'd the moon one queftion; never held 
Leaft correfpondence with a fingle ftar; 1646 

Ne'er rear'd an altar to the Queen of heaven 
Walking in hrightnefs, or her train ador'd. 
Their fublunary rivais have long fince 
Engrofs'd his whole devotion ; ftars malign, 1560 
Which made the fond aftronomer run mad, 
Darken his intelleít, corrupt his heart; 
Caufe him to facrifice his fame and peace 
T o momentary madnefs, call'd Delight: 
Idolater more grofs than ever kifs'd 1655 

T h e liftcd hand to Luna, or pour'd out 
T h e blood to Jove ! — O thou, to whom belongs 
A l i facrifice ! O thou great Jove unfeign'd ! 
Divine Inftruftor! thy firft volume this 
For man's perufal; ali in capitais! 1660 
In moon and ftars (heav'n's golden alphabet!) 
Emblaz'd to feize the fight, who runs may read; 
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W h o reads can underíland. 'Tis unconfin'd 
T o Chriftian land or Jewry; fairly writ, 
In language univerfal, to mankind; 1665 

A language lofty to the learn'd, yet plain 
T o thofe that feed the flock, or guide the plough, 
Or from his huík ílrike 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 íkies, 
A s prefuppofing his firft leílòn there, 
A n d Scripture ' f t l f a fragment, that unread. 
Stupendous book of wildom to the wife! 
Stupendous book! and open'd, Night! by thee. 1675 

By thee much open'd, I confefs, O N i g h t ! 
Y e t more I wifh ; but how lhall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle N i g h t ! whofe modeft, maiden beams, 
Give us a new creation, and prefent 
T h e world's great piíture foften'd to the fight; 1680 
N a y , kinder far, far more indulgent ílill, 
Say thou, whofe mild dominion's filver key 
Unlocks our hcmifphere, and fets to view 
Worlds beyond number, worlds conceal'd by day 
Behind the proud and envious ftar of noon! 1685 
Canil thou not draw a deeper fcene,—and íhew 
T h e Mighty Potentate to whom belong 
Thefe rich regalia, pompouíly difplay'd 
T o kindle that high hope? Like him of U z , 
I gaze around, I fearch on ev'ry f i d e — 1690 
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0 for a glimpfe of him my foul adores! 
A s the chas'd hart, amid the defert waíle, 
Pants for the living íbeam, for him who made her 
Sopants the thiríly foul amid the blank 
Of/iibtuiíaryjoys, Say, Goddefs! w h e r e 1 6 9 5 

Where blazes his bright eourt ? where bnrns his throne ? 
Thou know'ft, for thou art nearhim; by thee, round 
His grand pavilion, faered Fame reports 
T h e fabte curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, fo fwift of wing, 17CO 
W h o travei far, difcover where he dwells! 
A fiar his dwelling pointed out below. 
Y e Pleiades! ArOurus! Mazar»th! 
A n d thpn, Orion! of flilt keener eye! 
Say ye, who giiide the witder'd in the «aves, 17C5 
A n d bring them out of ten»pell into port! 
On which Irand muft I bend my courfe to find him 
Thefe coürtiers keep the fecret of their K i n g ; 
1 wake whole níghts, in vain, to lleal it from them. 

I wake, Snd, w>aking, climb Night's radiant fcale 
From fphere to fphere, the fleps by Nature fet 1 ] I I 
For man's afcent, at once to tempt and aid j 
T o tempt bis eye, and aid his tow'ring thought, 
T i l l it arrrves at the great goal of ali. 

In ardent Contemplation's rapid car, 1715 
From earth, as from my barrier, I fet out. 
How fwift I mount! diminifh'd earth rcccdes : 
J pafs the moóh; and, from her farther fide, 



Pierce heav'n's blue curtain; ílrike into remote; 
Where, with his lifted tube, the fubtle fage J720 

His artificial airy journey takcs, 
A n d to celeílial lengthens human light. 
I paufe at ev'ry planet on my road, 
A n d alk for him who gives their orbs to roll, 
Their foreheads fair to (hine. From Satorn'sring, 1725 
In which of earths an army might be Io 11, 
With the bold comet takè my bolder fiight, 
A m i d thofe fov'reign glories of the íkies, 
Of independent, nativc luílre proud; 
T h e fouls of fyílems 1 and the lords of life, 1730 
T h r o ' their wide empires !—What bchold I now 1 
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 ; 1735 
'Tis but the threíhold of the D e i t y ; 
Or, far beneath it, I am grov'lling ílill. 
Nor is it ílrange; I built on a miltake: 
T h e grandeur of his works, whence Folly fought 
For aid, to Reafon fets his glory higher; 1740 
W h o built thus high for worms (mere worm to him) 
O where, Lorenzo! muíl the builderdwell? 

Paufe, then, and, for a moment, here r e f p i r c — 
If human thought can keep its flation here. 
Where am I ?—where is earth ? — n a y , where art thou, 
0 Sun ? — I s the fun turn'd rec lufe:—and are 1746 
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His boaíled expeditions lhort to mine ? — 
T o mine how fliort! On Nature's Alps I (land, 
A n d fee a thoufand firmàments beneath ! 
A thoufand fyílems! as a thoufand grains! 1750 
So much a ílranger, and fo late arriv'd, 
How can man's curious fpirit not inquire 
W h a t are the natives of this world fublime, 
Of this fo foreign, unterreflrial fphere, 
Where mortal, untranílated, never ílray'd? 1755 

" O ye, as diílant from my little home 
" A s fwifteíl funbeams in an age can fly! 
" Far from my native element I roam, 
" In queíl of new and wonderful to man. 
" What province this, of his immenfe domain, 1760 
" W h o m ali obeys? or mortais here, or gods ? 
" Ye Bord'rers on the coaíts of Blifs! what are you ? 
" A colony from heav'n ? or only rais'd, 
" By frequent vifit from heav'n's neighb'ring realms, 
" T o fecondary gods,and half d i v i n e ? — 1765 
*' Whate'er your nature, this is paíl 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, 
" Andabfolute? or Senfe in arms againíl her ? 1 7 7 1 
" Have you two lights ? or need you no reveal'd ? 
" Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ? 
" A n d had your Eden an abllemious Eve ? 



" Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 1775 
" A n d alk their A d a m s — W h o would not be wife."' 
" Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem'd ? 
" A n d if redeem'd—is your Redeemer fcoru'd! 
" Is this your final refideqce? if not, 
f Change you your fcene tranflated, or by death ? 
" A n d if by death, what d e a t h — K n o w you dif? 

" eafe ? 1781 
<* Or horrid war ? — W i t h war, this fatal hour, 

Europa groans (fo call we a fmall field 
" Where kingsrun mad.) In our world,Death deputes 
" Intemperance to do the work of Age, 1785 

" A n d , hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 
" A s llow of execution, for difpatch 
" Sends forth imperial butchcrs; bi<ls them llay 
" Their lheep,(the filly (heep they fleec'd before) 
" A n d tofs him tvyice ten thoufand at a meai. 1799 
" Sit ali your executioners on thrones ? 
" With you can rage for plunder make a god ? 
" A n d bloodlhed wafii out ev'ry other ftain : — 
" But you, perhaps, can't blced : from matter grofs 
*' Your fpirits clean are delicately clâ d 1797 

" In fine-fpun ethey, privileg'd to foar, 
" Unloaded, uninfeíted. 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 1800 
" Of hardy confliít o'er ? or are you ftill 
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Raw candidates at fchool ? and have you thofe 
" W h o difaffeft reverfions, as with us ? — 
" But what are we? you never heard of man, 
" Or earth, the bedlam of the univerfe! 1805 

Where Reafon (undifeas'd with you) runs mad, 
" A n d nurfes Folly's children as her own, 
" Fond of the fouleft. In the facred mount 
" Of Holinefs, where Reafon is pronounc'd 
" Infallible, and thundcrs like a god, 1810 

" Ev 'n there, by faints the demons are outdone; 
" What thefe think wrong our faints refine to right, 
" A n d kindly teach dull Hell her own black arts i 
" Satan, inftru&cd, o'er their morais f m i l e s . — 
" But this how ftrange to you who know not man ? 
" Has the leaft rumour of our 1 ace arriv'd 1816 
" Call 'd here Elijah in his flaming car ? 
" Paft by you the good Enoch, on his road 
" T o thofe fair fields whence Lucifer was hurl 'd; 
" W h o bru(h'd, perhaps, your fphere in his defcent, 

Stain'd your pure ctyftal ether, or let fali 1821 
" A íhort eclipfe from his portentous fhade? 
" O that the fiend had lodg'd on fome broad orb 
" Athwart his way, nor reachM his prefent home, 
" Thenblacken'd earth,with footftepsfoul'd in hell, 

Nor wafh'd in ocean, as from Rome he paft 1826 
" T o Britain's ille, too, too confpicuous t h e r e . " 

But this is ali digrefíion: where is he 
T h a t o'er h e a v V s battlements the felon hurl'd 



T o graans, and chains, and darknefs ? where is he 
W h o fees creation's fummit in a vale ? 1831 
He whom, while man is man, he can't but feek, 
A n d if he finds, commences more than man ? 
O for a telefcope his throne to reach ! 
T e l l me, yeLearn 'd on earth! or Blefs'd above 11835 
Y e fearching, ye Newtonian angels! tell 
Where your Great Mafler's orb ? his planets where ? 
Thofe confcious fatellites, thofe morning-ílars, 
Firft-born of Dei ty ! from central love, 
By veneration moft profound, thrown off; 1840 
By fweet attraftion no lefs ftrongly drawn; 
A w ' d , and yet raptur'd; raptur'd, yet ferene; 
Paft thought illuftrious, but with borrow'd beams; 
In ftill approaching circles ftill remote, 
Revolving round the fun's eternal Sire • 1845 

Or fent, in liues direít, on embaífies 
T o nations—in what latitude ?—beyond 
Terreftrial thought's hor izon!—and on what 
High errands fent ?—Here human effort ends, 
A n d leaves me ftill 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 ftudious this to íhun, or that fecure. 
'Tis not the curious but the pious path 1855 

That leads me to my point. Lorenzo! know, 
Without or ftar or angel for their guide, 



W h o worlhip God Íhall find him. Humble Love, 
A n d not proud Reafon, keeps the door of heav'n; 
I,ove finds admillion where proud Science fails. 186a 
Man's fcience is the culture of his heart, 
A n d not to lofe his plumbet in the depths 
Of Nature, or the more profound of God : 
Eithcr to know is an attempt that fets 
T h e wifeft on a levei with the fool. l 8 6 j 
T o fathom Nature (ill-attempted here!) 
Paft doubt is deep philofophy above; 
Higher degrees in blifs archangels take, 
A s deeper learn'd, the decpeft learning ftill. 
For what a thunder of omnipotence 187a 
(So might I dare to fpeak) is feen in a l i ! 
In man ! in earth 1 in more amajing Íkies! 
Teaching this leflon Pride is loath to l e a r n — 
" Not dceply to difcern, nor much to know, 
" Mankind was bom to wonder and adore." 1875 

And is there caufe for higher wonder ftill 
Than that which ftruck us from our paft furveys ? 
Y e s ; and for deeper adoratipn too. 
From my late airy travei unconfin'd, 
Have I Iearn'd n o t h i n g ? — Y e s , Lorenzo! this; 1880 
Each of thefe ftars is a religious houfe; 
I faw their altars fmoke, their incenfe rife, 
A n d heard hofannas ring thro' ev'ry fphere, 
A feminary fraught with future gods. 
Nature ali o'er is çonfccratcd ground, 1885 



Tccming with grovíths immortal and divine. 
The great Proprietor's all-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing wafle, but fows thefe fiery fields 
W i t h feeds of Reafon, which to virtues rife 
Beneath his genial ray; and, if efcap'd 1890 
T h e peílilential blafts of ftubborn will, 
When grown mature are gather'd for the Íkies. 
A n d is devotion thought too much on earth, 
When beings, fo fuperior, homage boaíl, 
A n d triumph in proílrations to the throne ? 1895 

But wherefore more of planets or of ílars ? 
Ethereal journeys, and, difcover'd there, 
Ten thoufand worlds, ten thoufand ways devout, 
A U Nature fending incenfe to the throne, 
Exccpt the bold Lorenzos of our f p h e r e 1 9 0 0 
O p V i n g the folemn fources of my foul, 
Since I have pour'd, like feign'd Eridanus, 
M y flowing numbers o'er the flaming íkies, 
Nor fee of fancy or of faft what more 
Invites the Mufe—here turn we and review 1905 
Our paíl noíturnal landfcape w i d e ; — t h e n fay, 
Say, then, Lorenzo! with what buríl of heart 
T h e whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
Mull man exclaim, adoring, and aghaíl ? 
" O what root! O what branch, is here! 1910 

" O what a Father! what a family! 
" Worlds! fyílems! and creations!—and creations, 
" In one agglomerated cluíler, hung, 



" Great Vine*! on thee, on thee thecluíler hangs, 
" T h e filial cluíler! infinitely ípread 1915 
" In glowing globes, with various being fraoght, 
" A n d drinks (neítarcous draught!) immortal life. 
" Or, lhall I f a y ( f o r who can fay enough ?) 
" A conílellaton of ten thoufand gems, 
" ( A n d , O! of whatdimenfion! of what weight!)l9íO 
" Set in one fignet, flames on the right hand 
" Of Majeíly Divine! T h é blazing feal, 
" That deeply ílamps, on ali created mind, 
" Indelible, his fovereign attributes, 
" Omnipotence and Love! that palfing bound, 1935 
" A n d this furpaffing that. Nor (lop we here 
" For want of pow'r in Gõd, but thought in man. 
" Ev 'n this acknowlcdg'd leaves us ílill in debt; 
" If greater aught, that greater ali is thine, 
" Dread S i r e ! — A c c é p t this miniature of thee,I930 
" A n d pardon an attempt from mortal thought, 
" In which archangels might have fail'd unblam'd." 

How fuch ideas of th 'Almighty 's pow'r, 
A n d fuch ideas of th 'Almighty 's plan, 
(Ideas not abfurd) diílend the thought 1935 

Of feeble mortais! nor of them alone! 
T h e fulnefs of the Deity breaks forth 
In inconceivables to men and gods. 
T h i n k , then, O think, nor ever drop the thought, 
How low muíl man defcend when gods adore! 1940 

* John xv, r, 



Have I not, then, accompliíh'd my proud boaíl ? 
Did I not tell thee " We would mount*, Lorenzo! 
" And kindle our devotion at the ílars.'" 

A n d have l fail'd ? and did 1 flatter thee ? 
And art ali adamant ? and doíl confute, 1945 
A l i urg*d, with one irrefragable fmile ? 
Lorenzo! mirth how miferable here ! 
Swear by the ílars, by Him who made them, fwcar, 
T h y heart, henceforth, fha.il be as pure as they; 
Then thou, like them, íhalt (hine; like them, flialt rife 
From low to lofty, from obfcure to bright, 1951 
By due gradation, Nature's facred law. 
The ílars from whence:—alk Chãos—he can tell. 
Thefe bright temptations to idolatry 
From darknefs and confufion took their birth; IÇ)SS 
Sons of Deformity! from íluid dregs 
Tartarean firíl they rofe to maílès rude, 
A n d then to fpheres opaque; then dimly lhone, 
Then brighten'd; then blaz'd out in perfcfl dáy. 
Nature delights in progrefs, in advance 1960 

From worfe to better; but when minds afcend, 
Progrefs, In part, depends upon themfelves. 
Heav'n aids exertion. Greater makes the great. 
T h e voluntary little leflens more. 
O be a man ! and thou íhalt 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. 



School'd by the íkies, and pupil of the ílars, 
Rank coward to the faíhionable world! 1970 
A r t thou aíham'd to bend thy knee to Heav'n ? 
Curs'd fume of pride, exhal'd from deepeíl hell! 
Pride in religion is man's higheft praife. 
Bent on deftruítion ! and in love with death! 
Not ali thefe luminaries, quench'd at once, 1975 
Were half fo fad as one benighted mind, 
Which gropes for happinefs, and meets defpair. 
How, like a widow in her wecds, the Night, 
A m i d her glimm'ring tapers, fdent fits! 
How forrowful, how defolate, íhe weeps 1980 

Perpetuai dews, and faddens Nature's fcene! 
A fcene more fad fin makes the darken'd foul, 
A l i comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive. 

T h o ' blind of heart, ftill open is thine eye. 
W h y fuch magnificence in ali thou f e e f t 1 9 8 5 
Of matter's grandeur, know one end is this, 
T o tell the rational, who gazes on i t , — 
" T h o ' that immenfely great, ftill greater he 
" Whofe breaft, capacioüs, can embrace and lodge, 
" Unburden'd, Nature's univerfal fcheme; 1990 
" Can grafp creation with a fingle thought; 
" Creation grafp, and not exclude its S i r e . " — 
T o tell him f a r t h e r — " It behoves him much 
" T o guard th' important yet depending fate 
" Of being, brighter than a thoufand funs; *99J 

" One fingle ray of thought outlhines them a l i . " — 
% 



A n d if man hears obedient, foon he'll foar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing, 
His purple wing hedropp'd with eyes of gold, 
Rifing, where thought is now deny'd to rife, 2CC0 
Look downtriumphanton thefe dazzling fpheres. 

Why then pcrfift ?—no mortal ever liv'd 
But, dying, he pronounc'd (when words are true) 
T h e whole that charms thee abfolutely vain; 
Vain, and far worfe!—Think thou with dying men; 
O condefcend to think as angels think ! 2CCÓ 
O tolerate a chance for happinefs! 
Our nature fuch, ill choice infurts ill fate; 
A n d hell had been, tho' there had been no God. 
Doft thou not know, my new Aftronomer! 2CIO 
Earth, turning from the fun, brings night to man 
Man, turning from his God, brings endlefs night; 
Where thou canft read no morais, find no friend, 
Amend no manners, and expeít no peace. 
How deep the darknefs! and the groan howloud! 2C15 
A n d far, how far, from lambent are the flames ! — 
Such is Lorenzo's purchafe! fuch his praife! 
T h e proud, the politic, Lorenzo's praife! 
T h o ' in his ear, and levelfd at his heart, 
I*ve half read o'er the volume of the íkies. 2C20 

• For think fiot thou haft hcard ali this from m e . 
My fong but echoes what great Nature fpeaks. 
What has íhe f p o k c n T h u s the goddefs fpoke, 
Thus fpeaks. for. e v e r ; — " Place, at Nature's heart, 
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" A Sov'reign which o'er allthings rolís his eye, 1025 
" Extends his wing, promiilgates his commauds, 
" But, above ali, diffufes endlefs good, 

T o whom, for fure redrefs, the wrong'd may fly, 
" T h e 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) 
" A t that blefs'd fountain-head from which they 
" Where confliít paft redoubles prefent joy, [ftream, 
" A n d prefent joy looks forward on increafe, 3036 
" A n d 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 fuits their make, it fooths their vaft defíres; 2040 
•Paflion is pleas'd, and Reafon aíks no more: 
'Tis rational! 'tis great !—but what is thine 
It darkens! fliocks! excruciates! and confounds! 
Leaves us quite naked, both of help and hope, 
Sinking from bad to worfe; few years the fport 2C45 
Of Fortune, then the morfel of Defpair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo! (for thou know'íl it well) 
What 's vice ?—mere want of compafs in our thought. 
Religion what ? — t h e proof of common-fenfe. 
How art thou hooted where the leaft prevails! 2050 
Is it my fault if thefe truths call thee Fool ? 
A n d thou íhalt never be mifcall'd by me. 



Can neither Shame nor Terror íland thy friend ? 
A n d art thou ílill an infeít in the mire ? 
How like thy guardian angel have I flown, 2055 
Snatch'd thee from earth, efcorted thee thro' ali 
T h ' ethereal armies, walk'd thee, like a god, 
T h r o ' fplendours of firíl magnitude, arrang'd 
On either hand; clouds thrown beneath thy f e e t ; 
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright paradifc of God, 2060 
A n d almoíl introduc'd thee to the throne! 
A n d art thou ílill caroufing, for delight, 
Rank poifon ? firíl fermenting to mere froth, 
A n d then fubliding into final gall ? 
T o beings of fublime, immortal make, 206,5 
How lhocking is ali joy whofe end is fure! 
Such joy more lhocking ílill, the more it charms! 
A n d doíl thou chufe what ends ere well begun, 
A n d infamous as íhort: and doíl thou chufe 
(Thou, to whofe palate glory is fo fwcet) 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, 
A n d feen it bluíh beneath a boaílful brow. 
For by ílrong Guilt's moíl violent aífault, 2075 
Confcience is but difabled, not deílroy'd. 

O thou moíl awful being! and moíl vain! 
T h y will how frail! how glorious is thy power! 
T h o ' dread Eternity has fown her feeds 
Of blifs and woe in thy deípotic breaíl; 2080 
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Tho* hcav'n and hell depend upon thy choice, 

A butterfly comes crofs, and both are fíed. 
Is this the pifture of a rational? 
This horrid image, lhall it be moft juft ? 
Lorenzo! n o ; i t c a n n o t , — l h a l l not be, 2085 
If there is force in reafon, or in founds 
Chanted beneath the glimpfes of the moon 

A magia, at this planetary hour, 
When Slnmber locks the gen'ral lip, and dreams, 
T h r o ' fenfelefs mazes, hunt fouls uninfpir'd. 2090 
A t t e n d — t h e facred myfteries begin 
M y folemn nightborn adjuration hear; 
Hear, and 1*11 raife thy fpirit from the duft, 
While the ftars gaze on this enchantment new; 
Enchantment not infernal, but divine ! ZO95 

" By Silence, Death's peculiar attribute; 
" By Darknefs, Guilt's inevitable doom; 

" By Darknefs and by Silence, fifters dread! 
" That draw the curtain round Night's ebon throne, 
" A n d raife ideas folemn as the fcene! 2100 

" By Night, and ali of awful Night prefents 
" T o thought or fenfe (of awful much, to both, 
" Thegoddefs brings!) By thefe her trembling tires, 
" Like Vefta's, ever-burning, and, like her's, 
" Sacred to thoughts immaculate and pure! 2105 
" By thefe bright orators that prove and praife, 
" A n d prefs thee to revere the Deity, 
" Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd, a while, 



" T o rcach his throne, as ftages of the foul a i o j 
" Thro ' which, at diíTerent periods, íhe íhall pafs, 
" Refining gradual, for her final height, 
" A n d 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 moftrenown'd, 
" From íhort Ambition's zenith fet for ever, Í I 1 5 
" Sad prefage to vain boafters, now in bloom! 
*' By the long lift of fwift mortality, 
" From Adam downward to this ev'ning kncll, 
" Which Midnight waves in Fancy's ftartled eye, 4119 
" A n d íhocks her with an hundred centuries,[thought! 
" Ronnd Dcath's black banner throng'd in human 
" By thoufands, now, refigning their laft breath, 
" A n d calling t h e e — w e r t thou fo wife to hear! 
" By tombs o'er tombs arifing, human earth 
" Ejeíted, to make room for—human earth, 4125 
" T h e monarch's terror! and the fexton's trade! 
" By pompous obfequies that (hun the day, 
" T h e torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
" Which makes poor man's humiliation proud, 
" Boaft of our ruin ! triumph of our duft! H 3 0 
" By the damp vault that vvceps o'er royal bonés, 
" Ar.d the pale lamp that íhews the ghaftly dead, 
" More ghaftly thro' the thick incumbent gloom ! 
" By vifits (if there are) from darker fcenes, 
" The gliding fpeítre! and the groaning grove '.'213$ 
" By groans, and graves, and miferies that groan 
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" For the grave's íhelter! I!y defponding men, 
" Senfclefs to pains of death from pangs of guilt! 
" By Guilt's laíl audit! By yon' moon in blood, 
" The rocking firmament, the falling ftars, 2140 
" A n d thunder's laft difcharge, great Nature's knell! 
" By fecond Chãos, and eternal N i g h t , " — 
Be wi fe—nor let Philander blame my charm; 
But own not ill difcharg'd my double debt, 
Love to the living, duty to the dead. 2145 

For know I'm but executor; he l t ft 
This moral legacy; I make it o'er 
By his command : Philander hear in me, 
A n d Heav'n in b o t h . — I f deaf to thefe, oh! hear 
FlorelIo's tender voice; his weal depcnds 2IJ0 
On thy refolve; it trembles at thy choice : 
For his fake—love thyfelf : example ftrikcs 
A l i human hearts; a bad example more, 
More ftill a father's; that infures his ruin. 
A s parent of his being, wouldft thou prove 2135 
T h ' unnatural parent of his miferies, 
A n d make him curfe the being which thou gav'ft ? 
Is this the bleíling of fo fond a father! 
If carelefs of Lorenzo, fpare, 0I1! fpare 
florello'* father, and Philander's friend! 2160 
Florello's father ruin'd, ruins him ; 
A n d from Philander's friend the world expeíis 
A conduft no dilhonour to the dead. 
L e t paífion do what nobler motive lhotild ; 



L e t love and emulation rife in aid 4165 
T o reafon, and perfuade thee to be—blefs 'd. 

This feems not a requeft to be deny'd ; 
Yet (fuch th' infatuation of mankind!) 
'Tis the moíl hopelefs man can make to man. 
Shall I then rife in argument and warmth? 4170 
A n d urge Philander's poíthumous advice, 

From topics yet unbroach'd ? 
llut, o h ! I faint 1 my fpirits f a i l ! — n o r ftrange !• 
So long on wing, and in 110 middle clime! 
T o which my great Crcator's glory cal l 'd; 4175 
A n d c a l l s — b u t , now, in vain. Sleep's dewy wand 
l ias ftrok'd my drooping lips, and promifes 
M y long arrear of reft: the downy god 
(Wont to return with our returning peace) 
Wi l l pay, ere long and blefs me with repofe. 4180 
Hafte, hafte, fweet Stranger! from the pcafant's cot, 
T h e íhipboy's hammoc, or the foldier*s ftraw, 
Whence Sorrow never chas"d thee; with thee bring 
Not hideous vifions, as of late, but draughts 
Delicious of wcll-tafted cordial reft, 4185 

Man's rich rcftorative; his balmy bath, 
That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in play 
T h e various movernents of this nice machine, 
Which alks fuch frcquent periods of repair. 
When tir'd with vain rotations of the day 2190 
Sleep winds us lip for the fucceeding dawn, 
Frelh we fpin on, till ficknefs clogs our wheels, 



Or death quite breaks the fpring, and motion ends: 
When will it end with me ? 

— — " Thou only know'ft, 2195 
" Thou, whofe broad eye the future and the paft 
" Joins to the prefent, making one of three 
" T o moral thought 1 thou know'ft, and thou alone, 
" All-knowing!—ali unknown !—andyetwellknown ! 
" Near, tho' remote! and, tho' unfathom'd, fe l t ! 
" A n d , tho' invifible, for ever feen! 2201 

" A n d feen in ali! the great and the minute: 
" Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 
" Each flow'r, each Ieaf,with its fmall peoplc fwarm'd, 
" (Thofe puny vouchers of Omnipotencc!) 2205 
" T o the firft thought that alks'From whence?'declare 
" Their common fource: thou fountain, runningo'er 
" In rivers of commtinicatcd joy! 
" Who gav'ft us fpcech for far, far humblcr themes! 
" Say by what name (hall I prefume to call 2210 
" Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs funs, 
" A s Mofes in the buíh > Ulufttious Mind! 
" T h e whole creation lefs, far lefs, to thee, 
" Than that to the creation's ample round, 2214 
" How (hall I name t h e e : — H o w my lab'ringfoul 
" Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth! 

" Great Syftem of perfeítions! mighty Caufe 
" Of caufes mighty! Caufe uncaus'd! fole root 
" Of Nature, that luxuriant growth of God ! 
" Firft Father of eíTefh! that progenv 2Z20 



" Of endlefs feries, where the golden chain's 

" L a f t link admits a period who can tell ? 

" Father of ali that is or heard or hears 1 

" Father of ali that is or feen or fees! 

" Father of ali that is or lhall a i i fe l S22J 

" Father of this immeafurable mafs 

" Of matter multiform, or denfe or rare, 

" Opaque or lucid, rapid or at reft, 

" Minute, or pafling bound! in each extreme 

" O f like amaze and myftery to man 2230 

" Father of thefe bright millions of the night! 

" O f which the leaft full Godhead had proclaim'd, 

" A n d thrown the gazcr on his k n e e — O r , fay , 

" Is appellation higher ílill thy choice ? 

" Father of matter's temporary lords! 2235 

" Father of fpirits! nobler offspring! fparks 

" Of high paternal glory, rich cndow'd 

" W i t h various meafures, and with various modes 

" Of iní l iní l , reafon, intuition ; beams 

" More pale or bright from day divine, to brcak 

" T h e daVk of matter organiz'd (the ware 2241 

" Of ali created f])irit) beams that rife 

" Each over other in fuperior light, 

" T i l l the laft ripens into luftre ílrong, 

" Of ncxt approach to Godhead. Father fond 2245 

" (Far fonder than e'er bore that name on earth) 

" O f inteileflual beings! heings blefs'd 
< l W i t h po\v'rs to pleafe thee, not ofpaí f ive ply 



" T o 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, welI-policy'd, 
" Tho ' boundlefs habitation, plann'd by thee; 
" Whofe feveral clans their feveral climates fuit, 
" A n d tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy. 2255 
" Or, 0I1! indulge, immortal K ing! indulge 
" A title lefs auguft, 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— 
" A n d thou the next ! yet equal! thou by whom 
" That ble/Ttng was convey'd, far more! wasbought, 
" Ineffable the price! by whom ali worlds 2264 
" Were made, and one redeem'd! illuftrious L i g h t 
" From light illuftrious! thou, whofe regai power, 
" Finite in time, but infinite in fpace, 
" On more than adamantine bafis fix'd, 
" 0 'er more, far more, than diadems and thrones 
" Inviolably reigns, the dread of gods! 2270 

" A n d , oh! the friend of man ! beneath whofe foot, 
" A n d by the mandate of whofe awful nod, 
" A H regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 
" Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 
" T h r o ' t h e lhort channels of expiring time, 2275 

* Night» the Sixth and Stventh. 



" Or íhorelefs ocean of eternity, 
" Calm or tempeftuous (as thy Spirit brealhes) 
" In abfolute fubjeOion!—-And, O thou ! 
" T h e glorious Third! diíUnft, not feparate ! 
" Bcaming from both! with both incorporate, 2280 
" A n d (ftrange to tell!) incorporate with duft l 
" By condefcenfion, as thy glory, great, 
*' Jnlhrin'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' 
" Tothee , t o t h e m — t o whom ?—myfterious power! 
" R e v e a l ' d — y e t unreveal'd ! darknefs in l ight! 
" Number in unity ! our joy! our dread! 
" T h e triple bolt that lays ali wrong in ruin! 2290 

T h a t animates ali right, the triple fun! 
" Sun of the foul ! her never-fetting fun! 
" Triune, unutterable, unconceiv'd, 
" Abfcouding, yet demonftrable, Great G o d ! 
" Greater than greateft! better than the beft! 2295 
" Kinder than kindeft! with foft Pity's eye, 
" Or (ílronger ftill to fpeak it) with thine own, 
" From thy bright home, from that high firmament 

Where thou, from ali eternity, liaft dwelt; 
" Beyond archangels' unaflifted ken, 2300 
" From far above what mortais higheft call, 
" From Elevation's pinacle, look down, 
" T h r o ' — w h a t : confounding intcrval! thro' ali, 
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" A n d more, than lab'ring Fancy can conceive; 
" Thro' radiant ránks of effences unknown; 233.5 
" T h r o ' hierachies from hierarchics dctach'd 
" Round various banners of Omnipotence, 
" With endlefs change of rapturous duties fir'd; 
" T h r o ' wondrous beings' interpofing fwarms, 
" A l i cluílering at the call, to dwell in thee; 2310 
" Thro' this wide waíle of worlds! this viíla vaíl, 
" A l i fanded o'er with funs, funs turn'd to night 
" Before thy feebieíl beam—look d o w n — d o w n — 

On a poor brcathing particle in diíft, [down, 
" Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes: 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 fcale 
" Now weighs up Morn) unpity'd and unblefs'd! 
" In thy difpleafure dwells eternal pain ; 2321 
" Pain, our averfion; pain, which flrikes me now; 
" A n d , fince ali pain is terrible to man, 
" Tho ' tranfient, terrible, at thy good hour, 
" Gently, ah, gently, lay me in my bed, 232J 
" My clay-cold bed! by nature, now, fo near ; 
" By nature near, ílill nearer by difeafe! 
" T i l l then be this an emblem of my grave; 
" Let it outpreach the preacher; ev'ry night 
" Let it outcry the boy at Philip's ear, 2330 

" That tongue of death ! that herald of the torr.b! 
3 



" And whcá (the (helter of thy wing implor'd) 
" My fenfcs, fcoth*d, (hall fink in foft repofc, 
" O fink this truth ílill deeper in my foul, 
" Suggefted by my pillow, fign'd by Fàte, 2335 
" Firft in Fate's volume, at the page of M a n — 
" " Man's fiekly foul, tho' turn'd and tofs'dfor ever 
" From fide to fide, can reft on nought but thee; 
" Here in full truft, hereafter in full j o y : " 
" On thee, tlie promis'd, fure, eternal down 2340 
" Of fpirits, toil'd in travei thro' this vale: 
" Nor of that pillow (hall my foul defpond; 
" F o r — L o v e almighty! Love almighty! (ling, 
" Exult, Creation!) Love almighty reígns! 
" That death of death! that cordial of defpair! 
" And loud Eternity's triumphant fong! 2346 

" Of whom no more:—for , O thou Pátron-God! 
" Thou God and mortal! thence more God to man! 
" Man's theme eternal! man's eternal theme ! 
" Thou canft not 'fcape uninjur'd from our práifc: 
" Uninjur'd from our praife can he efcape 23^1 
" Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 
" The heav'n of heav'n's to kifs the diftaiit earth ! 
" Breathes out in agonies a finlefs foul! 
" Againft the crofs Death's iron fcefitre breaks! • 

From fami(h'd Ruin plucks her human prey! 2336 
" Throws wide the gates celeftial to his foesí 
" Their gratitude, for fuch a boundlefs deht, 
" Deputes their fuff'ripg brothers to receive 1 
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" And if deep human guilt in payment fails, 2360 
" A s deeper guilt prohibits our defpair! 
" Enjoins it, as our duty, to rejoice ! 
" A n d (to clofe ali) omnipotently kind, 
" Takeshis delights among the fons of men * . " 

What words are thefe — and did they come from 
heav'n ? - 2365 

A n d were they fpoke to man ? to guilty man ? 
What are ali myfteries to love like this ? 
T h e fongs of angels, ali the melodies 
Of chorai 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 difTolution to be blefs'd. 

This final effort of the moral Mufe, 
How juftly tltlcd-\! nor for me alone; 2375 
For ali that read. What fpirit of fupport, 
What heights of Confolation, crown my fong! 

Then farewell Night! of darknefs, now, no more; 
Joy breaks, íhines, triumphs; 'tis eternal day. 
Shall that which rifes out of nought complain 2380 
Of a few evils, paid with endlefsjoys? 
My Soul! henceforth, in fweeteft union join 
T h e two fupports of human happinefs, 
Which fome, erroneous, think can never meet, 
True tafte of life, and conftant thought of death ! 

* JVuv. clnp. vjii, f The CtMifolatinn, 



T h e thought of death, fole viítor of its dread! 2386 
Hope be thy joy, and probity thy fk.il!; 
T h y patron he whofe diadem has dropp'd 
Yon' gems ofheav 'n , eternity thy prize; 
A n d leave the racers of the world their ow n, 2390 
Their feather and their froth, for endlefs toi ls : 
T h e y part with ali for that which is not bread; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, fame, power, 
A n d laugh to fcorn the fools that aim at more. 
How muft a fpirit, late efcap'd from earth, 2395 
Suppofe Philander's, Lucia's, or NarciíTa's, 
T h e truth of things new-blazing in its eye, 
Look baek, aftonilh'd on the ways of men, 
Whofe lives' whole drift is to forget their graves! 
A n d when our prefent privilege is paft, 2400 

T o fcourge us with due fenfe of its abufe, 
T h e fame aftonilhment will feize us ali. 
W h a t then muft pain us would preferve us now. 
Lorenzo! 'tis not yet too late. Lorenzo 1 
Seize wifdom, ere 'tis torment to be wife; 2405 
T h a t is, feize Wifdom ero lhe feizes thee. 
For what, my fmall Philofopher! is hell ? 
'T is nothing but full knowledge of the truth, 
When Truth, refifted long, is fworn our foe, ' 
A n d calls Eternity to do her right. 2410 

Thus darknefs aiding intelleftual light, 
A n d facred Silence whifp'ring truths divine, 
A n d truths divine converting pain to peace, 
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My £ong the midnight raven has outwing'd, 
A n d (hot, ambitious of unbounded feenes, 1415 
Beyond the fiaming limits of the world 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight 
Of Fancy, when our hearts remain below ? 
Virtue abounds in fiatterers and foes; 
'Tis pride to praife her, pennance to perform. 2420 
T o more than words, to more than worth of tongue, 
Torcnzo ! rife, at this aufpicious hour, 
A n hour when Heav'n's moft intimate with man; 
When, like a falling ftar, the ray divine 
Glides fwift into the bofom of the juft; 2425 
A n d juft are ali determin'd to reelaim, 
Which fets that title high within thy reach. 
Awake, then; thy Philander calls: awake! 
Thou, who íhalt wake when the Creation íleeps 5 
When, like a taper, ali thefe funs expire; 2430 
When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath, 
Plucking the pillars that fupport the world, 
In Naturc's ample ruins lies entomb'd, 
And midnight, univerfal midnight! reigns. 2434 

End of Night-TlnugUs. 
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