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D R . E D W A R D Y O U N G . 
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JFITH.THE LIFE OFTHE AUTHOR. 

W h e n fljttcr*d crimes o f a l í cent íous age 
Reproach our filence, and demand o u r r a g t ; 
W h e n purchasM fo l l ies , f r o m each diftant land, 
L i k e a r t j , improve in B r i t a m ' » í k i l f u l hand ; 
W h e n the L a w íhews her t c e t h , b u c dares not b i te . 
And Sonth-fca t r e a f u r e s are not brought to l i g h t ; 
W h e n Churchmcn Scr ipture f o r thc Claflics qui t , 
Pol i te apoftates f r o m God's grace to w i t ; 
W h e n men g r o w great f r o m their revenue fpenr , 
And fly f rom bai l i f f s inro p a r l i a m e n t ; 
W h e n dying íinners, to blot out their f c o r e , 
Bequeath the Church the leavings o f a w h o r e ; 
T o c h a f e our fp leen, when theines Hkc thef« increafe , 

Shal l panegyric re ign , and cenfure ceafc ?—-
Shall authors fmi le on fnch i l lu f t r ious days, 
And fat ir ize v i th nothing-—but t h e i r p r a i f e ? S A T . I . 
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T l i r o ' many a field o f moral and divioe 
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THE LIFE OF 

D R . E D W A R D YOUNTG. 

I H E U E is no remark more truc, and r.oae mora. 
trite, than that the lives of poets, of philofophers, of 
men of íludy, indeed, in general, feldom furniiTi ma-
teriais for the pen of Biography, by any means fo 
ílriking in themfelves, or Co interefling to the multi-
tudeof rea<krs, as the livcsof ivarriors, of ílatefmen, 
and fuch otber charaâers as have hecn emúlently 
diftinguifted in fcenes of piihlic aüivity and national 
enterpn&. Of the literati, fcw evcr mixed lefs, npou 
the whole, with what is termed the vjorld, than the 
reverend and truly immortal Author of the Night-
ThoughtS; a circumílance in no wa-ys to be legreted, 
however, uhen we refleít to what noble, to what god-
iike purpofes he devoted ajl tJie folitary hours of a 
life lengthened to a period íar beyond what mau is 
commonly deílined to enjoy. 

Thís illuflrious favourite of tlae Mufcs, and orna-
mentof the preícnt century, was the íbn of the Rev. 
Mr. Edward Young, a learnedand pious divineof the 
Clvurch of Englaud, of wlioai there are fiill exant two 
volumes of fermons, which able judges have notrcru-. 
puled to pronounce aroor.g the moft vaüiable in our 
hnguagc. 

The year in which our Poet was bom feems not t« 
bepofitively known, but in ali probability it muílhavrt 
í)e€n m or abcut the 1679. Alike animated to cxctl 
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in virtue and to Ihine in literature, from the cxample 
and tuition of the beít of fathers, he «as, at an early 
age, matriculated into All-Soul's College, in Oxford, 
where, in the view of following the Civil law, he ac-
tually took a degree in that profeflion. 

In 1704, whilít in this fituation, he produced his 
celebrated poem on the Luft D a y , which, as being 
the pious, as well as maílcrly compofition of a young 
obfcure layman, became prefently a popular and ge-
nerally-admired performance. 

Soon after this he wrote the poem entitled, T h e 
Force of Rcligion:or,Vanquilh'd Love; which waslike-
wifercccivcd with very flatteringmarks of diílinítion. 
T o the noble family for whofe amufement it was ori-
ginally intendcd,this poem proved a moíl acccptable 
prefent j and indeed fuch was the fuccefs of both thefe 
juvenile performances, at a period when the nobleíl ef-
fufions of genius were daily ifluing from the p r e f s — 
when, in faít, the literature of England feemed to 
have reached the zenith of its glory, that feveral of 
the firtl charaíVers in the kingdom not only loaded 
him with applaufe, but aflually courted his coníidence 
and fricndlhip. 

Ever ítrongly inclined to the Churcli, from the na-
tural bias of a mind formed for contemplation, our 
Authorwent intoorders, ànci foon after we find him 
in pofleífion of the Reftory of Wellwyn in Hertford-
Ihire, worth about 500 /. per annum, .and in the ho-
oourable lift of King's Chaplains. 
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Though (lill careíTed by the great, and apparently 
in the full blaze of court favour,itwasyet the fortune 
of Dr, Young to obtain i)<J higber clerical diílinftion. 
It mui) be allowcd, indeed, that during that reign 
thearts of poetry, or of real eloquence, were but little 
promoted or encouraged from the throne: and in-
deed our Author could expeíl 110 great honours or 
cmolument6 from a maíler vvho hated poetry, and 
ÍHgmatizrd ali poets with the odious appellation of 
bufoous. Neverthelefs, this difappointment he would 
not probably have expeiienced, had the Prihce of 
Wales, by whom he was honoured with particular 
rriarks of regard, furvived a little longer, or at leaft 
had he not been at fuch open variance with his royal 
father, and fo avowed an enemy to ali the then fa--
vourite meafures of the court. With the demife of his 
Royal Highnefs, ali theDoílor's hopes of advancement 
in thechurch vaniíhed, andevcnthedefircof opulence 
feemed to forfake him: for in his Night-ThoughtSj 
mentioning himíelf, he obferves that there was 

. . . . . . . . o n e ia Br l ta in b o r a , w i t h courtiers bred, 
Whu thought even w e a l t h might come a <lay too l a t e . 

Notwithílanding, upon the death of Dr. Hales, he 
was taken into the fervice of the PrinccfsDowager of 
Wales, and fucceeded as her Privy Chaplain. 

A t an advanced period of life he married the I.ady 
Elifabeth Lee, daughter of the late Earl of I.itch-
ficld, and t îe widowed mothcr of two amiable chil-
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dren,a fon and adaughtet, whoboth died young, and 
within a ihort time of each othcr. This meíancholy 
interruption to his domeftic happinefs was almoíl 
immediately followed by the death of his wife, an 
aggravation of his forrows which, in the poem quot-
ed above, he thus bitterly bewails in an apoftrophc 
to Death, one of the moílanimated of the kirçd per» 
haps in our language. 

InTatiate Archer! coujd not one fuf lke? 
T h y iliaft fiew ihrice, and tliriee my pcace v a i fliún ; 
Aml thrice, cce tht ice >on' moon rcncu'd her liorn. 

Of ali our Author's poetical performances, the Sa* 
tires, entitled Love of Fame, The Univerfal PaíTion, 
have been gencrally confidered as the moíl correít and 
finiíhed, tliough written at an early period of life. By 
certain faftidious critics they have been (ligmatifcd as 
a mere ítring of epigrams, which, however diverli-
fied, haveftill thefameobjeít in vieuí, and, confcquent-
ly, cannot fail to tire the reader before he lias got 
through one half of them. We are, however, of opi-
nion, that if fimplicity of fubjeít, elegance of ftyle, 
and brilliancy of wit, be the grand dcjidcratri in fuch 
compofitions, the Satires of Dr. Young enfure ap-
plaufe; and that when even the great Dean Swift 
farcaítically obíèrved of them, " that the Poet fhould 
'* have been either more angry or more merry," he 
rather charafterifed his own difpofition than the in-
trinjlc mçrit of the poems, which, as the Anthor ob-
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ferves in the prefacc, " have been favourably recei-
" ved at homc arid abroàd." 

In 1719 our Author made his firft appearance in 
the train of Melpomene; and though Bufiris, his firft 
effort in the line of tragedy, afforded but little plea-
íiife in the reprefentation, and is indeed frequcntly 
tínftured with the falfe fublime, yet, coolly examin-
ed in the clofet, a reader of tafte will difcover in it 
a number of admirable lines, of elevated fentiments. 

Hisnext,and confefledly thebeftof his tragiccom-
pofitions, (fince it ftill continues a ílock play at the 
theatres) was T h e Revenge. For the idea ofthisplay, 
which appearsfrom the Annals o f the Drama to have 
been aíted in the fame year with Bufiris, our Poet is 
cvidently indebted partly to the Othello of Shake-
fpeare, and partly to the Abdalazar of Mrs. Behn ; 
on both which pieces he has indeed made many fkil-
fulimprovements. But the writer of Dr. Young's life, 
prefixed to the fifth volume of his works, London 
edit. 1773, probablv goes too great a length when he 
lays, " We may aífign this piece, with great juftice, 
{' a place in the firft rank of our dramatic writings; 
" and were we tó point out to foreigners a tragedy 
" as a proof of Englilh genius, after two or three 
" others, perhaps this might be confidered as a pro-
" per fpecimen." 

His laft, and, according to the general voice, his 
Icaft perfeíl tragedy, was T h e Brothers, a play writ-



X L I F E OF O R . Y O H N G . 

teu uppn the plan of a French piece of great merit; 
and tliough it brought but littleaddition to his fame 
as a Poet, did yet refleít much ajjditional hiftre on 
his charaíler as a Man, the emoluments arifing from 
its exhibition háving been generoufly allotted by the 
Author to the purpofes of public charity. i 

Having followed Dr. Young througlu his dramatic 
career, let us now confider him as the moral and 
plaintive, the pious but gioomy, Author of The 
Night-Thoughts; a work compofed in a ftylefo ftrift-
ly peculiar to himfelf, that of the many efforts which 
have been made to imitate it, none have proved in 
any degree fuccefsful. Than the Night-Thoughts ne-
vcr was any poem received with applàüfe more gene-
ral or imbounded. " The unhappy bard, whofe grief 
" in melting numbers flows, and melaneholy joys 
" diffufe around," has been fung by the profane as well 
as the pious. Thefe, as alreadv obferved, were writ-
tcn uoder the reccnt, the overwhelming preflure of 
forrow for the death of his wife, and of his daughter 
ar.d fon in law; the former of whom, though diftic-r 
guiíhcd by no name, he often pathetically alludes to, 
while the twolatter he beautifully charaílei iles under 
the poetical appellations of NarciíTa and Philander. 

This fublime performance is addreíTed toLorenzo, 
an infidel man of pleafure and diílipation; in a word, 
a mere man of the world. By Lorenzo, if general 
report fays true, we are to underítand his own fon, 



L I TE OF D R . Y O U N G . JIL 

who, borne away by the pailions too often fatal to 
touth, Is well known to have long laboured underthe 
heavypnniíhmentof a father'sjuftdifpleafnre. What-
ever therc may be in this, (and indeed it is of little 
mortienttothepublic) every pageofthe poem abounds 
with the nobleít flights of fancy-—flights which, efpe-
cially in his defcription of Death, in the aít of no-
ting down, from his fecret íland, the exercifes of a 
Bacchanalian fociety ; in his epitaph on the departed 
World; in the ifluing of Satan from his dungeon on 
the day of Judgment, and a few others, might tempt 
a reader of warm imagination to fuppofe the poet 
der the immediate infpiration of the Divinity. 

Uniformly a friend to virtue, and an indefatigable 
aíTertor of the dignity of human nature againfl ali the 
cavils, not of the rude multitude only, but of many 
tvell-difpofed, though miílaken and drfcontented mo-
raliíls, in I7j4,under the patronage of Queen Caroline, 
our Author pnbliíhed his Eftimate of Human L i f e ; a 
valuable traít, which, while it exhibits a ftriking pic-
ture of the writer's pions benevolence and charity, 
evinccs him to have been alike qualificd to íhine in 
profe a n d v e r f e . — O f this piece, accordingto his ow n 
accoiint of it, the grand fcope is to remove a preva-
lent opinion, highly refleftive on Providence, " T h a t 
" thisworld is, initsown nature, (in Otherwords, by 
" God's appointment) a world of mifery ; and that 
" to be in it is to be wretched unavoidabl}'." 
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In T h e Centaur not Fabulous, another of his profe 
pieces, our Author combats, with arguments themoíl 
perfuafive, clothed in languagc the moft powerful, 
not only the prevailing vices of his own times, but 
the vices which, in the nature of things, always will 
prevail, till Senfuality Ihall have loft her fway, and 
Virtue and Reafon íhall have eftablilhed their empire 
in the human breafl. 

When turned òf eighty, our Author publifhed (in 
the form of a letter addrefled to his friend, the cele-
bruted editor of SirCharles Grandifon) his Con jcítures 
on Original Compofition ; a performance which (itis 
more than conjeíture to add) will for ever remain a 
fingular monument, that even at that age of general 
imbeciliity and dotage, the intelleftual powers of Dr . 
Young had apparently loft nothing of their wonted 
v i g o u r . — " When we confider it as the work of a 
" man turned of eighty, (fays the writer of Young's 
" life, Biographical Diétionary, vol. I2th,) we are 
" not to be furprifed fo much that it has faults, as 
" how it (hould come to have beauties. It is indeed 
" ftrange that the load of fourfcore years was not 
" able to keep down that vigorous fancy, which nere 
" burfts the boundsof judgment, and breaks the 11a-
" viíh (hackles of age and experience." 

But, alas! the publication of this piece proved to 
be little more than as the fudden blaze of a taper rea-
dy to expire in its focket; and happy had it been for 

2 
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tlie poetical fame of its Author, had his fubfequent 
aod final produftion, entitled Refignation, been con-
demned to the fiames. In juítice to that fame, how-
erer, it is proptr to obferve that this poem- would 
Dever have appeared, but for the indifereet conduft 
of a fcw miftaken fiiends, who, liaving read it with 
pleafurc in manufeript, thought no injurv could ac-
crue to the Author by clandcftinely publilhing fundry 
imperftft extrafls from it in the papers. 

But this failure in old age could no way diminilh 
the fame he had been eaniing by a life of more than 
fixty yearsof excellrnce. A s a Poet, he was ítill confi-
dered as the only Palladium of ancient genius we had 
l e f t ; and, as a Chriftian, one of the fir.eft examples 
of primeval pietv. Of a turn of mitid naturally grave, 
though untinâured with morofenefs, our Author, when 
at home in the country, cotnmonly paficd a confider-
able portion of the day in walking among the tombs 
in his own churchyard. In his converfation, his wri-
ings, and even in liis horticular improvements, there 
was generally fome reference, more or lcfs latent, to 
the future life of man *. Of the latter circumílance he 

• T h e a l t a r - p i e e e i n t l i e c h u r c l i o f W e l h v v n is tlic m o f t 
c t i r i o u s i n t h i s or a n y o t h c r k i n g d o m , b e i n g a d o r n e i ] w i t h a n 
e l e g a n t p i e c e o f n e e d l e w o r k w r o u j j h t by t h e D o í t o r ' s w i f e . I n 
t h e m i d i l l c is i n f c r i b e d , in c a p i t a l l e t t e r s , t h e f o l l o w i n g l e u -
t e n c e , / ílm t/ic bretid of life. O n the- noi t h f i d e o f t h e c i i a n -
c e l is t h e f o l l o w i n g i n l c r i p t i n n , i u p p o f e d t o be p l a c e d r h e r e 
b y t h e o r d e r o f D r . Y o u n g , Virginibus ; " I n c r e a f e i n fta-
" t u r e a n d i n w i f d o m . " A n d on t h e f o u t h í i d e , Pueri/quc ; 
" a r d i n f a v o u r w i i h O o d a n d m a u . " 

Volume I. B 
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gave a ílriking proof, in an alcovc with a bench, a little 
way from his houfe, fo painted, that at a diílance it 
pafTed, with an unfufpefting gazer,for a real one. On 
advancing more clofely to it the illufion was pereeived, 
and, as a motto, appeared the words, Jnvifibiüa non 
decipiuut; " T h e things unfeen dcceive üs not ." Yet, 
fo far was he from gloominefsof temper, he was fond 
of innocent fports and amufements; and not only 
inílituted an aflemblyand bowling-greenin the pariíh 
of which he was Reitor, but frequently promoted the 
gaiety of the company in perfon. 

Endowed with an uncommon wit, never was that 
wit more fuccefsfully pointed than againft thofe who 
teílified any contempt for decency or religion. His 
extempore epigram on M. de Voltaire, whohappened, 
in onr Author's prefence, to throw out afewidiefneers 
at Milton, and the allegorical perfonages of Sin and 
Death, is well known. Young thus addreíTed h i m ; 

T h o u art f o v i r t y , profligate, and t h i n ; 
Y o u feein a Mi l ton, wi th his Death and Sin. 

Of his fenfibility we may likewife judge from an 
anecdoterecordedof him in his clerical capacity. One 
Sunday, when preacbingofficially at St. James's, find-
ing every effortto commandtheattention of hispolite 
auditory ineSeílual, pity for their infatnation got the 
better of decorum, and, feating himfelf back in the 
pulpit, he buríl into a flood of tears. 

Towards the clofe of his life, feijfible of his flill-in-
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oreaíinginfirmities, he fuffered himfelf to be in a kind 
of pupilage; for he confideied that at a certain time 
of life the fecond childhood of age demanded its 
wonted proteítion. His fon, whofe juvenile follies 
were long obnoxious to parental feverity, was at laft 
forgiven, and, a few legacies excepted, fucceeded, by 
will, to the whole of his father's fortune. This great 
and good man, (havingprevioufly ordered ali his pa-
pers to be burned) after having performed ali that 
man could do to fiU his poft with dignity, regreted 
by ali, full of years, and loaded with honours, breath-
ed his laft on the j t h of April 1765. 

Thofe who knowhow much our Author ccmprifed 
in a fmall compafs, and who recolleít that he never 
employed hispen but on fubjefts of importanee,with 
fuch the irreparable lofs of his manufcripts will be 
ever regreted; more efpecially when it is confidered 
that he was the particular friend of Addifon, whom 
he occafionally aflifted in the Speítator,and, excepting 
the late Dr. Pearce, Biíhop of Rochefter, was the only 
furviving genius of that incomparable group of au-
thors who rendered the reign of Queen Anne illuftn-
ous in the annals of literature. 

B i j 



V E R S E S T O T H E A U T H O R . 

N o\v lèt the-Atheí f t tremblc; thon alone 
Canft bid his confcioas heart the Godhead own. 
Whom (halt thou.not reform ! O thoo baft feen 
How God dcfcends to judge the foiils of men. 
Thou heardft the feíitence how the guilty moura, 5 
Driv'n out from God, and neverto return. 

Yet more, behold tcn thoufand thunders fali, 
A n d fudden vengeance wrap the flaming bali. 
When Nature funk, when every bolt was hurl\l, 
Thou faw'ít the boundlefs ruins of the world. IO 

When goilty Sodom felt the butning rain, 
A n d fulphur fell on the devoted plain, 
T h e Patriarch thus, the 6ery tempeíl paft, 
With pious horror view'd the deferi waftc; 
T h e reftlefs fmoke 11111 wav'd its curls arotmd, I j 
For ever rifing from the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh ! what heav'nly pleafure, tcll, 
T o think fo greatly, and defcribe fo well! 
How waft thou p!eas'd the wondrous therr.eto t iy , 
A n d find the thought of man could rife fo high ? 20 
Beyond this world the labour to puríuc, 
A n d open ali eternity to view 

But thou are beft dclighted to rehearfe 
Heav'n's holy diítates in exaltad verfe. 
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O thou haft power the harden'd heart to warm, 25 
To grieve, to raife, to terrify, to charm; 
To fix the foul on G o d ; to teach the min d 
T o know the dignity of human-kind; 
By flrider rales well-govern'd life to fcan, 
And praftife o'cr the angel in the man 30 

M a s d . C o l . T . W A R T O N . 
O x o n . 

T O A L A D Y , W I T H T H E L A S T D A Y . 

MADAM, 

H E R E facrcd truths, in lofty numbers told, 

The profpeít of a future ftate unfold; 
The realms of night to mortal view difplay, 
And the glad regisns of eternal day. 
This daring Author fcorns, by vulgar ways 5 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthlefs praife. 
Full of her glorious theme, his tow'ring Mufe, 
With gen'rous zeal, a nobler fame purfues: 
Religion's caufe her ravifh'd heart infpires, 
And with a thoufand bright ideas fires; 10 
Tranfports her quick, impatient, piercing eye, 
0'er the ftrait limits of mortality 
T o boundlefs orbs, and bids her fearlefs foar, 
Where only Milton gain'd renown before; 
Where various fcenes alternately excite 
Amaiementj.pity, terror, and delight. 

B iij 
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Thus did the Mofes fing in early times, 
Ere íkiil'd to ftatter vice, and varniíh ctimes : 
Their lyres were tun'd to virtuous fongs alone, 
And the chafte poet and the pricíl were one : 20 
But novv, forgetful of their infant ílate, 
They footh the wanton pleafures of the great; 
A n d from the prefs, and the licentions (lage, 
With luícious poifon taint the thoughtlefs age : 
Deceitful charms attraíl our wond'ring eyes, 25 
And fpecieus ruin unfufpefted lies. 
So the rich foil of lndia's blooming fhorcs, 
Adorn'd with lavilh Nature's choiceft flores, 
Where ferpents lurk, by flow'rs conceafd from fight, 
Hides fatal danger under gay delight. 30 

Thefe purer thoughts froni grofs alloys rcfin'd, 
With heav'nly raptures elevate the mind : 
Not fram'd to raife a giddy, íhort-liv'd joy, 
Whofe falfe aliurements, while they pleafe, dellroy; 
But blifs refembüng that of faints above, 3J 

Sprung from the vifion of th' Almighty Love : 
Firm, folid blifs, for evcr great and new, 
T h e more 'tis known, the more admir'd, like you; 
Like you, fair Nymph ! in whom united meet 
Endearing fweetnefs, unaffectcd wit, 40 

A n d ali the glories, of your fparkling race, 
While inward virtues heighten ev'ry grace. 
By thefe fecur'd, you will with pleafure read 
Of future judgment, and the rifmg dcad; 
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Of time's giand period, heav'n and earth o'erthtowu; 
And gafping Nature's laít tremendous groan. 46 
Thefe, when the ílars and fun fhaíl be no more, 
Shall beauty to yoor ravag'd form reftorc: 
Then íhall you íliine with an immortal ray, 
Improv'd by death, and bi-ighten'd by decay. 50 

P c m h . C u ! . T - T R I S T R A M . 
O x o n . 

T O T H E A U T H O R , 

On bis Lajl Dy, and Univcrfal Vajf.on. 

AND muíl it be as thou had: fung, 

Celeílial Bard, feraphie Young ! 
Will there no trace, no point be found 
Of ali this fpacious glorious round ? 
Yon' lamps of Iight inuíl they d e c a y $ 
On Nature's felf Deítrufíion prey? 
Then fame, the moíl immortal thing 
Ev'n thou canil hope, is on the wing. 
Shall Newton's fyílcm be admir'd 
When time and motion are expir'd Io 
Shall fouls be curious to explore 
Who ruPd an orb that is 110 more 
Or íhall they quote the piílur'd age, 
From Pope's and thy correffive pagc, 
When vice and virtue lofe their namc IJ 
In deathlefs joy or endlefs fhamc 
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While wcars away the grand machine, 
T h e works of genius lhall be feen : 
Beyond, what laurels can there be 
For Homer, Horace, Pope, or thee ? 20 
Thro' life we ehafe, with fond purfuit, 

What mocks our hope, like Sodom's frui t ; 
A n d , fure, thy plan was well defign'd 
T o cure this madnefs of the mind ; 
Firíl beyond time our thoughts to raife, 2J 
Then lafh our love of tranfient praife ; 
In both we own thy doftrine juít, 
A n d fame's a breath, and men are duíh 18 

J. EASCSS. 
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P R E F A C E. 
síSthe occafim of this Põem-was real, mt fi8itiaus,fo thé 

metbod purfued in it was rather impofed, by -what fpon-
taneoujly'arofc hi the Author's mutd on that accafan, 
than meátated or defigned; -aibich ivill appear vcYy 
probable from the nature of it; for it differs from the 

' common itxdt of poetry, -which is, from Img narrations 
to ira-w Jhort morais: here, on. the contrary, the nar-
rative is J!>ort, aitd the niorality arifing from it maies 
the buli of the Poem. The reafm-ofit is, that the fafts 
meutioned did naturally pour thefe moral refleBians on 
the thought ofthe -writer. 

N I G H T I. 
ON LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALÍTT. 

líumbly infcribcd to the 

RIC . I I T HON. A R T H U R O N S L O W , ES<£. 

Speakcr of the Honfe of Commons. 

1 1 R'D Nature's fweet reítorer, balmy Sleep! 

He, like the world, his ready vifit pays 
Where Fortune fmiles; the wretched he forfakcs: 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unfully'd with a tear. J 
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From íhort (as uíiral) and difturb'd repofè 
I wake : how happy they who wake no more! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeft the grave. 
I wake, emerging-from a fea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreek'ddefponding thought 
From wave to wave of faney'd mifery l i 

A t random drove, her helm of rcafon loft. 
T h o ' now reftor'd, 'tis only change of pain, 
( A bitter change!) feverer for fevere : 
T h e day too lhort for my diftrefs; and night, 15 
E v ' n in the zenith of her dark domain, 
Is funlhine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, fable goddefs ! from her ebon throne, 
In raylefs majefty, now ftretches forth 
Her leaden fceptre o'er a ílumb'ring world. 20 
Silence how dead! and darknefs how profound! 
Nor eye nor lift*ning ear an objeít finds; 
Creation fleeps. 'Tis as the gen'ral pulfe 
Of life ftood ftill, and nature made a paufe; 
A n awful paufe! prophetic of her end. 25 

A n d let her prophefy be foon fulfill 'd: 
Fate! drop the curtain; I can lofe no more. 

Silence and Darknefs! folemn fifters! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurfe the tender thought 
T o reafon, and on reafon build refolve, 30 
(That column of true majefty in man) 
Aí l i f t m e : I will thank you in the grave; 
T h e grave your kingdom : there this frame fhall fal i , 
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A viftim facred to yoiir dreary Ihrine. 
Êut what are ye ? — 35 

Thou, who didíl put to flight 
Pvimeval Silence, when the morning ftars, 
Exulting, íhouted o'er the rifing bali; 
0 Thou! whofe word from folid darknefs ílruck 
That fpark, the fun, ílrikewifdom from my foul; 40 
My foul, which fiies to thee, her truft, her treafure, 
A s mifers to their gold, while others refl. 

Thro' this opaque of nature and of foul, 
This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray, 
T o Iightcn and to cheer. O Icad my mind, 45 
( A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it thro' various Icenes of life and death, 
And from each fcene the nobleft truths infpire. 
Nor lefs infpire my conduft than my fong; 
Teach my beft reafon reafon; my beft will 50 
Teach reftitude ; and fix my firm refolve 
Wifdom to wcd, and pay her long arrear: 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell ílrikes one. We take no note of time 55 
Eut from its lofs: to give it then a tongue 
Is wife in man. A s if an angel fpoke 
1 feel the folemn found. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours. 
Where are they? With the years beyond the flood. 60 
It is the fignal that dcmands difpatch.: 
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How much is to be done ! My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's «arrow verge 
Look d o w n — o n w h a t A fathomlefs abyfs. 
A dread eternity! how furely mine! 65 

A n d can eternity belong to me, 
Poor penfioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abjeft, how auguít, 
ÍIow complicate, how wonderful, is man! 
How paffing wonder He who made him fuch ! 70 
W h o cent'red in our make fuch íhange extremes 
From di f f rent natures marvelloully mixM, 
Gonnexion exquifite of diftant worlds! 
Diílinguiíh'd link in being's endlefs chain! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 75 

A beam ethereal, fnlly'd and abforpt! 
Tho* fully'd and di(llonour'd, (lill divine! 
Uim minature ó f greatnefs abfolute! 
A n heir of glory ! a frail child of duít! 
Helplefs immortal! infeâ infinite! 80 

A worm! a g o d ! — I tremble at myfelf, 
A n d in myfelf am loft. A t home a ftranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, fnrpris'd, aghaft, 
A n d wond'ring at her own. How reafon reels: 
O what a miracle to man is man! 85 

Triumphantly diftrefs'd! what j o y ! what dread! 
Alternately tranfported and alarm'd! 
What can preferve my life! or what deftroy! 
A n angel's arm can't fnatch me from the grave; 
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X,egions of angels can't confine me there. 90 
'Tis paft conjeíture; ali things rife in proof. 

VVhile o'er my limbs Sleep's foft dominion fpread, 
What tho' my foul fantaflic meafures trod 
0'er fairy fields, or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathlefs woods, or doivn the craggy fteep 95 
Hurl'd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool, 
Or fcal'd the cliff, or danc'd 011 holloto Vvinds 
With antic fhapes,.wild natives of the biain! 
Her ceafelefs fúght, tho' devious, fpeaks her nature 
Of fubtler effence than the trodden clod; ICO 

Aftive, aerial, towVing, unconfin'd, 
1'nfetter'd with her grofs companion's fali. 
Ev'n filent night proclaims my foul immürtal; 
Ev'n filent night proclaims eternal day. 
For human weal Heav'n hufbands ali events: 105 
Bul i íleep inftrufls, nor fport vain dreams in vain. 

Why then their lofs deplore that are not loft? 
Whv wanders wretched Thought their tombs arountl 
In infidel diftrek ? Are angels there ? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duft, ethereal fire? 11 o 

They live! they gréatly live a life 011 earth 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd, and from an eye 
Of tenderhefs let heav'nly pity fali 
On me, inore juftly number'd with the dcadi 
This is the defert, this the folitude : ri„< 
How populous, how vital is the grave! 
This is Creation's mélancholy vault, 

Volwnt I. C 
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T h e vale funereal, the fad cyprefs gloom; 
7'he land of apparitions, empty íhades! 
A H , ali on earth is (hadow, ali beyond 120 
Is fubflance; the reverfe is FolIy's creed. 
How folid ali, where ehange Iball be no more ? 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
T h e twilight of our day, the veílibule. 
I.ife's theatre as yet is íhut, and Death, 125 
Strong Death, alone can heave the mafly bar, 
This grofs impediment of clay remove, 
A n d make us, embryos of exiftence, free. 
From real life but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 130 

T h e future embryo, ílumb'ring in his fire. 
Embryos we muít be till we burft the íhell, 
Yon ' ambient azure fhell, and fpring to life, 
T h e life of gods, O tranfport! and of man. 

Yetman, foolman! hereburiesallhisthoughts, 135 
fnters celeftial hopes without one íigh. 
1'iis'ncr of earth, and pent bcneath the moon, 
Here pinions ali his wifnes; wing*d by Heav'n 
T o (ly at infinitc, and reach it there, 
Where feraphs gathertmmortality, 140 

On I,ife's fair tree, faft by the throne of God, 
What golden joys ambrofial cluft'ring glow 
In his full bcam, and ripen for the juíl, 
Where momcntary ages are no more! 
Where Time, and Pain,and Chance,and Death expite! 
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And is it in the flight of threcfcore vears 146 
To pulh eternity from human thought, 
And fmothcr fauls immortal in the duft? 
A fonl immortal, fpending ali her fires, 
Wafting her ftrength in ílrenuous idlenefs, i j O 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 
A t aught this fcene can threaten or indulge, 
Refembles ocean into tempeft wronght, 
T o waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this ccnfure ? It o'erwhelms myfelf. 155 
How was my heart incrufted by the world'. 
O how felf-fetter'd was my grov'lling foul! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In fdken thought, which reptile Fancy fpun, 
Til l darken'd Reafon lay quite clouded o'er, 160 
With foft conceit of endlefs comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the íkies! 

Night-vifíons may befriend (as fung above :) 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How I dream'd, 
Of things impoífible! (could fleep do more:) 165 
Of joys perpetuai in perpetuai change! 
Of ftable pleafures on the toffing wave! 
Eternal funlhine in the flor ms of life I 
How richly were my noon-tide trances lmng 
With gorgeous tapeílries of pi£lur'd joys! 170 
Joy behind joy, in endlefs perfpeítive! 
Til l at Death's toll, whofe reftlefs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meai, 

C ij 
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Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone. 
Where now my frenzy's pompous furiiiture? I75 
Tlie cobwebb'd cottage, with its raggcd wall 
Of mould'ring-mud, isrovalty to me! 
T h e fpidev's moft-attenuated t!iread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly blifs: it breakx at every breeze. 180 

O ye blefl fcenes of permanent delight! 
FuU above meafure ! laíling beyond bound > 
A perpetuitv of blifs is blifs. 
CouUl you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end, 
T h a t ghaflly thought would drink up ali your joy, 
A n d quite unparadife the realms of light. 186 

Safe are you lodg'd above thefe rolling fpheres, 
T h e baleful influence of whofe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciflitude on ali beneath. 
Ilere teems with revolutions every hour, 19c 

A n d rarely for the better; or the beíl 
More mortal than the common births of Fate. 
Fach moment lias its fickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous fcythe, whofe ample f w c q j 
Strikes enipires from the root: each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrowei fphere x j ó 

Of fweet domefiic comfort, and cuts down 
T h e faireíl bloom of fublnoary blifs. 

Blifs! fubhmary bl i fs !—proud words, and vain! 
Implicit treafon to divine decrce! ao O 

A bald invafion of the rights of Heav'n! 
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I clalpM the phantoms, and I fond tliem air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had mifs'd my heart! 

Death! great proprietor of ali! 'tis thine 205 
T o tread out empire, and to quench the ílars. 
The fun himfelf by thy permiflion fliines, 
And, one day, thou fhalt pluck him from his fphere: 
Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhauft 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean ? 210 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me ? 
lnfatiate Archer! could not one fuffice! 
Thy fhaft flew thiice, and thrice my peace was flain; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon' moon had fill'd her horn. 
O Cynthia! why fo pale ? doíl thou lament 215 
Thy wretehed neighbour.' grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelefs change outwhirPd in human life ? 
Howwanes my borrow'd blifs! from Fortune's fmile, 
Precarious courtefy! not virtue's fure, 
Self-given, folar, ray of found delight. 220 

In ev'ry vary'd poílure, place, and hour, 
IIow w!dow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy! 
Thought, bufy thought! too bufy for my peace! 
Thro' the dark poftern of time long elaps'd, 
Led foftly, by the flillnefs of the night, 11$ 
Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves!) 
Strays (wretched rover!) o'er the pleafmg paf t ; 
In queft of wretchednefs perverfely ftrays, 
A'nd finds ali defert now; and meet.s the ghoíls 

C iij 
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Of my departcd joys, a num'rous train! 
I rue the riclics of my former fatc; 
Siveet comfort's blaílcd clulters I lament; 
I tremble at the bleífiiigs oncc fo dcar, 
A n d e»'ry pleafure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why coniplain? or why complain for one 
Hangs out the fun his luílre but for me, 
T h e fingle man ? are angels ali befide ? 
I mourn for millions; 'tis the common í o t : 
In this íhape or in that has Fate entail'd 
T h e mother's throes on ali of woman bom, 
Not more the children than fure beirs of pain. 

War, famine, pcll, voleano, ftorm, and fire, 
Inteftine broils, Opprellion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, befiege mankind. 
God's image, difinherited of day, 
Here plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was made 
There beings, deathlefs as their haughty lord, 
A r e hammcr'd to the galling oar for life, 
A n d plow the winter's wave, and reap defpair. 
Some for hard maíléis, broken under arms, 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Keg biíter bread thro' realms their valour fa»'d 
If fo the tyrant or his minion doom. 
\Vrant, and incurable difcafe, (fell pair!)-
p n hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feize 
A t once, and make a refuge of the grave. 
How groaning hofpitals ejcct theu" dead! 
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What numbers groan for fad admifíion there! 
What numbers, once in Fortune's lap high-fcd, 
Solicit the cold hand of Charity! 260 
T o íhock us more, folicit it in vain! 
Ye filken fons of Pleafure! finee in pains 
You rue more modiíh vifits, vifit. here, 
And breathe from your debauch: give, and reduce 
Surfeit's domiuion o'er you. But fo great 165 
Your impudence, you hlufh at what is right. 

Happy! did íbrrow feize on fuch alone. 
Not prudence cau defend, or virtue fave. 
Difeafe invadcs the chafteft temperance, 
And puniihment the guiltlefs; and alarm, 2/0 
Thro' thickeft lhades, purfues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns, 
And, his guard falling, cruíhes him to death. 
Not Ilappincfs itfelf makes good her name; 
Our very wilhcs give us not our wiíh. 275 
How diitant oft' the thing we dote on moft 
Ftom that for which we dote, felicity ? 
The fmootheft courfe of Nature has its pains, 
And trucíl friends, thro' error, vvound our reíf. 
Without misfortune what calamities! 280 

And what hoftilitics without a foe! 
Nor are foes wanting to the beft on earth. 
But endlefs is the iiíl of human iils, 
A n d íighs might fooner fail than caufe to íigh. 

A part how fmall.of the terraqucous glqbe 285 
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Is tenanted by man ? the reít a wafte, 
Rocks, deferts, frozen feas, and burning fands! 
Wi ldhauntsof monílers, poifons, ftings, and death. 
Such is earth's melancholy map! but, far 
More fad! this earth is a true map of man: 290 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
T o woe's wide empire, where deep troubles tofs, 
Loud forrows howl, envenom'd paílions bite, 
Rav'nous calamities our vitais feize, 
A n d threat'ning Fate wide opens to devour. 295 

W h a t then am I, who forrow for mvfelf? 
In age, in infaney, from others' aid 
ls ali our hope; to teach us to be kind : 
T h a t Nature's firft, laft, leflòn to mankind. 
T h e felfiíh heart deferves the pain it feels. 300 
More gen'rous forrow, while it finks exalts, 
A n d confcious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue more than prudence bids me give 
Swoln thought a fecond channel: who divide, 
T h e y weaken, too, the torrent of their grief. 305 
T a k e , then, O World! thy much-indebted tear. 
How fad a fight is human happinefs 
T o thofe whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour ! 

0 thou! whate'er thou art, whofe heart exults, 
Wouldft thou I íhould congratulate thy fate! 310 
1 know thou wouldft; thy pridedemands it from me: 
L e t thy pride pardon what thy nature needs, 
T h e falutary cenfure of a friend. 
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Thou liappy wretch! by blindnefs thou art bleft; 
By dotage dandlcd to perpetuai fmiles. 315 
Know, Smiler! at thy peril art thou pleas'd; 
Thy pleafore is the promife of thy pain. 
Misfortune, like a creditor fevere, 
But rifes in demalul for her delay; 
She makes a fcourge of paft profperity, 330 

T o (ling thee more, and double thy dirtrefs. 
Lorenzoi Fortune makes her court to thee: 

Thy fond heart dances while the Syren fings. 
Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind; 
I would not damp, but to fecure thy joys. 3x5 
Think not that fear is facred to the ftorm. 
Stand on thy guard againíl the fmiles of Fate. 
Is Heav'n tremendous in its frowns ? mofl fure; 
And 111 its favours formidable too: 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards; 330 

A call to dutv, not difcharge from care, 
And fhould alarm us full as much as woes, 
Awake us to their caufe and confequence, 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our defert; 
A w e Nature's tumult, and chaftife her joys, 335 
L e d while we clafp we kill them; nay, invert 
T o worfe than fimple mifcry their charms. 
Revoltcd joys, like foes in Civil war, 
Like bofom friendfhips to refentment four'd, 
With rage envenom'd rife againft »ur peace. 340 
Beware what earth calls happinefs; beware 
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A l i joys but joys that never can expire. 
W h o builds on lefs than an im mortal bafe, 
Fond as he feems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine dy'd with thee, Philander! thy laft íigh 345 
Diííolv'd the charm ; the difinchanted earth 
Loí l ali her luftre. Where her glittering towers ? 
Her golden mountains w h e r e a l i darken'd down 
T o naked waíle; a dreary vale of tears. 
Thegreatmagician'sdead! Thoupoor,pale piece 350 
Of outcaft earth, in darknefs! what a change 
From yefterday! T h y darling hope fo near, 
(Long-labour'd prize!) O how ambition flulh'd 
T h y glowing chcek! ambition truly great, 
O f virtuous praife. Death's fubtle feed within, 355 
(Sly, treach'rous miner!) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted fcheme, and beckon'd 
T h e worm to riot on that rofe fo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell, one moment's prey! 

Man's forefight is conditionally wife. 360 
I,orenzo! wifdom into folly turns, 
O f t ' the firft inftant its idea fair 
T o labouring thought is bom. How dim our eye! 
T h e prefent moment terminates our f ight; 
Clouds; thick as thofe onDoomfday, drown thenext: 
W e penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 366 
Time is dealt out by particles, and each 
A r e mingled with the ftreaming fands of life. 
By Fate's inviolable oath is fworn 



N I G H T T H E F I R S T . 3 5 

Deep filence, " where eternity begins." 370 
By Nature's law, what may be may be n o w ; 

There's no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can rife 
Than man's prefumption on to-morrow's dawn ? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 375 
For numbers this is certain; the reverfe 
Is fure to none; and yet on this ferhafs, 
This peradventurc, infamous for lies, 
A s on a rock of adamant we build 
Our mountain-hopes, fpin out eternal fchemes, 380 
A s we the Fatal Sifters could outfpin, 
And, big with life's futnrities, expire. 

Not ev'n Philander had befpoke his íhroud; 
Nor had he caufe; a warning was deny'd. 
How many fali as fudden, not as fafe ? 385 
A s fudden, tho' for years admoni(h'd home ? 
Of human ills the laft extreme beware ; 
Beware, Lorenzo! a flow-fudden death. 
How dreadful that d^liberate furprife ! 
Be wife to-day ; 'tis madnefs to defer: 393 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wifdom is puíh'd out of life. 
Procraílination is the thief of time ; 
Year after year it fteals, till ali are fled, 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 395 

The vaft concerns of an eternal fcene. 
If not fo frcquent, would not this be ftrange 
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That 'tis fo frcquent, this is flranger ftill. 
Of man's miraculous miílakes this bears 

T h e palm, " T h a t ali men are about to live," 4CO 
For ever on the brink of bcing bom. 
A l i pay themfclves the compliment to think 
They one day íliall not drivel, and their pride 
On this reverfion takes up ready praife; 
A t leaft their own; their future felves applauds. 405 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead! 
T i m e lodg'd in their own hands is FoI!y's vails; 
That lodg'd in Fate's to wifdom they confign; 
T h e thing they can't but purpofe, they poílpone. 
'T is not in folly not to ícorn a fool, 410 

A n d fcarce in human wifdom to do more. 
A l i promife is poor dilatory man, 
A n d that thro' ev'ry ílage. When young, indeed, 
In full content we fometimes nobly reft, 
Unanxious for ourfelves, and onlv wiíh, 4IJ 

A s duteous fons, our fathers were more wifc. 
A t thirty man fufpe£ts himfelf a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 
A t fifty chides his infamous delay, 
Pulhes his prudent purpofe to refolve; 4S0 
In ali the magnanimity of thought 
Refolves, and re-refolves; then dies the fame. 

A n d why? becaufe he thinks himfelf immortal. 
A H men think ali ír.en mortal but themfelvcs; 
Themfclves, when fome alarming fh.ock of Fate 425 

3 
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Strikes tino' their wounded hearts the fudden dread: 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon ckffe; where paíl the fhaft no trace is found. 
A s from the wing no fcar the Iky retains, 
1'he parted wave no furrow from the keel, 430 
So dies in human hearts the thoughf of death: 
Ev'n with the tender tear which Nature íheds 
G'er thofe we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can 1 forget Philander ? that were flrange! 
0 my full heart ' .—But fliould 1 give it vent, 435 
T h e longeft night, tho' longer far, would fail, 

A n d the lark liflen to my midnight forg. 
The fprightly lark's flirill matin wakes the morn. 
G r i e f s (harpeíl thom hard prefling on my breaft, 
1 ftrive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 440 
The fulleii gloom, fweet Philomel! like thee, 
A n d call the flars to liílen : everv ílar 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain ; there are who thine excel, 
And charm thro'dil lant ages. Wrapt in (hade, 445 
Pris'ner of darknefs! to the filent hours 
How oftcn I repeat tlveir rage divine, 
T o lull my griefs, and fteal my heart from woe! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 
Dark, tho' not blind, like thee, Maronides! 450 
Or, Milton! thee; ah, could I reach your ílrain! 
Or his who made Maonides our own. 
Man, too, he fung : irr.mortal man I fing ; 

Velumt I. \) 
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Oft ' buríis my fímg beyond the bounds of life : 
What , now, but immortality can pleafe ? 455 
O had he prefs'd his theme, purfu'd the track 
Which opens out of darknefs into day! 
O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soar'd where I fink, arid fung immortal man, 
ilow had it bleít mankind, and refcu'd me! 460 
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Ü : - ; , : . • i n í m i ' . , ! , ' - .J 
' WHEN the cock crew he wept,"-—fmote by that 

Which looks on me, on al i ; thatpowV whobids [eye 
This midnight centinel, with clarion llirill, 
Emblern of that which íhall awake tbedead, 
Roufe fouls fròm flumber intò thoughts of Heav'n. 5 
Shall I too weep ? where then is fortitude 
And fortitnde abandon'd, where is man 
I know the terms on which he fces the l ight : 
He that is bom is lifted : life is war; 
Eternal war with woe : who bears it bcfl IO' 

Deftrves it Icalt .—On other themes 1*11 dwell. 
I.orenzo'. let me túrn my thoughts on thee 
A n d thine; 011 themes may profit; profit there 
Wheremofhhy need. Themes, too,diegfnuiriegrowth 
Of dear Philander's duft. He thus, tiro dcad, j çl 
May ílili befriend.—What themes? Timc's wondroü? 
Death, friíndfliip, and 1'hilander's final' fcene. [price, 

J- -li; . D J j t 
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So could I touch thefe themes as iniglit ohtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heait quite dilengag'd, 
T h e good deed would delight me; half-imprcfs'd 20 
On my dark cloud an iris, and from grief 

Call glorv Doí l thou mourn PhilanderS- fate: 
I know thou fay'ft i t : fays thy life the íàme ?. 
He mourns the dead who lives as they defire. 
Where is that thirft, thatavarice of time, 35 

(O glorious avarice!) thought of death infpires, 
A s rumour'd robberies endear our gold ? 
O Time! than gold more facred; more a load 
Than lead to fools, and fools reputed wife. 
W h a t moment granted man without a c c o u n t 3 0 
What years are fquander'd, wifdom's debt unpaid • 
Our wcalth in days ali doe to that difcharge. 
Haíte, halte, he lies in wait, he's at the door; 
Infidious Death! lhould his ftrong hand arrell, 
N o compofition iets the pris'ner f i te . 2S 

Eternity's inexorable chain 
l-aít binds, and vengearice claims the fali arrear. 

How late I (l).udder'd: on the brink! how late 
Li fe call'd for her laft refuge in defpair! - . 
T h a t time is mine, O Mead! to thee I ow e; 43 
Fàin would I pay thee with eternity, 
But ill my genius anfwers my defire: .-; 
M y fickly fong is mortal, paft thy cure. 
Accept the w i l l ; — t h a t dies not with my íírain. 

For what cails thy difeafe, Lorenzo ? not 45 
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For Efcnlapian^ but for moral aid.' 
Thou think"ft it folly to be wiíè-too foon. 
Youth is cot rieh in time; i t may be, poor; 
Part wjth it as with money, fparing; pay 
No moment, but in purchafe of its vvorth ; . 50 
A n d fwbat its wbrth aík deathbeds; they can tcll. r 
Part with it as with life, reluftant; big -
With holy hopé of nobler time to come;: . 
Time higher aim'd, ílill nearer the great matk 
Of men and angels, viitue more divinel j 5 

Is this our duty, wiídom, glory, gáin ? 
(Thefe Heav'n benign in vital nnioabinds) 
A n d fport we like the natives of the bdugh, 
When vernal funs infpire ? Amuftment.reigns 
3VIan's great demand: to trifiç is tó l ive: 60 
A n d is it.then a tiifíe, too, t o d i e ? 

Thou fay'ft l preach, Eorenzo ! 'tis confefí. 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
W h o wants amufcment in the fláme of baltle? 
Is it not treafon to the fouL immortal,: 
Her foes in arms', eternity the prize ? 
WiU toys amufe when medicines, cannot cure 
When fpirits ebb, when life's inchanting fcenes 
Their luftre lofe, and leílen in our fight, 
A s lands, and cities with their glittVing fpires, 70 
T o the poor íhatter'd bark, by fudden, ilormi 
Thrown o f f t o fea, and foon to perilh therc; 
WiU toys amufe ? N o ; thrones will then be toys, 

D i i j 
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A n d earth and íkies fcem dnft npon the fcale. 
Redeem we time i — I t s lofs we dearly huy. 75 

W h a t pleads 1-orenzo for his high-priz'd fports? 
He pleads tims's nnm'rous blanks; he loudly pleads 
'1'he llraw-likc trifles on iife's common ílream. 
From whom thofe blanks and trifles but from thee ? 
N o blank, no trifle, Nature made, or meant. 80 
Virtue, or purposd virtue, ftill be thine ; 
This canccls thy coraplaint at once ; this leaves 
Jn aft no trifle, and no blank in time. 
This greatens, fills, immortalizej ali; 
This the kleft art of turningali to gold 85 

This the good heart's prerogative to raife 
A royal tribute from the pooreft hours; 
lmmenfe revenue! ev'ry raomcnt pays. 
If nothing more than pmpofe in thy powV, 
T h y purpofe firm is equal to the deed. 90 

W h o does the beft his circumftauce allows 
Does well, aOs nobly ; angels could no more. 
Our outward aí t r indeed, admits leílraint: 
'T is not in things o'er thought t o domineer. 94 
Guard well thy thought: our thoughts are heaid in 

On all-important time, thro' ev'ry age, [heav'n. 
T h o ' much, and warm,the wifé have urg'd, the mau 
Is yet unborn who duly vverghs an hoisr. 
" I've loft a d a y , " — t h e prince who nobly cry'd, 
Ilad been an emperor without his crown. i c s 

Of Rome r fav, rather, lord of human race: 
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He fpoke as if deputed by mankind. 
So íhould ail fpeak : fo reafon fpeaks in a l i : 
From the foft whifpers of that God in man, 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, XC5 
For refeue from the bleílings we poííefs ? 
Time, the fupreme !•—Time is eternity; 
Pregnant with ali eternity can give; 
Pregnar.t with ali that makes archangels fmile. 
Who murders Time, he cruíhes in the bitth 110 
A pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd. 

A h ! how unjuft to Nature and himfelf 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiftent man ! 
Like children babbllng nonfeníè in their fports, 
W e cenfnre Nature for a fpan too (hort; 115 

That fpan too (hort we tax as tedious t o ó ; 
Torture invention, ali expcdients tire, 
T o larti the ling'ring moments into fpeed, 
A n d whirl us (happy riddance!) from ourfelves. 
A r t , brainlefs Art ! our fuiious charioteer, 120 
(For Nature's voice unftilled would recall) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the precipice of death; 
Death moíl our dreadjdeath thus more dreadful made. 
O what a riddle of abfurdity! 

Leifure is pain; takes offour chariot-wheels.: 125 
How heavily we drag the load of life ! 
Bleft leifure is our curfe; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander, wander earth around, 
T o fly that tyrant Thought. A s Atlas groan'd 
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T h e worLd beneath, we groan beneath an hour: 130 
W e cry for mercy to the next amufement; 
T h e next amufement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenienee! prifons hardly frown, 
From hateful time if prifons fet us free. 
Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 135 

W e call him cruel; years to moments (hrink, 
A g e s to years. T h e telefcope is turn'd: 
T o man's falfe optics (from his folly falfe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
A n d feems to creep, decrepit with his age. 14a 
Behold him when paft b y ; what then is feen 
But his broad pinions fwifter than the winds ? 
A n d ali mankind, in contradiítton ílrong, 
Rueful, aghaft, cry out on his career. 

JLeave to thy foes thefe errors and thefe ills; 145 
T o Nature jüft, their caufe and cure explore. 
Not (hoíí Heaven's bounty, boundlefs our expenfe; 
N o niggard Nature, men are piodigals. 
W e waíle, not ufe our time; we breathe, not live. 
T ime wafted is exiílence, us'd is life : 150 

A n d bare exiftence man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings and opprefies with enormous weight. 
A n d why? fince time was giv'n for ufe, not waíte, 
Enjoin'd to fly, with tempeft, tide, and ftars, 
T o keep his fpeed, nor ever wait for man. 155 
Time's ufe was doom'd a pleafure, wafte a pain, 
That1 man might fcel his error if uafeen, 
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And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure; 
Not, blünd'ring, fpüt on idlenefs for eafe. 1 5 9 
Life's cares are comforts; fucli by Heav'n defign'd; 
He that lias none muft make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are employments, and without employ 
T h e foul is on a rack, the rack of reíl, 
T o fouls moft adverfe, aítion ali their joy. 

Here thcn the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds; 165 
Then time turns torment, when mán turns a fool. 
W e rave, we wreíUe with great Nature's plan; 
W e thwart the Dei ty ; and 'tis decreed, 
Who thwart his will fhall contradiít their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourfelves; 170 
Our thoughts at enmity; our bofom-broil: 
W e puíh Time from us, and we wiíh him back; 
Lavilh of luílrums, and yet fond of l i féí 
Life we think long and íhort; death feek and fhun : 
Body and foul, like peeviíh man and wife, 175 

United jar, and yet are loath to part. 
Oh the dark days of vanity! whilehere 

How taftelefs! and how terrible when gone! 
Gone they ne'er go; when paft they haunt us ÍBU: 
T h e fpirit walks of ev'ry day deceas'd, l i ío 
A n d fmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death nor life delight us. If time páft 
A n d time poíTeft both pain us, what can pleafe ? 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordain'd, 
Time us'd. Tlié man who confecrates his hours 185 
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By vig'rous effort and an honeft aim, 
A t once he draws the fting of life and death; 
He walks with Nature, and her paths are peace. 

Our error's caufe and cure are fecn : fee next 
Time's nature, origin, importance, fpeed, 190 
A n d thy great gain from urging his c a r e e r . — 
AU-fenfual man, becaufe untouch'd, unfeen, 
He looks on time as nothing. Notliing elfe 

Is truly man's; 'tis Fortune's Time's a god. 
Haft thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipotence! 
For, or againft, what wonders can he do! 
A n d wi l l : to íland blank neuter he difdains. 
Not on thofeterms wasTime (Heav'n's ftranger!) fent 
On his important embafly to man. 
Lorenzò ! no : on the long-deftin'd hour, SCO 
From everlaftingages growing ripe, 

T h a t memorable hour of wondrous birth, 
When the Dread Sire, 011 emanation bent, 
A n d big with Nature, riling in his might, 
CalPd forth creation (for then Time was bom) S05 
By Godhead ftreaming thro' a thoufand worlds; 
Not on thofe terms, from the great days of heav'n, 
From old Eternity's myfterious orb 
Was Time cutof f , and ca$ beneath the Ikies; 
T h e (kies, which watch him in his new abode, 410 
Meaííiring his motions by revolving fpheres, 
T h a t horologe machinery divine. 
Hours, days, and months, amj years, his children, play 
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Like num'rous wings, around him, as he files; 
Or rather, as unequal plumes, they fhape 2IJ 
His ample pinions, fwift at darted flame, 
T o gain his goal, to reach his ancient reft, 
A n d join anew Eternity his fire, 
In his immutability to nefl-, 
When worlds,thatcounthiscirclesnow,unhing'd, 2 2S 
(Fate the loud fignal founding) headlóng rufh 
T o timelefs night and chãos, whenee they rofe. 

W h y fpur the fpeedy ? why with levities 
New-wing thy fhort fliort day's too rapid flight ? 
Know'ft thou or what thou doíl,or what is done? 22/ 
Man flies from time, and time from man : too foon, 
I11 fad divorce, this double fiight muft end; 
A n d then where are we? where, Lorenzo! then, 
T h y fports, thy pomps ? I grant thee in a ftate 
Not unambitious; in the ruffled fhroud, 230 

T h y Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 
Has Death his fopperies ? then well may Li fe 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow íhine. 

Ye well-array'd! ye Lilies of our land! 
Ye Lilies Male ! who neither toil nor fpin, 235 
( A s fifter lilies might) if not fo wife 
A s Solomon, more fumptuous to the fight! 
Ye Delicate! who nothing can fupport, 
Yonrfelves mofl infnpportable! for whom 
T h e winter rofe mufl blow, the fun put on 240 
A brighter beam in Leo j Clky-foft 
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Favonius! brcathe flill foftcr, or be chid; 
A n d other worlds fend odouts, fauce, and fong, 
A n d robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms! 
O ye Lorenzos of our age! who deem Í45 
One moment unamus'd a mifery 
Not made for feeble man! who call aloud 
For ev'ry bawble drivell'd o'er by fenfe; 
For rattles and conceits of ev'ry caft; 
For change of follies and relays of joy, 350 
T o drag your patient thro' the tedious length 
Of a (hort winter's day fay, Sages! fay, 
Wit 's Oraclesl fay, Dreamers of gay dreams! 
How will you weather an eternal night, 
Where fuch expedients fail ? 155 

O treach'rous Confcicnce! while (he feems to fleep 
On rofe and myrtle, lull'd with Syren fong; 
While (lie feems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
O11 headlong Appetité the ílacken'd rein, 
A n d give us up to licenfe, unrecall'd, 260 

U n m a r k ' d ; — f e e , from behind her fecret íland, 
T h e fly informer minutes ev'ry fault, 
A n d her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the grofs aít alone employs her pen; 
She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band. 265 

A watchful foe! the formidable fpy 
I.ift'ning, o'erhears the w hifpers of our camp, 
Our dawning purpofes of heart explores, 
A n d [leais our embryos of iniquity, 

4 
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As all-rapacious ufurers conceal 270 
Their Doomfday-book from all-confuming heirs, 
Thus, with indulgence moíl fevere, íhc treats 
Us fpendthrifts of ineílimable time, 
Unnoted notes each moment mifapply'd; 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brafs 275 
Writes our whole hiílory, which Death ihall read 
In ev'ry pale delinqucnt's private ear, 
A n d judgment publilh; publiih to more worlds 
Than this, and endlefs age in groans refound. 
Lorcnzo! fuch that flceper in thy brcaíl; 280 
Such is her llumbcr, and her vengeance fuch 
For flighted counfel; fuch thy future peace; 
A n d think'!! thou ftill thou canil be wife too foon ? 

But why on time fo lavifh is my fong ? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a fchool 28J 
T o teach her fons herfelf. Each night we die; 
Each morn are bom anew : each day a life! 
A n d íhall we kill each day ? If trifling kills, 
Sure vice muíl butcher. O what heaps of ílain 
Cry out forvengeance on us! Time deíhoy'd 290 
Is fhicide, where more than blood is fpilt. 
Time fiies, death urges, knells call, Heav'n invites, 
Hell tbreatens : ali exerts; in elfovt ali, 
More than creation, labours ! Labours more ? 
A n d is there in creation what, amidft 29J 

This tumult nniverfal, wing'd difpatch, 
A n d ardent energv, fupinely yawns? 

Vehmt I. E 



5 0 ' T H E C 0 M P L A I N T . 

Man fleeps, and man alone; and man, whofe fate, 
Fate irreverfible, entire, extreme, 
Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze-íhaken, o'er the gulf 3C0 
A moment trembles; drops! and man, for whom 
AU elfe is an alarm ; man, the fole caufe 
Of this furrounding ftorm ! and yet he fleeps, 
A s the ftorm rock'd to re f t .—Throw years away ? 
Throw empires, and bcb'ame!efs. Moments feize, 305 
]Ieav'n's on their wing : a moment we may wifh, 
When worlds want wealth tobuy. BidDay ftandftill, 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 
T h e period paft, regive the given hour. 
Torenzo! more than miracles we want. 310 

E o r e n z o — O for yefterdays to come! 
Snch is the language of the man awake, 

l l is ardour fuch for what oppreííès thee. 
A n d is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? N o ; 
T h a t more than miracle the gods indnlge. 315 
'J'o-day is yeftcrday return'd; return'd 
Full-pow'r'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn, 
A n d reinflate us on the rock of peace. 
L e t it not íhare its predece(Tor's fate, 
Nor, like its elder fifters, die a fool. 320 

Shall it evaporate in fume, fly off 
3"uliginous, and ftain us deeper ftiil? 
Shal! we be poorer for the plenty pourM ? 
More wretchçd for the clemencies of Heav'n ? 

Where íhall Ifind him? Angels! tel!me where:325 
Vou know 1,'uc : he is near you ; point him out. 
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Shall I fee glories beaming from his brovv, 
Or trace his footíleps by lhe rifing flowers ? 
Your golden wings, now hov'ring o'erhim, fhed 
Proteítion ; now are waving in applaufe 330 
T o that blefl fon of forefight! lord of fate! 
That awful independent on to-morrow! 
Whofe work is done; who triumphs in the paíl; 
Whofe yeílerdays look backwards with a fmile, 
Nor, like the Parthian, wonnd him as they fly; 335 
T h a t common but opprobrious lot ! Part hours, 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 
l f folly bounds our prolpeft by the grave, 
A l i feeling of fnturity benumb'd; 
A l i godlike pafüon for eternals quèrich'd; 348 

A l i relilh of realities expir'd ; 
Renounc'd ali correfpondence with the fkies; 
Our freedom chain'd; quite winglefs our defire; 
In fenfe dark-prifon'd ali that ought to foar; 
Prone to the centre; crawlingin the duf t ; 345 
Difmounted ev'ry great and glorious a im; 
Imbruted ev'ry faculty divine; 
IIeart-bury'd in the rubbiíh of the world, 
T h e world, that gulf of fouls, immortal íonls, 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 330 

T o reach the diílant Ikies, and triumph-there 
On thrones, which Íhall not moúnv their mallers 
T h o ' w e from eaxth, ethereal they tliat fell. j"chang'd ; 
Such veneration due, O man, to mani • 

É ij 
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Who vcnerate themfelves the world defpife. 355 
For what, gay Friend! is this efcutcheon'd world, 
Which hangs out death in one eternal night ? 
A night that gtooms us in the noon-tide ray, 
A n d wraps our thought at banquets in the íhroud. 
Life 's little ftage is a fmall eminence, 360 

Inch high the grave above, that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude: we gaze around; 
W e read their monuments; w e f i g h ; and while 
W e ligh we fink ; and are what we deplor'd: 
Lamenting or lamented ali our lot 1 365 

Is Death at diílance ? No ; he has been on thee, 
A n d giv'n fure earneíl of his final blovv.. 
Thofe hourF.which lately fmü'd,'where are they now ? 
Pallid to thought, and ghaftly! drown'd, ali drown'd 
In that great deép which nothing difembogues ' 370 
A n d , dying, they. bequeath'd thee fmall renown. 
T h e reft are on the wing: how fleet their flight! 
Already has the fatal train took fire; 
A moment, and the world's blown up to thee ; 
T h e fun is darknefs, and the ftars are duft. 375 

'Tis greatly wife to talk with our pafl Hours, 
A n d aík them what report they bore to Heav'n, 
A n d how they might have borne more welcome news. 
Their anfwers form what men Experience ca l l ; 
If Wifdom's friend her beft, if not, worft foe. 380 
O reconcile thém ! kind Experience cries, 
" There's nothing herebut what as nothing weighs j 
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" The more our joy, the more we know it vain, 
" A n d by fuccefs are tntor'd to defpair." 
Nor is it only thus, but muft be fo. 385 
Who knows not this, tho' gray, is ílill a child. 
I.oofe then from earth the grnfp of fond defire, 
Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. : 

A r t thou fo moor'd thou can'ft nút difengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future fcenes ? 390 
Since by life's paífing breath, blown up from earth, 
L i g h t as the fummei's duft, we take in air 
A moment's giddy fiight, and fali again, 
Join the dull mafs, inoreafe the trodden foil, 
A n d fieep, till Earth herfelf íhall be no more ; 395 
Since then (as emmets, their fmali world o'erthrown) 
We, fore-amaz'd, from ont earth Vruins crawl, 
A n d rife to fate extreme of fotil or fair, 
A s man's own choice (controller of the ikies!) 
A s man's defpotic will, perhaps one hour, 4 C . 0 
(O how omnipotent is time!) decrees, 
Should not each warning give a ílrong alarm ? 
Warning, far lefs than that of bofom torn 
From bofom, bleeding o'er the facred dead! 
Should .not each dial ítrike us as we pafs, 4C5 

Portentous, as the written wall which firuck, 
0'er midnight bowls, the proud AíTyrian pale, 
Ere-while high-flulh'd with infolence and wine ? 
l . ike that, the dial fpeaks, and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loatb to break thy banejuet up : 410 

E ü j 
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" O Man! thy kingdom is departing from thee, 
" A n d while it lalts is emptier than my (hade." 
Its filent language fueh; nor need'lt thoii call 
T h y Magi to deciphcr what it means. 
Know, like the Median, Fate is in thy walls: 41 j 
Doft afle how ? whenee ? Belíhazzar-like, amaz'd. 
Man's make indofes the fure fecds of death ; 
L i fe feeds the murderer : ingrate! he thrives 
O11 her own meai, and then his nurfe devours. 

But here, Lorerizo, the delufion lies; 410 
T h a t folar íhadow, as it meafures life, 
It life reíembles too. Life fpeeds away 
From point to point, tho' feeming to fland ftill. 
T h e cunning fugitive is fwift by flealth : 
T o o fubtle is the movement to be feen ; 425 
Yet foon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger, gnomons time : 
A s thefe are ufelefs when the fun is fet, 
So thofe, but when more glorious Reafon íhines. 
Reafon lhouldjudge in ali ; in Reafon's eye 430 
T h a t fedentary fliadow traveis hard : 
But fuch our gravitation to the wrong, 
So prone our hearts to whifper what we wifh, 
'Tis later with the wife than he's aware. 
A Wilmington goes ílower than the fun; 435 

A n d ali mankind miítake their time of d a y ; 
Ev'n age itfelf. Frelh hopes are hourly fown 
In furrow'd brows. So gentle life's defcent, 
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We íhut our eyes, and think it is a plaiji. 
We take faic days in winter for the fpring, 440 
A n d turn our bleflings into bane. Since oft ' 
Man miili compute that age he cannnot feel, 
He fcarce.helievcs he's older for his years. 
Thus at fife's lateft eve we keep in ftore 
One difappointment, fure to crown the reft, 445 
The difappointment of a promis'd hour. 

On this or fimilar, Philander! thou 
Whofe mind was moral as the preacher's tongue, 
A n d ílrong to wield ali fcience worth the name, 
How often we talk'd down the fummer's fun, 450 
A n d cool'd our pafllons by the breeiy ílream! 
How often thaw'd and íhorten'd winter's cve 
By.conflift kind, that ftruck out latent truth, 
Beíl found fa fought, to the reclufe more coy ! 
Thoughts difintangle pafling o'er the l i p ; 455 
Clean runs the thread; if not, 'tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonfenfe for a fong; 
Song faíhionably fruitlefs, fuch as ftains 
T h e fancy, and unhallow'd palfion fires, 
Chiming her faints to Cytherea's fane. 460 

Know' f t ihou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains? 
A s hees mix'd neítar draw from fragrant flow'rs, 
So men from Friendíhip wifdom and delight; 
Twins ty 'd by Kature, if they part they die. 
Haft thou no friend to fet thy mind abroach ? 465 
Good fcnfe wiil ílagnate. Thoughts fhutup want air, 
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A n d fpoil, like bales unopen'd to the fun. 
Had íhought been ali, fweet fpeeeh had been deny 'd; 
Speech! thought's canal; fpeeeh! thought's criterion 

too : 
Thought in the mine may come forth gold or drofs; 
When coin'd in wutd, we know its real worth : 471 
If fterling. ftoreit for thy future ufe; 
'Twi l l buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. 
Thought , too, delivcr'd, is the more poflefs'd; 
Teaching we learn, and giving we retain 475 

The births of intelleít, when dumb forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intelle&ual fire; 
Speech burniíhes our mental magazine; 
Brightens for omament, and whets for ufe. 
W h a t numbers, !heath'd in erudition, lie 48c 

Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
A n d ruíled in, who might have borne an edge, 
A n d play'd a fprightly beam, if born to fpeeeh, 
If born bleft heirs of half their mother's tongue j 
'T is thought's exchange, which, like th'alternatepu(li 
Of waves confiifting, breaks the leatned feum, 486 
A n d defecates the fludent's flanding pool. 

In contemplation is his proud refource? 
'T is poor as proud, by converfe unfuftain'd. 
Rude thought runs wild in Contemplation's field;490 
Converfe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due reílraint; and Emulation's fpur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivais aw'd. 
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'Tis converfe qualifies for folitude, 
As exercife for falutary reft: 495 
By that untutor'd, Contemplation raves, 
And Nature's fool by Wifdom's is outdone. 

Wifdom, tho' richer than Peruvian mines, 
And fweeter than the fweet ambrofial hive, 
What is lhe but the means of h a p p i n e f s 5 0 0 
That unobtain'd, than Folly more a fool; 
A melancholy fool, vvithout her bells. 
Friendíhip, the means of wifdom, richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wifdom wife. 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 505 

Denies or damps an undivided joy. 
Joy is an import; joy is an exchange; 
Joy flies monopolifts: it calls for t w o : 
Rich fruití heav'n-planted! never pluck'd by.one. 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give j i a 

T o focial man true relilh of himfelf. 
Full on ourfelves defcending in a line, 
Pleafure's bright beam is feeble in delight '• 
Delight intenfe is taken by rebound; lu .. 
Reverberated pleafures fire the breaft. 5 1 5 

Celeílial Happinéfs! whene'er íhe ftoops 
T o yifit earth, one íhrine the goddefs finds, 
And one alone, to make her fweet amends 
For abfent h e a v ' n — t h e bofom of a friend ; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally fofti 5 iO 
Each other's piüow to repofe divine. 



j 8 T H E C O M P L A I N T . 

Beware the counterfeit; in paííion's flarne 
Hearts melt, but melt like ice, foon harder froze. 
True love ftrikes root in reafon, pal!ion's foe: 
Virtue alone entenders us for l i fe: 525 
I wrong her much—entenders us for ever. 
Of friendlhip's faireft fruits, the fruit moft fair 
Is virtue kindling at a rival fite, 
A n d emuloufly rapid in her raee. 
O the foft enmity! endearing ílrife! 530 

This carries Friendlhip to her noon-tide point, 
A n d gives the rivet of eternity. 

From friendfhip, which outlives myformer themes, 
Glorious furvivor of old Time and Death! 
From friendlhip, thus, that flow'r of heav'nly feed, 535 
T h e wife extraft earth's moft .Hyblean blifs, 
Superior wifdom, crown'd with fmiling ioy. 

But for whom blofToms this Elyfian flower ? 
Abroad they find who cheriíh it at home. 
Lorenzo! pardon what my love éxtorts, 540 
A n honeft love, and not afraid to frown. 
T h o ' choice of follies faften on the great, 
None clings more obftinate than fancy fond 
T h a t facred friendfhip l i their eafy prcy, 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, J4J 

Or fafcination of a high-born fmile. 
Their fraijas'the great, and the coquette, throw out 
For othcrs' hearts, tenacious of their own; 
A n d we no lefs of ours, when fuch the bait. 
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Ye Fortune's Cofferers! ye Pow'rs of Wealth ! 
Can gold gain friendíhip ? impudence of hope! 
A s well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo! pride reprefs, nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 
Al i like the purchafe, few the price will pay, 
And this makes friends fuch miracles below. 

What if (fince daring on fo nice a theme) 
I (hew thee friendíhip delicate as dcar, 
Of tender violations apt to die ? 
Referve will wound it, and diílruft deílroy. 
Deliberate on ali things with thy friend : 
But fince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 
Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core, 
Firft on thy friend delib'rate with thyfel f ; ,565 
Paufe, ponder, fift; not eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the chofen : fixing fix; 
Judge before friendíhip, then confide till death. 
Well for thy friend, but nobler far for thee. 
How gallant danger for earth's higheft prize! 570 
A friend is worth ali hazards we can run. 
." Poor is the friendlefs mafler of a world. 
" A world in purchafe for a friend is gain." 

So fung he (angels hear that angel fing! 
Angels from friendíhip gather half their joy) 575 
So fung Philander, as his ííiend went round 
}n tlje rich ichor, in the gen'rous blood 
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Of Bacchiu, pnrple god of joyons wit, 
A brow folutc, and ever-laughing cye. 
He drank long health and virtue to his friend, 580 
His friend! who warm'd him more, who moreinfpir'd. 
Friend(hip's the wine of life; but friendlhip new 
(Not fuch was his) is neither ftrong nor pure. 
O ! for the bright complexion, cordialwarmth, 
A n d elevating fpirit of a friend, 585 

For twenty fummers ripening by my fide, 
AH feculence of falfehood long thrown down, 
A l i foçial virtues rifing in his foul, 
A s cryílal clear, and fmilingas they rife! 
Here neítar flows; it fparkles in our f ight; 590 
Rich to the tafle, and genuine from the heart. 
High-flavour'd blifs for gods ! on earth how rare! 
On earth how loft !—Philander is no more. 

Think ' f t thou the theme intoxicates my fong ? 
A m I too warm : — T o o warm I cannot be. 595 
I lov'd him much, but now I love him more. 
L ike birds, whofe beauties languilh, half-conceal'd, 
T i l l , mounted on the wing, their glofly plumes 
Expanded, (bine with azuie, green, and gold; 
How bleflings brighten as they take their flight! 6cS 
His flight Philander took, his úpward flight, 
If ever foul afcended. Had he dropp'd, 
(That eagle genius!) O had he let fali 
One feather as he flew, I then had wrote 
What friends rr.ight ííatter, pruient foesforbcar, 60/ 
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Rivais fcarce damn, and Zoilas reprieve. 

Yet'what I can I muft : it wère profane 
T o quench a glory lighted at the íkies, 
A n d caft in íhadows his illuftrious clofe. 
Strange! the theme moft affeíting, moft fublime, 6lÒ 
Momentous moft to man, lhould íleep unfung! 
A n d yet it lleeps, by genius unawak'd 
Painim or Chriftian, to the bluíh of Wit. 
Man's higheft triumph, man's profoundeft fali , 
T h e deathbed of the juf t ! is yet undrawn 615 
By mortal hand; it merits a divine : 
Angels lhould paint it, angels ever there, 
There on a poft of honour and of joy. 

Date I prefume, thcn ? but Philander bids, 
A n d glory tempts, and inclination calls. 620 
Yet am I ftruck, as ftruck the foul beneath 
Aerial groves' impenetrable gloom, 
Or in fome mighty ruin's folemn fhade, 
Or gazing, by pale lamps, on high-born duft 
In vaults, thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings, 625 
Or at the midnight altar's hallow'd flame. 
It is religion to proceed: I p a u f e — 
A n d enter, aw'd the temple of my theme. 
Is it his deathbed.' N o ; it is his flirine : 
Behold him there juft rifing to a god. 630 

T h e chamber whcrc the good man meets his fate 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 
Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heav'n. 

Volume J. F 
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I l y , ye Profane! if not, draw near with aive, 
Receive the blefling, and adore the chance 633 
T h a t threw 111 this Bethefda your difeafe: 
Tf u n r c l W d by this defpair your cure; 
1'or l.ere refifllefs Demonflration dwells. 
A deathbed 's a dcteílor of the heart. 
Here tir'd Didimulation drops her mafk 640 
T h r o ' Life's grimace, that miflrefs of the ícene! 
l lere real and apparent are the fame. 
Vou fee the man, you fee his liold on heav'n, 
I f found his virtue, ás Philander's found. 
Heav'n waits not the lafl moment; owns her friends 
On this fide death, and points them out to men; 646 
A lefture filent, but of fov'reign pow'r ! 
T o Vice confufion, and to Virtue peace. 

Whatever farce the boaflful hcro plays, 
Virtue alone has majefly in death, 650 
A n d greater (till, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philander! he feverely frown'd on thee. 
" No warning giv'n ! unceremonious fate! 
" A fudden rufl) from life's meridian joys! 
" A wrcnch from ali we love! from ali we are! 655 
" A reíllefs bed of pain! a plunge opaque 
" Beyond conjeílure! feebie Nature's dread! 
" Strong Reafon's diuddcr at the dark unknown! 
" A fun extinguilhVl! a jufl opening grave! 659 
" A n d , oh! the lafl, la f l ; what?(can words exprefs, 
" Thought reach it ?) the lufl—ülcnce of a frier.d!" 
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Where are thofe horrors, that amazement, where 
This hideous group of ills which fingly (hock, 
Demand from m a n . — I thought him man till now. 

Thro'Nature's wreck.thro' vanquilVd agonies, 665 
(Like the Itars ítruggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ? what more than human peace? 
Where the frail mortal, the poor abjeít worm ? 
No, not in death the mortal to be found. 
His conduít is a legacy for ali, 670 

Richer than Mammon's for his fingle heir. 
His comforters he comforts; gteat in ruin, 
With unrcluftant grandeur gives, not yields, 
His foul fublime, and clofes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the fcene ! 675 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man ? 
His God fuftains him in his final hour 1 
His final hour brings glory to his G o d ! 
Man's glory Heav'11 vouchfafes to call her own. 
W e gaze, we weep; mix'd tears of grief and joy! 680 
Amazement ílrikes! devotion burfls to flame! 
Chriflians adore! and Infidels believe. 

A s fome tall tow'r, or lofty mountain's brow, 
Detains the fun, illuftrious, from its height, 
While rifing vapours and defcending fhades, 685 
With damps and darknefs drown the fpacious vale, 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by defpair, 
Philander thus anguflly rcars his head, 
A t that black hour which gen'ral horror flieds 

F i j 
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N I G H T III. 

NAR Cl S SA. 

Humhly infcribcd 

T O H E R G R A C E T H E D U C I I E S S O F 

Xgnofcenda quldem, f c i r c n t fi ignofcerc manes* V i r g . 

F R O M dreams, where thought in Fancy's maze runs 
T o reafon, that heav'n-lighted lamp in man, [mad, 
Onee more I wake; and at the deílin'd hour, 
Pun<ftual as lovers to the moment fworn, 
I keep my aflignation with my woe. 5 

O ! loft to virtue, loft to manly thought, 
Lo í l to the noble lallies of the foul! 
Who think it folitude to be alone. 
Communion fweet! communion largeand high! 
Our reafon, guardian angel, and our God! 10 

Then neareft thefe, when others moft remote; 
A n d ali, ere long, (hall be remote but thefe : 
How dreadful, then, to meet them ali alone, 
A ítranger! unacknowledg'd! unapprov'd! 
Now woo them, wcd them, bind them to thy breaíf; 
T o win thy wifli creation has tio more: z 6 

F iij 
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Or if we wilha fourth, it is a friend.-
But friends how mortal! dang'rous the defire. 

T a k e Phoebus to yourfelves, ye balking Bards! 
lriebriate at fair Fortune's fountain-head', 20 
A n d reeling thro' the wildernefs of joy, 
Where Senfe runs favage, broke from Reafon' schain, 
A n d fings falfe peace, till fmother'd by the pall. 
M y fortune isunlike, unlike my fong, 
Unlike the deity my fong invokes. 25 

I to Day's foft-ey'd fifter pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival) and her aid implore, 
Now firft implor'd in fuceour to the Mufe. 

Thou whodidfl lately borrow Cynthia's * form, 
A n d modeílly forego thine own ! O thou 30 
W h o didft thyfelf, at midnight hours, infpire! 
Say, why not Cynthia, patronefs of fong? 
A s thou her crefcent, lhe thy charaíter 
Affíimes, ftill more a'goddefs by the change. 

A r e there demurring wits who dare difpute 35 
This revolution in the world infpir'd ? 
Y e train Pierian ! to the lunar fphere, 
Tn filent hour, addrefs your ardent call 
For aid immortal, lefs herbrother's right. 
She with the fpheres harmonious nightly leads 40 
T h e mazy dance, and hears their matchlefs ftrain, 
A ftrain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Tranfmit it heard, thou Silvcr Queen of heav'n! 

* At the Duke of Norfolk's marquerade. 
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What title or what name endears thee moíl > 
Cynthia ! Cyllene! Phoebe!—or doft hear 45, 
With higher guft, fair P — d of the ikies ? 
Is that the foft inchantment calls thee down, 
More pow'rful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come, but from heav'nly banquets with thee bring 
The foul of fong, and whifper in mine ear 50 

T h e theft divine; or in propitious dreams 
(For dreams are thine) transfufe it thro' the breaft 
Of thy firft v o t a r y — b u t not thy laft, 
If, like thy namefake, thou art ever kind. 

A n d kind thou wilt be, kind on fuch a theme j J5 
A theme fo like thee, a quite lunar theme, 
Soft, modeft, melancholy, female, fair! 
A theme that rofe ali pale, and told my foul 
'Twas night; on her fond hopes perpetuai night; 
A night which ftruck a damp, a deadlier damp, 60 
Than that which fmote me from Philander's tomb. 
NarciíTa follows ere his tomb is clos'd. 
Woes clufter; rare are folitary woes; 
They love a train ; they tread each other's heel; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 65 
T h e grief that ílarted from my lids for h i m ; 
Sejzes the faithiefs, alienated tear, 
Or íhares it ere it falls. So frequent Death, 
Sorrow he more than caufes; he confounds; 
For human fighs his rival ftrokes contend, 70 

A n d make diftrefsdiftraítion. Oh, Philander! 
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What was thy fate.' a double fate to me; 
Portent and pain! a menace and a blow! 
Like the. blaek raven hovVing o'er my peace, 
Not lefs a bird of omen than of prey. 7 j 
It calPd Narciftà long before her hour; 
It caU'd her tender foul by break of blils, 
From the firft bloftbm, from the btids of j o y ; 
Thofe few our noxious fate unblafted leaves 
In this inclement clime of human life. 8s 

Sweet Harmonift! and beautiful as fweet! 
A n d voungis beautiful! and foft as young! 
A n d gay as foft! and innoeent as gay! 
And happy (if aught happy here) as good ! 
For Fortune fond, had built her neft on high. 85 
Like birds quite exquifite of note and plume, 
Transfix'd by Fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the fummit of the grove lhe fell, 
A n d left it unharmonious! ali its charm 
Extinguiíh'd in the wonders of her fong] 90 

Her fong ftill vibrates in my ravi(h'd ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O toforget her!) thrilling thro' my heart! 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this group 
Ofbright ideas, flow'rs of Paradife, 95 
A s yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind, 
Knecl, and prefent it to the íkies, as ali 
W e guefs of heav'n; and thefe were ali her own; 
A n d lhe was mine; and I w a s — w a s ! — m o f t b l e f t — 
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Gay title of the deepeft mifery! ICO 

A s bodies grow more pond'rous rohb'd of life, 

Good loft weighs more in grief than gain'd in j o y . 

L i k e bloíTom'd trees o'erturn'd by vernal ftorm, 

Lovely in death the beauteous ruin l a y ; 

A n d if in death ftill lovely, lovelier there, 1C$ 
Far lovelier! pity fwells the tide of love. 

A n d will not the fevere excufe a figh ? 

Scorn the proud man that is aíham'd to weep. 

Our tears indulg'd indecd deferve our lhame. 

Y e that e'er loft an angel, pity m e ! I I O 

Soon as the luftre languilh'd in her eye, 

Dawning a dimmer day on human íight, 

A n d on her cheek, the refidence of Spring, 

Pale Omen fat, and.fcatter'd fears around 

On ali that faw, (and who would ceafe to gaze 1 1 5 

T h a t once had feen ?) with hafte, parentál hafte, 

I flew, 1 fnatch'd her from the rigid North , 

Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 

A n d bore her nearer to the f u n ; the fun 

( A s if the fun could envy) check'd his beam, ISO 

D e n y ' d his wonted fuccour; nor with more 

Regret beheld her drooping than the bells 

O f lilies, faireft lilies, not fo fair! 

Quecn Lilies! and ye painted Populace 

W h o dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives! U 5 

In morn and ev'ning dew your beauties bathc, 

A n d drink the fun, which givesyour cheeks to g low, 
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A n d ontbluíh (mine excepted) e*'ry fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 
Which often cropt your odours, incenfe mcct 130 
T o thought fo pure! Ye lovely Fugitives! 
Coeval race with man! for man you fmile; 
W h y not fmile at him t o o Y o u lhare, indeed, 
His fudden pafs, but not his conftant pain. 

So man is made nought minifters delight 135 
But what his glowing paffions can engage; 
A n d glowing paffions, bent on aught below, 
Maft , foon or late, with anguilh turn the fcale; 
A n d anguilh after rapture, how fevere! 
Rapture? boldman! whotemptsthewrathdivine, 140 
By plucking fruitdenyM to mortal tafte, 
While here prefuming on the rights of Heav'n. 
For tranfport doft thou call on ev'ry hour, 
I.orçnzo ? A t thy friend! s expenfe be wife: 
I.ean not on earth; 'twill pierce thee to the heart; 
A brokçn reed at beft ; but bft ' a fpear : 146 

Un its íharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 

Turn, hoplcfs thought! turn from her .—Thought 
Refenting rallics, and wak.es evVy woe. [repelFd, 
Snatch'd ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! 130 
A n d when kind Fortune, with thy lover, fmil 'd! 
A n d when high-flavour'd thy fre(h-op'ning joys ! 
A n d when blind man pronounc'd thy blifs complete! 
A n d on a fóreign lhore, where ftrangers wept! 
Çtrangers to thee, and, rijore furpriíing ftill, ' 155 
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Strangers to kindncfs, wept. Their eyes let fali 
Inhuman tears; ílrange tears! that trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tendernefs! 
A tendernefs that call'd them more fevere, 
In fpite of Nature's foft perfuafion fteel'd: 160 
While Nature melted Superftition rav'd; 
That mourn'd the dead, and this deny'd a grave. 

Their fighs ineens'd ; íighs foreign to the will'. 
Their will the tiger-fnck'd outrag'dthe (lorm : 
For, oh ! the curs'd ungodlinefs of Zeal! IÍC 
While finful flelh relented, fpirit nurs'd 
In blind Infallibility's embrace, 
'l he faintfd fpirit petrify'd the brcaft, 
l)eny'd the charity of dufl to fpread 
0'er duíl! a charity their dogs enjoy. t " 0 

What cotild I do ? what fnccour: what refourcc : 
With pious facrilege a grave I ítole; 
With impious pietv that grave I wrong'd; 
Short in my dutv, coward in my grief! 
More like her miirderer than friend, I crept 175 
With foft-fufpended flep, and, muffled decp 
In midnight darknefs, \vhifper'd my laft figh. 
I whifper'd whar (hould ceho thro' their real ms, 
Nor writ her name,whofe tomb (hould pierce the íkies, 
1'refumptuous fear! how durft I diead her foes, liSo 
While Nature's loudefl dictates 1 obey'd ? 
Pardon necelfity, blelt Shadc! of gricf 
And indignation lival biiiíls I pour 'd; 
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Half-cxecration mingled with my pray'r; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd : 185 
Sore grudg'd the favage land her facred duí l ; 
Stamp'd the curs'd foil; and with humanity 
(Deny'd Narciflà) wiíh'd them ali a grave. 

Glows my refentment into guilt ? what guilt 
Can cqual violations of the dead ? 190 

T h e dead how facred ! facred is the duít 
O f this heav'n-labour'd form, ereft, divine! 
T h i s heav'n-aírum'd, majeftic, robe of earth 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaít expanfe 
With azure bright, and cloth'd the fun in gold. 195 
When ev'ery paílion íleeps that can oftend; 
When ftrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontroU'd, 
That ftrongeft curb on infult and ill-will; 
T h e n ! fpleen to duft ? the duíl of innocence ? 2CO 
A n angel's d u f t ! — T h i s Lucifer tranfcends; 
When he contended for the Patriarch's bonés, 
'Twas not the ftrife of malice, but of pride; 
T h e ftrife of pontifF pride, not pontiflf gall. 

Far lefs than this is íhocking in a race 205 
Moft wretched, but from ílreams of mutual love, 
A n d uncreated, but for love divine; 
A n d but for love divine this moment loft, 
By Fate reforb'd, and funk in endlefs night. 
Man hard of heart to man! of horrid things 210 
Moft horrid! 'mid ftupendous highly fírange 
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Yet oft' his courtefies are fmoother wrongs; 
Pride brandilhes the favours he confers, 
A n d contumelious his humanity : 
What then his vengeance Hear it not, ye Stars ' 2 1 5 
A n d thou, pale Moon! turn paler at the found. 
Man is to man the foreft, furelt ill. 
A prcvious blaft foretels the rifing ftorm; 
0'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they f a l i ; 
Volcano's bellow ere they difembogue; 220 
Earth trembles ere her yavvning jaws devour ; 
A n d fmoke betray's the «ide-confuming fire: 
Ruin from man is moft conceal'd when near, 
A n d fends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of Fancy ? would it were! 22$ 
Heav'n's fov'reign faves ali beings, but himfelf, 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the Mufe.' and let the Mufe be fir'd : 
W h o not infiam'd when what he fpeaks he feels, 
A n d in the nerve moft tender, in his friends ? 230 
Shame to mankind! Philander had his foes; 
Fie felt the truths I fing, and I in him : 
But he nor I feel more. Paft ills, Narcif í i ! 
A r e funk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs; 235 
Pangs num'rous as the num'rous ills that fwarm'd 
0'er thy diftinguiíh'd fate, and, cluft'ring there, 
Thick as the locuft on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
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Reficíl (if not forgot my touching tale) 
How was each circum (lance with afpics arm'd? 
A n afpic each, and ali an hydra woe. 
What ftrong Herculean virtue could íuffice ? — 
Or is.it virtue to be concjuer'd here ? 
This hoary cheek a train of tears bedcws, 24J 
A n d each tear mouras its own diftinít diílrefs, 
A n d each diílrefs, diílinílly mourn'd, demands 
Of grief ílill more, as heighten'd by the whole. 
A grief like this proprietors excludes: 
Not friends alone fuch obfecjuies deplore; 250 
T h e y make mankind the mourner; carry lighs 
Far 8s the fatal Fame can wing her way, 
A n d turn the gayeí? thought c-f gayeíl age 
Down their right channel, thro' the vale of death. 

T h e vale of death! that httlh*d Cimmerian vale, 255 
Where Darknefs, brooding o'er unfiniíh*d fates, 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day!) that interdicls ali future change! 
T h a t fubterranean world, that land of ruin ! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo! for proud human thought! 260 
There let my thought expatiatc, and explore 
Balfamic truths and healing fentiments, 
Of ali moft wanted, and moíl welcome, here. 
For gay LoVenzo's fake, and for thy own, 
M y Soul! " T h e fruils of dying friends furvey; 265 
" Expofe the vain of l i fe; weigh life and death; 
" Give Death his eulogy ; thy f:ar fubdae; 
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" And labour that firft palm of noble minds, 
" A manly fcorn of terror from the tomb." 

This harveft reap from thy NarciíTa's grave. 270 
As poets feign'd from A j a s ' ftreaming blood 
Arofe, with grief infcrib'd, a mournful flow'r, 
Let wifdom bloíToiri from my mortal wound. 
And firft, of dying friends; what fruit from thcfe ? 
It bringa us more than triple a id; an aid 275 

To ehafe onr tboughtlefsnefs, fear, pjide, and guilt. 
Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 

To damp our brainlefs ardours, and abate 
That glare of life which often blinds the wife. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 2?o 

Our rugged pafs to death ; to brcak thofe bais 
Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws 
Crofs our obftrufted way, and thus to mai:e 
Welcome, as fafe, our port from ev'ry fform. 
Each friend by Fate fi>atch'd'from us is a plunie 
Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity, 286 
Which makes us ftoop from our aerial heights, 
And, damp'd with omen of our own deceafe, 
Ondrooping pinions of ambition lowcrVl, 
Juft íkim earth's furface ere we brcak it up, 290 
0'er putrid earth to fcratch a little duft, 
And fave the world a nuifance. Smittea friends 
Are angels fent on errands full of love ; 
Forus they languilh, and for us they die : 
And lhall they languilh, ftall they die,in vain ? 295 

G ij 



1 6 T H E C 0 M F L A 1 N T . 

Ungrateful, íhall we grieve their hov'ring íhades, 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 
Shall we difdain their íilent, foft, addrefs, 
Their poflhumous advice, and pious pray'r ? 
Senfelefs as herds that graze theirhallow'd graves, 300 
Tread under foot their agonies and groans, 
Fruílrate their anguilh, and deflroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo ! no; the thought of death indulge; 
Give it its wholefome empire! let it reign, 
T h a t kind chaftifer of thy foul, in joy! 305 

Its reign will fpread thy glorious conqueíls far, 
A n d mil the tumults of thy ruffled breaft. 
Aufpicious era ! golden days, begin! 
T h e thought of death íhall, like a god, infpire. 
A n d why not think on death ? Is life the theme 310 
Of ev'ry t h o u g h t . a n d wilh of ev'ry hour ? 
A u d fong of ev'ry joy ? furprifing truth ! 
T h e beaten fpaniel's fondnefs not fo ílrange. 
T o wave the num'rous ills that feize on life 
A s their own property, their lawful prey ; 315 
Ere man has meafur'd half his weary ftage, 
His luxuries have left him no referve, 
N o maiden reliíhes, unbroach'd delights: 
On cold-ferv'd repetitions he fubfiíls, 
A n d in the taftelefs prefent chews the p a í l ; 320 
Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 
I.ike lavilh anceílors, his earlier years 
Have difinherited his future hours, 
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Which (larve on orts, and glcan their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo !—(hocking thought! 

So (hocking, they who wilh difown it too ; 326 
Diíown from íhame what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the light ? 
For what live ever here ? — w i t h !ab'ring dep 
To tread our former footdeps ? pace the round 330 
Eternal? to climb life's worn heavy wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new ? to beat, and beat, 
The beaten track ! to bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? to furfeit on the fame, 
And yawn our joys ? or thank a mifery 335 

For change, tho' fad ? to fee what we have feen ? 
Ilear, till unheard, the fame old (labber'd tale ? 
To tafte the taded, and a t tach return 
I.efs tadeful ? o'er our palates to decant 
Another vintage ? ftrain a flatter year 340 

Thro' loaded vedeis, and a laxer tone ? 
Crazv machines to grind earth's wafted fruits! 
111 ground, and worfe concofted! load, not life! 
The rational foul kennels of excefs! 
Still-ftreaming thoroughfares of dull debauch t 345 
Tremblingeachgulp,leíl death (hould fnatch thebowl. 

Such of our fine ones is the 'wi(h refin'd! 
Eo would they have i t : elegant defire! 
Why not invite the bellowing dalls and wilds ? 
But fuch examples might their riot awe. 350 

Thro' want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 

G i i j 
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( Tlio' on bright thought they father ali their flights) 
T o what are they reduc'd ? to love and hate 
T h e fame vain world; to cenfure and efpoufe 
This painted (hrew of life, who calls them fool 355 
Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 
Thro ' dread of worfe; to cling to this rude rock, 
Barren, to them, of good, and (harp with ills, 
A n d hourly blacken'd with impending ílorms, 
A n d infamous for wrecks of human h o p e — 360 
Scar'd at the gloomy gulf that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs! fuch their pangs of joy! 

'T is time, high time, to íhift this difmal fcene. 
This hugg'd, this hideous flate, what art can cure ? 
One on!y, but that one what ali may reach: 365 
Virtue—lhe, wonder-working goddefs! charms 
T h a t rock to blooin, and tames the painted ihrew; 
A n d , what will more furprife, Lorenzo! gives 
T o life's fick, naufeous, iteration, change, 
A n d flraightens Nature's circle to a line. 370 

Believ'ft thou this, Lorenzo! lend an ear, 
A patient ear, thou'lt blulh to diíbelieve. 

A languid, leaden iteration reign s, 
A n d ever muft, o'er thofe whofe joys are joys 
Of fight, fmell, taíle. T h e cuckow-feafons fing 375 
T h e fame dull note to fuch as nothing prize 
But what thofe feafons, from the teeming earth, 
T o doting fenfe indulge : but nobler minds, 
Which reliíh fruits unripen'd by the fun, 
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Make their days various, various as the dyes . 380 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence poíièfsM, 
On líghten'd minds, that baik in \irtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tediaus, nothing old revolves 
In that for which they long, for which they live. 385 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heav'nly hope, 
Each rifing morning fees ítill higher rife; 
Each hounteous dawn its novelty prefents 
T o worth maturing, new ftrength, luílre, fame ; 
While Nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 390 
Rolling beneath their elevated ames, 
Makes their fair profpeít fairer ev'ry hour, 
Advançing virtue in a line to blifs; 
Virtue, which Chriílian motives beíl infpire! 
A n d blifs, which Chriílian fchemes aloneenfure! 395 

And íhall we then, for virtne's fake, commence 
Apoflates, and turn inüdels for joy ? 
A truth it is few doubt, but fewer truft, 
" He fins againfl this life who flights the next." 
What is this l i f e h o w few their fav'rite know? 400 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 
By paílionately loving life we make 
Lov'd Life unlovely, hugging her to death. 
We give to time eternity's regard, 
And, dreaming, take our paílàge for our port. 405 
Life has no value as an end, but means; 
A n end deplorable! a means divine! 
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When 'tis our ali, 'tis nothingj worfe than nought! 
A neíl of pains; when held as nothing, much. 
L i k e fome fair hum'rifts, life is mofl enjoy'd 410 
When courted leâft; moft worth when difefteem'd; 
Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace; 
In profpeít richer far; important! awful! 
Not to be mention'd but with lhouts of praife! 
Not to be thought on but with tides of joy ! 415 
T h e mighty bafis of eternal blifs! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted (hrew ? 
Where now, Lorenzo! life's eternal round 
Have 1 not made my triple promife good 
Vain is the world, but ohly to the Váin. 440 
T o what compare wé then this varying fcene, 
Whofe worth, ambiguous, rifes and declines 
Waxes and wanes f (in ali propitious Night 
AlTifts me here) compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herfelf, and indigent, but rich 415 

In borrow'd luílre from a higher fphere. 
When grofs guilt interpofes, iab'ring earth, 
0'erlhadow'd, mourns a deep eclipfe of j o y ; 
Her joys, at brighteft, pallid to that font 
Of full effulgent glory whence they flow. 430 

Nor is that glory diílant. Oh, Lorenzo! 
A good man and an angel! thefe between 
How thin the barrier ? what divides their fate.' 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year ; 
Or if ap age, it is a moment ftill; 435 
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A moment, or eternity's forgot. 
Then be what once they were who now are gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the íkies. 
Starts timid Nature at the gloomy pafs? 
The foft tranfition call it, and be cheer'd: 440 
Such it is often, and why not to thee ? 
T o hope the beft is pious, brave, and wife, 
And may itfelf procure what it prefumes. 
Life is much flatter'd, Death is much traduc'd; 
Compare the rivais, and the kinder crown. 445 
" Strange competi t ion!"—Truc, Lorenzo! ftrange! 
So little life can caft into the fcale. 

Life makes the foul dependent on the duft, 
Death gives her wings to mount above the fpheres. 
Thro' chinks, ftyl'd organs, dim life peeps at l ight; 
Death burfts th' involving cloud, and ali is day : 451 
A l i eye, ali ear, the difembody'd power. 
Death has feign'd evils nature fliall not feel; 
Life ills fubftantial wifdom cannot (hun. 
Is not the mighty Mind, that fon of heav'n 1 455 
By tyrant Life dethron'd, imprifon'd, pain'd? 
By Death enlarg'd, ennobled, deify'd ? 
Death but intombs the body, life the foul. 

" Is Death then guiltlefs? How he marks his way 
" With dreadful wafte of what deferves to (hine! 460 
" Art , genius, fortune, elevated power! 
" With various luftres thefe light up the world, 
" Which death puts out, and darkens human race." 
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I grant, Lorenzo! this indiftment j u f t : 
T h e fage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror! 465 
Death humbles thefe; more barb'rous Life the man. 
L i f e is the triumph of our mould'ring c l a y ; 
Death of the fpirit infinite! divine! 
Death lias no dread but what frail life impaftí , 
Nor life true joy but what kind death improves. 470 
No blifs has life to boaít, till death can give 
Far greater. Life's a debtor to the grave; 
Dark lattice! letting in eteínal day. 

Lorenzo! bluíh at fondnefs for a life 
Which fends celeftial fouls on errands vile, 475 
T o cater for the fenfe, and ferve at boards 
Where ev'ry ranger of thewilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, juílly claims our upper-hand. 
Luxurious feall! a foul, a foul immortal, 
In ali the daintics of a brute bemir'd ! 480 

Lorenzo ! bluíh at terror for a death 
Which gives thee to repofe in feílive bowers, 
Where neftars fparkle, angels miniiler, 
A n d more than angels íhare, and raife, and crown, 
A n d eternize, the birth, bloom, buríh pf blifs. 485 
What need I more? O Death! the palm is thine. 

Then welcome, Death! thy dreaded harbingers, 
A g e and difeafe; Difeafe, tho' long my gueft, 
T h a t plucks my nerves, thofe tender ílrings of life, 
Which pluck'd a little more will toll the bell 490 
T h a t calls my few friends to my funeral; 
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Where fccble Nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While Reafon and Religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tcmb 
With wreath triumphant. Death is viítory; 495 
It binds in chains the raging ills of l i fe: 
Luíl and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice, 
Dragg'd at his chariot-wheel, applaud his power. 
That ills corrofive, cares importunate, 
Are not immortal too, O Death ! is thine. j c ü 
Our day of diflòlution !—name it right, 
'Tis our great pay-day; "tis our harveft, rich 
And ripe. What tho' the fickle, fometimes kcen, 
Juft fcars us as we reap the golílen grain ? 
More than thy balm, O Gilead! heals the wound. JOJ 
Birth's feeble cry, and Death's dcep difmai groan, 
Are (lender tributes low-tax'd Nature pays 
For mighty gain : the gain of each a life! 
But, O ' the laft the former fo tranfcends, 
Life dies compar'd; Life lives beyond the grave, j 10 

And feel I, Death ! no joy from thought of thee ? 
Death! the great counfellor, who man infpires 
With ev'ry nobler thought and fairer deed! 
Death! the deliverer who refcues man! 
Death! the rewardcr, who the refcu'd crowns! 515 
Death! that abfolves my birth, a curfe without it! 
Rich Death ! that realizes ali my cares, 
Toils, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera ' 
Death! of ali pain the period, not of joy 
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Joy'5 fource and fubjcft ílill fubíiíl unhurt; 540 

One in my foul, and one in her great fire, 

T h o ' the four winds were warring for my dufl. 

Yes , and from winds and waves, and central night, 

T h o ' prifon'd there, my duíl, too, I reclaim, 

( T o duíl when drop proud Nature's proudeft fpheres) 

A n d live entire. Death is the crown of l i fe : 536 

W e r e death deny'd, poor man would live in vain: 

W e r e death deny'd, to live would not be l i fe : 

Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would wifh to die. 

Death wounds to cure; we fali , we rife, we reign! s 30 

Spring from our fetters, faílen in the ikies, 

Where blooming Eden withcrs in our fight. 

Death gives us more than was in Eden l o í l : 

T h i s king of terrors is the prince of peace. 

W h e n íhall I die to vanity, pain, death 

W h e n íhall I die ? — w h e n íhall 1 live for ever ? 536 

Endof Night Third. 
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N I G H T IV. 

THE CHR1STJAN TSIUMPH. 

Containing 

OUR O N t Y C U R E F O R T H E F C A R O F D E A T H . 

A N D P R O P E R S E N T I M E N T S O F H E A R T O N T H A T 

I N E S r i M A B L E B L E S S 1 N G . 

Humbly infcriíed 

T O T H E l i o s , M l , Y O R K E . 

A Mucit-irçdebted Mnfe, O Yorke! intrudcs. 

Amid the fmiles of fortune and of youth, 

Thine ear- is patier.t of a ferious fong. 

How deep implanted in the breaftof man 

The dread of death ? I ling its fov'reign cure. 5 

W h y ftart at Death : where is h e D e a t h arriv 'd, 

Is part; not come, or gone; he's never here. 

Ere hope, fcnfation fails. Black-boding man 

Rcceives, not fuffers, Death's tremendous blow. 9 

The kncl), the Ihroud, the mattock, and the grave; 

The deep damp vault, the darknefs, and the w o r m ; 

Thefe are the bngbears of a winter's ev«, 

The terrors of the living, not the dead ; 

Imagination's fool, and Error's nretch. 
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Man makes a death which Nature never made, 15 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls, 
A n d feels a thoufand deaths in fearing one. 

But were Death frightful, what has age to fear ? 
If prudent, age íhould meet the friendly foe, 
A n d (helter in his hofpitable gloom. 20 
I fcarce can meet a monument but holds 
M y younger; ev'ry date c r i e s — " Come away." 
A n d what recalls me ? look the world around, 
A n d tell me what. T h e wifeft cannot tell. 
Should any born of woman give his thought 25 
Full range on juíl Diflike's unbounded field; 
Of things the vanity, of mcn the flaws; 
Flaws in the befl; the many flaw ali o'er; 
A s leopards fpotted, or as Ethiops dark; 
Vivacious i l l ; good dying immature; 30 

(IIow immature NarciíTa's marble tells) 
A n d at its death bequeathing endlefs pain; 
Ilis heart, tho' bold, would ficken at the fight, 
A n d fpcnd itfelf in íighs for future fcenes. 

But grant to life (and juft it is to grant 35 
T o lucky life) fome perquifites of joy; 
A time there is when, like a thrice-told tale, 
Long-rifled life of fweet can yield no more, 
But from our comment on the comedy, 
Pleafing refleítions on parts well-fuílain'd, 40 
Or purpos'd emcndations where we fail'd, 
Or hopes of plaudits fiom our candid Judge, 

2 
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When, on their exit, fouls are bid unrobe, 
Tofs Fortune back her tinfel and her plume, 
A n d drop this maik of fieíh behind the fcene. 45 

With me that time is come; my world isdead; 
A new world rifes, and new manners reign. 
Foreign comedians, a fpruce band! arrive, 
T o puíh me from the fcene, or hifs me there. 
What a pert race ftarts up! the íhangers gaze, 50 
A n d I at them ; my neighbour is unknown; 
Nor that the worft. A h me! the dire eíFeíl 
Of loit'ring here, of death defrauded long. 
Of old fo gracious (and let that fuffice) 

M y very mafter knows me not. 55 
Shall I dare fay peculiar is the fate ? 

l've been fo long remember'd I'm forgot. 
A n objeft ever prefling dims the íight, 
A n d hides behind its ardour to be fcen. 
When in his courtiers' ears I pour my plaint, 60 
They drink it as the neítar of the great, 
A n d fqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow. 
Refufal! canil thou wear a fmoother form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme. 
Who cheapens life abates the fear of death. 65 
Twice told the period fpent on ílubborn Troy , 
Court-favour, yet untaken, I befiege, 
Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich. 
A l a s ! ambition makes my little lefs, 
Embitt'ring the poflèfs'd. Why wi(h for more ? "O 

H i j 
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Wiíhing, of ali employments is the worft; 
Philofophy's reverfe, and health's decay! 
Were I as plump as flali'd Theologv, 
Wiíhing would wafte me to this fhade again. 
Were I as wealtbv as a South-fea dream, 
Wiíhing is are expedient to be poor. 
Wiíhing, that conílant lrcfticof a fool, 
Caught at a eourt, purg'd of fby purer air 
A n d fimpler diet, gifts of rural life! 

Bleíl be that hand divine-which gently laid 
M y heart at reft beneath this humble íhed. 
T h e world's a ílately bark, on dsng'rous feas 
With plcafure feen, but boarded at our peril: 
Here on a fingle plank, thrown fafe afhore, 
I hear the tumult of the'diflant throng, 
A s that of feas remate; or dying ílorms, 
A n d meditate on fceneí more filent ítill, 
Piírfue my themj,.arttl fight thefear of death. 
Here, like a íhepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touchiirg his reed, or leaning on his ftaíT, 
Eager Ambition's fiery chafe I fee; 
I fee the circling himt of noify men 
Burít law's inclofere,. leap the mounds of right, 
Purfuing and piwfuM, each other's prey; 
A s wolves for rapino, as the fox for wiles, 
T i l l Death, that mighty hunter, earths them ali. 

Why ali this toil for tiiirrrrphs of an liour .' 
What thw' w e w a d e i n wealth, or foar in fame ? 
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Earth's higheft ftation cnds in, " Here he l ies;" 
A n d " duft to duft" concludes her nobleft fong. i c o 
If this fong lives, pofterity lhall know 
One, tho' in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
W h o thought ev'n gold might come a day too Iate, 
Nor on his fubtle dcath-bed plann'd his ícheme 
For future vacancies in church or ftate, 105 
Some avocation deeming i t — t o die; 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich, 
Guilt's blunder! and the loudeft laugh of Hell. 

O my Coevals! remnants of yourfelves! 
Poor human ruins tott'ring o'er the grarc! IIO 
Shall we, lhall aged men, like aged trees, 
Strike deeper their vile root, and clofer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched foil 
Shall our pale withcr'd hands be ftill ftretch'd out, 
Trembling, at once, with eagernefs and age ? 115 
With av'rice and convulfions, grafping hard ? 
Grafping at airi for what has earth befide ? 
Man wants but little, nor that little long: 
How foon muft he refign his very duft, 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an hour! 120 
Years unexperienc'd rulh on num'rous ills: 
A n d foon as man, expert from time, has found 
T h e key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years 1 backward look, 
And mifs fuch numbers, numbers, too, of fuch 125 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 

H iij 
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And ftriâeron tlieif guard,. and fitler far 
T o play l i fcs fubtlegartie, 1 fcarcc bcüeve 
I (till furvivc. A n d ain I fond of l i fe , 
Who fcarcc can think it poflible I lirc ? 130 
Alrvs by miracle! or,- what is next, -
Alive by Ivlead-! if I ara ílill aJive, 
W h o long have bury'd ivhat givcs life to live, 
Firmnefs of nerve, and energy of thunght. 
Life's Ice is not more (hallow than impure 135 
A n d vapid : Sénfe and Reafon íhe-.v the door, 
Call for my bicr, and point m e t o the duft. 

O thou great Arbitcr of life and death! 
Nature's immortal) immaterial fun! 
Whofe ail-piolific beam Iate calIVI mo forth 140 
From darknefsy teeming darknefs, where I Iay 
T h e worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The duíl I tread on, high' to bear my brov.-, 
T o drink thefpirit of the golden day, 
A n d triumph in cxiftcnce, a;nd conldfl know 145 
N o motive bnt my blils, and haft ordain'd 
A rife in blefíing! with the Patriarch's j c y 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown; 
I trufl in thee, and know in whom I truí l : 
Or life or death is equal; neither weighs j 150 

A l i weightiri t h i s — O let me live to thee! 
Tho ' Natiirtís terrors, thus, may be reprefl, 

Still frowns grimDcath; guilt points the tyrant's fpcar. 
A n d whence ali human guilt? From death forgot. 
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A h me! too long I fct at nought the fwarm 155 
Of friendly wariiing» which around me fiew, 
And fmil'd unfmitten. Smàll my caufe to fmile! 
Death's admonitions,. like fhafts upwards (hot, 
More dreadful bydelay, thelonger ere 
Tliey ílrike our hearts the deeper is their wound : 160 
O think howdeep, Lorenzo! here it ftings; 
Who can appeafe its anguilh ? Hów it burns! 
What hand the barb'd, envcnom'd, thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 
A n d turn my fight undaunted on the tomb? 165 

With j o y , — w i t h grief, that healing hand I fee : 
A h ! too confpicuous! it is fix'd on high. 
O11 high : — w h a t means my frenzy ? 1 blafpheme : 
A l a s ! how low? how farbeneath the fkies ? 
T h e fkies it form'd, and now it bleeds for m e — 170 
But bleeds the balm I w a f i t — y e t ÍHU it bleeds; 
D r i w the dire fteel—ah, no! the dreadful bleíling 
What heart or can fuftain or dares forego ? 
There hangs ali human hope; that nail fupports 
The falling univerfe: that gone we drop; 175 

Horror receives us, and the difmal wilh 
Creation had been fmother'd in her b i r t h — 
Darknefs his curtain, and his bed tlie duft, 
When ftars and fun are duft beneath his throne; 
In heav'n itfelf can fuch indulgence dwell? 180 
O what a groan was there! a groan not h is : 
l ie feiz'd our dreadful right, the load fuftain'd, 
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A n d heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thoufand worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear; 
Senfations new in angels' bofoms rife, 185 
Sufpend their fong, and make a paufe in blifs. 

O for their fong to reach my lofty theme! 
Infpire me, Night! with ali thy tuneful fpheres, 
Whilft I with feraphs íhare feraphie themes, 
A n d (hew to men the dignity of man', 190 
Left I blafpheme my fubje£t with my fong. 
Shall Pagan pages glow celeftial flame, 
A n d Chriílian languiíh ? On our hearts, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy. My heart 1 awake : 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 195 
" Expended Diety on human weal?" 
Feel the great truths which burft the tenfold night 
Of Heathen error with a golden fiood 
Of endlcfs day. T o feel is to be fir'd; 
A n d to believe, Lorenzo! is to feel. SCO 

Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Pow'r! 
Still more tremendous for thy wondrous love! 
That arms with awe more awful thy commands, 
A n d foul tranfgreílion dips in fe»'nfold guilt; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenfe! 205 
In love immenfe, inviolably juft! 
Thou, rather than thy juftice (hould be ftain'd, 
Didft ftain the crofs; and, work of wonders far 
T h e greateft, that thy deareft far might bleed. 

Bold thought! íhall I dare fpeak it or reprefs? a IO 
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Should man more execrate or boaft the guilt 
Which rous'd fuchvengeancerwhichfuch love inflam'd? 
0'cr guilt (how mountainous'.) with outftretch'd arms 
Stern Juílice and foft-fmiling Love, embrace, 
Supporting, in full majeftv, thy throne, 4 1 5 
When fecm'd its majefly to nced fnpport, 
Or that, or man, inevitably loft : 
What but the fathomlefs of thought divine 
Could labour fuch expedient from defpair, 
A n d refcue botli ? Both refcue! both exalt! 4 4 0 
O how are both exalted by the decd! 
T h e wondrous deed! or (hall I call it more? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itfelf! 
A myftery no lefs to gods than men! 

Not thus our infidels th' Eternal draw, 245 
A God all-o'er confummate, abfolirte, 
Full orb'd, in his whole round of rays complete : 
They fct at odds Heav'n's jarring attributes, 
A n d with one excellence another wonnd; 
Maim Hcav'n's perfeítion, break itsequalbcams, 4 3 0 
Eid mercy triumplj o v e r — G o d himfelf; 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praiiè. 
A God ali mercy is a God unjuft. 

Ye brainlefs Wits! ye baptiz'd Infidels! 
Y e worfe for mending! wa(h'd to fouler ftains! 235 
The ranfom was paid down; the furai of heav*n, 
Heav'n's ir.cxhauftible, exhauflcd fund, 
Amazing-and amaz.'d, pour'd.forth thoprice, 
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A l i price beyond: tho* curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caft the mighty fum : 240 
Its value vaft ungrafp'd by minds create, 
For ever hidcs and glows in the Supreme. 

A n d «as the ranfom paid ? it was; and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more.') for you. 
T h e fun beheld it.——No, the lhocking fcene 245 
Prove back his chariot: midnight veil'd his face; 
Not fuch as this, not fuch as Nature makes; 
A midnight Nature fliudder'd to behold; 
A midnight new! a dread eclipfe (without 
Oppofing fpheres) from her Creator's frown! 250 
Sun! didft thou fly thy Maker's pain ? or ftart 
A t that enormous load of human guilt 
Which bow'd his blefled hcad, o'erwhelm*d his crofs, 
Made groan the centre, burft earth's marble womb 
With pangs, ftrange pangs! deliver'dof herdead ? 2J5 
Hell howl'd; and heav'n that hour let fali a tear; 
lleav'n wept, that men might fmile! Heav'n bled, that 

Might never die! [man 
A n d is devotion virtue ? 'tis compelPd. 

What heart of ftone but glows at thoughts like thefe ? 
Such contemplations mount us, and íhould mount 261 
T h e mind ftill higher, nor ever glance on man 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd.—Where roll my thoughts 
T o reft from wonders ? other wonders rife, 
A n d ftrike where'erthey roll: my fouliscaught: 265 
Heav'n's fov'reignbleflings,cluft'ring from the crofs, 
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Rufh on her, in a throng, and clofe her round, 
The pris'ner of a m a z e ! — I n his bleft life 
I fee the path, and in his death the price, 
And in his great afcent the proof fupreme, 170 
Of immortality.—And did he rife ? 
Hear, O ye Nations! hear it, O ye Dead! 
He rofe! he rofe! he burft the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting Gates! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 275 

Who is the King of g l o r y h e who left 
His throne of glory for the pang of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting Gates! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? he who flew í 8 o 

The rav'nous foe that gorg'd ali human race! 
The King of glory he, whofe glory fill'd 
Heav'n with amazement at his love to man, 
And with divine complaccncy beheld 
Pow'rs moft illumin'd wilder'd in the theme. 485 

The theme, the joy, how then fhall man fuftain ? 
Oh, the burft gates! cruíh'd fting! demolifh'd throne ! 
Laftgafpofvanqui(h'dDeath. Shout,earth and heav'n, 
This fum of good to man! whofe nature then 
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb. 
Then, then, I rofe; then firft Htimanity 291 

Triumphant paft the cryftal ports of light, 
(Stupendous gueft!) and feiz'd eternal youth, 
Seiz'd in our name. E'er fince 'tis blafphemous 
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T o call man mortal. Man's mortality 595 
Was thentransferr'd to death; and heav'n'sduration 
Unalienably feal'd to this frail frame, 
This child of d u í l . — M a n , all-immortal 1 hail; 
Hail, Heav'n! ali lavilh of ílrange gifts to man! 
Thine ali the glory, man's the boundlefs blifs. 30a 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme, 
On Chriílian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th'Aonian m o u n t ! — A l a s ! fmall caufe for j o y ! 
What if to pain immortal > if extcnt 
Of being, to preclude a clofe of ivoe ? 305 

Where, then, my boaíl of immortality ? 
1 boaíl it ílill, tho' coYer'd o'er with guilt : 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd; 
'Tis guilt alone can juílify his death; 
Nor that, unlefs his death can juílify 310 
Relenting guilt in Iieav'n's indulgcnt fight. 
If, fick of folly, 1 relent, he writes 
M y name in heav'n with that invertcd fpear 
( A fpear dcep-dipt in hlood!) which piere'd his lide, 
A n d open'd there a font for ali mankiud, 315 
.Who ftrive, who combat crimes, to drink and live: 
This, only this, fubdues the fear of death. 

A n d what is this ?—Survey the wondrous cure, 
A n d at each ftep let highcr wonder rife! 
" Pardon for inlinite oífence! and pardon 310 
" Thro' means that fpcak its value infinite! 
" A pardon bought with blood! with blood divinc! 
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" With blocd divine of him I made my foe! 
" PerlHled to provoke! tho' woo'd and aw'd ; 
" Bleft, and chaftis'd, a flagrant rebel llill '• 31$ 
" A rebel 'midft thelhunders of bis throne! 
" Nor I alone! a rebel univerfe ! 
" My fpecies np in arms! not one exempt 1 
" Yet for .the fouleft of the foul hedies, 
" Moft joy'd for the redeem'd from deepeft guilt! 
" As if our jace were Jield of bigheft rank, 331 
" And Godhead dearer, as more kind to fnani" 

Bound ev'ry heart! and ev'ry bofom burn! 
0 what a fcale of mirades is here! 
Its loweft round high planted 611 the fkies, 335 
Its tow'ring fummit loft bey.ond the thought 
Of man or angcl! 0-h that I íould climb 
The wonderful afcent with equal praife! 
Praife! flow for crer, (if aftonifhment 
Will give thee leave) my praife! for ever flo\V; 34O 
Praife ardent, cordial, conftant, to high Heav'n 
More fragrant than Arábia facriíic'd. 
And ali her fpicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, fo due to Heav'n, lhall Praife defcend 
With her foft plume(from plaufíre angels' wing 345 
Firft pluck'd by man) to tickle moital ears, 
Thus diving in the pocket s of the great! 
Is praife the perquiíite of ev'ry paw, 
Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
Oh love of gold! thou meaneft of amours! 3<0 

Volume I, l 
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Shall Praire her odours wafte 011 virtucs dead, 
Embalm the bafe, perfume the ftench of guilt, 
Earn dirty bread by waíhing Ethiops fair, 
Removing filth, or finking it from fight, 
A fcavenger in fcenes where vacant pofts, 355 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expeít 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones 
Return, apoftate Praife! thou vagabond! 
Thou proftitute! to thy firft love return, 
T h y firft, thy greateft, once unrivall'd theme. 360 

There flow redundant, like Meander flow, 
Back to thy fountain, to that parent pow'r 
W h o gives the tongue to found, the thought to foar, 
T h e foul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful eye they bow, 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 366 
Of guilt to guilt, and turn their backs on thee, 
Great Sire! whom thrones celeftial ceafelefs fing, 
T o proftrate angels an amazing fcene! 
O the prefumption of man's awe for m a n ! — 370 
Man's Author! End! Reftorer! L a w ! and Judge! 
Thine ali; Day thine,and thinethis gloomof Night, 
Witli ali her wealth, with ali her radiant wotlds. 
What night eternal but a frown from thee? 
W h a t heav'n's meridian glory but thy fmile ? 375 
A n d Íhall not praife be thine, not human praife, 
While heav'n's high hoft on hallelujahs live ? 

O may I breathe 110 longer than I brcathe 
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My foul in praife to him who gave my foul, 
And ali her infinite of profpeft fair, 380 
Cut thro' the ft.ades of hell, great Love! by thee, 
Oh moft adorable ! moft unador'd ! 

Where lhall that praife begin which ne'er íhould end ? 
Where'er I turn, what claim on ali applaufe! 
How is Night's fable mantle labour'd o'er, 385 
How richly wrought with attributes divine! 
Whatwifdomíhines! whatlove! This midnight pomp, 
This gorgeous arch, uith golden wcrlds inlaid! 
Built with divine ambition! nought to thee; 
For others this profufion. Thou apart, 390 
Above! beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind! 
Where art thou? Shall I dive into the deep? 
Call to the fun? or aík the roaring winds 
For their Creator ? íhall I queftion loud 
The thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells ? 395 
Or holds he furious ftorms in ftraiten'd reins, 
A n d bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car? 

What mean thefe queftions ?-—Trembling I retract; 
M y proftrate foul adores the prefent God. 
Praife 1 a diftant Deity ? He tunes 4C0 
M y voice (if tun'd;) the nerve that writes fuftains: 
Wrapp'd in his being I refound his praife: 
But tho' paft ali d i f f W d , without a fliore 
His eflence, local is his throne (as meet) 
T o gather the difpers'd (as ftandards call 405 
T h e lifted from afar;) to íix a point, 

IÜ 
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A central point, colleftive of his fons, 
Since finite ev'ry nature but his own. 

T h e namelefsHe, whofe nod is Nature's birth, 
A n d Nature's Ibield the (hadow of his hand; 4x0 
Her diífniütioiv his íufpended fmile! 
T h e great Firft-Laít! pavilion'd high he (its 
In darkncfs, from exCeffive fplendour borne, 
By gods unfeen, unlefs thro' luftre loft; 
His glory, to created glory; bright, 415 

A s that to central horrors: he laoks dcrwn 
On ali that foars, and fpans immenfity. 

T h o ' night unnumber'd worlds unfoldí to view, 
Boundlefs Creation! what art thou ? a beam, 
A mere eftlnvium of his majefty. 450 
A n d (hail an atom of this atom-worid 
Mutter, in d u í f a n d í m , the theme of h«av''n ? 
Down to the centre fhonld I fend my thought ' 
Thro ' beds of glitt'ring ore and glowing gems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants luftre formy l a y ; 425 
Goesout in datkncfs: if, on tow'ring'\ving; 
I fend it thro' the boundlefs vaidt of ftars, 
(The ftars, tho' rich; whafdroís their:gold tolthee, 
Great! good! wife! wonderful! etírnaLICing!) • 
If to thofe confcious ftars thy throrvcaround, 4,30 
Praife ever-ponring,.and imbibing blifs, 
A n d a(k their ftrain ; they want it, raore they want, 
Poor their abnndanco, humble their fublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardouC'Coíd; . 



NIGIIT TI1E F 0 U R T 2 . i o r 

Indcbted ílill, their higheft rapture burns, 435 
Short of its mark, defeílive, tho' divine. 

Still more—-this theme is man's, and man's alone; 
Their vaíl appointments reaeh it n o t ; they fee 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high, 
And downward look for heiv'n's fuperior piaife! 440 
Fii íl-born of Ether! high in fields of light! 
View man, to fee the glory of your God ! 
Could angels envy, they had envy'd here : 
And fome did envy; and the reíl, tho' gods, 
Yet ílill godsunredeem'd,(there triumphs man, 445 
Tempted to weigh the duíl againll lhe ikies) 
They lefs would feel, tho' more adorn my theme. 
They fung creation (for in that they lhar'd) 
How rofe in melody that child of Love I 
Creation's'great fuperior, man! is thine; 4 jO 

Thine is redemption; they juíl gave the k e y ; 
'Tis thine to raife and eternize the fong, 
Tho' human, yet divine ; for íhould not this 
Raife man o'er man, and kindle feraphs here ? 
Redemption! 'twas creation more fublime ; 455 
Redemption! 'twas the labour of the Skies; 
Far more than labour—it was death in heav'n. 
A truth fo llrange, 'twcre bold to think it true, 
lf not far bolder ílill to diíbelieve. 439 

Here paufeand pondcr. Was there death in heav'n ? 
What then on earth? 011 earth, which ílruektheblow? 
Who ílruck it ? Whq ? — 0 how is man enlarg'd, 

I i i j 
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Scen thro' this médium! How the pygmy tow'rs! 
How counterpois'd hisorigin from duí>! 
How counterpois'd to duíl his íad return! 465 
How voided his vafl diífcuice froni the ikies! 
How near he preíTes on the feràph's wing! 
Which is the feraph ? which the born of clay ? 
How this dembnftratesj thro' the thickéft cloiul 
Of guilt and clay condens'd, the fon of Hea»'n !'4-70 
T h e double fon ; the made, and the re-made! 
A n d (hail Heáv'n's double property be loíl? 
Man's double mídtlefs oniy cair deítroy. 
T o man the bleedlnrg Crofs has promis'd ali; 
T h e bleeding Crofs has fworn eternal grace. 47J 
W h o gave his life, what gracc íhall hc deny ? 
O Ye! who from this rock of ages leap 
Apoílates, plunging hcadlong in the deep! 
What cordial joy, what confolation ftfong, 
Whatever winds arifei, or billows roll! 480 

Our infreí l in the Maller of the ílorm : 
Cling there, and in wreck'd NatureV ruins fmile, 
While vilc apoílates tremble in a calm. 

Man ! know thyfelf : ali wifdom centres there. 
T o none man feems ignoble but to man. 485 
Angels tliat grandeur men o'erlook admire : 
How long íhall human nature be their book, 
Degen'vate Mortal! and unread by thee ? 
T h e beam dim reafon íhcds íhcws wonders there : 
W'hat high contents! illuílrious faculties! 490 



N í G I l T TIIE TOÜKTH. 1 0 3 

But the gratid commcnt, which difplays at full 
Our human height,: fcnrcc fcver'd ftom divine, 
By Heav'n contpos'd, was pnbli(h'd on thecrofe* 

Who lookí on that, and fees not in himfelf 
A n awful ftrangír;,a<terrcftrial god ? . 495 
A glorious partiier with the Deity 
In' that high attribnte, immortal life ? 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm. 
I gaze, and as: Ifgazr my mounting íbul 
Catches fi range firey.Eternity t at tlice,: 500 

A n d drops the w o r l d — o r , rather, more enjoys. 
How chang'd theface of Nature! how improv'd! 
Whstrfeem'd.aJoliaos (liines a glorious world, 
Or whàt a world an Eden ; heighten'd ali ! 
It is another fcene'! another felf! J05 
A n d mil another, as time rolls along, 
A n d that a felf far more illuftrious ftill. 
Beyond long.ageS, yet roll'd up in fhades 
Unpierc'd bybold Conje£hire's keeneft ray, 
What evolutions of furprifing Fate! 5x0 

How Nature opens, and receives my foul 
In boundleíswalks of raptur'd thought! where gods 
Er.counter and embrace me! What new biiths 
Of ítrange adventure, forcign to the fun, 
Where what now fcharms, pcrhaps whate'er exifts, 5 1 5 
Old time, and fair ercation, are forgotl 

Is this e x t r a v a g a r i t o f manwe form 
Eítravagant conception to bc juft : 
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Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him; 
Beyond its rcach the Godhead only more. 530 
He the great Father! kindled at one fiame 
T h e world of rationals; one fpirit pour'd 
From fpirits' awful Fountain; pour'd himfelf 
Thro ' ali their fouls, but not in equal ftream, 
Profufe, or frugal, of th' infpiring God, 525 

A s his wife plan demanded; and when paft 
Their various trials, in their various fpheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Reforbs them ali into himfelf again, 
His throne their centre, and his fmile their crown. 530 

Whydoubfc we, then, the glorious truth to fing, 
T h o ' yet unfung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold 2 
Angels are men of a fuperior k ind; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 
High o'er celeílial mountains wing'd in flight; 535 
A n d men are angels, loaded for an hour, 
W h o wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 
A n d flipp'ry ftep, the bottom of the íleep. 
Angels their failings, mortais have their praife: 
While here, of corps ethereal, fuch enroll'd, J40 
A n d fummoh'd to the glorious Aandard foon, 
Which flames eternal crimfon thro' the ikies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtlefs of their kin, 
Yet abfent; but not abfent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles; Raphael fung 545 
Our tiiumphs; Gabriel on our errands flown, 
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Sent by the Sov'reign : and are thefe, O Man! 
Tliy friends, thy warm allies and thou (ihame bum 
The cheek to cinder !) rival to the brute ? 

Religion's ali. Defcending from the ikies J j o 
T o wretched man, the goddefs in her left 
Holds out this world, and' in her right the next. 
Religion! the fole voucher man is man; 
Supporter foleof man above himfelf; 
Ev'n in this night of frailty, chairge, and death, 555 
She gives the foul a foul that aôs a god. 
Religion! providcncc! an' after-ftate ! 
Here is firm footing; here is folid rock; 
This can fupport u s ; ali is fea befides; 
Sinks under us; beftorms, and then devoürs. 560 
His hand th» good man faílens 011 the ikies, 
A n d bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

A s when a wretch, from thick polluted air, 
Darknefs and ílench, and fuíTocatingdamps, 
A n d dungeoiv horrors, by kind Fate difcharg'd, 565 
-Climbs fome fair eminence; where ether purc 
Surrounds him, and Elyfian proipeíts rife,. 
His heart exultsrhis:fpirits caft their load, 
A s if new-born.ha:tihiríiphs inuhe change; 
So joys the foul; when from ingiorióus airas 5 7 0 
A n d fordid fuieets,. from feculencíand froth 
Of ties terreft»ial £ít at largé, (he mounts 
T o ReafonV region, hor own element, 
Breathes hopfcs immortal, and afíeíts' the ikies. 
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Religion! thou the foul of happinefs, 5 75 
A n d , groaning Calvary! of thee: there Ihine 
T h e nobleft truths; there ftrongeft motives í l ing; 
There facred violence aílàults the foul; 
There nothing but compulfion is forborne. 
Can love allure us ? or can terror a w e ! j 8 o 

He w e e p s ! — t h e falling drop puts out the fun. 
He f i g h s ! — t h e figh earth's deep foundation íhakes. 
If in his love fo terrible, what then 
His wrath inflam'd ? his tendernefs on fire ? 
L ike foft , fmooth oil, outblazihg other fires .' 585 
Can pray'r, can praife, avert i t ? — T h o u , my ali! 
M y theme ! my infpiration ! and my crown 1 
M y ftrength in age ! my rife in low eftate ! 
My foul's ambition, pleafure, weal th!—my world! 
My light in darknefs! and my life in death ! 590 
M y boaíl thro' time ! blifs thro' eternity! 
Eternity, too lhort to fpeak thy praife, 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 
T o man of men the meaneíl, ev'11 to m e ; 
M y facrifice! my G o d ! — w h a t things are thefe! 595 

W h a t then art thou ? by what name íhall I call thee ? 
Knew I the name devout archangels ufe, 
Devout archangels íhould the name enjoy, 
By me unrivall'd; thoufands more fublime, 
None half fo dear as that which, tho' unfpoke, 6co 
Still glows at heart. O how Omnipotence 
Is loft in love! thou great Philanthropift! 
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Fatlier of angels! but the friend of man I 
I.ike Jacob, fondeíl of the younger born! 
Thou who didít fave him, fnatch the fmoking brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood! 6c6-
How art thou pleas'd by bounty to diltrcfs! 
T o make us groan beneath our gratitude, 
T o o big for birth! to favour and confound; 
T o challenge, and to diítance ali return! 610 
Of lavilh love ftupendous heights to foar, 
A n d leave Praife panting in the diftant vale! 
T h y right too great defrauds thee of thy due, 
A n d facrilegious our fublimeíl fong. 
But fince the haked will obtains thy fmile, 6x5 
Beneath this monument of praife unpaid, 
A n d future life fymphonious to my flrain, 
(That nobleft hymn to Heav'n !) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my fear of death! and ev*ry fear, 
T h e dread of ev'ry evil, but thy frown. 620 

Whom fee I yonder fo demurely fmile ? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their reíl. 
Ye Quietifls ! in homage to the íkies! 
Serene! of foft addrefs! who mildly make 
A n unobtrufive tender of your heaits, 625 

Abhorring violence! who halt indeed, 
But, for the bleUing, wreftle not with Heav'n! 
Think you my fong too turbulent ? too warm? 
Are paflions, then, the pagans of the foul? 
Reafon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd 630 
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T o touch things facred ?'Oh for warmer ftill! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rs: 
O h for an bumbler heart and prouder íong! 
Thou, my much-injur'd Theme! with that.foft eye 
Which melted o'erdoom'd Salem, .deign to look 6}S 
Compaflion to the coldnefs of my br ca il, 
A n d pardon to the winter in my ftrain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formalifls! 
On fuch a theme 'tis impious to be calm : 
Paflion is reafon, tranfport temper, here. 640 

Shall Heav'n, which gave us ardour, and has fliewn 
Her own for man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
W h a t fmooth emollients in theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy do&ors, preach, 
T h a t profe of piety, a lukewarm p r a i f e 6 4 5 
Rife odours fweet from incenfe uninfiam'd ? 
Devotion when lukewarm is undevout; 
But when it glows, its heat is ílruek to heav'n ; 
T o human hearts her golden harps are ítrung; 
High heav'n's orcheílra chaunts amen to man. 650 

Hear I, or dream I hear their diílant ftrain, 
Sweet to the foul, and tafting ílrong of heav'n, 
Soft-wafted on celeftial Pity's plume, 
Thro' the vaíl fpaces of the univerfe, 
T o cheer me in this melancholy gloom .' 655 

Oh when will death (now (linglefs) like a fiicnd 
A d m i t mc of their choir ? Oh when will death 
This mould*iing, o!d, paitition-wall throw down ? 

3 
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Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 
Oh Death divine i that giv'ít us to the íkics : 66o 
Great future! glorious patron of the paft 
A n d prefent! when lhall I thy fhrine adore ? 
From Nature's cont inent , immenfely wide, 
Immenfely bleft, this little ifle of life, 
This dark incarcerating colony 665 
Divides us. Happy day that breaks our chain! 
That manumits; that calls from exile home; 
T h a t leads to Nature's great metropolis, 
A n d re-admits us, thro' the guardian hand 
Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne, 670 
W h o hears our Advocate, and, thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
'Tis this makes Chriílian triumph a command; 
'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wiíè. 
'Tis impious in a good man to be fad. 675 

Seeít thou, Lorenzo, where hangs ali our hope ? 
Touch'd by the crofs we live, or more than die; 
That touch which touch'd not angels; more divine 
Than that which touch'd confufion into form, 
A n d darknefs into glory : partial touch! 680 
InefTably pre-eminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and fov'reign thro' the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heav'n thro' ali duration, and fupports, 
In one illuítrious and amazing plan, 685 

Thy welfare, Nature! and thy Gcd's renovvn. 
Vi lume I. K 
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T h a t t o u c h , with charms.celellial, beals the foul 
Difeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
Turns earth toheav'n, to heav'nly thrones transforms 
T h e ghaílly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. 693 

Doll aík me when ? When he who dy'd returns; 
Returns, how çhang'd ! where then the man of woe 
In Glory's terrors ali the Godhead burns, 
A n d ali his courts, exhavifted by the tide 
Of deitics triumphant in his train, C</$ 

I.eave a ftupendous folitude in heaven ; 
Replenilh'd loon, repleniflfd with inereafe 
Of pomp and multitudej a radiant band 
Of angels new, of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote! and rife 700 
Dark doubis between the promiie and event ? 
I fend thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
Read Nature; Nature is a friend to truth; 
Nature is Chriítian; preaehes to mankind, 
A n d bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 7Cj 

Hafl thou ne'er feen the comet's fiaming flight: 
T h ' illuílrious ftranger paflirg, terror íheds 
On gazing nations from his fiery train, 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
T h i o ' depths ofether; coaílsunnumber'dvvorIds 710 
Of more than folar glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'11's mighty cape; and then reviflts earth, 
From the long travei of a thoufand years. 
Thus i t the deftin'd period íhall return 
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He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze, 715 
A n d with him ali our triumph o'er the tomb. 

Nature is dumb 011 this important point, 
Or Hope precarious in low whifpér breathcs; 
Faith fpeaks aloud,'dülinft; ev'11 addcrs hear, 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 7x0 
Faith builds a bridge acrofs the gulf of death, 
T o break the (hock bünd Nature cannot (hun, 
And lands Thought fmoothly on the farther lhorc. 
Death's terror is the mountain faith removes, 
That mountain-barricr,betw«en man and peace. 725 
'Tis faith di&rms Deftruítion, and abfolves 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge the guiltlefs tomb. 

Why diíbclieve? L o r e n z o ! — " Reafon biçls, 
" All-facred R e a f o n . " — H o l d her facred ftill; 
Nor Ihalt thou want a rival in thy flame : 730' 
All-facred Reafon! fouree and foul of ali 
Demanding praife on earth, or earth above! 
My heart is thine: deep in its inmoft folds 
I.ive thou with life; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I the blefled crofs, by Fortune fiamp'd 735 
On paflive Nature beforc Thought was bom ? 
My birth's blind bigot! fir'd with local zeal! 
N o ; Reafon rebaptiz'd me when adult; 
Weigh'd true and falfe in her impartial fcale; 
My heart became the convert of my head, 740 
A n d made that choice which once was but my fate; 
" On argument alone my faith is built." 

K i j 
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Reafon purfii'd is faith; and unpurfu'd, 
Where proof invites, 'tis reafon then no more: 
A n d fuch our proof, that or our faith is right, 745 
Or Reafon lies, and Heav'n defign'd it wrong. 
Abfolve we t h i s w h a t then is blafphemy ? 

Fond as we are, and juftly fond of faith, 
Reafon, we grant, demands our firft regard; 
T h e mother hononr'd, as the daughtcr dear. 750 
Reafon the root, fair Faith is but the flower: 
T h e fading flow'r íhall die, but Reafon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the íkies. 
W h e n faith is virtue, reafon makes it fo. 
Wrong not the Chriílian; think not reafon your's; 
'T is reafon our great Maftcr holds fo dear ; 736 
'Tis reafon's injur'd rights his wrath refents; 
'T is Reafon's voice obey'd his glories crown í 
T o give loft reafon life he pour'd his own. 
Believe, and lhew the reafon of a man; 760 

Believe, and tafte the pleafure of a god ; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb. 
T h r o ' reafon's wounds alone thy faith can die, 
Which dying, tenfotd terror gives to Death, 
A n d dips in venom his twice-mortal íling. 765 

Learn hence what honours, what loud pxans, due 
T o thofe who puíh our antidote afide; 
Thofe boafted friends to reafon and to man, 
Whofe fatal love ftabs ev'ry joy , and leaves 
Death's terror heighten'd, gnawingon his heart. 770 
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Thefe pompous fons of reafon idoliz'd, 
A n d vilify'd at once; of reafon dead, 
Then deify'd, as monarchs were of old; 
What conduít plants proud iaurels on their brow ? 
While love of tmth thro'ali theireamp refounds, 775 
They draw Pride's curtain »'er the noon-tide ray, 
Spike up their inch of reafon on the point 
Of philofophic wit, call'd Argument, 
A n d then exulting in their taper, cry, 
" Behold the f u n ; " and, Indian-like, adore. 780 

Ta lk they of morais ? O thou bleeding Love! 
Thou Maker of new morais to mankind! 
The grand morality is love of thee. 
A s wife as Sócrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that fublime renown) 785 
A s wife as Sócrates might juítly ílanrl 
T h e definition of a modem fool. 

A Chriftian is the higheíl ftyle of man. 
And is there who the blefied crofs wipes ofF, 
A s a foul blot, from his di(honour'd brow ! 790 
If angels tremble, 'tis at fuch a f i g h t : 
T h e wretch they quit, defponding of their charge, 
More ftruck with grief or wonder who can tell ? 

Ye fold to fenfe! ye Citizens of earth ! 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian banner fly) 795 
Know ye how wife your choice, how great your gaia 
Behold the pifture of earth's happieft man : 
" He ealls his wiíh, it comes; he fends it back, 

K i i j 
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" A n d fays hc call'd another; that arrivcs, 
" Meets the fame welcome; yet he ílill calls on; 8co 
" T i l l one calls him, who varies not his call, 
*' But holds him fali, in chains of darknefs bound, 
" Til l Nature dies, and Judgment fets him free; 
" A freedom far lefs welcome than his chain." 

But grant man happy; grant him happy long; 
A d d to life's higheíl piize her lateíl hour; 8c6 
T h a t hour, fo late, is nimblc in approach, 
T h a t , like a poft, comes on in full career. 
How fwift the íhuttle fiies that weaves thy íhroud ! 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? 8 IO 
Thrown down the gulf of time; as far from thee 
A s they had ne'er been thine: the day in hand, 
I.ikç a bird ílruggling to get loofe, is going; 
Scarce now po(Tefs'd, fo fuddenly 'tis gone; 
A n d each fwift moment fled, is death advanc'd 815 
By ftrides as fwift. Eternity is ali; 
A n d whofe eternity ? who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the font of blifs! 
For ever baíking in the Deity ! 
Lorenzo ! who : — t h y eonfcience (hail reply. 820 

O give it leave to fpeak; 'twill fpeak ere long, 
T h y leave unaík°d. Lorenzo ! hear it now, 
While ufeful its advice, its accent mild. 
By the great ediíl, the divine decree, 
Truth is depofited with man's lafl hour; 8 JJ 
A n honcíl hour, and faithful to her trivft; 
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Tnith ! eldeft daughter of the Deity ; 
Truth ! of his couiicil when he made the worlds ; 
Nor lefs, when he íhall judge the worlds he made; 
Tho ' fdent long, and flecping ne'er fo found, 830 
Smother'd with errors, and opprelPd with toys, 
That heaven-commi(Tion'd hour no fooner calls, 
But from her carern in the foul's abyfs, 
Like him they fable under TEtna whelm'd, 
T h e goddefs burfts in thunder and in flame, 835 
I.oudly convinces, and feverely pains. 
Dark da-mons I difcharge, and hydra-ftings; 
T h e keen vibration of bright t ruth—is hell; 
Juft definition! tho' by fchools untaught. 
Ye deaf to truth ! perufe this parfon'd page, 840 
A n d truft, for once, a prophet and a prieít; 
" Men may livefools, but fools they cannot die." 84» 

End of Night Fourtb. 
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N I G H T V. 

THE RELAPSE. 

Humilj infcrilcd to tbe 

R 1 G H T H O N . T H E E A R L OF L I T C H F I E L D . 

L o R E N zo! to reeriminate is juft. 
Fondnefs for fame is avarice of air. 
I grant the man is vain who writes for praife. 
Praife no man e'er deferv'd, who fought no more. 

A s juft thy fecond charge. I grant the Mufe J 
Has often blu(h'd at her degen'rate fons, 
Retain'd by fenfe to plead her filthy eaufe, 
T o raife the low, to magnify the mean, 
A n d fubtilize thegrofs into refin'd; 
A s if to magic numbers' pow'rful charm IO 

'Twas given to make a civet of their fong 
Obfeene, and fweeten ordure to perfume. 
W i t , a true Pagan, deifies the brute, 
A n d lifts our fwine-enjoyments from the mire. 

T h e faft notorious, nor obfeure the eaufe. 15 
W e wear the chains of pleafure and of pride : 
Thefe íhare the man, and thefe diftraít him t o o ; 
Drsvv diff'rent wavs, and clafli in their commands. 
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Pride, like an eagle, builds amung the ftars ; 
But Pleafure, lark-like, neíls upon the ground. ao 
Joys íhar'd by brute creation Pride rifents ; 
Pleafure embracés : man would both enjoy, 
A n d both at once : a point how hard to gain! 
But what can't Wit , when ílung by (Irong defire.? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprife. 25 
Since joys of fen£e.can't rife to Reafon's taíle, 
In fubtle Sophiftry's laborious forge 
W i t hammers out a reafon new, that íloops 
T o fordid fcenes, and meets them with apphafe. 
W i t calls the Graces thechafle zone to loofe, 30 
Nor lefs than a plump god to fill the b o w l : 
A thoufand phantoms and a thoufand fpells-, 
A thoufand opiates fcatters to delude, 
T o fafinnate, inebriate, lay afleep, 34 

A n d the fool'd mind of man delightfully confound. 
Thus that which (hock'd thejudgmentíhocks no more; 
That which gave Pride oíTence no more offends. 
Pleafure and Pride,. by nature mortal foes, 
A t war eternal, which in man íhall reign, 
By Wit's addrefs. patch up a fatal peace, 40 

A n d hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank refin'd to delicate and gay. 
A r t , curfed A r t ! wipes offth'indebted bluíh 
From Nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry íhame. 
Man fmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 45 

A n d Infamy ílands candidate for praifç. 
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AH writ by mati in favoiir of the foul, 
Thefe fenfual ethics far, in bulk, tranfcend. 
T h e fiow'rs of eloquenee, profufely pour'd 
0'er fpotted Vice, fill half the letter'd world. 50 
Can pdw*rs of genius exorcife their page, 
A n d confecrate enormities with fong! 

But let not thefe inexpiablc ftrains 
Condemn the Mufe that knows her dignity, 
Nor meanly flops at time, but holds the world 55 
A s 'tis, in Nature's ample field, a point, 
A point in her efteem, from whence to ftart, 
A n d run the round of univcrfal fpace, 
T o vifit being univerfal there, 

A n d being's Source, that utmoft flight of mind! 6ü 
Yet fpite of this fo vaft circumference, 
Well knows but what is moral nought is great. 
Sing Syrens o n l y ! do not angels fingi 
There is in Poefy a decent pride, 
Which well becomes her when (he fpeaks to Profe, 65 
Her younger fiíler, happly not more wife. 

Think ' f t thou, Lorenzo! to find paftimcs here ? 
N o guilty paflion blown into a flame, 
N o foible flatter'd, dignity di(grac'd, 
N o fairy field of fiétion, ali on flow'r, 70 

N o rainbow colours here, or filken tale; 
But folcmn counfels, images of awc, 
Truths which Eternity lets fali on man, 
W i t h double weight, thro' thefe revolving fpheres, 
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This death-deep íilence, and incumbent lhade: . 75 
Thoughts fuch as Íhall revifit your lall hour, 
Vifit uncaü'd, and live when life expires ; 
A n d thy dark pencil, Midnight! darker (lill . 
i n melancholy dipp'd, imbrowns the whole. 

Yet this, even this, my Iatighter-loving Friends ! 
I.orenzo! and thy brothers of the fmile! 81 
I f what imports you moft can moíl engage; 
Shall fteal your ear, and chain you to my forig. 
Or if you fail me, know the wife fliall taíle 
T h e truths I fing; the truths I fing íhall feel; " 85 
A n d , feeling, give aíTent; and their allènt 
Is ample rccompenfe; is more than praife. 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield nor miAake ; 
Think not unintroduc'd I force my way : 
NarcilTa, not unknown, not unally'd 9Q 

By virtue, or by blood, illuílrious Y"outh | 
T o thee, from blooming amaranthine bow'rs, 
Where ali the language harmony, defcends 
Uncall'd, and aíks admittance for the Mufe ; 
A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy praife : 95 
Thy praife íhe drops, by nobler ílill infpir'd. 

O thou, blefs'd Spirit! whether the fupreme, 
Great antemundane Father ! in whofe breaft 
Fimbryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, 
And ali its various revolutions roll'd IC9 

Prefent, tho' future, prior to themíelves; 
Whofe brcatli can blow. it into nought againj 
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Or from his throne fome delegated pow*r, 
W h o , ftudious of our peace, doft turn the thought 
From vain and vile to folid and fublime! 105 
Unfeen thou lead'ft me to delicious draughts 
Of infpiration, from a purer ftream, 
A n d fuller of the God, than that which burft 
From fam'd Caftalia; nor is yet allay'd 

M y facred thirft, tho' long my foul has rang'd l i o 
T h r o ' pleaíing paths of moral and divine, 
By thee fuftain'd, and lighted by the ftars. 

By them beft lighted are the paths of thought; 
Nights are their days, their moft-illumin'd hours. 
By day the foul, o'erborne by life's carcer, 115 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
Reels far from reafon, joftled by the throng. 
By day the foul is paífive, ali her thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By night, from objefts frce, from pa.lion cool, 120 
Thoughts uncontroll'd, and nnimprefs'd, the births 
Of pure eleítion, arbitrary range, 
Not to the limits of one world confin'd, 
But from ethereal traveis l ighton earth, 
A s voyagers drop anchor for repofe. 125 

Let Indians, and the gay, likelndians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperies, the fun adore; 
Darknefs has more divinity for me; 
It ftrikes thought inward ; it drives back the fcul 
T o fettlç on herfelf, our point fupreme! 1 3 ° 
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There lies our theatre; there fits our judge. 
Darknefs the curtain drops o'er life's dull fcene; 
'Tis the kind hand of Providence ílretch*d out 
'Twixt man and vanity; 'tis Reafon's reign, 
A n d Virtue's too; thefe tutelary lhades 135 
A r e man's afylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guaidian too ; 
It no lefs refeues virtue than infpires. 

Virtue, for ever frail as fair, below, 
}Ier tender nature fuffers in the crowd, 140 

Nor touches on the world without a ítain. 
T h e world's infeítious; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we thought is hlotted; we refolv'd 
Is (haken; we reftounc'd returns again. 145 
Each falutation may fiide in a íin 
Unthought before, or fix a former fiaw. 
Nor is it ílrange; light, motion, eoneourfe, noife, 
A l i fcatter us abroad. Thought, outward-bound, 
Negleflful of.our home-affairs, flies ofF j t o 

In fume and diílipation, quits her charge, 
A n d leaves the breaíl unguarded to the foe. 

Prefent example gets within our guard. 
A n d afts with double force, by few repell?d. 
Ambition fires ambition; love of gain 155 
Gtrikes, like a peftilence, from hreaft to breaíl: 
Riot, pride, perfidy, bine vapours, breathe 
A n d inhumanitv is caught from man, 

Volume I. ' L 
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From fmil ingman! A flight, a fingiu glahce, 
A n d ihot at random, often has brought home 160 
A fudden fever to the throbbing heart 
Of envy, rancour, or in-.puredefire. 
W e fee, we hear, with peril; Safety dwells 
Remote from multitude. The world's a fchool 
Of wrong, and what proficients fwarm around ! l 6 j 
W e muíl or imitate or difapprove; 
Mutl lift as their accomplices or foes: 
T h a t ftains our innocenee, this wounds our peace. 
From Nature's birth, hence, Wifdom has been ímit 
W i t h fweet reeefs, and languilh'd for the íhade. 170 

This facred fhade and folitude what is it ! 
' Tis the felt prcfence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone ; 
Vice finks in her allurements, is Ungilt, 
A n d looks, like other objeíls, black by night. 175 
By night an Atheilt half-believes a God. 

Night is fair Virtue's immemorial friend. 
T h e confcious moon, thro' ev'ry diftant age, 
Has held a lamp to Wifdom, and let fali, 
On Contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 180 

T h e fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heav'n 
Philofophy the fair, to dwell with men, 
A n d form their manners, not inflame their pride, 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleíl 
His lab'ring mind, the flars in filence flide, 185 
A n d feem al! gazing on their future gueft, 
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Sce him Ibliciting his ardcnt fuit 
In private audience: ali the live-long night, 
Rigid in thought, and motionlefs, he ftands, 
Nor quits his theme or pofture till the fun 190 
(Rude drunkard! rifing rofy from the main) 
Difturbs his nobler intelleftual beam, 
And gives him to the.tumnlt of the world. 
Hail, preeious Moments! ftol'n frofn the black wafte 
Of murder'd time! aufpieious Midnight! hail! 195 
T h e world.excluded, every paífion huíh'd, 
A n d open'd a calm intereourfe with Heav'n, 
Here the foul íits in couneil, ponders paft, 
Predeftines future aítion; fees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reafons with the, ftorm, 200 
A l i her lies anfwers, and thinks dpwn her charms. 

What awful joy! what mental liberty) 
I am not pent in darknefs; rathcr fay 
(If not too blold) in darknefs l'm imbow'r'd. 
Delightful gloom! the clu(l'ring thoughts around 205 
Spontaneous rife, and bloíTom in the lhadc, 
l!ut droop by day, and ficken in the fun. 
Thought borrows light elfewhere; from that firft fire, 
Fountain of animation ! whence defcends 
Urania, my celeftial gueft! who deigns 210 

Nightly to vifit me, ío mean; and now, 
Confcious how needful difciplinc to m3n, 
From pleafing dalliance with the charms of night, 
My wapd'iing thought recalls, to what excites 
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Far other beat of heart, NarciíTa's tomb. 21 j 
Or is it feeble Nature calls me back, 

A n d breaks my fpirit into grief again 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood 
A cold flow puddle creeping thro' my veins ? 
Or is it thus with ali men ? — T h u s with ali. 220 
W h a t are we ? how unequal! now we foar, 
A n d now we fink. T o be the fame tranfcends 
Our prefent prowefs. Dearly pays the foul 
For lodging i l l ; too dearly rents her clay. 
Reafon, a baffled counfellor! but adds 225 

T h e blulh of weaknefs to the bane of woe. 
T h e nobleít fpirit, fighting her hard fate 
In this damp, duíky region, charg'd with ftorms, 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fiy; 
Or, flying, íhort her flight, and fure her fal i : 230 
Our utmoft ftrengtli, when down, to rife again; 
A n d not to yield, tho' beaten, ali our praife. 

'Tis vain to feek in men for more than man. 
Tho* proud in promife, big in previous thought, 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late 235 
Emerging from the (hadows of the grave, 
Where giief detain'd me pris'ner, mounting high, 
Threw wide the gates of everlafting day, 
A n d call'd mankind to glory, (hook off pain, 
Mortality (hook ofF, in ether pure, 240 

A n d ftruck the ítars, now feel my fpirits fail; 
T h e y drop me from the zenith; down I ruflj, 



N I O H T T H E F I F T H . I 2 J 

Like him ivhom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, 
In forrow drown'd—but not in forrow loft. 
How wretched is the man who never mourn'd | 245 
1 dive for precious pearl in Sorrow's ftream : 
Not fo the thoughtlefs man that only grieves, 
Takes ali the torment, and rejeíts the gain, 
(Ineftimable gain!) and gives Heav'n leave 
T o make him but more wretched, not more wife. 250 

If wifdom is our lefion (and what elfe 
Ennobles man? what elfe have angels learn'd :) 
Grief! more proficients in thy fchool are made, 
Than Genius or proud Learning e'er could boaft. 
Voracious Learning, often over-fed, 2J5 

Digefts not into fenfe her motley meai. 
This bookcafe, with dark booty alnioft burft, 
This forager on others' wifdom, Ieaves 
Her native far.m, her reafon, quite untillM; 
With mix'd manure lhe furfeits the rank foil, 26.0 
Dung*d, but not dreft, and rich to beggary: 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails: 
Her fervant's wcalth incumber'd Wifdom mourns. 

A n d what fays Genius ? " Let the dull he wife ." 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong, 265 
A n d loves to boaft, where bluíh men lefs infpir'd. 
It pleads exemption from the laws of fenfe, 
Confiders reafon as a leveller, 
A n d fcorns to lhare a bkíTing with the crowd. 
That wife it could be thinks an ample claim; 

L i i j 
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T o glory and to pleafure gives the reít. 
CraíTus but ileeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wifdom lefs fhudders at a fool than wit. 

But Wifdom fmiles, when humbled mortais wec]}. 
When Sorrow wounds the breaft, as ploughs theglebe, 
A n d hearts obdurate feel her foft'ning lhowcr; 2"6 
Her feed celeíiial, then, glad Wifdom fows; 
Her golden harveft triumphs in the foil. 
If fo, NarciíTat welcome my Relapfe; 
1*11 raife a tax on my calamity, 280 

A n d reap rich compenfation from my pain. 
1*11 range the plenteous intelleíhial field, 
A n d gather cv'ry thought of fov'reign power 
T o chafe the moral maladies of man ; 
Thoughts which may bear tranfplanting to the Ikies, 
T h o ' nativcs of this coarfe penurious foil; 286 
Nor vvholly wither there where íeraphs fing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annull'd, in hcav'n: 
Reafon, the fun that gives them birth, the fame 
In either clime, tho* more illuftrious there. 290 
Thefe choicely cul!'d, and elegantly rang'd, 
Shall form a garland for Narcifla's tomb, 
A n d , peradventure, of no fading flow'rs. 

Say, on what themes lhall puzzled choice defcend ? 
" T h e importanee of contemplating the tomb; 2 9 5 
" Why men decline i t ; fuicide's foul birth; 
" T h e various kinds of grief; the faults of age; 
" A n d death's drcad charafter—invite my fong." 
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And, firft, the importance of our end furvcy'd. 
Friends counfel quick difmiífion of our grief» 300 
Miftaken kindncls! our hearts heal too foon. 
Are they more kind than He who ílruck the blow 
W h o bid it do his errand in our hearts, 
A n d baniíh peace till nobler gueíls arrive, 
A n d bring it back a true and endlefs peace ? 305 
Calamities are friends: as glaring day 
Of thefe unnumber'd luftres robs our fight, 
Profperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine to man. 

Themanhowblefs 'd who, fickofgaudy fcenes, 310 
(Scenes apt to thruft between us and ourfelves!) 
Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk 
Beneath Death's gloomy, filent, cyprefs íhades, 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantaílic ray; 
T o read his monuments, to weigh his dufl, 315 
Vifit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs! 
Lorenzo! read with me Narcifià's ftone; 
(NarciíTa was thy fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral flone; few doítors preach fo well; 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch 320 

T h e feeling heart. What pathos in the date! 
A p t words can ílrike; and yet in them we fee 
Faint images of what we here enjoy. 
What caufe have we to build on length of life ? 
Temptations feize, when fear is laid afleep, 325 
A n d ill foreboded is our ítrongeft guard. 
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See from her tomb, as from an humble Íhriní, 
Truth, radiant gcddefs! fallies on my foul, 
A n d puts Delufion's duíky train to flight; 
Difpels the rr.ift our fultty pallions raife, 330 
Trom objeíts low, tcrreftrial, and obfcene, 
A n d íhews the real eflimate of things, 
Which no man, unafíliíted, ever faw; 
Pulls off the veil from Virtue's rifing charms; 
Detefts temptation in a thoufand lies. 335 

Truth bids me look on men as autnrnn leaves, 
A n d ali they bleed for as the fummer's duft 
Driv'n by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horuon, gain new powers, 
See things invifible, feel things remote, 340 
A m prefent with futurities; think nought 
T o man fo foreign as the joys pofTefs'd, 
Nought fo much his as thofe beyond the grave. 

No folly keeps its colour in her fight; 
Pale worldly Wifdom lofes ali her charms. 345 
In pompous promife from her fchcmcs profound, 
Tf future fate lhe plans, 'tis ali in leaves, 
L ike Sybil, unfubftantial, fleeting blifs! 
A t the firft blaft it vanilhes in air. 
Not fo celedial. Wouldít thou know, Lorenzo! 350 
Howdiffer worldly wifdom and divine? 
Juft as the waning and the waxing moon. 
More empty worldly wifdom ev'ry day, 
A n d ev'ry dsy more fair her rival íbines. 
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When later, <herd's lefs time to play the fool. 355 
Soon our whole term foi wifdom is expir'd, 
(Thou knowTl fl>c calls no council in the grave) 
A n d everláíling fool is writ in fire, 
Or real wifdom wafts us to the 'ikies. 

A s worldly fchemes refemble Syblls' leaves, 360 
T h e good man's days to Sybils' books compare, 
(In ancient ílory read, thou know'ft the tale) 
In price ílill rifing as in number lefs, 
Ineítimable quite his final hour. 
For that who thrones ean offer, otTer thrones ; 365 
Infolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pay. 
" Oh let me die his death!" ali Nature cries. 
" Then live his l i f e . " — A H Nature falters there; 
Our great phyfician daily to confult, 
T o commune with the grave our only cure. 370 

What grave prefcribes thebeft ? A friend's ; and 
From a friend's grave how foon we difengage! [yet 
Ev'n to the deareft, as his marble, cold. 
Why are friends ravifli'd from us : 'tis to bind, 
By foft AfTc£Uon's ties, on human hearts 375 
The thought of death, which reafon, too fupine, 
Or mifemploy'd, fo rarely faílens there. 
Nor reafon nor aíTeflion, no, nor both 
Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
Behold th' inexorable hour at hand! 380 

Behold th* inexorable hour forgot! 
A n d to forget it the chief aim of life, 
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T h o ' well to ponder it is life's chief end. 
Is death, that ever-threat'ning, ne'er remote, 

That all-important, and that only fure, 385 
(Come when he will) an unexpeíted gueíl ? 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudeíl calls 
Of blind Imprudencc, unexpeíled ílill, . 
Tho* num'rous meíTengers are fent before, 
T o warn his grçat arrival ? What the caufe, 390 
T h e wondrous caufe', of this myílerious ill ? 
A l i heav'n looks down afloniíh'd at the fight. 

Is it that Life has fown herjjoys fo thick, 
W e can't thrufl in a íingle care between ? 
Is it that Life has fuch a fwarm of cares, 395 
T h e thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it that Time íleals on with down)' feet, 
Nor wakes Indijlgençe from her golden dream ? 
To-day is fo like yeílerday, it cheats; 
W e take the lying fiíler for the fame. 400 

Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook, 
For ever changing,; unperceiv'd the change. 
In the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice; 
T o the fame life none ever twice awoke. 
W e call the brook the fame; the fame we think 405 
Our life, tho' ílill more rapid in its flow, 
Nor mark the much irrevocably laps'd, 
A n d mingled with the fea. Or íhall we fay 
(Retaining ílill the brook to bear us on) 
T h a t life is like a veíTel on the ftream .' 410 
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In life embark'd, we fmoothly down the tide 
Of time defcend, but not on time intent; 
Amus 'd , unconfeious of the giiding wave, 
T i l l on a fudden we perceive a fhock; 
W e ftart, awake, look o u t : what fee we there? 415 
Our brittlí bark is burft on Charon's íhore. 

Is this the eaufe death flies ali human thought ? 
Or is it judgment, by the Wil l ftruck blind, 
That domineering miftrefs of the foul! 
Like him fo ftrong by Dalilah the fair ? 420 
Or is it fear turns ftartled Reafon back, 
From looking down a precipice fo ftecp ? 
' l is dreadful, and the dread is wifely plac'd 
By Nature, confcious of the make cf man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 425 

A flaming fword to guard the tree of L i fe . 
By that unaw'd, in life's moft fmiling hour 
l he good man would repine; wpuld fuílèr joys, 
A n d burn impatient for his promis'd íkies. 
T h e had, on each punítilious pique of pride, 430 
Or gloom of huniour, would give rage the rein, 
Bound o'er the barrier, rulh into the dark, 
A n d mar the fcenes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ?—Furies! rife, 
A n d drown, in your lefs execrable yell, 435 
Eritannia's íhame. There took her gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black fullen foul, 
Blaftcd frem liell, with horrid luft of death. 
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T h y friend, the brave, the gallant Al tamont , 
So call'd, fo t h o o g h t — a n d then he flfcd tiiefield, 440 
Lefs bafe the fear of death than fear of life. 
O Britain ! infamous for fuicide! 
A n ifland in thy manners! far disjoin'd 
From the-whole world of rationals bèfidci 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 445 
Wafh the dirc llain, nor lhock the continent. 

But thou be.íhock'd while I deteít the caufe 
Of felf-aljiiilt, expofe the monfier's birth, 
A n d bid Abhorrence hifs it round the wotld. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diftant f u n ; 450 
T^e fun is innocent, thy clime abfolv'd. 
Immoral climes kind Nature never made. 
T h e caufe I f ingin Eden might prevail/ 
A n d proves it is thy folly, not thy fate. . 

T h e foul of man, (let man ia homage bow 455 
W h o names his foul) a" native of the Ikies! 
High-born and free, her freedom íhould maintain, 
Unfold, ,unmortgag'd for earth's little bribes. 
T h ' illuílrious ftranger, in this foreign Iand, 
I>ike flrangers,.jealous of.her dignity, 460 

Studious of.home, and ardent .to return, 
Of earth fufpicious, earth's inchanted cup 
With cool referve light touching, íhould indulge, 
On immortality, hergodlike taíle; 464 

There take large draughts; make her chief banquet 
But ibms rejcít this fufieuance.divine,- [there. 
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T o beggarly vjle appetites defcend, 
A í k alms of earth for gucíts that came from heav'nt 
Sink into flaves, and it.ll, for piefent liire, 
Their rich revevíion, and (what ihares.its fate) 470 
Their native freedom, to the prince who fways 
This nether world : and when bis payments fail, 
When his fonl baiketgorges them no more, 
Or their pa!l'd palates loath the baíket full, 
A r e inflantly, with wild demoniac rage, 475 
For breaking ali the chains of Providence, 
A n d burfling their confinement, tho' faft barr'd 
By laws divine and human, guarded.ftrong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pafs, 
T h e blackell Nature or dire guilt.can raife, 480 
A n d moated round with fatbomlefs deftruítion, 
Sure to reccive and whelm them in their fali, 

Sueli, Britonsl is the eaufe, tó you unknown, 
Or, worfe, o'erlook'd, o'cr!ook'd by magiflrates, 
Thus criminais themfelves. 1 grant the deed 4S5 
Is madnefs, but the madnefs of the heart. 
A n d what is that ? our utmofl bound of guilt. 
A fenfual unrefleíting life is big 
With monftrous births, and fuicidç, to crown 
T h e black infernal brood. The bold to break 490 
Heav'n's law fupreme, and defperately rudi 
Thro ' facred Nature's murder, on their own, 
Becaufe they never think of death, they dic. 
T i s equally man's duty, glory, gain, 

Volume I. M 
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A t once to (hun and mcditate his end. 495 
When by the bed of languilhment we fit, 
( l he feat of Wifdom! if our choice, not fate) 
Or o'er our dying friends in anguilh hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or ftay the finking head, 
Number their moments, and in e»'ry clock 500 
Start at the voice of an eternity; 
See the dim lamp of life juíl fecbly lift 
A n agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 
T h e n fink again, and quiver into death, 
T h a t moft pathetic herald of our own, 505 
How read we fuch fad fcenes ? A s fent to man 
In perfeft vengcance ? no; in pity fent, 
T o melt him down, like wax, and then imprefs, 
Indelible, Death's image on his heart, 
Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 510 

W e blecd, we tremble, we forget, we fmile. 
T h e mind turns fool bcfore the cheek is dry. 
Our quiek-returning folly cancels ali, 
A s the tide rulhing razes what is writ 
I11 yicldlng fands, and fmooths the letter'd íhore. 515 

Lorenzo! haft thou ever wcigh'd a iigh? 
Or ftudy'd the philofophy of tears? 
( A fcience yet unle£hir'd in onr fchools!) 
Hail thou defcendcd deep into the breaft, 
A n d feen their fource ? if not, defccnd with me, 520 
Ar.d trace thefe briny riv'lets to their fprings'. 

Onr fun'ral tears from diiFTcnt caufes rife : 
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A s if from fep'rate ciílerns in the foul, 
Of various kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 
By foft contagion ca l ld , fome burft at once, 5 Í 5 
A n d ftream obfequious to the leading eye: 
Some alk more time, by curious art diíliíVd. 
Some hearts, in fecret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
L ike Mofes' fmitten rock, guíh out amain : 530 
Some weep to fiiare the fame of the deceas'd, 
So high in merit, and to them fo dear : 
They dwell on praifes which they think they fhare, 
A n d thus, without a bluíh, commend themfelves. 
Some mourn in proof that fomething they conld love; 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but íhew. 536 
Some weep in perfeít juflice to the dcad, 
A s confcious ali their love is in arrear. 
Some mifchievouíly weep, not unappris'd. 
Tears fometimes aid the conqueft of an eye. 540 
With what addrefs the foft Ephefians draw 
Their fable network o'er entangled hearts ? 
A s fcen thro' cryílal, how their rofes glow, 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ? 
Of her's not ptouder Egypt's wanton queen, ,545 
Caroufing gems, herfelf difiolv'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abílrafted from the dcad, 
A n d celebrate, like Charles, their own deceafe. 
By kind conflruítion fome are dcem'd to weep, 
Becaufe a decent veil conceals their joy. 550 

M i j 
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Some weep 111 earneft, and yet weep in vain, 
A s déep in indifcretion as in woe. 
Paflion, blind paílion ! impotentiy pòurs 
Tears that deferve more tears, while Reafon fleeps, 
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern'd, 555 
Nor coVnprehends the meaning of the f lorm; 
Knows not it fpeaks to her, and her alone. 
Iirâtionals ali forrow are beneath, 
T h a t noble g i f t ! that privilege of man! 
From forrow's pang, the birth of endlefs j o y : 560 
But thefe are barren of that birth divine; 
T h e y weep impetnôus as the fummer-ílorm, 
A n d full as (hort' the cruel grief foon tam'd, 
T h e y make a paftime of the ftinglefs tale; 
Far as the deep-refounding knell they fpread j í j 
T l ie dreadful news, and hardly feel it more: 
N o grain of wifdom pays them for their woe. 

Half-round theglobe the tears pump'd up by death 
A r e fpent in wat'ring vanities o f l i f e í 
In making folly fiourifh ftill more fair. 570 
When the fick foul, her wontrd ftay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth, and forro ws in the duft, 
Inftcad of learning there her true fupport, 
T h o ' there thrown down her true fupport to learn, 
Without H e a v V s aid, impatient to be bleft, 375 
She crawls to the next flirub oT bramble vile, 
T h o ' from the ftately cedar's arms (lie fell; 
With flale forefworn embraces clings anew, 
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T h e ftrangtr weds, and bloíToms, as before, 
In ali the fruitlefs fopperies of life, 580 
Prefents her weed, well-fancy'd, at the bali. 
A n d raffles for the dcath's-head on the ilng. 

So wept Aurelia, till the deílin'd yoilth 
Stept in with his reeeipt for making fmiles, 
A n d blanching fables into bridal blooui. 585 
So wept Lorenzo fair ClariíTa's fate, 
Who gave that angel-boy on whom he dotes, 
A n d dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his biith ! 
Not fuch, Narcifla ! my diílrefs for thee. 
1*11 make an altar of thy facred tomb, j ç o 

T o facrifice to W i f d o m . — W h a t waft thou ? 
" Young, gay,and fortunate!" Each yields a theme: 
1*11 dwell on each, to íhun thought more feverej 
(Heav'11 knows I labour with feverer ílill!) 
I'U dwell on each, and quite exhauít thy death. j 9 5 
A foul without refleítion, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

A n d , firft, thy youth : what fays it to gray hairs ? 
Narcifla! Pm become thy pupil now.—— 
Early, bright, tranfient, chafte, as morning dew, 6co 
She fparkled, was exhaPd, and went to heav'n. 
Time on this head has fnow !d, yet ftill 'tis borne, 
A l o f t , nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with íhame I fpeak it, age fevere 
Old worn-out vice fets down for virtue fa i r ; 605 
With gracelefs gravity chaftifing youth, 

M iij 
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'I hat youth cha(lis'd fnrpafling in a fault, 
Father of ali, forgetfulnefs of death ; 
A s if, like objcfls prefling on the fight, 
Death had advanc'd too near us to be feen ; 610 
Or that life's loan time ripcn'd into right, 
A n d men might plead prefciiption from the grave, 
Deathlefs, from rcpetition of reprieve. 
Deathlefs : far from it! fuch are dead already; 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 

Tel l me, lome God! my guardian Angel ! tell 616 
W h a t thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
T h e phantom of an age 'twixt us and Death, 
Already at the door ? He knocks j we hear him, 
A n d yet we will not hear. What mail defends 620 
Our untouch'd hearts ? what miracle turns oíF 
Thepointed thought, which from a thoufand quivers 
U daily darted, and is daily fhunn'd ? 
W e Hand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling, wounded oft ' ourfclves, 625 
T h o ' bleeding with our wounds, immortal (1:11! 
W e fee Time's furrows 011 anothcr's brow, 
A n d Death intrehch'd, preparing his aflàult: 
How few themfelves in that juíl mirror ícc! 
Or, feeing, draw their infercnce as (Irong! 630 

There death is certain ; doubtful here: he muft, 
A n d foon : we may, within an age, expire. 
T h o ' gray our heads, our thoughts and aims aregreen; 
Like darn3g'd clocks, whofe har.d and bell dilTciit; 
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Folly fings fix, while Nature points at twclve. 635 
Abfurd LongeVity! More, more, it cries: 

More life, more wealth, more traíh of ev'ry kind. 
A n d wherefore mad for more, when reliíh fails ? 
Objeít and appetite muft club for joy : 
Shall Folly labour hard to mend the bow, 640 
Bawbles, I mean, that ílrike us from without, 
While Nature is relaxing ev'ry ftring! 
A(k Thought for j o y ; grow rich, and hoard within. 
Think you the foul, when this l:fe's rattles ceafe, 
Has nothing of more manly to fucceed ? 645 

Contraít the tafte immortal; learn ev'n now 
T o relilh what alone fubfiíls hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth, your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is to wilh to d ie : 
T h a t wilh is praife and promife; it applauds 6 jO 
Paft life, and promifes our future blifs. 
What weaknefs fee not children in their fires! 
Grand-climaíterical abfurdities! 
Gray-hair'd authority, to faults of youth 
How lhocking! it makes folly thrice a fool, 655 
A n d our firft childhood might our laft defpife. 
Peace and efteem is ali that age can hopc : 
Nothing but wifdom gives the firft; the laft 
Nothing but the repute of being wife. 
Folly bars both : our age is quite undone. 660 

What folly can be ranker ? like our íhadows, 
Or.r wiíhes lengthen as our fun declines. 
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No wifli (hould loitcr, then, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts (hould leave the world before the knell 
Calls for our carcades to mend the foil. 665 
Enough to live in temped; die in port : 
A g e (hould fly concouife, cover in retrcat 
Defefts of judgment, and the wiU's fubdue; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent folemn (hore 
Of that va(l occan it muíl faH fo foon, 670 

A n d put good works on board, and wait the wind 
T h a t (liortly blows us into worlds unknown : 
If uneonfiderVl, too, a dreadful fcenc! 

Al i (hould be prophets to themfclves; forefee 
Their future fate; their future fate foretade: 675 
This art would wade the bitternefs of death. 
T h e thought of death alone the fear dedroys : 
A difafleílion to that prccious thought 
Is more than midnight darknefs on the foul, 
Which deeps beneath it on a precipice, 680 

PufTd ofl" by the fird blad, and lod for ever. 
D o d aík, Lorenzo, why fo warmly pred, 

By repetition hammer'd on thine ear, 
T h e thought of death ? T h a t thought is the machine, 
T h e grand machine! that heaves us from the dud, 685 
A n d rears us into men. T h a t thought, ply'd home, 
Wil l foon reduce the ghadly precipice 
0'erhanging hell, will foften the defcent, 
A n d gently flopc our padàgc to the grave. 
How warmly to bc \vilh'd! what heart of flelh 690 
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Would trifle with tremendous! dare extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite! what hand, 
Beyond the blackeíl brand of cenfure bold, 
( T o fpeak a language too well known to thee) 
Would at a moment give its ali to Chance, 
A n d damp the dye for an eternity ? 

A i d me, Narcifla! aid me to keep pace 
With Deftiny, and, ere her fciílàrs cut 
My thread of life, to break this toughcr thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 
Sting thou my flumb'ring reafon to fend forth 
A thought of obfervation on the foe; 
T o fally, and furvey the rapid march 
Of his ten thoufand meflengers to man, 
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them ali. 
A l i accident apart, by Nature fign'd, 
M y warrant is gonc out, tho' dormant y e t ; 
Perhaps behind oní moment lurks my fate. 

Mull I then forward only look for Death ? 
Backward I turn mine eye, and find him there. 
Man is a felf-furvivor ev'ry year. 
Man, like a ílream, is in perpetuai flow. 
Death's a deílroyer of quotidian prey : 
My youth, my noon-tide his; my yefterday: 
T h e bold invader íhares the prefent hour. 
Each moment on the former (huts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreafe, 
A n d rradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
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Our birth is nothing but our death begun, 
A s tapers waíle that inflant they take fire. 730 

Shall we then fear left that lhould come to pafs 
Whieh comes to pafs each moment of our lives 
]f fear we m á , let that death turn us pale 
Which murders ftrength and ardour; what remains 
Should rather call on Death than dread his call. 725 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! 
Thoughtlcfsof death,but when your neighbour's knell 
(Rude vifitant!) knocks hard at your dull fenfe, 
A n d with its thunder fcarce obtains your car! 
Be death your theme in ev'ry place and hour; 730 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires! 
A brother tomb to tell you you lhall die. 
That death you dread (fo great is Nature's íkil l!) 
Know you lhall court before you lhall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd; in volumes deep you fit, 735 
In wifdom íhallow. Pompous ignorance! 
Would you be ílill more learned than the learn'd ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known, 
A n d what that knowledge which impaits your fenfe. 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 740 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field, 
A n d bidsall welcome to the vital feaft. 
You fcorn what lies before you in the page 
Of Nature and Experience, moral truth; 
Of indifpenfable, eternal fruit, 745 

Fruit on which mortais feeding turn to gods; 
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A n d dive in fcience for diílingui(h'd names, 
Diíhonefl fomentation of your pride, 
Sinking in virtue as you rife in fame. 
Your learning, like the lunar beam, afíoids 750 
Light , but not lieat; it leaves you undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while fpeculation (bines. 
Awake, ye curious Indagators! fond 
Of knowing ali but what avaiis you known. 
If you would learn Death's charaíter, attend. 755 
AH calls of conduft, ali degrees of health, 
A H dyes of fortune, and ali dates of age, 
Together íhook in his impartial urn, 
Come forth at random; or, if choice is made, 
T h e choice is quite farcaílic, and infults 760 

AH bold conjeíture and fond hopes of man. 
What countlefs multitudes not only leave, 
But deeplv difappoint us, by their deaths! 
T h o ' great our forrow, grcater our fnrpriíe. 

I.ike other tyrants, Death delights to fmite 76$ 
What , fmitten, moíl proclaims the pride of po.v'r 
A n d arbitrary nod. His joy fupreme 
T o bid tbe wretch furvive the fortunate ; 
The feeble wrap th' athletic in his Ihroud; 769 
A n d weeping fathers build tbeir children's tom!»: 
Me thine, N a r c i f l a ! — W h a t tho' lhort thy date ? 
Virtue, not rollingfuns, the mind maturcs. 
That life is long which anfwcrs life's great end. 
The t im: that bcars no fruit deferves nu name. •• 
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T h e man of wifdom is the man of years. 775 
In hoary youth Methulàlems may d i e ; 
O how mifdated on their flatt'ring tombs! 

NarciíTa's youth has le£tur'd me thus f a r : 
A n d can her gaiety give counfel t o o : 
T h a t , like the Jews' fam'd oracle of gems, 78® 
Sparkles inftruftion ; fuch as throws new light, 
A n d opens more the charaíter of Death, 
111 known to thee, Lorenzo! this thy vaunt! 
" Give Death his due, the wretched and the old; 
" Ev 'n let him fweep his rubbiíh to the grave ; 785 
" L e t him not violate kind Nature's laws, 
" But own man born to live as well as die." 
Wretched and old thou giv'ft him; young and gay 
He takes; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, " t h e fartheft from the fear 790 
" A r e often neareft to the flroke of fate ? 

A l i more than common menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life. 
A s if bright embers lhould emit a flame, 
Glad fpirits fparkled from Narcifla's eye, 795 

A n d made Youth younger, and taught Life to live. 
A s Naturc's oppofites wage endlefs war, 
Forth is offence, as trcafon to the decp 
Inviolable ftupor of his reign, 
Where luft and turbulent ambition ílcep, 8c0 
Death took fwift vengeancc. A s he life detefts, 
More life is ftill more odious; and, reduc'd 

S 
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By conqueft, aggrandizes more his pow'r. 
But wherefore aggrandiz'd ? By Heav'n's decree 
T o plant the foul on her eternal guard, 805 
In aweful expeítation of our end. 
ThusrunsDeath'sdread commiflion; " Strike, but fo 
" A s moft alarms the living by the dead." 
Hence ftratagem delights him, and furprife, 
A n d cruel fport with man's fecurities. 810 
Not fimple conqueft, tliumph is his aim ; 
A n d where leaft fear'd, there conqueft triumphs moft. 
This proves my bold aíTertion not too bold. 

What are his arts to lay our fears aíleep 
Tiberian arts his purpofes wrap up 815 
In deep DiíIImulation's darkeít night. 
Like princes unconfefs'd in foreign courts, 
Who travei under cover, Death aílumes 
T h e name and look of Li fe , and dwells among us : 
He takes ali fliapes that ferve his black defigns : 820 
T h o ' maítcr of a wider empire far 
Than that o'er which the Roman Eagle flew, 
L ike Nero, he's a fiddler, charioteer; 
Or drives his phaeton in female guife ; 
Quite unfufpeíleel, till the wheel beneath 825 

His difarray'd oblation he devours. 
He moft affeíh the forms leaft like himfelf, 

His flendèr fe l f : hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and íleek difguife. 
Behind thç rofy bloom he loves to lurk, 830 

Velurne I. N 
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Or ambufh in a fmile; or, wanton, dive 
In dimples deep; Love's eddies, which draw in 
Únwary hearts, and fink them in defpair. 
Snch on NarciíTaJs couch he !oitcr'd' long 
UnknoWn, and when deteíled, ftill was feen 835 
T o fmile : fuch peace has Innocence in death 1 

Moíl happy they! whom leaft his arts deceive. 
One eye on death, and one full fix'd on heav'n, 
Becomes a mortal and immortal man. 
I.ong on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous fpy, 840 
í 've feert, or dream'd I faw, the tyrant drefs, 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his fmiles. 
Say, M u f e f f o r thou remember'íl, call it back, 
A n d (heW Lorenzo the furprifing fcene; 
If 'twas a dream, his genius can explain. 84J 

'Twas in a circle of the gay I ftood: 
Death would have enter'd; Nature pulh'd him back: 
Supported by a doítor of rcnown, 
His point he gain'd; then artfully difmifs'd 
T h e fage; for Death defign'd to be conceat"d: 8jO 
He gave an oM vivaciòus ufurer 
His meagre afpeft, and his naked bonés, 
ln gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper'd fpendthrift, whofe fantaflic air, 
V/ell-fa(hion"d figure, and cockaded brow, 855 

He took in change, and underneath the pride 
O f c o í l l y linen tuck'd his filthy Ihroud. 
His crooked bow he (lraighten'd to a caney 
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A n d hid his deadly íhafts in Myra's eye. 
T h e dreadful mafquerader, thus equipp'd, ,86o 

Out-fallies on adventures. Aík you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts 
Let this íuffice; fure as night follows day, 
Death treads in Pleafure's footfteps round the world, 
When Pleafure treads the paths which Reafon fhuns. 
When againft Reafon Riot íhuts the door, 266 

A n d gaicty fupplies tJie place of fenfe, 
Then, foremoft at the hanquet and the hail, 
Death leads the dance, or ftamps the deadly dye, 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 870 
Gaily caroufing to his gay compeers, 
Inly he laughs to fee them laugh at him, 
A s abfent far; and when the revel burns, 
When Fear is baniíh'd, and triumphant Thought, 
Calling for ali the joys beneath the moon, 875 

Againft him turns the key, ar.d bids him fup 
With their progenitors he drops his maík, 
Frownsont at full; they ftart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more futklen terror and fwprife, 
From his black maík of nitre, touch'd by i r e , 880 
He burfts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
A n d is not this triumphant treachery, 
A n d more than fimple conqueft, in the fiend ? 

A n d now, Lorenzo, dofl thou wrap thy foul 
fn foft fecurity, becaufe unknown 885 
Which tnomjent is commiíIion'd to deftroy ? : 

Nij 



158 
THE C O M P L A I N T . 

In death's uncertainty thy dangcr lies. 
Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fix'd, 
Fix 'd as a centinel, ali eve, ali ear, 
A l i expcftation of the coming foe. 890 
Roufe, ftand in arras, nor lean againil thy fpear, 
L e í l Slumber (leal one moment o'er thy foul, 
A n d Fate furprife thee nodding. Wateh, be ftrong; 
T h u s give each day the merit and renown 
Of dying well, tho' doom'd but once to d i e : 895 
Nor let life's period, hidden, (as from moft) 
l l ide , too, from thee the precious ufe of life. 

Early, not fudden, was Narcifla's fate: 
Soon, not furprifing, Death his vifit paid: 
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, 900 
Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. 
T h o ' Fortune, too, (our third and final theme) 
A s an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 
A n d ev'ry glitt'ring gewgaw, on her fight, 
T o dazzle and debauch it from its mark. 90J 

Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man, 
A n d ev'ry thought that mifles it is blind. 
Fortune with Youth and Gaiety confpir'd 
T o weave a triple wreath of happinefs, 
( i f happinefs on earth) to crown her brow : 910 
A n d could Death charge thro' fuch a Ihining (liield l 

T h a t ihining (hield invites the tvrant's fpear, 
A s if to damp our elevated aims, 
A n d ílrongly pieach humility to mau. 
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O how portentous is profpeiity j 

XAf 

9'S 
How, comet-like, it threatens while it Ihines! 
Few years but yield us proof of Death's ambition, 
T o cull his viítims from the faireft fold, 
A n d (heath his íhafts in ali the pride of life. 
When fiooded with abundaoce, purpled o'er Ç/ZQ 
With reeent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry blifs, 
Set up in oftentation, made the gaze, 
T h e gaudy centre, of the public eye; 
When Fortune, thus, has toíVd her child in air, 
Snatch'd from the covert of an humble ftate, 925 
How often have I feen him dropt at once, 
Our morning's envy! and our ev'ning's ligh! 
A s if her bounties were the íignal giv'n, 
T h e fiow'ry wreath, to mark the facrifice, 
A n d call Death's arrows on the deíün'd prey. 930 

High Fortune fee ms in cruel league with Fate. 
A l k you for what ? to give his war on man 
T h e deeper dread, and more illuftrious fpoil ; . 
Thus to keep daring mortais more in awe. 
A n d burns Lorenzo ílill for the fublime 935 
Of l i fe ! to hang his airy neft on high, 
On the flight timber of the topmoft bougb, 
Rock'd at each breeze, and menacing a fali 
Grantinggrim Death at equal diftance there, 
Yet peace begins juft where ambition ends. 940 
W h a t makes man wretched: happinefs deny'd ? 
J-orenzo! no; 'tis happinefs difdain'd : 

N Üj 


