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Edward Young,

l. l. d. Author of the Night

Thoughts, and many other excellent Pieces, was the only
foil of Dr. Edward Young, an eminent, learned, and
judicious Divine, Dean of Sarum, Fellow of Winchcfter
College, and Re&or of Upham, in Hampihire. He was
born in the year 1684, at Upham; and, after being edu
cated in Winchefter College, was chofen on the Founda
tion of New College at Oxford, Oftober 13,1703, when
he was nineteen years of age; but being fuperannuated
,
*
and there being no vacancy of a fellowfhip, he removed
before the expiration of the year to Corpus Cbrijti, wherehe entered himfelf a Gentleman Commoner.

* Difqualified on account of his years.
’• A.,
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In 1708, he was put into a law fellowlhip, at All Souls,
by Archbiihop Tennifon. Here he took the degree of
B C L. in 1714, and, in 17T9, D. C. L. In this year
he publiihed his Tragedy of Bufiris; in 1721, the Re
venge; and, 1111723, the Brothers'. About this time he
publrlhed his elegant poem on the Lail Day, which being
wrote by a Layman, gave the more fatisfadbon. He
fodn after publiihed the Force of Religion, or Vanquiih’d
Love, a poem, which alfo gave much pleafare, to moil
Who read it, but more efpecially to the noble family for
Whofe entertainment it was principally written. Some
charge the Author with a ftiffnefs of verfification in both
thefe poems; but they met with fuch fuccefs as to pro
cure him the particular friendfhip of feveral of the nobi
lity, and among the reft the patronage of the Duke of
Wharton, which greatly helped him in his finances. By
his Grace’s recommendation, he put up for member of
parliament for Cirencefter *
, but did not fucceed. His
noble patron honoured him with his company to All
Souls; and, through his inftance and perfuafion, w as at
the cxpence of erecting a confiderable part of the new
buildings then carrying on in that college. The turn of
his mind leading him to divinity, he quitted the law,
which he had never pradlifed, and taking orders, was
appointed chaplain in ordinary to King George II.
April I728i

In that year he publiihed a Vindication of Provi
dence, in quarto, and foon after his Eftimate of Human

* lie was naturally of an ambitious temper and dif-
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Life, in the fame fize, which have gone through feveral
editions in i2mo, and thought by .many to be the beft of
his prole performances. In 1730, he was prefented by
his college to the Redlory of Welwyn, in Hertfordshire,
reputed worth 300I. a year, befides the Lordlhip of the
Manor annexed to it. He was married in 1731 to Lady
Betty Lee, widow of Colonel Lee, and daughter to ths
Earl of Litchfield, (a lady of an eminent genius and great
poetical talents), who brought him a foil and heir not
long after their marriage.
Though always in high efteem with many of the firft
rank, he never role to great preferment. He was a fa
vourite of the late Prince of Wales, his prefent Majefty’s
father; and, for fome years before his death, was a pretty
conftant attendant at Court; but, upon the Princess deteafe, all his hopes of farther riling in the church were
at an end; and, towards the latter part of his life, his
very deiire of it feemed to be laid afide; for in his Night
Thoughts, he obferves, that there was one, (meaning
himfelf), in Britain born, with courtiers bred, who
thought even wealth might come a day too late; how
ever, upon the death of Dr. Plales, in 1761, he was made
Clerk of the Clofet to the Princefs Dowager of Wales.

About the year 1741, he had the unhappinefs to Iofe
his wife, and both her children, which file had by her
tirft hufband; a fon and a daughter, very promifing cha
racters. They all died within a fhort time of each other:
1 hat he felt greatly for their lofs, as well as for that of
his lady, may eafily be perceived by his fine poem of the
Night Thoughts. ocCafioned by it. Thia was a fpScies
A 2
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cf poetry peculiarly his own, and has been unrivalled
by all who have attempted to copy him. His applaufe
here was deservedly great. The unhappy Bard, " whole
griefs in melting numbers flow, and melancholy joys
diffufe arduna, has been often fung by the profane as
well as pious. They were written, as before obferved,
under the recent preflure df his forrow for the lofs of his
wife, and his daughter and fon-in-law; they are addreffed
to Lorenzo, a man of pleafure, and the world, and who,
it is generally fuppofed, (and very probably), was his
own fon, then labouring under his father’s difpleafure.
His fon in-law is faid to be characterized by Philander;
and his daughter was certainly the perfon he fpeaks of
under the appellation of Narcifla: See Night 3. 1. 62.
In her laft illnefs he accompanied her to Montpelier, in
the fouth of Fiance, where fire died foon after her arri
val in the city *.
After her death it feems ihe was denied Chriftian
burial-}-, on account of being reckoned a heretic, by the
inhabitants of the place; which inhumanity is juftly
refented in the fame beautiful poem; See Night 3, line
165 ; in which his wife alfo is frequently mentioned;

* She died of a confumption, occaiioned by her grief
for the death of her mother.
t The Priefts refufing the Dodlor leave to bury his
daughter in one of their church-yards, he was obliged,
with the affi'ftance of his fervant, to dig a grave in a
field near Montpelier, where they depofited the body
without the help of any of the inhabitants, who confidcr
prc<teftants in the fame light as they do brutes.
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and he thus laments the lofs of all three in an apeftrophe to death:
4 Infatiate Archer! could not oz?e fuffice?
4 Thy Shaft flew thrice, and thrice my Peace was (lain;
‘ And thrice, ere thrice yon Moon had fill’d her Horn.’

He wrote his Conjcdlures on Original Composition
when he was turned of 80: If it has blemiflies mixed
with its beauties, it is not to be wondered at, when we
cunfider his great age, and the many infirmities which
generally attend fuch an advanced period of life. How
ever, the many excellent remarks this work abounds
with make it juftly efteemed as a brightening before
death : The Refignation, a poem, the laft and leaft
efteemed of all Dr. Young’s Ivories, was publiflied a fliort
time before his death, and only frirved to manifeft tl.e
taper of genius, which had fo long ihone with peculiar
brightnefs in him, was now glimmering in the locket.
He died in his Parfonage-houfe, at Welwyn, April 12th,
^765, and was buried, according to his own dcfire, (at
tended by all the poor of the parilli), under the altar
piece of that church, by the fide of his wife f. ’Phis
altar-piece is reckoned one of the moft curious in the
kingdom, being adorned with an elegant piece of nee
dle-work by the late Lady Betty Young j.

f 1 he bell did not toll at his funeral, n.or was any
perfon allowed to be in mourning,
f In the middle of it are inferibed thefe words, “ I am
the bread of hie.” On the north fide of the chancel is
this infcription, as fuppofed by the Dodlor’s orders.
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Before the Dodlor died, he ordered all his manufcnpts to.be bUrnt, Thofe that knew
rxprcffed m a fmall compafs, and that he never wrote
cn tr2v^l fubje<as’ wil1 ^ment both the excels of his mocd-y (if I may fo term it) and the irreparable lofs to
yoLenty; efpecially when it is confidered, that he was
the nmmate acquaintance ofAddifon, and was himfelf
one of the writers of the Spectator.
In Ins lifetime he publiflred two or three fermons, one
of which was preached before the Houfe of Commons.
-—He left an only fon and heir, Mr. Frederic Young,
v. 10 had the firfl part of his education at Winchefter
-chcol, and became a fcholar upon the Foundation; was
lent, in ccnfequence thereof, to New College in Oxford;
there bcmg no vacancy, (though the Society waited
or one no lefs than two years), he was admitted in the
mean time in Baliol College, where he behaved fo im
prudently as to be forbidden the College. This mifeonduct difobliged his father fo much, that, he never would
fuffer him to come into his fight afterwards: However,
by his will, he bequeathed to him, after a few legacies,
his whole fortune, which was confiderable. ‘
As a Chnflian and Divine, he might be faid to be an
example of primeval piety: He gave a remarkable in
Lance of this one Sunday, when preaching in his turn

“ Vircinibus—Increafe in Wifdom and Underftandmg
and oppofite, on the fouth fide, « Puer^eand in favour with God and Man.”

u>ee App. to Biog. Brit.
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at St. James’s; for, though he ftrove to gain the atten
tion of his audience, when he found he could nor prevai ,
Ids pity for their folly got the better of ail decorum; he
fat back in the pulpit, and burft into a flood of tears.

The. turn of his mind was naturally folemn ; and he
ufually, when at home in the country, fpent many hours
in a day walking among the tombs in his own church
yard: His converfation, as well as writings, had all a
reference to a future life; and this turn of mind mixed
itfelf even, with his improvements in gardening: He had,
for inftance, an alcove, with a bench fo well painted m
it, that, at a diftance, it feenaed to be real, but, upon u
nearer approach, the deception was perceived, and this
motto appeared,
JNV1SIBILIA NON DECIPIUNT.

The things unjeen da not deceive us,

Yet, notwithitanding this gloominefs of temper, he was
fond of innocent fports and amufements/ He inftituted
an affembly and a bowling-green in his parifh, and often
promoted'the mirth of the company in perlon. His wit
was ever poignant *, and always levelled at thofe who
fhowed any contempt for decency and religion. His
epigram, fpoken extempore upon Voltaire, is well known:

* In his laft illnefs, 4 friend of the Dodtor’s calling to
know Ji°w he did, and mentioning the death of a perfon,
yvho had been in a decline a long time, faid he was quite
worn to a ihell, by the time he died; very likely replied
the Do&or, but what has become of the kernel?
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Voltaire happening to ridicule Milton’s allegorical perfonages of death and fin, Dr. Young thus addreffed
him:------

Thou art fo witty, profligate and thin,
Thou fecm’ft a Milton with his death and fin.
As to his character as a poet, his composition was inflindt in his youth, with as much vanity as was neceffary
to excel m that art. He publilhed a collodion cf fuch
of his works as he thought the beft, in 1761, in four
volumes, in duodecimo; and another was publilhed
fince. Among thefe, his fatires, intituled, The Love of
Fame, or, The Univerfal Paflion, are by moft confidered
as his principal performance. They are finely charade
nftic of that exceflive pride, or rather folly, of following
pi evading fafliions, and aiming to be more than we really
are, or can poflibly be. They w'ere written in early lift;
and, if fmcothnefs of ftile, brilliancy of wit, and fimplicity of fubjed, can enfure applaufe, our author may
demand it on this occafion. After the death of his
wife, as he had never given any attention to domeftic
affairs, fo knowing his unfitnefs for it, he referred the
whole care and management of his family to his houfeleeper, to whom he left a handfome legacy.

It is obferved by Dean Swift, that if Dr. Young, in his
fatires, had been more merry or fevere, they would have
been more generally pleafing; becaufe mankind are more
apt to be pleafed with ill nature and mirth than with
fohd fenfe and inftrudion. It is al Co obferved of his
Night Thoughts, that, though they are chiefly flights of
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thinking aimoil: fuper-human, fuch as the defcription of
death, from his fecret ftand, noting down the follies of
a Bacchanaliah Society, the epitaph upon the departed
world, and the iffuing of Satan from his dungeon; yet
thefe, and a great number of other remarkable fine
thoughts, are fometimes overcaft with an air of gloomiiiefs and melancholy
which have a difagreeable ten
dency, and muft be unpleafing to a chearful mind;
however, it muft be acknowledged by all, that they
evidence a Angular genius, a lively fancy, an extenfive
knowledge of men and things, efpecially of the feelings
of the human heart, and paint, in the ftrongeft colours,
the vanity of life, writh all its fading honours and emolu
ments, the benefits of true piety, efpecially in the views
of death, and the moft unanl'werable arguments in flippert of the foul's immortality, and a future ftate.

G. W.
* The Night Thoughts undoubtedly have their defedts,
as well as beauties; but it is generally allowed the latter
are far more numerous, and fo remarkably ftriking and
confpicuous to the dilcerning Reader, as, in his view,
to eclipfe the failings which otherwife might be difeovered therein.
Dr. Young was convinced of the impropriety of
writing the Night Thoughts in a ftyle fo much above the
uhderftanding of common Readers, and faid to a friend,
a week or two before he died, that was he to publifh
fuch another treatife, (refpedling fubjedts), it ihould be
in leis elevated language, and more fuited to the capaci
ties of all,
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HIGHT

THE

LIFE,
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DEATH,
AND

IMMORTALITY
humbly inscribed

to

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.,

ARTHUR

ONSLOW, Ei<^

SPEAKER OK. THE HOUSE OF COMMONS.

PREFACE.

As the

occafion of this Poem, was real, not fictitious}

fo the method purfued in it, was rather impofed, by what
fpontaneoufly arofe in the Author’s mind, on that occa

fion, than meditated, or defigned.
very probable from the nature of it.

Which will appear
For it differs from

the common mode of poetry, which is from long narra
tions to draw ihort morals. Here, on the contrary, the
narrative is fhort and the morality arifing from it makes

the bulk of the Poem.

The reafon of it is, that the

faéts mentioned did naturally pour thefe moral reflections
on the thought of the writer.
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NIGHT THE FIRSTa
TClR’D nature’s fweet reftorer, balmy Heep
*

He, like the world, his ready vifit pays
Where fortune fmiles; the wretched he forfak.es:
Swift on his downy pinions flies from woe,
And lights on lids unfully’d with a tear.
From ihort (as ufual) and difturb’d repofe
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 wreck’d defponding thoughts
From wave to wave of fancy’d mifery,
At random drove, her helm of reafor^ loft:
Tho’ now reftor’d, ’tis only change of pain,
(A bittci’ change!) feverer for fevere:
'The day too fho^t for my diftrefs; and night.
Even in the zenith of her dark domain,
Js funfhine, to the colour of niy fate.
Night, fable goddefs! from her ebon throne,
In raylefs majefty, now ftretches forth
Her leaden fceptre o’er a flumb’ring world.
Silence, how dead! and darkirefs, how profound!

tiie complain*.
Nor eye, nor lift’ning ear, an objetfl findsCreation fleeps. ’Tis as the general pulfe ’
Of life flood ftill, and nature made a paufe,
An awful paufe! prophetic of her end.
And let her prophecy be foon fulfill’d:
rate! drop the curtain; I can lofe no more.
Silence, and darknefs! folemn lifters! twins
From ancient night, who nurfe the tender thought
1 ° reafon, and on reafon build refol ve,
( 1 hat column of true mj^fty
nian)
Afllft me: I will thank you in the grave;
Fhe grave, your kingdom: there this frame fhall fall.
A vitftim lacred to your dreary ihrine.
But what are ye?—Thou, who didft put to flight
Primaeval filence, when the morning-ftars,
Exulting, ihouted o’er the riling ball;
O Thou, whofe word from folid darknefs ftruct
fpark, the fun, ftrike wifdom from my foul;
y ou , which flies to thee, her truft, her treafure,
As mifers to their gold, while others reft.
Thro’ this opaque of nature, and of foul,
This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray,
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind,
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe,)
Lead it through various fcenes of life and death;
And from each feene, the nobleft truths infpire.
Nor lefs mfpire my conduct, than my fong;
T each my belt reafon, reafon my belt will’
Teach redlitude; and fix my firm refolve
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear:
or let the phial of thy vengeance, pour’d
On tills devoted head, be pour’d in vain,

NIGHT THE FIRST.

The bell ftrikes one. We take no note of time,
But from it lofs. To give it then a tongue,
Is wife in man. As if an angel fpoke,
I feel the folemn found. If heard aright,
It is the knell of my departed hours:
Where are they? with the years beyond the flood.
It is the fignal that demands difpatcb:
How much is to be done ? nry hopes and fears
Start up alarm’d, and o’er life’s narrow verge
Look down—On what? a fathomlefs abyfs;
A dread eternity 1 how furely mine!
And can eternity belong to me,
Poor penfioner on the bounties of an hour?
How poor, how rich, how abjedt, how auguft,»
How complicate, how wonderful, is man ? »
How pafling wonder He, who made himfuch?
Who center’d in our make fuch ftrange extremes?
From different natures marvelloufly mixt,
Connexion exquifite of diftant worlds!
Diftinguifh’d link in being’s endlefs chain!
Midway from nothing to the Deity!
A beam etherial, fully’d, and abforpt!
Tho’ fully’d, and diihonour’d, ftill divine!
Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolute!
An heir of glory! a frail child of duft!
Helplefs immortal! infedl infinite!
A worm! a god!------ 1 tremble at myfelf,
And in myfelf am loft! at home a ftranger,
Thought wanders up and down, furyriz’d, aghaftj
And wond'ring at her own: how reafon reels!
O what a miracle to man is man,
Triumphantly diflrefs’d! what joy, what dread!
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Alternately tranfported, and alarm’d 1
V hat can preferve my life ? or what deftroy ?
An angel’s arm can’t fnatch me from the grave;
regions of angels can’t confine me there.
/'Pis pad conjeflure; all things rife in proof-.

"iin'b‘
foft dominion fpread,
hat tho my foul phantaftic meafures trod
O er fairy fields; or mourn’d along the gloom
Of pathlefs woods; or, down the craggy fleep
Hurl’d headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool:
Or feal d ths cliff; or danc’d on hollow winds,
V ith antic fhape«, wild natives of the brain?
Gfc ^^Tfs flight, tho devious, fpeaks her nature
Oi fubtler offence than the trodden clod;
Acftive, aerial, tow’ring, unconfin’d,
Unfetter’d with her grofs companion’s fall.
v n filent night proclaims my foul immortal:
v n filer.t night proclaims eternal day.
For human weal, heav’n hufbands all events;
fleep mflrufls, nor fport vain dreams in vain.
V by then their Iofs deplore, that are not loft?
U by wanders wretched thought their tombs'around,
In infidel diftrefs? Are angels there?
biumbers, rak'd up in duft, etherial fire?
They live! they greatly live a life on earth
Unkindled, unconceiv’d; and from an eye
Of tendcrn.efs, let heavenly pity fall
.p" ,me’ more
number’d with the dead,
f his is the defart, this the folitude:
How populous, how vital, is the grave !
This is creation’s melancholy vault,
The vale funereal, the fad cyprefs gloom;

NIGHT THE FIRST.

2

The land of apparitions, empty (hades!
%A11. all on earth is ihadow, all beyond
Is fubftance; the reverfe is folly’s creed;
How folid all, where change (hall be no more !
This is the bud of being, the dim dawn,
The twilight of our day, the veftibule.
Life’s theatre as yet is ihut, and death,
Strong death, alone can heave the maffy bar,
. This grofs impediment of clay remove,
And make us embryos of exiftence free.
From real life, but little more remote
Is he, not yet a candidate for light,
The future embryo, flumbering in his fire.
.. Embryos we muft be, till we burft the fhell,
Yon ambient azure fnell, and fpring to life,
The life of gods, O tranfport 1 and of man.
Yet man, fool man! here buries all his thoughts;
Inters celeftial hopes without one figh.
Prifoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon,
Here pinions all his wiihes; wing’d by heaven
To fly at infinite; and reach it there,
Where feraphs gather immortality,
On life’s fair free, fail by the throne of God.
What golden joys ambrofial cluft’ring glow
In His full beam, and ripen for the juft,
Where momentary ages are no more!
Where time, and pain, and chance, and death, expire?
And is it in the flight of threefcore years,
I o pufh eternity from human thought,
And fmother fouls immortal in the duft ?
A foul immortal, fpending all her fires,
Vr afting her ftrength in ftrenueus idlenefs,
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Thrown into tumult, raptur’d, of alarm’d,
At aught this fcene can threaten, or indulge,
Refembles ocean into tempeft. wrought,
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly.
Where falls this cenfure? It o’erwhelms myfel£>
How was my heart encrufled by the world!
O how felf-fetter’d was my groveling foul!
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round
In filken thought, which reptile fancy fpun,
Till darken’d reafon lay quite clouded o’er
With foft conceit of endlefs comfort here,
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ikies?
Night-viiions may befriend, (as fung above:)
Our waking dreams are fatal: how I dreamt
Of things impoiTible? (could fleep do more?)
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change?
Of liable pleafures on the toiling wave?
Eternal funihine in the ftorms of life?
How richly were my noon tide-trances hung
With gorgeous tapeftries of pictured joys?
Joy behind joy, in endlefs perfpedlive!
Till at death’s toll, w’hofe relilefs iron tongue
Calls daily for his millions at a meal,
Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone.
Where now my frenzy’s pompous furniture?
The cobweb’d cottage, with its ragged wall
Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me!
The fpider’s molt attenuated thread
Is cord, is cable, to man’s tender tie
On earthly blifs; it breaks at every breeze.
O ye bleil feenes of permanent delight!
Full, above meafure! lading, beyond bound?

NIGHT THE FIRST.

A perpetuity of blifs is blifs.
Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end,
That ghaftly thought would drink up all your joy.
And quite unparadife the realms of light.
Safe are you lodg’d above thefe rolling fpheres;
I he baleful influence of whofe giddy dance
Sheds fad vjciflitude on all beneath.
Here teems with revolutions every hour;
And rarely for the better; or the bell,
More mortal than the common births of fate.
Each moment has its fickle, emulous
Of Time’s en.ormous feythe, whofe ample fweep.
Strikes empires from the root; each moment plays
His little weapon in the narrower fphere
Of fweet domeftic comfort, and cuts down
The faireft bloom of fublunary blifs.
Blifs! fublunary blifs 1—proud words, and vain?
Implicit treafon to divine decree!
A bold invafion of the rights of heaven!
I clafp d the phantoms, and I found them air.
O had I weigh’d it ere my fond embrace!
V hat darts of agony had mifs’d my heart!
Death! great proprietor of all! ’tis thine
To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars.
rhe fun himfelf by thy permifllon ihines;
And, one day, thou ilua.lt pluck him from his fphere.
AmidTuch mighty plunder, why exhauft
I by partial quiver on a mark fo mean?
d ay tny peculiar rancour wreck’d on me?
Infatiate archer! could not one fuffice ?
hy ihaft flew thrice; and thrice my peace was flain;
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill’d her horn.
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O Cynthia! why fo pale? Dott thou lament
Thy wretched neighbour? grieve to fee thy wheel
Of ceafelefs change outwhirl’d in human life?
How wanes my borrow’d blifs? From fortune’s finilej
Precarious courtefy! nor virtue’s fure,
Self-given, folar, ray of found delight.
In every vary’d pofture, place, and hour,
How widow’d every thought of every joy ’
I hought, bufy thought! too bufy for my peace?
Thro’ the dark pattern of time long elaps’d,
I-ed foftly, by the ttilnefs of the night,
Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves!)
Strays (wretched rover!) o’er the pleafing paft;
In queft of wretchedncfs perverfely ftrays;
And finds all defart now; and meets the ghofts
Of my departed joys; a numerous train!
I rue the riches of my former fate!
Sweet comfort’s blafted clutters I lament;
1 tremble at the bleflings once fo dear;
And every pleafure pains me to the heart.
Yet why complain? or why complain for one?
Hangscut the fun his luftre but for me,
The fingle man? are angels allbefide?
1 mourn for millions: ’tis the common lot;
In this fhape, or in that, has fate entail’d
1 he mother’s throws on all of woman bom,
Not more the children, than fure heirs of pain.
War, famine, peft, volcano, ftorm, and fire,
Inteftinc broils, oppreffion, with her heart
Wrapt up in triple brafs, befiege mankind.
Gon’s image difinherited of day,
Here, plung d in mines, forgets a fun was made-

night the first.

; There, beings deathlefs as their haughty lord,
W Are hammer’d to the galling oar for life;
And plow the winter’s wave, and reap defpair.
Some, for hard matters, broken under aims,
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs,
Beg bitter bread thro’ realms their valour fav’d,
If io the tyrant, or his minion, doom.
Want, and incurable difeafe, (fell pair!)
On hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feize
At once; and make a refuge of the grave:
How groaning hofpitals ejedt their dead!
What numbers groan for fad admiffion there!
What numbers, once in fortune’s lap high-fed,
Solicit the cold hand of charity!
To fliock us more, folicit it in vain!
Yefilken foils of pleafure! fiuce in pains
r
Y ou rue more modiih vifits, vifit here,
And breathe from your debauch: give, and reduce
Surfeit’s dominion o’er you: but fo great
Your impudence, you bluih at what is right.
Happy! did forrow feize on fuch alone.
Not prudence can defend, or virttle fave;
Difeafe invades the chafteft temperance;
And puitlihment the guiltlefs; and alarm,
I hro thickeft inades, purities the fond of peace,
Man’s caution often into danger turns,
And his guard falling, cruihes him to death.
♦ Not happinefs itfelf makes good her name;
Our very willies give us not our wilh.
How dittant oft the thing we doat on mott,
brom that for which we doat, felicity?
1 Be fmootheft course of nature has its pains;
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And trueft friends, thro’ error, wound our reño
Without misfortune, what calamities?
And what hoftilities, without a foe ?
Nor are foes wanting to the beft on earth«
But endlefs is the lift of human ills,
And fighs might fooner fail, than caufe to figh.
A part how fmall of the terraqueous globe
Is tenanted by man? the reft a wafte,
Rocks, defarts, frozen feas, and burning fands!
Wild haunts of monfters, poifons, flings,. and death».
Such is earth’s melancholy map! But far
More fad! this earth is a true map of man;
So bounded are its haughty lord’s delights
To woe’s wide empire; where deep troubles tofs,
Loud forrows howl, envenom’d paffions bite,
Ravenous calamities our vitals feize,
And threatning fate wide-opens to devour.
What then am I, whoforrow for niyfelf?In age, in infancy, from others aid
Is all our hope; to teach us to be kind.
That, nature’s firft, Lift leffpn to mankind:
The felfifh heart deferves the pain it feels.
More generous forrow,. while it finks, exalt.-»;
And confcious virtue mitigates the pang.
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give
Swoln thought a fecond channel; who divide,
They weaken too the torrent of their grief.
Take then, O world! thy much indebted tear:
How fad a fight is human happinefs,
To thole whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour!
O thou! whate’er thou art, whofe heatt exults.
ould’ft thou I fhould congratulate thy late?
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I know thou would’!!; thy pride demands it from me;
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs,
1 he falutary cenfure- of a friend.
Thou happy wretch! by blindn.efs thou artbleft;
By dottage dandled to. perpetual fmiles.
Know, frailer! at thy peril art thou pleas’d;
t by pleafure is the promife of thy pain.
Misfortune, like a creditor fevere,;
But rifes m demand for her delay:
She makes a fcourge of paft profperity,
■1 o fling thee more, and double thy diftrefs.
Lorenzo, 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.
Thmk not that fear is facred to the ftorm.
Stand on thy guard againft the fmiles of fate.
Is heaven tremendous in its frowns? Mbit fure
And in its favours formidable too :
Its favours here are trials, not rewards;
A call to duty, not difeharge 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;
Awe nature’s tumult, and chaftife her joys,
Left while we clafp, we kill them; nay, invert.
To worfe than fimple miftry, their charms.
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war,
Like bol'om fiiendlhips to refeatment four’d,
M ith rage envenom’d rife againft our peace.
Beware what earth callshappinefs; beware
*
Ail joys, but joys that never can expire. ■*
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Who builds oh lefs than an immortal bafe,
Fond as he feems, condemns his joys to death.
Mine dy’d with thee, Philander! thy lail figh
Diffoiv’d the charm; the difinchahted earth
Toft all her luftre. Where, her glittering towers?
Her golden mountains, where ? all darken’d down
To naked waftc; a dreary vale of tears:
The great magician’s dead! Thou poor, pale piece
Of out-caft earth, in darknefs! what a change
From yefterday! Thy darling hope fo near,
( Long-labour’d prize!) O how ambition fluih’d
Thy gidwing cheek! ambition truly great,
Of virtuous praife. Death’s fubtle feed within,
(Sly, treacherous miner!) Working in the dark,
■Smil'd at thy well-concerted fchenie, and beckon’d
The worm to riot on that rofe fo red,
Unfaded ere it fell; one moment’s prey I
Man’s forefight is conditionally wife;
Lorenzo! wifdom into folly turns,
Oft, the firft inftant, it's idea fair
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye?
The prefent moment terminates our fight;
Clouds, thick as thofe on doomfday, drown the'next;
We penetrate, we prophefy in vain.
Time is dealt out by particles; and each,
E’er mingled with the ftreaming fands of life,
By fate’s inviolable oath is fworn
Deep filence, “ Where eternity’- begins.”
By nature’s law, what may be, may be now;
There’s r.o prerogative in human hours.
Tn human hearts what bolder thought can rife$
Than man’s prefumption on to-morrow’s- dawii?
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Where is to-morrow? In another world.
For numbers this is certain; the reverfe
Is fure to none; and yet on tjiisperhaps,
1 mas peradventure, infamous for lies,
As on a rock of adamant, we build
Our mountain-hopes; fpin out eternal fchemes,
As we the fatal fillers could out-fpin,
And, big with life’s futurities, expire.
Not e’en Philander had befpoke his fliroud;,
Nor had he caufe; a warning was deny’d:
How many fall as fudden, not as fafe!
As fudden, though for years admoniflr’d home.
Of human ills the laft extreme beware,
Beware, Lorenzo! a flow-fudden death.
How dreadful that deliberate furprize!
Be wife to-day; ’tis madnefs to defer;
Next day the fatal precedent will plead;
I bus on, till wifdom is pufh’d out of life.
Procraftination is the thief of time; «
Year after year it fteals, till all are fled,»
And to the mercies of a moment leaves «
1 he vail concerns of an eternal feene. *
if not fo frequent, would not this be ftrange ? •
That ’tis fo frequent, this is ftranger ftill. •
Of man s miraculous miftakes, this bears
The palm, “ That all men are about to live,M
For ever on the brink of being born.
All pay themfelves the compliment to think
They one day Ihall not dnyel; and their pride
On this reverfion takes up ready praife;
At leaf!, their own; their future felves applauds;
How excellent that life they near will lead!
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Time lodg’d in their own hands is folly’s vails';
That lodg’d in fate’s, to wifdom they confign;
The thing they can’t but purpofe, they poftpone;
■’Tis not in folly, not to fcorn a fool;
And fcarce in human wifdom to do more.
All promife is poor dilatory man,
And that through every ftage: when young, indeed,
In full content we fometimes nobly reft,
UnanxioUs for ourfelvcs; and only wiih,
As duteous fans, our fathers were more wife.
At thirty man fufpedls himfelf a fool; •
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; »
At fifty chides his infamous delay, «.
Puihes his prudent purpofe to refolve; •
In all the magnanimity of thought »
Refolves; and re-refolves; then dies the famé. «
And why? becaufe he thinks himfelf immortal.
All men think all men mortal, but themfeives'; «
Themfeives, when fame alarming fhock of fate
Strikes through their wounded hearts the fudden dread;
Put their hearts wounded, like the wounded air,
Soon clofe; where paft the ihaft, no trace is found:
As from the wing no fear the Iky retains;
The parted Wave no furrow from the keel;
So dies in human hearts the thought of death.
Even with the tender tear which nature iheds
O’er thofe we love, we drop it in their grave.
Can I forget Philander? That were ftrange?
O my full heart!------ But ihould I give it vent,
'j he longeft night, though longer far, would fail.
And the lark liften to my midnight fong.
'I h Tightly lark’s ihrill mattin wakes the mornj
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Grief s iharpeft thorn hard preffing on my breaft,
I ftrive, with wakeful melody, to chear
The fallen gloom, fweet Philomel! like thee,
And call the ftars to liften: every ftar
Is deaf to mine, enamour’d of thy lay.
Yet be not vain; there are, who thine excel,
And charm thro’ diftant ages: wrapt in (hade,
Prifoner of darknefs! to thefilent hour?,
How often I repeat their rage divine,
To lull my griefs, and ileal my heart from woe ?
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire.
Dark, though not blind, like thee, Maeonides’
Or Milton! thee; ah cou’d I reach your ftrain’
Or his, who made Maeonides our own.
•Man too he fang: immortal man I fing:
Oft burfts my fong beyond the bounds of life?
What, now, but immortality can pleafe?
2rrad hC prefs>d his theme, purfu’d the track,
hich opens out of darknefs into day!
° had he mounted on his wing of fire,
Soar’d where 1 fink, a„d f„„g imnJtal manS
I .ow had It bleft mankind, and refeu’d me?
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VV HEN the cock crew, he wept,’—fmote by that eye
Which looks on me, on all: that pow’r, who bids
This midnight centinel, with clarion fhrill,
Emblem of that which ihall awake the dead,
Rouze fouls from dumber, into thoughts of heaven.
Shall I too weep ? where then is fortitude?
And fortitude abandon’d, where is man?
1 know the terms on which he fees the light:
He that is born, is lifted: life is war,
Eternal war with woe: who bears it beft,
Deferves it leaft.—On other themes I’ll dwell.
Eorenzo! let me turn my thoughts on thee,
And thine, on themes may profit; profit there,
Where ^ft thy need: themes too, the genuine growth
Of dear Philander’s duft. He, thus, tho’ dead,
May ftill befriend.-What themes? Times wond’rousprice,
Death, frrendfhip, and Philander’s final fcene.
So could I touch thefe themes, as might obtain
hine ear, nor leave thy heart quite difengag’d,
I he good deed would delight me, half-imprefs
n my dark cloud an Iris; and from grief
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Call glory.—Doll thou mourn Philander’s fate?
1 know thou fay’ll it: Says thy life the fame?
lie mourns the dead, who liyes as they defire.
Where is that thrift, that avarice of time,
(O glorious avarice!) thought of death infpires,
As rumour’d robberies endear our gold?
O time! than gold more facred; more a load
Than lead, to fools; and fools reputed wife.
■What moment granted man without account?
"What years are fquander’d, wifdom’s debt unpaid?.
Our wealth in days all due to that difeharge.
Haile, haile! he lies in wait, he’s at the door,
Infidious death! fhould his itrong hand anreft,
No composition fets the prifoner free.
Eternity’s inexorable chain
Taft hinds; and vengeance claims the full arrea?.
How late I ihudder’d on the brink! how late
Life call’d for her laft refuge in defpair!
That time is mine, O Mead! to thee I owe;
Fain would I pay thee with eternity:
But ill my genius anfwers my defire;
My fickly fong is mortal, pail thy cure.
Accept the will;—that dies not with my ilrairj,
For what calls thy difeafe, Lorenzo? Not
For Efculapian, but for moral aid.
Thou think’ll it folk to be wife too foqn.
Youth is not rich in time; it maybe, poor:
Fart with it as with money, fparing; pay •
No moment, but in purchafe of its worth; •
And what its worth, aik death-beds; they can
»
Fart with it as with life, reluftant; big
"With holy hope of nobler time to cojne;
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Tithe higher-aim’d, ft ill nearer the great mark
Of men and angels; virtue more divine.
Is this our duty, wifdom, glory, gain?
(Thefe heaven benign in vital union binds)
And iport we like.the natives of the bough,
When vernal fans nfpire? Amufement reigns
Man’s great demand: to trifle is to live:
And is it then a trifle, too, to die?
Fhou fay’ll I preach, Lorenzo! ’tis ccnfeil. ‘
What if, for once, Î preach thee quite awake?
Who wants amufement in the flame of battle ?
Is it not treafon to the foul immortal,
ï 1er foes in arms, eternity the prize ?
Will toys arnufe, when med’eines cannot cure?
When fpirits ebb, when life’s enchanting feenes
I heir luilre lofe, and leffen in our fight,
(As lands, and cities with their glittering fpires
*.
I o the poor ihatter’d bark, by fudden ilorm
I hrown off to fea, and fooh to perifh there)
Will toys amufe? No; thrones will then be toys,
And earth and ikies feeni dufl. upon the fcale.
Redeem we time?———its lofs we dearly buy.
M hat pleads Lorenzo for his high-prifc’d fports?
He pleads Lime s numerous blanks; he loudly pleads
I he flraw like trifles on life’s common flréam.
1 tom whom thoie blanks, and trifles, but from thee?
-No blank, no trifle, nature made, or meant.
Virtue, or purpos’d virtue, flill be thine;
1 his cancels thy complaint at once; this leaves
hi aft no trifle-, and no blank in time:
I his greatens, fills, immortalizes all;
i his, tne Licit art ci turning all to gold;
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'This, the good heart's prerogative to raife
A royal tribute from the poor eft hours.
Immenfe revenue! every moment pays..
If nothing more than purpofe in thy powers
Thy purpofe firm, is equal to the deed:
Who does the bell his circumftance allows,»
Does well, aits nobly; angels could no more. »
Our outward adl, indeed, admits reftraint;
’Tis not in things o’er thought to domineer;
Ouard well thy thought; our thoughts ar,e heard in heaven..
On all-important time, through every age,
Tho’ much, and warm, the wife have urg’d;, the man
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour.
“ I’ve loft a day,”------ the prince who nobly cry’d,
Had been ao emperor without his crown;
Of Rome? fay, rather, lord of human raceHe fpoke, as if deputed by mankind.
So ihould all fpeak; fo reafon (peaks in all;
From the foft whifpers of. that God m man,
Why fly tu folly, why to frenzy fly,
l or refcue from the blefling we poffefs?
Time, the fupreme!-?---- -time is eternity;,.
Pregnant with all eternity can give;
Pregnant with all that makes archangels fmilc.
Who murders time, he cruihes in the birth
A power etlierial, only not ador’d.
Ah! how unjuft to nature, and lumfelf,««
Is thoughtlefs, tlianklefs, inconfiftent man ! •
I.ike children babling nonfenfe in their fports,
*
We cenfure nature for a fpan too ihort; •
That fpan too ihort, we tax as tedious too; •
Torture invention, all expedients tire,
*
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To lalh the ling’ring moments into fpeed,
And whirl us (happy riddance!') from ourfelves.
Art, brainlefs art! our furious charioteer,
(For nature’s voice unftrfled would recall)
drives headlong tow’rds the precipice of death;
Weath, moil our dread! death thus more dreadful made:
° what a riddle of abfurdity!
Leifure is pain; takes off our cIlaHot.wheeIs.
How heavily we drag the load of life!
Eleft leifure is our curfe; like that of Cain
It makes us wander; wander earth around
Th 7 t^t1tyrant’ thouSht- As Atlas groan’d
We cTfor
£ath’W£ SrOaU bCneath an h°Uf’
e cry for mercy to the next amufement;
he next amufement mortgages our fields;
ight inconvenience! prifons hardly frown,
rom hateful time if prifons fct us free.
We 'X dei“h
tmder8 “ relief.
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Time wailed is exiftence, us’d is life:
And bare' exiftence, man, to live ordain'd,
Wrings, and oppreffes with enormous weight.
And why ? fihce tittle was given for ufe, not wafts
*
Enjoin’d to fly, with tempeft, tide, and ftars,
To keep his fpeed, nor ever wait for man;
.
Time’s ufe was doom’d a pleafure; wafte, a pain;
That man might feel his error, if unfeen;
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure;
Not, blundering, fplit on idlenefs for eafe,
Life’s cares are comforts; fuch by heaven defign d;
He that has none, mull make them, or be wretched, .
Cares are employments; and without employ
The foul is on a rack; the rack of reft,
To fouls moft adverfe; adiott all their joy.
Here, then, the riddle, mark d above, (infolds;
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool.
We rave, we wreftle with great nature s plan;
We thwart the Deity! and ’tis decreed,
Who thwart his,will, (hall contradiél their own.
Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourfelves;
Our thoughts at enmity; our bofom-broil;
We puih time from us, and we wiih him back; «
Eaviih of luftrúms, and yet fond of life;
Eife we think long, and fhort; death feek, and iiiunj
*
Body and foul, like peeviih man and wife,
United jar, and yet are loth to part.
Oh the dark days of vanity! while here,
How taftelefs! and how terrible, when gone!
Gone? they ne’er go; when paft> they haunt us flu.;
The fpirit walks of every day deceas’d;
And hniles an angel, or a fury frowns.-
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hior death, nor life, delight us. If time paft,
And time poifeft, both pain us, what can pleafe?
Thit which the Deity to plcafe ordain’d,
Time us’d. The man who cortfecrates his hours
By vigorous effort, and an horieft aim
*
At 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 feent fee next
Tinte s nature, origin, importance, fpeed;
And thy great gain from urging his career____ .
All ferifuai man, becaufe untotich’d, tiiifeen,
He looks on time as nothing. Nothing elfe
E truly man’s; ftis fortune’s—Time’s a god.
a non haft ne’er heard of Time's omnipotence;
kor, or agamftj what wonders tan he do!
And will: to ftand blank neuter he difdaiii®.
Not on thofe terms was Time (fctav’ns ftranger!)
On Ins important emb'affy to man.
Dorenzo! ntf; on the long deflin’d hour,
Irdm everlaftihg ages growing ripe,
I hat memorable hour of wond’rotfs birth,
hen the dread Sire, on emanation bent.
And big with nature, rifing in his might
Call’d forth creation, (for then Time was born )
By Godhead ftrcanling throtigh a thoufarid world
.
*
Not on thofe terms, from the great days of heaven ■
¿■rom old Eternity’s myfterious orb,
W«s •rio.e cut off, and «ft beneath’the (kies;
*.left.«, wtach watch him in his new abode,
■< le.Jur,ng hls motions by reVoM f
U>at horologe machinery divine.
Honrs, days, and months,.and years, his children, plav
€ 2
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Like numerous wings around him, as he flics^
Or, lather, as unequal plumes, they Ihape
His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame,
To gain his goal, to reach his ancient reft,
And join anew Eternity, his fire;
In his immutability to neft,
When worlds, that count his circles now, unhing’d,
(Fate the loud fignal founding) headlong rufh
To timelefs night, and chaos, whence they rofe.
Why fpur the fpeedy ? why with levities
New-wing thy ihort, ihoit day’s too rapid flight?
Know’ll thou, or what thou doft, or what is done?
Man flies from time, and time from man; too foon?
In fad divorce, this double flight, muft end:
And then, where are we? where, Lorenzo! then,
Thy fports? thy pomps?------ 1 grant thee, in a ftate
Jiot unambitious; in the ruffled ihroud,
Thy Parian tombs triumphant arch beneath.
Has death his fopperies? then well may life
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow Ihine,. ■.
Ye well array’d! ye lilies of our land!
Ye lilies male! who neither toil, nor fpin,
(As After lilies might) if not fo wife
As Solomon, more fumptuous to the fight?
Ye delicate! who nothing can fupport.
Yourfelves moil infupportable! for whom
The winter rofe muft blow, the fun put on
A brighter beam in Leo; fllky-foft
Favonius, breathe ftill fofter, or be chid;
And other worlds fend odours, fauce, and fong.
And robes, and notions, fram’d in foreign looms!
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On£ moment unamus’d, a mifery
Not made for feeble man! who call aloud
Tor every bawble, driveil’d o’er by fenfe;
¿or rattles, and conceits of every caft,
For change of follies, and relays of joy,
To drag your patient through the tedious length
Of a ihort winter’s day------ .fay, fages! fay,

it s oracles! fay, dreamers of gay dreams!
How W1H you weather an eternal night,
Where foch expedients fail ?
° treacherous conicience! while fhe feems tofleep
Wh-i 7nlniyrtle’ luI1’d wIth f>'ren
On}/
tCmS’ n°ddin£ °’er ber charge, to drop
On headlong appetite the flacken’d rein
'
Aodgiye us up to licence, unrecall’d, ’
fee’from behind her fecrct
L fly informer minutes every fault,
And her dread diary with horror fills
Not the grofsadt alone employs her peft;
She reconnoitres fancy’s airy band,
A watchful foe !The formidable f

r nmg, o erhears the whifpers of our camp
Our dawning purpofes of heart
And fteais our embryos of iniquity.
As all-rapacious ufurers conceal
U.A doomfday book from all.confilmi„g he;rs.
W,th “dulgence moil feKre>
®
«sfpendthriftsofmefttaaWetimc:
Jnnoted, notes each momem m. ’
,d_
4 r“ mortduriW,: than leavra
i e““ ¿r;ehifto,y; which
every pale delinquent’s private car •
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And judgment publifli; publifh to more wo?Td»
Than this; and endlefs age in groans refound.
Lorenzo, fuch that deeper in thy bread!
Such is her dumber and her vengeance fuch;
for flighted cpunfel; fuch thy future peace!
And think’ft thou hill thou can’ft be wife too foon?
But why on time fo lavifti is my Fong ?
On this great theme kind nature keeps a fchool
*
To teach her tons herfelf. Bach nigh; we die,
Bach morn are born anew; each day, a life!
And fha.ll we kill each day ? if trifling kills;
Sure vice pmft butcher, O what heaps of Hals»
Cry out for vengeance on us! time deftrpy d
Is fuicide, where more than blood is fpilt.
Time flies, death urges, knells call, heaven invites,
Jiell threatens; all exerts; in effort, all;
Jvlore than creation labours!-^—Labours morel
And is there in creation, what, amidft
This tumult •univerfal, wing’d difpatch,
And ardent energy, fupinely yawns?! —
JvTan ileeps; and man alone; and man, whofe fate8
Bate itrevcrfible, entire, extreme,
Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze-ihaken, o’er the gulph
A montent trembles; drops'! and man, for whom
All elfe is in alarm; man, the foie caufts
Of this furrounding ftorm! and yet he ileeps,
As the ftorm rock’d to reft.—-—Throw years away ?
Throw empires, and be blamelefs. Tvloments feizc.
Jdeaven’son their wing; a moment we may wiih,
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day ftand flil\Bid ftim drive back his car, recall, retake
Bute’s hafty prey: implore him, reimport
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The period paft, regive the given hour.
Lorenzo, more than ryiracles we want;
Lorenzo—O for yefterdays to come!
Such is the language of the man awake;
His ardour fuch, for what oppreffes thee.
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo? No;
I hat more than miracle the gods indulge;
1 o day is yefterday return’d; return’d
Full power’d to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn,
And reinftate us on the rock of peace,
Let it not fhare its predeceffor’s fate;
Nor, like its elder lifters, die a fool.
Shall it evaporate in fume? fly off
Fuliginous, and ftain us deeper ftill ?
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour’d?
More wretched for the clemencies of heav’n?
r AV here ihall J find him? Angels! tell me where.
You know him; he is near you: point him out;
Shall I fee Rories beaming from his brow?
Or trace his footfteps by the rifing flow’rs?
k our golden wings, now hov’ring o’er him, ihed
PiOtetftion; now are waving in apphyfe
To that bleft fon of forefight! lord of fate!
1 hat awful independent an to-morrow
*
Whofe work is done; who triumphs in the paft.
-ofe yefterdays look backwards \vith a fmile;
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly;
I hat common, but opprobrious lot; paft hours,"
f not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight,
U folly bounds our profpedl by the grave,
All feeling of futurity benumb’d;
All godlike paflion for eternals quench’d*
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All relifh of realities expir’d;
Renounc’d all correfporidence with the (kies;
Our freedom chain’d; quite winglefs our defife;
In fenfe dark-prifon'’d all that ought to foar;
Prone to the centre; crawling in the dull;
Difmounted every great and glorious aim;
Embruted every faculty divine;
Heart-buried in the rubbifli of the world.
The world, that gulph of fouls, immortal fouls,
Souls elevate, angelic, wing’d with fire
To reach the diftant ikies, and triumph there
On thrones, which iliall not mourn their mailers chang’d^
Though we from earth; etherial, they that fell
Such veneration due, O man, to man.
Who venerate themfelves, the world defpife.
For what, gay friend! is this efcutcheon’d world.
Which hangs out death in one eternal night?
A night, that glooms us in. the noon-tide ray,
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the ihroucL
Life’s little ftage is a fmall eminence,
Jr.ch high the grave above; that home of man,
Where dwells the multitude; we gaze around,
We read their monuments, we figh; and while
We figh, we fink; and are what we deplor’d;,
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot!
Is death at dlftance? No: he has been on thee;
And given fure earned of his final blow.
Thofe hours, which lately fmil’d, where are they now?
Pa lid to thought, and ghaftly! drown’d, all drown’d
In that great deep, which nothing difexnbogues;
And, dying, they bequeath d thee fmall lenown.
The reft are on the wing; how fleet their flight?
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Already has the fatad train took fire;
A moment, and the world’s blown up to thee;
The fun is darknefs, and the ftars are duft.
*Tis greatly wife to talk with our paft hours;
And aik them, what report they bore to heaven;
And how they might have borne more welcome news»
iheir anfwers form what men experience call;
A wifdom’s friend, her belt; if not, worfl foe’
O reconcile them! kind experience cries,
• I here’s nothing here, but what as nothing wefohs;
. 1 he more our joy, the more we know it vain;
And by fuccefs are tutor’d to defpair?
f'Or is it only thus, but mull be fo.
Who knows t thiSi though grajr> b
-ooft then from earth the grafp of fond dcfire>
Weigh anchor, and f„mc happier clime explore.
Art. thou fo moor’d thou can’ll not direngage.
Nor give thy thought, a p)y to future

as
brei“h’ W’’-™ up from earth,
ght, as the mmmer’s duft, we take in air
A moment’s giddy flight, and fall again;
out t e dull mafs, increafe the trodden foil,
And deep till earth herfelf (hull be no more^ce then (as emmets, their fmall world o’erthrown)
And dZ TZ
fr°m °Ut ea‘rth’8 rUiaS Crawl>
And rife to fate extreme of foul or far
As man’s own choice, (controuler of the ikies’)
^.^nsdefpotic will, perhaps one hour, ' ?
(O bow omnipotent is time!) decrees;
ott d not each warning give a ftrong Rlarrn
far lefs than that of bofomlrn

aibofom, bleeding’ o’er the facred dead’
C S
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Should not each dial ftrike us as we pafs,
Portentous, as the written wall, which (truck.
O’er midnight bowls, the proud Affyrian pale,
Pre-while high-fluih'd with infolence and wine»
lake that, the dial fpeaks; and points to thee,
Lorenzo! loth to break the banquet up.
■“ O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee;
« And, while it bafts, is emptier than my iliade.’
Its filent language fuch: nor need it thou call
Thy Magi, to decypher what/ it m$ans.
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walls:
Loft alk, How? whence? Belfhazzar like, antaz df
Man’s make enclofes the fure feeds of death;
Life feeds the murderer: ingrate! he thrives
On her own meal, and then his nurfe devours.
But, here, Lorenzo, the delufion lies;
That folar fhadow, as it meafures life,
It life refembles too: life fpeeds away
From point to point, though feeming to (land ftiE
The cunning fugitive isfwift by ftealth:
Too fubtle is the movement to be feen;
Yet foon man’s hour is up, and we are gone.
Warnings point cut our danger; gnomons, time
*
As thefe are ufelefs when the fun is fet;
So thofe, but when more glorious reafon flames.
ReaTon Ihould judge in all; in reafon’s eye.
That fedentaty fhadow travels hard.
But fuch our gravitation to the wrong.
So prone our hearts to whifper what we wiih,

*Tis later with the wife, than he’s aware.
A Wilmington goes flower than the fun;
And all mankind mistake their time of dayi

night the second.
Ev n age itfelf. Freih hopes are hourly fown
In furrow d brows. So gentle life’s defcent,
We ihut our eyes, and think it i» a plain.
We take fair days in winter, for the fpring;
And turn our bleffings into bane. Since oft
Man muft compute that age he cannot feel,
He fcarce believes he’s older for his years.
Inus, at life’s lateft eve, we keep in ftore
One difappointment fure, to crown the reft;
The difappointment of a promis’d hour.
On this, or fimilar, Philander! thou
V. hole mind was moral, as the preacher’s tongue;
And ftrong, to weild all fcience, worth the name;.
How often we talk’d down the fumnier’s fun,
And cool’d our palTions by the breezy ftream?
How often thaw’d, and fhorten’d winter’s eve,
By conflict kind, that ft ruck out latent truth.
Peft found, fo fought; to the reclufe more coy!
Thoughts difmtangle palling o’er the lip ;
Clean runs the thread; if not, ’tis thrown aways
Or kept to tye up nonfenfe for a fong;
Song, faihionably fruitljs;. fuch as ftains
I he fancy, and unhallow’d pafiion fir.es;
Chiming tier faints to Cytherea’s fane.
Know’ft thou, Lorenzo-’ what a frienicontalns?
As bees mixt nedlar draw from fragrant flow’rs,
So men from Friendship, wifdom and delight;
Twins ty’d by nature, if they part they dip.
Haft thou no. friend to Jet. thy mind abroach?Good fenfe will ftaggate. Thoughts ihut up, want aif^
And fpod, like bales unopen’d to the fun.
Had thought been, all, fyyeet fpeech had been deny’d;
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Speech, thought's, canal! fpeech thought’s criterion to'o!
Thought in the minp, may come forth gold or drofs;
When coin’d in word, we know its real worth.
If fterling, ilore it for.thy future' ufe;
’Twill buy thee benefit; perhaps, renown.
'Thought too, deliver’d, is the more ppfieil;
'reaching, we leafn;. and giving, we retain
T he births of intejledl; when, dumb, forgot.
Speech ventilates our intelle&ual fire;
,
Speech burniihes our mental magazine;
Brightens, for ornament; and whets, for ufe,
What numbers, ffieath’d in erudition, lye.
Plung'd, to -the hilts in venerable tomes,
And > ufted . n; who might have borne an edge,
And play’d a fprightly beam, if born to fpeech;
Jf born bleft heirs of half their mother’s to.ngue?
’Tis thought’s exchange, which, like th’ alternate pufti
Of waves conflidhing, breaks the learned feum,
And defecates the ftudent’s {landing pool.
In contemplation is hi.s proud refource?
’1 is poor, as proud, by converfe umuftain d.
Kp.de thought runs wild In contemplation’s field; . .
Converfe, the menage, breaks it to the .bit
Cf due refttaint; and emulation’s fpur
Cives graceful -energy, by rivals aw’d.
’Tis coiiv&fe qualifies for folitude; ..
As exercife, for falutary reft.
By (hat untutor’d, contemplation raves;
And nature’s fool, by wifdom is outdone.
Wifdom, tT.o’ richer .than Peruvian mines,
And fwecter than the fweet ambrofial hive.
What is the, but- the means, of happmefs? ... _

Night

the second.

That unobtain’d, than folly more a fool;
A melancholly fool, without her bells.
Friendihip, the means of wifdóm, richly gives
The precious end, which makes our wifdom wife»
Nature, in zeal for human amity,
Denies, or damps, an undivided joy.
Joy is an import; joy is an exchange;
Joy flies monopolifts: it calls for two;
Rich fruit! heav’n-planted! never pluckt by on«.
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give
To focial man true reliih of himfelf.
Tull on ourfelves defcending in a line
Pleafure’s bright beam, is feeble in delight:
Delight intenfe, is taken by rebound;
Reverberated pleafures fire the breaft.
Celeftiaf happinefs, whene’er fire ftoops
To vifit earth, one ihrine the goddefs finds,
And one alone, to make her fweet amends
l or abfent heav’n-^---- the bofom of a friend;
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft,
Tach other’s pillow to repofe divine.
Beware the counterfeit; in paffion’s flame
Hearts melt; but melt like ice, foon harder froze.
True love ftrikesroot in reafon; paffion’s foe;
Virtue alone entenders us for life:
I wrong her much------ entenders us for ever.
Of friendihip’s faireft fruits, the fruit moil fair
Is virtue kindling at a rival fire,
And, emuloufly, rapid in her race.
O the foft enmity! endearing ftrife!
I his cairies friendfhip to her noon-tide point,
And gives the rivet of eternity.
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From friendfliip, which outlives my former themes^
Glorious furvivor of old time, and death 1
From friendihip, thus, that flow’r of heavenly feed,
The wife extract earth’s mail Hyblean bills,
Superior wilclom,. crown’d with fmiling joy.
But for whom bloffoms this Ely flan flower J
Abroad they find, who cheri.fh it at home.
Lorenzo! pardon, what my love extorts,
An honeil love, and not afraid to frown.
Tho’ choice of follies fallen on the great,
None clings more obllinate, than fancy fond,
That facred friendihip is their eafy prey;
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure,
Or fafeination of a high-born fmile.
Their fmiles, the great, and the coquet, throw out
For others hearts, tenacious, of their own;
And we no lefs of oars, when fuch the bait.
Ye fortune’s cofferers! ye powers of wealth!
You do your rent-rolls moil felonious wrong,.
By taking our attachment to yourfelves.
Can gold gain friendihip? impudence of hope!
As 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 fount!, a friend in thee,
All like the purchafe; few the price will pay;.»
And this makes friends, fuch miracles belpw. «
What if (Ante daring, on fo nice a thenx)
I fhew thee friendship delicate, as dear,
Of tender violations apt. to die?
Referve will wound it; and diftruft, deftroig,.
Deliberate qk all things with thy fritmdk
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But fince friends grow not thick on ev’ry boughs
Nor every friend unrotten at the core ;
Tir ft, on thy friend, deliberate with- thyfelf ;
Paufe, ponder, lift; not eager in the choice,
Nor jealous of the chofen ; fixing, fix ;
Judge before friendihip, then confide till death.
Well, for thy friend; but nobler far for thee;
How gallant danger for earth’s higheil prize Ì
A friend is worth all hazards we can run..
* foor is the frienefiefs mailer of a world: «
* A world in purchafe for a friend is gain.
*«»
So fung he ( angels hear that angel fìngi
Angels from friendihip gather half, their joy)
So fung Philander, as his friend went round
In the rich ichor, in the gen’rous blood
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit,
A brow folute, and ever-laughing eye.
He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend;
His friend, who warm’d him more, who more infpir’d>
Friendihip’s the wine of life; but friendihip.new
(isot fuch was. his) is neither flrong, nor pure.
O ! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth,
And elevating fpirit, of a friend,
For twenty fummers ripening by my fide:
All feculence of falfehood long thrown down;
All focial virtues riling in his foul;.
As cryftal clear; and fmiling, as they rife!
Here nedtar flows ; it fparkles-in our fight;
Rich to the tafte, and genuine from-the heart.
High-flavour’d blifs for gods! on earth how rare!
On earth how loft!—Philander is no more.
1 hint ft thou the,theme intoxicates my fang?-.
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Am T too warm ?—too warm I cannot be.
I lov’d him much; but now 1 love him more.
Like birds, whofe beauties languirti, half conceal’^
Till, mounted on the wing, their glofly plumes
Expanded ihine with azure, green, and gold;
How bleffings brighten as they take their flight!
His flight Philander took; his upward flight,
If ever foul afcended. Had he dropt,
(That eagle-genius!) O had he let fall
One feather as he flew; I, then, had wrote,
What friends might flatter; prudent foes forbear;
Rivals fcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve.
Yet what I can, I mull: it were profane
To quench a glory lighted at the ikies,
And caft in fhadows his illuftrious clofe.
Strange! the theme moft affeéting, moil fublime,
Momentous moll to man, fhou’d fleep unfungl
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak’d,
Painim or Chriftian; to the blulh of wit.
Man’s higheft triumph! man’s profoundeft fall!
The death-bed of the juft! is yet undrawn
Ry mortal hand: it merits a divine:
Angels ihould paint it, angels ever there;
There, on a poft of honour, and of joy.
Dare I prefume, then ? but Philander bids;
And glory tempts, and inclination calls-----Yet am I ftruck; as ftruck the foul, beneath
Aerial groves impenetrable gloom;
Or, in fome mighty ruin’s folemn ihade;
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born duft,
In vaults; thin courts of poor unflatter’d king’s
Or, at the midnight altar’s hallow’d flame,
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It is religion to proceed: I paufe-----And, enter, aw’d, the temple of my theme.
Is it his death-bed? No; it is his fhrinet
Behold him, there, juft riling to a god.
The chamber where the good man meets his fate,
Is privileg’d beyond the common walk
Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven.
Fly, ye profane! if not,-draw near with awe,
Receive the blefling, and adore the chance,
That threw in this Bethefda your difeafe;
If unreftor’d by This, defpair your cure.
For, here, refiftlefs demonftration dwells;
A death-bed’s adetedlor of the heart.«
Here tir’d diffimulation drops her mafque,
1 hrough life’s grimace, that miftrefs of the feene!
Here real, and apparent, are the fame.
ou fee the man; you fee his hold on heav’n; ,
If found his virtue; as Philander’s, found.
Heav n waits not the laft moment, owes her friends
On this fide death; and points them out to men,
A le&ure, filent, but of fov’reign pew’r!
I ■*
•
L° vice, confufion; and to virtue, peace.
V hatever farce the boaftful hero plays,
Virtue alone has majefty in death;
And greater ftill, the more the tyrant frowrfs.
Philander! he feverely, frown’d on-thee.
b<o warning given! unceremonious fate!
A fudden rulh from life’s meridian joys!
A wrench from all we love! from all we are!
A reftlefs bed of pain! a plunge opaque
Iteyond conjedlure! feeble nature’s dread!
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4 Strong reafon’s (hudder at the dark unknown ?
‘ A fun extinguiih’d! a juft opening grave!
s And oh! the laft, laft; what? (can words exprefs?
‘ Thought reach?) the laft, laft—filence of a friend?
Where are thofe horrors, that amazement, where,
This hideous group of ills, which fingly (hock,
Demand from man?—I thought him man till now.
1 hro’ nature’s wreck, thro’ vanquifh’d agonies,
(Like the ftars ftruggljng thro’ this midnight gloom)
What gleams of joy! what more than human peace?
Where the frail mortal? the poor abjedt worm?
No, not in death, the mortal to be found.
His conduct is a legacy for all,
Richer than Mammon’s for his iingle heir.
His comforters he comforts; great in ruin,
"With unrelutftant grandeur, gives, not yields
His foul fublime; and clofes with his fate.
How our hearts burnt within us at the feene?
Whence, this brave bound o’er limits fix’d to man?
His God fuftains him in his final hour!
His final hour brings glory to his God!
Man’s glory Heay’n vouchfafes to call her own.
V e gaze; we weep; mjxt tears of grief and joy J
Amazement ftrike.s! Devotion burfts to flame!
Chriftians adore! and Infidels believe.
As fome tall tower, or lofty mountain’s browt
Detains the fun, illuftrious from its height;
While rifing vapours, apd dtfeending (hades,
With damps, and darknefs, drown the fpacious valet
Undampt by douht, undarken’d by defpair,
Fhihnder, thus, auguftly rears bis head,

JilGHT TH8 SECONEk-

At that black hour, which gen’ral horror friedJ
On the low level of th’ inglorious throng.
Sweet peace, and heavenly hope, and humble jay,
Divinely beam on his exalted foul;
Deftru&icti gild, and crown him for the ikies#
^’ith incommunicable luftre-, bright.
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-*• ROM ¿reams, where thought in fancy’s maze runs mat!.
j oreafon, that heaven-lighted lamp in man,
i)nce more I wake; and at the deftin’d hour
*
Punctual as lovers to the moment fworn,
keep my aftlgnation with my woe»
Q! loft to virtue, loft to manly thought,
i.oft to the noble fallies of the foul!
^rno think it folitude to be alone.
Communion fweet! communion large, and high!
Our reafon, guardian angel, and our God!
i hen neareft thefe, when others moft remote;
And all, ere Ions;, ihall be remote, but thefe.
* low dreadful, then, to meet them all alone,
A ft ran ger! unackhowledg'd! unapprov’d!
Now woo them; wed them ; bind them to thy breaft;
bo win thy wiih, creation has no more.
Gr if we wiih a fourth, it is a friend—*——■
h>ut friends, how. mortal! dangerous the defire.
Take Phoebus to yourfelves, ye balking bards!
inebriate at fair fortune’s fountain head,
And reeling thro’ the wildernefs of joy;
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Where fenfe runs favage, broke from reaion’s chain.,
And fings falfe peace, till fmother’d by the pall.
My fortune is unlike; unlike my fong;
Unlike the deity my fong invokes.
I to day’s foft-ey’d After pay my court,
(Endymion’s rival!) and her aid implore;
Now firft implor’d in fuccour to the mufe.
Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia’s *form
And modeftly forgo thine own! O thou,
Who didft thyfelf, at midnight hours, infpire!
Say, why not Cynthia, patronefs of fong?
As thou her crefcent, ihe thy character
Affumes; ftill mope a goddefs by the change.
Are there demurring wits, who dare difpute
This revolution in the world infpir’d?
Ye train Pierian! to the lunar fphere,
In filent hour, addrefs your ardent call
For aid immortal; lefs her brother’s right.
She, with the fpheres harmonious, nightly leads.
The mazy dance, and hears their matchiefs ftrain,
A ftrain for gods, deny’d to mortal ear.
Tranfmit it heard, thou filver queen of heaven!
What title, or what name, endears thee moft?
Cynthia! Cyllene! Phoebe!—or doft hear
With higher guft, fair P------ d of the Ikies?
Is that the foft enchantment calls thee down,
IVIore pow’rful than of old Circean charm?
Come; but from heavenly banquets with thee bring
The foul of fong, and whifper in mine ear
The theft divine; or in propitious dreams
* At the Duke of Norfolk’s mafqueradeo
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(For dreams are thine) transfufe it thro’ the breaft
Of thy firft votary—-but not thy laft;
If, like thy name-fake, thou art ever kind.
And kind thou wilt be; kind on fuch a theme?
A theme fo like thee, a quite lunar theme,
Soft, modeft, melancholy, female, fair!
A theme that rofe all-pale, and told my foul,
Twas night; on her fond hopes perpetual night;
A night which ftruck a damp, a deadlier damp,
Than that which fmote me from Philander’s tomb,
Narciffa follows, ere his tomb is clos’d.
"Woes clufter; rare are folitary wo.es;
■they love a train, they tread each other’s heel;
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims
T he grief that flatted from my lids for him:
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated tear,
Or {hares it, ere it falls. So frequent death,
001 row, he more than caufes, he confounds-;
I °r human fighs his rival ftrokes contend,
And make diftrefs, diftracftion. Oh Philander!
Wnat was thy fate? a double fate to me;
I 01 tent, and painh a menace, and a blow
Hike the black raven hov’ring o’er my peace,
H°t lefs a bird of omen, than of prey.
It call d Narciffa long before her hour;
It call d her tender foul, by break of blifs,
Troni the firft bloffom, from the buds of joy;
hole few our noxious fate unblafted leaves
n this inclement clime of human life,
Sweet harmonift! and beautiful as fweet!
And young as beautiful! and foft as young!
And gay as foft! and innocent as gay!
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■A'rià happy (iF aught, happy here) is good?
For fortune fond had built her nell on high.
Like birds quite exquifite of nòte and plume
*
Trahsfixt by fate (whó loves a lofty mirk)
How from the funimit of the grove fhe fell»
And left it unharrrtonious! all its charm
Extinguiih’d in the wonders of her fong!
Her fong itili vibrates in my raviih’d ear,
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pàin
(O to forget her!) thrilling thro’ my heart!
Song, beauty, yo'Uth, love, virtue, joy! this grouji
Of bright ideas, flow’rs of patadife,
As yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind
*
Kneel, and prefent it to the ikies; as all
V/e guefs of heaven: and thefe were all her own;
And the was mine; and I was—was!—moft bleft,
Gay title of the deepeft mifery!
As bodies grow more pond’róùs, robb’d of life;
Good loll weighs more in grief, than gain’d, in joy.
Like bloffom’d trees o’erturn’d by vernal itomi
*
Lovely in death thè beauteous ruin lay;
And if in death itili lovely, lovelier there;
Far lovelier! pity fwells the tide of love.
And will not the fevere excufe a figh ?
Scorn the proud man that is aihàm’d to weep j
Our teats indulg’d indeed deferve our ihame.
Ye that e’er loft an angel ! pity met
Soon as the luftre languiih’d in her eye
*
Dawning a dimmer day oh human fight;
And on her cheek, the refidence of fpring,
Pale omen fate; and fcatter’d fears around

On all that faw (and who would Ceafeto gaze.
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That once had feen ?) with hafte, parental hafte,
I flew, I fnatch’d her from the rigid north,
Her native bed, on which bleak Eoreas blew',
And bore her nearer to the fun; the fun
(As if the fun could envy) check’d his beam,
Deny’d his wonted fuccour, nor with more
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells,
tf lilies; faireft lilies npt fo fair,
Queen lilies! and ye painted populace!
Who dwell in fields, and lead qmbrofial lives;
In morn and ev’ning dew, ypur beauties bathe,
And drink the fqn; which gives your cheeks to glcvTj
And out-bluih (mine excepted) ev’ry fair;
Tou .gladlier grew', ambitious of faer hand,
Which often crop’d your odoufs, incenfe meet
lo thought fo pure; her flow’ry Rate of mind
In joy unfall’n. Ye lovely fugitives!
Coeval race with man1 for man you fmile;
hy not fmile a; him too ? you fhare indeed
His iudden pafs; but not his conftant pain.

So man is made, nought mijiifters delight,
■f>ut what his glowing paflions can engage; _
And glowing paflions, bent on aught below t
Muft, fopn or late, with apguifh turn the fcale;
And anguiih, after rapture, how fevere!
Rapture! bold man! who tempts the wrath divtr.e^
Py plucking fruit deny’d tpmpi'tal tftfte,
hile, here, prefuming on the rights of heaven.
For traufport doft thou call on ev’ry hour,
Lorenzp? At thy friends txpence be wife;
I-'Can not on earth; ’twill pierce th.ee to the hearty
A broken reed, at baft; but, oft, a fpear;
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On its fharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires.
Turn,hopelefs thought! turn from her:—thought repelFdj
Kefenting rallies, and wakes ev’ry woe
*
Snatch’d ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour!
.And when kind fortune, with thy lover, iinil’d! .
And when high-flavour’d thy freih-op’ning joys!
And when blind man pronounc’d thy blifs complete;
And on a foreign ftiore; where ftrangers wept!
Strangers to theC; arid, more furpriilng ftill,
Strangers to kindnefs, wept: their eyes let fall
inhuman tears; ftrange tears! that trickled down
From marble hearts! obdurate tendernefs!
A tendernefs that call’d them more fevere;
In fpite of nature's foft periuafion, heel’d;
While nature melted, fuperftitidn rav’d;
That mourn’d the dead; and this deny’d a grave;
Their fighs incens’d '; iighs foreign to the will!
*Theit will the tyger fuck’d, outrag’d the ftoniH
For, oh! the curb ungodlinefs of zeal!
While fiijful flefh relented, fpirit nur
*ft
In blind infallibility’s erhbtace,
The fainted fpirit. petrify’d the bread;
Deny’d the charity of drift, to fpread
O er duft1 a charity their dogs enjoy.
"V. hat could I do? what fuccour? what refource?
With pious facrilege, a grave I ftole;
With impious piety, that grave I Wrong’d;
Short in my duty, coward in riiy grief!
More like her murderer, than friend, I crept,
With foft-frifptnded ftep.; and, muffled deep
Ip midnight darknefs, whifper’d my laft figh.
I whrfpcr d what iliould echo thro’ their realms;
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Nor writ her name, whofe tomb iliould pierce the Ikies,.
Prefumptuous fear! how durft I dread her foes,
While nature’s loudeft dictates I obey’d?
Pardon neceffity, bleft fhade! of grief
And indignation rival burfts I pour’d;
Half-execration mingled with my prayer;
Kindled at man, while I his God ador’d;
Sore-grudg’d the favage land her facred duft$
Stampt the curft foil; and with humanity
(Deny’d Narciffa) wiih’d them all a grave.
Glows my refbntment into guilt! what guilt
Can equal violations of the dead?
The dead how facred! facred is the duft
Of this heav’n-labour’d form, eredl, divine!
Phis heav’n-alfum’d majeftic robe of'earth,
He deign’d to wear, who hung the vaft expanfb
With azure bright, and cloth’d the fun in gold.
hen ev’ry paflion fleeps that can offend;
When ftrikes us ev’ry motive that can melt;
W hen man can wreak his rancour uncontroul’d,
’I hat ftrengeft curb on infult and ill-will;
Ulen, fpleen to duft? the duft of innocence;
An angel’s duft?------ This Lucifer tranfeends;
W hen he contended for the patriarch’s bones,
Twas not the ftrife of malice, but of pride;
I he ftrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall.
Far left than this ft shocking in a race
Moft wretched, hut from ftreams of mutual love;
And uncreated, but for love divine;
And, but for love divine, this moment, loft,
■^y fate reforb’d, and funk in endlefs night.
I'-Iun, h^rd of heart to man! of horrid things
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Moll horrid! ’mid ftupéndous, highly ftrange?
Yet oft his courtefies are fmoother wrongs;
Pride brandiihës the favours he confers;
And contumelious his humanity:
What then is vengeance? hear it not, ye flats !
And thoti, pale moon! tufrn paler at the founds
Man is to man the foreft, fureft ill.
A previous blaft foretells the riling floral;
O’erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall;
Volcano’s bellow ere they difembogue;
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour;
And fmoke betrays the Wide-confunhing fire:
Ruin from man is mofl. conceal’d when near,
And fends the dreadful tidings in the blow.
Is this the flight of fancy ? Would it were!
Heav’n’s Sov’reign faves all beings but himfelfs;
That hideous fight, a flaked human heart.
Fir’d is the mu'fe? and let the mufe be fir’d:
Who not inflam’d, when what he fpeaks, he feels.
And in the nerve moil tender, in his friends?
Shame to mankind! Philander had his foes;
He felt the truths I fing, and I in him,
But he, nor I, feel more; pail ills, Nafcifla!
Are funk in thee, thou recent wound of heart!
Which bleeds with other cares,with other pangs?
Pangs nùm’roùs, as the num’rous ills that fwarm’d
O’er thy diftinguilh’d fate,. and, dull’ring there
Thick as the loculi on the land of Nile,
Made death more deadly, and more dark the graven
Refledl (if not forgot my touching tale)
How was each circtinlilanc'e with afpics arm’d i
An afpic, each; and all, an Hydra-woe,
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What ilr'Ong Herculean virtue could fuffice?-«
*
Or is it virtue to be conquer’d here?
This hoary cheek, a train :of tears bedews ;And each tear mourns its own difiifldl diftfefs;
And each diflrefs, diftindlly mourn'd, demands
Of grief itili more, as heighten’d by the whole,
A grief like this proprietors excludes:
Not friends alone fuch obfeqUies deplore;
1 hey make mankind the nfourner: carry fighs
Far as the fatal fame can wing her way,
And turn the gayeft thought of gayefl age,
Down their right channel, thro’ the vale of death.
The vale of death! that huih’d Cimmerian vale9
Where darknefs, brooding o’er unfinifh’d fates,
With raven wing incumbent, waits thé day
(Dread day!) thatinterdiéls all future change?
1 hat fubterrancan world, that land of ruin !
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought?
-There let my thought expatiaie; and explore
Balfamic truths, and healing fentiments,
Df all mod wanted, and rnoft welcome, here.
For gay Lorenzo’s fake, and for thy own,
Fdy foul! ‘ The fruits of dying friends furveyj
a Expofe the vain of life; weigh life and deaths
’ Give death his eulogy; thy fear fubdtie;
4 And labour that firil palm of noble minds,
& A manly fco'rn of terror from the tomb.’
This harveft reap from thy Narciffa’s grava
As poets feign’d from Ajax’ ftr earning blood
Arofe, with grief inferib’d, a mournful flow’r;
Eet wifdom bloifom from my mortal wound,
And,
of dying friends; what fruit froin.the.W

The co*? flaikt.
It bfiftgs iis more than triple aid; an aid
To chafe our thpughtlefinefs; fear, pride, and guilk
Our dying friends come o’er us like a cloud,
To damp our braihlefs ardours; and abate
That glare of life, which often blinds the wifo.
Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth
Our rugged pafs to death; to. break thofe bars
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws
Crofs our obilrUited way; and, thus, to make
Welcome, as fafe, our port from ev’ry ftarm.
Tach friend by fate fnatch’d from Us, is a plume
Pluck’d from the wing of human yanity,
Which makes us ftoop frbm dur aerial heights,
And, damp’d with omen of our own deceafe.
On drooping pinions of ambition lower’d,
Juft fkim earth’s furface, ere we break it up,
O’er putrid earth to foratch a little dvft,
And faVe the world a tiuifance. Smitten friends.
Are angels fent on errands full of love;
For Us they languifh, and for us they diei
And (hall they languifh, {hall they die, in vain?
Ungrateful, iliall we grieve their hovering ihades.
Which Wait the revolution in our hearts?
Shall we difdain their filcnt, foft addrefs;
Theit pofthumpus advice, and pious prayer?
Senfeleis, as herds that graze their hallow’d graves,,
'Tread undey foot their agonies and grpans;
Fruilrate their aiiguiih, and deftroy their deaths?
Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulge;
Give.it its v/hokfome empire; let it reign,
That kind chafliier of thy foul in joy!
Its reign will fyreiid thy glorious comjueils fab9
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And {fill the tumults of thy ruffled breaft:
AufpiciouS aeral golden days, begin!
The thought of death, iliall, like a god, inlpire
*
And why not think on death? is life the theme
Of ev’ry thought? and with of ev’ry hour?
And foiig of ev’ry joy ? furprifing truth !
The b eaten fpaniei’s fondnefs not fo ftrangé.
To wave the numerous ills that feize On life
As their own property, their lawful prey;
Ëte man has meafur’d half hi's weary ftage;
His luxuries have left him nd referVe,
No maiden relifties, unbroach’d delights';
Qn cold-ferv’d repetitions he fubfifts,
And in the taftelefs prefent chews thé pail;
Oifgufted chews, and fcarce cari fwallow down.
Like lavifh anceilors, his earlier years
Have difinherited his futuré hours,
'»Vhich ftarve on ofts, and glean their former field.
Live ever here, Lorenzo!—Shocking thought!
So fliocfcing, they who wiih, difown it too;
Oifown from fhame, what they from folly crave.
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the light?
for what live ever here?---- —With lab’ring ftep
To tread our former footfleps? Pace the round
Eternal? To climb life’s worn heavy wheel,
^hich draws up nothing new? To béat, and beat,
’I he beaten track? To bid each wrètched day
The former meek? To furfeit on the fame,
And yawn dur joys ? or thank a mifery
For change, tho’ fad? To fee what we haVe feeh?
Hear, till unheard, the fame old flabber’d Cale?
1 o tafte the tailed, and at each return
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Lefs tafteful? O’er our palates to decant
Another vintage ? Strain a flatter year
*
Thro’ loaded veffels, and a laser tone?
Crazy machines to grind earth’s wafted fruits?
Ill-ground, and worfe conco&ed! .Load, not life!
The rational foul kennels of excefs!
Still breaming thorough-faxes of dull debauch!
Trembling each gulp, left death fhould fnatch thchdwh
Such of our fine ones is the wifli refin’d 1
So would they have it: elegant defire!
Why not invite the bellowing flails, and wiidi
But filch examples might their riot awe.
Thro’ want of virtue, that is, want of thought,
(Tho’ on bright thought they father all their flights)
To what are they reduc’d ? to love, and hate,
*1 he fame vain world; tt> cenfure, and efpoufe,
This painted fhrew of life, who calls them fool
*
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
*
And hourly blacken’d with impending ftorms
*
And infamous for wrecks of human hope*
——
Scar’d at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath.
Such are their triumphs.! inch their pangs of joy?
*Tis time, high time, to lhiftThis difinal feene.
This hUgg’d, this hideous ftate, what art can cure?
One only; but that one, what all may reach;
Virtue------ She, wonder-working goddefs! charms
That rock to bloom;
tames the painted ihrew^
And what will more furprize, Lorenzo! gives.
To life’s fick, naufeous iteration, change;
And ftraitens nature’s circle to a liny.
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Believ’ft thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear,
A patient ear, thou’lt bluih to difbelieve.
A languid, leaden iteration reigns,
And ever muft, o’er thofe, whofe joys are joys
Of fight, fmell, tafte: the cuckow-feafons ling
The fame dull note to fuch as nothing prize,
But what thofe feafons from the teeming earth,
To doating fenfe indulge. But nobler minds,
Which reliih fruits unripen’d by the fun,
Make their days various; various as the dyes
Oh the dove’s neck, which wanton in his rays.
On minds of dove-like innocence pofleft,
On lighten’d minds, that bafk in virtue’s beams,
Nothing'hangs tedious, nothing old revolves
fn thaT for which they long; for which they live.
Their glorious efforts, wing’d with heav’nly hope.
Each rifing morning fees ftill higher rife;
Each bounteous dawn its novelty prefents
ho worth maturing, new (Length, luftre, fame;
hile nature circle, like a chariot-wheel
T-olling beneath their elevated aims,
Makes their fair profpeft: fairer ev’ry hbur;
Advancing virtue, in a line to blifs';
Virtue, which Chriftian motives belt infpire!
And blifs, which Chriftian fchemes alone infure!
And (hall we then, for virtue’s fake, commence •
Apoftates? and turn infidels for joy ?
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truft,
Hefins againfl this life, Who flights the next.
*
hat is this life? - how few their fav’rite know ?
Eond in the dark, and blind in our embrace.
*
paffionately loving life, we make
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Lov’d life unlovely; hugging her to death.
We give to time eternity’s regard;
And, dreaming, take our. paifage for our port.
Life has no value, as an end, but Kieans; #
An end deplorable! a means divine ! «
"When ’tis our all, ’tis nothing; worfe than nought;
A neft of pains; when held as nothing, much:
Like fome fair hum’rifts, life is.moft enjoy’d,
"When courted leaft;. moft worth, when difefteem’d;
Then ’tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace;
In profpedl richer far;, important! awful!
Not to be mention’d, but with ihouts of praife!
Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy! •
The mighty bafis of eternal blifs!
Where novv the barren rock? the painted ihrew?
Where now, Lorenzo! life’s eternal round?
Have I not made my triple promife good?
Vain is the world; but only to the vain.
To what compare we then this varying feenc,
Whole worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ?
Waxes, and wanes ? (in all propitious, night
Affifis me hete} compare it to the moon;
Dark in herfelf and indigent; but rich
In borrow'd luftre from a higher fphere.
When grofsgm.lt interp.ofes, lab’ring earth,
O’erfhadow’d, mourns a deep eclipfe of joy j
Tier joys, at hrigbteft, pallid, to that font
Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow.
Nor is that glory diftaijjt; Oh Lorenzo
A good man, and an angel .thefe between
How thin the barrier? what divides their fate?P.crhaps a moment; or, perhaps a year;

NIGHT THE THIRD.

Or, if an age, it is a moment ftill;
A moment, or eternity’s forgot.
1 hen be, what once they were, who now are gods;
Be what Philander was, and claim the ikies.
Starts timid nature at the gloomy pafs?
f he loft transition call it, and be chear’d:
Buch it is often, and why not to thee?
To 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 rivals, and the kinder crown.
4 Strange competition!’—True, Lorenzo! ftrange!
So little life can call 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 light;
Death burfts th’ involving cloud, and all is day:
All eye, all ear, the difembody’d power.
Death has feign’d evils, nature ihall not feel;
Life, ills fubftantial, wifdpm cannot ihun.
Is not the mighty mind, that fon of heaven!
Ty tyrant life dethron’d, imprifon’d, pain’d?
,Ly death enlarg’d, ennobled, deify’d?
Death but entombs the body; life the foul.

‘ Is death then guiltlefs? How he marks his way
With dreadful wafte of what deferves to ihine!
Art, genius, fortune, elevated power!
With various luftres thefe light up the world,
Vv hich death puts out, and darkens human race/
I grant, Lorenzo! this indidlment juft.
1 he fage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror!
Death humbles thefe; more barb’rous life, the man,
VOL. I.
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Life is the triumph of our mould’ring clay;
Death, ofthefpirit infinite! divine !
Death has no dread, but what frail life imparts;
Nor life true joy, bat what kind death improves.
No blifs has life to boaft, till death can give
Far greater; life’s a debtor to the grave,
Dark lattice! letting in eternal day.
Lorenzo! bluih at fondnefe for a life,
Which fends celeftial fouls on errands vile,
To catter for the fenfe;. and ferve at boards,
Where ev’ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps
Each reptile, juftly claims our upper hand.
Luxurious feaft! a foul, a foul immortal,
In all the dainties of a brute bemir’d!
Lorenzo! bluih at terror for a death,
Which gives thee to repofe in feftive bowers,
Where neehars fparkle, angels minifter,
And more than angels ihare, and raife, and crown.
And eternize the birth, bloom, burfts of blifs.
What need I more? O death, the palm is thine.
Then welcome, death! thy dreaded harbingers,
Age, and difeafe; difeafe, tho’ long my gueft;
That plucks my nerves, thofe tender firings of life;
Which, pluckt a little more, will toll the bell, That calls my few friends to my funeral;
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps a tear,
While reafon and religion, better taught,
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb
With wreath triumphant. Death is vidlory;
It binds in chains the raging ills of life:
Lutt and ambition, wrath and avarice,
Dragg’d at his chariot-wheel, applaud his power.
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That ills corrofive, cares importunate,
Are not immortal too, O death! is thine.
Our day of diffolution!—name it right;
*Tis our great pay-day; ’tis our har veil, rich
And ripe: what tho’ the fickle, fometimes keen,
Juft foars us as we reap the golden grain ?
^dore than thy balm, O Gilead! heals the wound.
Birth’s feeble cry, and death’s deep difmal groan,
Are ilender tributes low-taxt nature pays
H
for mighty gain; the gain of each, a life!
But O! the laft the former fo tranfeends,
Life dies, compar’d; life lives beyond the grave.
And feel I, death! no joy from thought of thee?
Leath, the great counfellor, who man infpires
|
With ev’ry nobler thought, and fairer deed !
t f Leath, the deliv’rer, who refeues man!»
J
Leath, the rewarder, who the refeu’d crowns! •
*
Death, that abfolves my birth, a curfe without it! »
M
death, that realizes all my cares,
I I Toils, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera?
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy;
J°y s fource and fubjedt, ftill fubfift unhurt;
Dne, in my foul; and one, in her great fire;
i ho the four winds were warring for my duft.
^es> and from winds, and waves, and central night,
Lho prifon’d there, my duft too 1 reclaim,
x1 o duft when drop proud nature’s proudeft fpheres)
And live entire. Death is the crown of life; »
ere death deny’d, poor man would live in vain; •
A ere death deny’d, to live would not be life; *

ere death deny’d, ev’n fools would wiih to die. •
•ath Wounds to cure: we fall; we rife: we reign!
E 2
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Spring from our fetters; fatten in the Ikies5
Where blooming Eden withers in our fight':
Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. #
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. e
When ihall I die to vanity, pain, death ?
When ihall I die?—-When ihall I live for ever I
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uch-indebted Mufe, O York! intrudes.
Ainid the fmiles of fortune, and of youth,
Thine ear is patient of a ferious fong.
How deep implanted in the breafl of man
The dread of death? I fing its fov’reign cure.
Why ftart at death? where is he? death arriv d,
Is pail; not come, or gone, he’s never here.
Ere hope, fenfation fails; black-boding man
Receives, not fuffers death’s tremendous blow.
The knell, the fhroud, the mattock, and the grave;
The de$p damp vault, the darknefs, and the worm;
Thefe are the bugbears of a winter s eve,
The terrors of the living, not the dead,
Imagination’s fool, and error’s wretch,
Man makes a death, which nature never made;
Then on the point of his own fancy falls;
And feels a thoufand deaths, in fearing one.
But were death frightful, what has age to fear?
If prudent, age ihould meet the friendly foe,
And ihelter in his hofpitable gloom,
I fcarce can meet a monument, but holds
E 4
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My younger; every date cries—‘ Come away.’
.And what recalls me? look the world around,
And tell me what: the wifeft cannot tell,
Should any-born of woman give his thought
Full range, on juft d ¡Hike’s unbounded field;
Of things, the vanity; of men, the flaws;
Flaws in the heft; the many, flaw all o’er;
As leopards, fpotted, or as Ethiops, dark;.
Vivacious ill; good dying immature;
(How immature, Narciffa’s marble tells)
And at its death bequeathing endlefs pain;
His heart, tho’ bold, would ficken at the fight,
And fpend itfelf in fighs, for future fcenes^
But grant to life, (and juft it is to grant
To lucky life) feme perquifites of joy;
A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale^
Long-r ifled life of fweet can yield no more,
But from our comment on the comedy,
Pleading refle&ions on parts well fuftain’d,
Or purpos'd emendations where we fail’d,
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid judge,
"When, On their exit, fouls are bid unrobe,
Tofs fortune back her tinfel, and her plume,
And drop this malk of fleih behind the feene.
With me, that time is come; my world is dead;
A new world rifes, and new manners reign:
Foreign comedians, afpruceband! arrive,
To pulh me from the feene, or hifs me there.
What a pert race fl arts up! the ftrangers gaze,
And I at them; my neighbour is unknown;
Nor that the werft: ah me! the dire effedt
Of loit’ring here, of death defrauded long:
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©f old fo gracious (and let that fuffice)
My very matter knows me not.----- Shall I dare fay, peculiar is the fate;
I’ve been fo long remember’d, I’m forgot.
An object ever prefling dims the fight,
And hides behind its ardour to be feen.
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint,
They drink it as the nedtar of the great;
And fqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morroW;
’Refufal 1 canft thou wear a fmoother form ?
Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme:
Who cheapens life, abates the fear of death:
Twice-told the period fpent on ftubborn Troy,
Court favour, yet untaken, I befiege;
Ambition’s ill-judg’d effort to be rich.
Alas! ambition makes my little, lefs;
Embitt’ring the poffefs’d: why wiffi’d-for more?’
Wiffiing, of all employments, is the worft;
Bhilofophy’s reverie! and health’s decay!
Were I as plump as flail’d theology,
Wiffiing would watte me to this fliade again,
Were I as wealthy as a South-fea dream,
W iffiing is an expedient to be poor.
Wiffiing, that conftant hcdlic of a fool:
Caught at a court; purg’d off by purer air,
And Ampler diet; gifts of rural life!
Bleft be that hand divine which gently laid
My heart at reft beneath this humble ffied.
The world’s a ftately bark, on dang’rous Teas,
With pleafure feen, but boarded at our peril:
Mere, on a Angle plank, thrown fafe aihore,
•1 --’.r the tumult of the diftant throng,
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As that of feas remote, or dying ftorms;
And meditate on fcenes, more filent ftill;
Purfue my theme, and fight the fear of death.
Here, like a (hepherd gazing from his hut,
Touching his reed, or leaning on his ftaff,
Eager ambition’s fiery chace I fee;
I fee the circling hunt of noify men,
Burtt law’s inclofure, leap the mounds of right,
Purfuing, and purfu’d, each other’s prey;
As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles;
Till death, that mighty hunter, earth’s them all.
Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour?
What though we wade in wealth, or foar in fame?
Earth’s higheft ftation ends in, ‘ Here he lyes;’
And ‘ duft to duft’ concludes her nobleft fong.
If this fong lives, pofterity ihall know
One, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred,
Who thought ev’n gold might come a day too late;
Nor on his fubtle death-bed plann’d his feheme
For future vacancies in church or ftate,
Some avocation deeming it—to 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 grave!
Shall we, ihall aged men, like aged trees,
Strike deeper their vile root, and clofer cling,
Still more enamour’d of this wretch’d foil?
Shall our pale, wither’d hands, be ftill ftretch’d out,
Trembling, at once, with eagernefs and age!
With av’rice, and convulfions, grafping hard?
Grafpir.g at air! for what has earth befide?
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Man wants but little; nor that little, long;
How foon mutt he refign his very duft,
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour!
Years unexperienc’d rufh on num rous ills;
And foon as man, expert from time, has found
The key of life, it opes the gates of death.
When in this vale of years I backward look,
And mifs fuch numbers, numbers too of fuch,
Firmer in health, and greener in their age,
And ftridter on their guard, and fitter far
To play life’s fubtle game, I fcarce believe
I ftill furvive: and am I fond of life,
Who fcarce can think it poffibie, I live;
Alive by miracle! or, what is next,
Alive by Mead! if I am ftill alive,
Who long have bury’d what gives life to live,
Firmnefs of nerve, and energy of thought.
Life’s lee is not more (hallow, than impure,
And vapid, feifte and reafon (hew the door,
Call for my bier, and point me to the duft.
O thou great arbiter of life and death!
Nature’s immortal, immaterial fun,
Whofe all-prolific beam late call’d me forth
From darknefs, teeming darknefs, where 1 lay.
The worm’s inferior, and, in rank, beneath
The duft I tread on, high to bear my brow
To drink the fpirit of the golden day,
And triumph in exiftence; and couldft know
No motive, but my blifs; and haft ordain d
A rife in blefling! with the patriarch’s joy,
Thy call I follow to the land unknown;
Itiuft'ln thee, and know in whom I tiuft,
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Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs:
All weight in this—O let me live to thee!
Though nature’s terrors, thus, may be repreft ;
Still frowns grim death; guilt points the tyrant’s fpeap.
And whence all human guilt? from death forgot.
Ah me! too long I fet at nought the fwarm
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew:
And fmil’d, unfmitten: fmall my caufe to fmile!
Death’s admonitions, like ihafts upwards fhot,
'More dreadful by delay; the longer ere
They ftnke our hearts, the deeper is their wound.
O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it flings:
Who can appeafe its anguiih ? how it burns!
What hand the baib’d, envenom’d, thought can draw?
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace,
And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb?
With joy,—with grief, that healing hand I fee;
Ah! too confpicuous! it is fix’d on high.
On high?—what means my phrenzy ? I blafpheme;
Alas! how low? how far beneath the fleies?
The flties it form’d: and now it bleeds for me----- .
But bleeds the balm I want—yet ftill it bleeds;
Draw the dire flee!—Ah no!—the dreadful blefllng
What heart or can fuftain, or dares forego?
I here hangs all human hope; that nail fupports
fl he falling univerfe: that gone, we drop;
Horror receives us, and the difmal with
Creation had been fmother’d in her birth-----Darknefs his curtain, and his bed the duft;
When ftars and fun are duft beneath his throne?
In hcav n itfelf can fuch indulgence dwell?
O what a groan was there! a groan not his.
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hie feiz’d our dreadful right; the load fuftain d;
And heav’d the mountain from a guilty world.
A thoufand worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear.

Senfations new in angels bofoms rife;
Sufpend their fong; and make a paufe in blifs.
O for their fong to reach my lofty theme!
Infpire me, Night! with all thy tuneful fpheies infpire,
Whilft I with feraphs fhare feraphic themes,
And lhew to men the dignity of man;
Left 1 blafpheme my fubjedt with my fong.
Shall Pagan pages glow celeftial flame,
And Chriftian languiih ? on our hearts, not. heads,
Falls the foul infamy: My heart! awake,
What can awake thee, unawak d by this,
- * Expended Deity on human weal?
Feci the great truths, which burft the tenfold night
Of heathen error, with a golden flood
Of endlefs day: to feel, is to be fir’d;
And to believe, Lorenzo! is to feel.
Thou moil indulgent, moft tremendous pow ri
Still more tremendous, for thy wond rous love !
That arms, with awe mpre awful, thy commands;
And foul tranfgrefiion dips in fev’nfold night, .
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenfe!
In love immenfe, inviolably juft!
Thou, rather than thy juftice fliould be ftain d,
Didft ftain the crofs; and, work of wonders far
The greateft, th.at thy deareft far might bleed.
Bold thought! Shall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs?
Should man more execrate, or boaft, the guilt
Which rous’d fuch vengeance? which fuch love inflam d?
(O’er guilt how montainous!) with out-^ireten d arms,
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Stern juftice, and foft-fmiling love, embrace,
Supporting, in full majefty, thy throne,
When feem’d its majefty to need fupport,
Or that, or man, inevitably loft.
What, but the fathomlefs of thought divine,
Could labour fuch expedient from defpair,
And refcueboth! both refcue! both exalt!
O how are both exalted by the deed!
The wond rous deed! or fhall I eall it more?
A wonder in omnipotence itfelf!
A myftery, no lefs to gods than men !
Not, thus, our infidels th’ Eternal draw,
A God all o’er, confummate, abfolute,
Full-orb d, in his whole round of rays complete:
They fet at odds heav’n’s jarring attributes;
And, with one excellence, another wound;
Maim Heav’n’s perfe&ion, break its equal beams,
Bid mercy triumph, over—God himfelf,
Undeify’d by their opprobrious praife;
A God al! mercy, is a God unjuft,»
Ye brainlefs wits? ye baptiz ’d infidels!
Ye worfe for mending! wafli’d to fouler Rains!
1 he ranfom was paid down; the fund of heav’n,
Heav’n’s inexhauftible exhauftcd fund.
Amazing, and amaz’d, pour’d forth the price,
A.t pi ice beyond: though curious to compute,
Archangels fail’d to caft the mighty fum: •
Its value vaft ungrafpt by minds create,
For ever hides, and glows, in the fupreme.
And was the ranfom paid ? It was: and paid
(What can exalt the bounty more?) for you.
I he .i’ti fiencid
-no, th? (Locking Irene
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Stove back his chariot: midnight veil d his face,
Nat fuch as this; not fuch, as nature makes;
A midnight, nature ih udder d to behold;
A midnight new! a dread eclipfe (without
Cppoftng fpheres) from her Creator s frown!
Sat! didft thou fly thy Maker’s pain? or ftart
At that enormous load of human guilt,
Which bow’d his bleffcd head; o’erwhelm’d his crofs;
Made groan the centre, burft earth’s marble womb,
With pangs, fl range pangs! deliver d of hex dead?
Hell howl’d; and heav’n that hour let f.dl a tear;
Heav’n wept, that men might fmile! heav’n bled, that man
Might never die!----- Arid is devotion virtue ? ’tis compel! d:
What heart of {tone, but glows at thoughts like rhefe?
Such contemplations mount us; arid fhoutd mount;
1'he mind ftill higher; nor ever glance on man,
Imraptur’d uninflam’d.—-Where roll my tnoughts
I o reft from wonders? other wonders rife,
And ftrilte where-e’er they roll: nay foul is caught:
Heav’n’s fov’reign bleifings, cluft’ring from the crols,
F-ufn on her, in a throng, and clofe her round,
1 he pris’ner of amaze!—In his bleft lite
I fee the path, and, in his death, the pi ice,
And in bis great afeent, the proof fupreme
Of immortality—And did he rife?
Here, O ye nations’ hear it, O ye dead!
He rofe! he rofc I he burft the bars 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 left
His throne of glory, for the pang of death;
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.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
T he rav nous foe, that gorg’d all human rac'e!
The King of glory, He, whofe glory fill’d
Heav’n with amazement at his love to man;
And with divine complacency beheld
Pow’rs moil illumin’d, wilder’d in the theme.
The theme, the joy, how the« ihall man fuftain?
Oh the burft gates! crulh’d fling! demoliih’d throne?
Lcflt gafp of vanquish d death. Shout earth and heaven!
This fum of good to man. Whofe nature, then,
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb’
Tl hen, then, 1 rofe; then firft humanity
Triumphant pail the cryftal ports of light,
(Stupendous gueft!) and feiz’d eternal ybuth;
Seiz’d in our name. E’er flnce, ’tis blafphemous
1 o call man mortal. Man’s mortality
Was,, then, transferr’d to death; and heav’n’s duration
Unalienably Eeal d to this frail framc^
his child of duft,------man, all immortal! hail;
Hail, heav’n! all-lavilh of ftrange gifts to man?
•Thine all the glory: man’s the boundlefs blifs.
V> Here am I rapt by this triumphant theme,
On Chriftian joy’s exulting wing, above
Th’Aonian mount?----- Alas, fmall caufe for joy?
What if to pain immortal? If extent
Of being, to preclude a clofe of woe!
Where, then, nty boafl of immortality?
I ooaft it ftill, though cover’d o’er with guilt:
Tor guilt, not innocence, his life he pour’d?
Tis guilt alone can juftify his death;
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N’or that, unlefs his death can juftify
Relenting guilt in Heav’n’s indulgent fight.
If, fick of folly, I relent; he writes
M y name in heav’n, with that inverted fpear
(A fpear deep dipt in blood!) which pierc d his fidej
And open’d there a font for all mankind,
W ho ftrive, who combat crimesj to drink, and live:
1'his, only this, fubdues the fear of death.
And what is this?—Survey the wond rous cure:
And at each ftep, let higher wonder rife!
‘ Pardon for infinite offence! and pardon
* Through means, that fpeak its value infinite!
* A pardon bought with blbod! with blood divine?
’ W ith blood divine of him-, 1 made my foe!
’ Perfifted to provoke! though wco’d, and aw’d,
’ Eleft, p.nd chaftis’d, a flagrant rebel ftill!
’ A rebel ’midft the thunders of his throne !
’ Nor I alone, a rebel univerfe!
‘ My fpeciesup in arms! not one exempt!
’ Yet for thefouleft of the foul, he dies.
* Moft joy’d, for the redeem’d from deepeft guilt!
’ As if cur race were held of higheft rank;
‘ And Godhead dearer, as mere kind to man!
Bound, every heart! and every bofom, bum!
Oh what a fcale of miracles is here!
Its lowell round, high-planted on the flies;
Its tow’ring fummit loft beyond the thought
Of man or angel! Oh that I could climb
lhe wonderful afeent, with equal praife!
Praife ! flow for ever, (if aftoniihment
W ill ghe thee leave) my praife! for ever flow;
Praife ardent, cordial, conftant, to high Heav Q
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More fragrant, than Arabia facrific’d;
And all her fpicy mountains in a flame.
So dear, fo due to Heav’n, fliall praife defeend,
With her foft plume, (from plaufive angels wing
l ii ft pluck’d by man) to tickle mortal ears,
1 bus diving in the pockets of the great?
Is praife. the perquifite of ev’ry paw,
Though black as.hell, that grapples well for gold?
Oh love of gold, thou meaneft of amours!
Shall praife her odours wafte on virtue’s dead,
Embalm the bafe, perfume the ftench of guilt,
Earn dirty bread by wafhing -ZEthiops fair,
Removing filth, or finking it from fight,
A fcavenger in feenes, where vacant polls,
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expedl
Their future ornaments? From courts.and thrones,
Return, spoliate praife! thou vagabond!
Thou proftitute! to thy firft love return,
Thy firft, thy greateft, once unrival’d theme.
There flow redundant; like Meander flow,
Back to thy fountain; to that Parent Power,
Who gives the tongue to found, the thought to foar,
'l he foul to be. Men homage pay to men,
1 houghtlefs beneath whofe dreadful eye they bow
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay,
Of guilt to guilt; and turn their backs on thee,
Great Sire! whom thrones celeftial ceafelefs fing;
1 o proftrate angels, an amazing feene!
O the preemption of man’s awe for man!___
Man’s Author! End! Reftorer! Law! and Judge!
i hine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of night,
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds!
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What, night eternal, but a frown from thee?
What, heav’n’s meridian glory, but thy fmilc?
And fliall not praife be thine! not human praife ?
While heav’n’s high hoft on hallelujahs live?
O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe
My foul in praife to him, who gave my foul,
And all her infinite of profpedt lair,
Cut thro
*
the {hades of hell, great love! by thee,
Oh unoft adorable 1 moil unador d:
•Where fliall that praife begin, which ne’er fliould end?
Where-e’er I turn, what claim on all applaufe!
Haw is night’s fable mantle labour’d o er,
How richly wrought with attributes divine!
Whatwifdom ihines! what love! this midnight pomp,
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid!
Built with divine ambition! nought to thee;
Eor others this profufion: thou, apart,
Above, beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind!
Where art thou? Shall I dive into the deep?
Call to the fun, or afk the roaring winds,
Eor their Creator? fliall 1 queftion loud
The thunder, if in that th’Almighty dwells?
Or holds he furious {forms in ftraiten u reins,
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car?
What mean thefe queftions?—trembling I retraeft;
My proftrate foul adores the prefent Gon;
Eraife I a diftant Deity? he tunes
’ My voice, (if tun’d;) the nerve, that Writes, fuftains:

Wrapp’d in his being, 1 refound his praife:
But though paft ail diffus’d, without a ihorc,
His efience; local is bis throne (asmeet)
To gather the difperft (as Standards call
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i he lifted from afar) to fix a point,
A central point, coliedive of his fon?,
Since finite ev’ry nature, but his own.
T he namelefs he, whofe nod is nature’s births
-And nature’s fhield the fliadow of his hand;
Her diffolution, his fufpended fmilc!
I he great Firft-Laft! pavilion’d high he fits
In darknefs from excefiive fplend'or, borne,
By gods unfeen, ùnìefs through luftre loft..
His glory, to created glory, bright,
As that to-central horrors; he looks down
On all that foars, and fpans immenfity.
Tho’ night unnumber’d worlds unfolds to view
*
•Boundlefs creation! what art thou? A beam,
A mère effluvium of his majeft.y •
•And filali an atom of this atom-world
Mutter, in duft and fin, the theme of heaven ?
Down to the centre fiiould I fend m.y thought
*1 hro beds of glittering ore, and glowing gems
*
Their beggar’d blaze wants luftre for my lay;
Goes out in darknefs; if oh tow’ring Wing,
•I fend it tho’ the boundlefs vault of ftars-!
( The ftars, thro’ rich, what drofs their gold to tfre^
Great! good! wife! wonderful! eternal Kii g!)
If to thole confcious ftars thy throne around,
Praife ever-pouring, and imbibing blefs;
And afk their ftrain; they Want it, more they WàM
*
Poor their abundance, humble their fublime,
Languid their energy, their ardour cold,
Indebted ftill, their higheft rapture burns;
-Short of its mark, defe&ive, tho’ divine.
Still more—tlns theme is man’s, and man’s alone;
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ïhefr vaft appointments reach it not; they fee
Qn, earth a bounty not indulg’d on high ;
Anft downward look for heav’ns füperior praife!
Firft born of ether! high in fields,of light!
View man, to fee the glory of your God!
ton'd angels envy, they had envy’d here;
feme did" envy; and the reft, though gods.,
Yçt ftifi gods unredeem’d (there triumphs man,
'Hrnpr; d to, weigh the duft againft the ikies)
They left would feci, though more adorn, my theme»
^hç-y lung creation (for in that they ihar’d;)
bow ref- in melody, the Child of love!
Çrçaticn’s great ftiperior, man! is thine;
'ï.hinc is redemption; they j.uft gave the key:
1 is thine to raife, and eternize, the fong;
Though human, yet divine; for fiiould not this
Tai, c njan o’er man, and fciiidle feraphs here?
Redemption! ’twas creation more fublime;
Redemption!' ’twas the labour of the ikies;
Far more than labour——it was death in heav’m
A truth fo flrange | ’twere bold to think it true;
Mçot far holder ftill, to disbelieve.
Here paufe, and ponder was there death in heaven ?
V.hat then on earth? on earth, which ftruck the blow?
Vho ftruck it? Who?----- O how is man inlarg’d,
through this medium! how the pigmy tow’rs!
Low counterpois’d his origin from duft!
Low counterpois’d, to duft his fad return!
il.QW voided his vaft djftance from the ikies!
How neap he preffés on the feraph’s wing!
hich is the feraph? which the born of clay?
^ii‘*fiÇ.em.Qr
lratçs,
through the thickeft cloud
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Of guilt, and clay condenft, the Son of heaven!
The double fon; the made, and the re-made!
And ihall heaven’s double property be loft?
Man’s double madnefs only can deftroy.
To man the bleeding crofs has promis’d all;
The bleeding crofs has fworn eternal grace.;
Who gave his life, what grace ihall he deny ?
O ye! who, from this Rock of ages, leap,
Difdainful, plunging headlong in the deep!
What cordial joy, what confolation ftrong,
Whatever winds arife, or billows roll,
Our int’reft in the mafter of the ftorm?
Cling there, and in wreck’d nature’s ruinsfmile;
While vile apoftates tremble in a calm.
Man! know thyfelf. All wifdom centres there:,
To none man feems ignoble, but to man; „
Angels that grandeur, men o’erlook, admire;
How long ihall human nature be their book,
Degen’rate mortal! and unread by thee?
The beam dim reafon fheds fliews wonders there;
What high contents! illuftrious faculties!
But the grand comment, which difplays at full
Our human height, fcarce fever’d from divine,
By Heav’n compos’d, wa6 publiih’don the crofs.
W ho looks on that, and fees not in himfelf
An awful ft ranger, a terreftrial god?
A glorious partner with the Deity
In that high attribute, immortal life?
If a god bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm:
I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul
Catches ft range fire, eternity! at thee;
And drojis the world—or rather, more eniovs:
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How chang’d the face of nature! how improv'd!
What feem’d a chaos, ihines a glorious world,
Or, what a world, an Eden; heighten’d all!
It is another feene! another felf!
•And ft ill another, as time rolls along;
And that a felf far more illuftrious ftill.
Beyond long ages, yet roll’d up in ihades
Unpierc’d by bold conjcdture’s keeneft ray,
What evolutions of furprifing fate!
How nature opens, and receives my foul
In boundlefs walks of raptur’d thought! where gods
Encounter, and embrace me! what Hew births
Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the fun,
Where what new charms, perhaps, whate’er exifts,
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot!
Is this extravagant? Of man we form
Extravagant conception, to be juft:
Conception unconfin’d wants wings to reach him:,
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more.
He, the great Father! kindled at one flame
Che world of rationals; .one fpirit pour’d
I1 rom fpirft’s awful fountain; pour’d himfelf
Hiro’ all their fouls; but not in equal ftream,
1 ‘ofufe, or frugal, of th’ infpiring God,
As his wife plan demanded; and when pall
I heir various trials, in their various fpheres,
If they continue rational, as made,
Btforbs them all into hirtifelf again;
His throne their centre, and his fmile their crown.

( , W by doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ling,
I ho yet unfung, as deem’d, perhaps, too bold?
Angels are men of a fuperior kind;
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Angels are men in lighter habit clad,
High o’er celeftial mountains wing’d in flight j
And men are angels, loaded for an hour,
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain.
And flipp’ry ftep, the bottom of the fteep.
Angels their failings, mortals have their praife;
While here, of corps ethereal, fuch enroll’d,
And fummon’d to the glorious ftandard foon,
Which flames eternal crimfonthro’ 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
Our triumphs; Gabriel on our errands flown,
Sent by the Sov’reign; and are thefe, O man!
Thy friends, thy warm allies? and thou (ihame burn
The cheek to cinder!) rival to the brute?
Religion’s all. Defcending from the ikies
To wretched man, the goddefs in her left
Holds out this world, and, in her right the next;
Religion! the foie voucher man is man;
Supporter foie of man above himfelf;
Ev’n in this night of frailty, change, and death,
She gives the foul a foul that aits a god.
Religion! providence! an after-ftate; •
Here is firm footing, here is folid rock; •
This can fupport us; all is fea befides; *
Sinks under us, beflorms, and then devours,
His hand the good man faftens on the ikies,
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl.
As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air-,
Darkness, and flench, and fuffbeating damps,
And (Jungeon-horrors, by land fate, difcharg’4
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Climbs fome fair eminence, where ether pure
Surrounds him, and Elyfian profpedls rife,
His heart exults, his fpirits caft their load;
As if new-born, he triumphs in the change;
So joys the foul, when from inglorious aims,
And fordid fweets, from feculence and froth
Of ties terreflrial, fet at large, ihe mounts
To reason’s region, her own element,
Breathes hopes immortal, and affedts the Ikies.
Religion! thou the foul of happinefs;
And, groaning Calvary, of thee1 there ihine
‘I'he nobleft truths; there ftrongeft motives fting;
There facred violence aflaults the foul;
There, nothing but compulfion is forborn.
Can love allure us? or can terror awe?
He weeps!—the falling drop puts out the fun;
He fighs!—the figh earth’s deep foundation flukes,,
if, in his love, fo terrible, what then
His wrath inflam’d? his tendernefs on fire?
Like foft, fmooth oil, outblazing other fires?
Can pray’r, can praife avert it?----- Thou, my all!
My theme! my infpiration! and my crown!
My ftrength in age! my rife in low eftate!
My foul’s ambition, pleafure, wealth!------my world
My light in darknefs’ and my life in death!
My boaft thro’ time! blifs thro’ eternity!
Eternity, too fliort to fpeak thy praife!
Cr fathom thy profound of love to man!
*1 o man of men the meaneft, ev’n to me;
My facrifice! my God! what things are thefe!
What then art Thou? by what name fliall I call thee?
Knew I the name devout archangels ufe,
VOL. I,
E
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Devout archangels ihould the name enjoy,
By me unrivail’d; thoufands more fublime,
None half fo dear, as that, which, tho’ unfpoke,
Still glows at heart: O how omnipotence
Is loft in love! thou.great Philanthropist!
Father of angels! but the friend of man!
Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born!
Thou, who didft fave him, fnatch the fmoaking brand
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood!
How art thou pleas’d, by bounty to diftrefs!
To make us groan- beneath our gratitude,
Too big for birth! to favour, and confound;
To challenge, and to diftance, all return!
Of lavifh love ftupendous heights to foar,
And leave praife panting in the diftant vale!
Thy right too great defrauds thee of thy due;
And facrilegious our fublimeft fong.
But fince the naked will obtains thy fmile,
Beneath this monument of praife unpaid,
And future life fymphonious to my ftrain,
(That nobleft hymn to heav’n!) for ever lye
Intomb’d my fear of death! and ev’ry fear,
The dread of ev’ry evil, but thy frown.
Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely fmile?
Laughter a labour, and might break their reft.
Ye Quietifts, in homage to the ikies!
Serene! of foft addrefs! who mildly make
An unobtrufive tender of your hearts,
Abhorring violence! who halt indeed;
But, for the bleflmg, wreftle not with heav’n!
Think you my fong too turbulent? too warm?
Are pailions, then, the pagans of the foul?

Reafon alone baptiz’d? alone ordain’d
To touch things facred? Oh for warmer ftill!
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow’rs;
Oh for an humbler heart, and prouder fong!
Thou, my much-injur’d theme! with that foft eye,
Which melted o’er doom’d Salem, deign to look
Compaflion to the coldnefs of my breaft;
And pardon to the winter in my ftrain.
0 ye cold-hearted, frozen, formalifts!
On fuch a theme, ’tis impious to be calm;
Paflion is reafon, tranfport temper, here.
Shall heav’n, which gave us ardour, and has ihewn
Her own for man fo ftrongly, not difdain
What fmooth emollients in theology,
Recumbent virtue’s downy doctors preach,
’That profe of piety, a lukewarm praife ?
Rife odours fweet from incenfe uninflam’d ?
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout;
But when it glows, its heat is ftruck to heav’n;
To human hearts her golden harps are ftrung;
High heav’n’s orcheftra chants Amen to man.
Hear I, or dream I hear, their diftant ftrain,
Sweet to the foul, and tailing ftrong of heav’n,
Soft-wafted on celeftial pity’s plume,
fhro’ the vaft fpaces of the univerfe,
Bo chear me in this melancholy gloom ?
Oh when will death (now ftinglefs,) like a friend,
Admit me of their choir ? Oh when will death,
*3 his mould’ring, old, partition-wall throw down ?
Give beings, one in nature, one abode?
Oh death divine, that giv’ft us to the ikies!
Great future! glorious patron of the paft,
F 2
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And prefent! when fhall I thy ihrine adore;
From nature’s continent, immenfely wide,
Immenfely bleft, this little ifle of life.
This dark, incarcerating colony,
Divides us. Happy day! that breaks our chain:
That manumits; that calls from exile home;
That leads to nature’s great metropolis,
And re-admits us, thro’ the guardian hand
Of elder brothers, to our Father’s throne;
"Who hears our Advocate, and thro’ his wounds
Beholding man, allows that tender name.
*Tis this makes Chriftian triumph a command:
’Tis this makes joy a duty to the wife;
3Tis impious, in a good man, to be fad.
Seeft thou, Lorenzo! where hangs all our hope.?
Touch’d by the crofs, we live; or, more than 'die;
That touch which touch’d net angels; more divine
Than that, which touch’d confufion into form,
And darknefs into glory, partial touch!
Ineffably pre-eminent regard!
Sacred to man, and fov’reign thro’ the whole
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs
From heav’n thro’ all duration, and fupports
In one illuftrious, and amazing plan,
Thy welfare, nature! and thy God’s renown;
That touch, with charm celeftial, heals the foul
Difeas’d, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death.
Turns earth to heaven, to hcav’nly thrones transforms
The ghaftly ruins of the mould’ring tomb.
Doft aik me when? when FIe who dy’dteturns?
Returns, how chang’d! Where then the man of woe ?
In glory’s terrors all the Godhead burns;
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And all his courts, exhaufted by the tide
Of Deities triumphant in his train,
Leave a ftupendous folitude in heaven;
Repleniflit foon, repleniiht with increafe
Of pomp, and multitude; a radiant band
Of angels new; of angels from the tomb.
Is this by fancy thrown remote? and rife
Bark doubts between the promife, and event?
I fend thee not to volumes for thy cure;
Read nature; nature is a friend to truth;
Nature is Chriftian; preaches to mankind;
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed.
Haft thou ne’er feen the comet’s flaming flight?
Th’ illuftrious ftranger palling terror Iheds
On gazing nations, from his fiery train
Of length enormous, takes his ample round
Thro’ depths of ether; coafts unnumber’d worlds,
Of more than folar glory; doubles wide
Heav’n’s mighty cape; and then revifits earth,
From the long travel of a thoufand years.
Fhus, at the deftin’d period, fhall return
-He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze:
And, with him, all our triumph o’er the tomb.
Nature is dumb on this important point;
Or hope precarious in low whifper breathes;
Faith fpeaks aloud, diftindl; ev’n adders hear,
Rut turn, and dart into the dark again.
Faith builds a bridge acrofs the gulph of death,
Fo break the ihock blind nature cannot ihun,
And lands thought fmoothly on the farther fhorq,
Heath’s terror is the mountain faith removes; •
'I hat mountain barrier between man and peace. •
f
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’Tis faith difarms deftrudtion; and abfolves
From ev’ry clam’rous charge, the guiltlefs tomb
*
Why difbelieve? Lorenzo!—‘ Reafon bids,
4 All-facred reafon.’—Hold her facred ftill;
Nor fhalt thou want a rival in thy flame:
All-facred reafon! fource, and foul, of all
Demanding praife, on earth, or earth above!
My heart is thine: deep in its inmoft folds,
Live thou with life
*
live dearer of the two.
Wear I the blefled crofs, by fortune ftampt
On paflive nature, before thought was born?
My birth’s blind bigot! fir’d with local zeal!
No; reafon rebaptiz’d me when adult;
Weigh’d true, and falfe, in her impartial fcale;
My heart became the convert of my head;
And made that choice, which once was but my fate.
‘ On argument alone my faith is built:’
Reafon purfu’d is faith; and, unpurfu’d
Where proof invites, ’tis reafon, then, no more’
And fuch our proof, that, or our faith is right,
Or reafon lyes, and hcav’n deiign’d it wrong:
Abfolve we this? what, then, is blafphemy?
Fond as we are, and juftly fond of faith,
Reai’on, we grant, demands our firfl: regard;
The mother honour’d, as the daughter dear.
Reafon the root, fair faith is but the flower:
The fading flower fhall- die; but reafon lives
Immortal, as her father in the flties.
When faith is virtue, reafon makes it fo.
Wrong not the Chriftian; think not reafon yours;
’ Tis reafon our great mailer holds fo dear;
'Tis reafon’s injur’d rights his wrath refents;
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"Tis reafon’s voice obey’d, his glories crown; x
Fo give loft reafon life, he pour’d his own:
Believe, and fhew the reafon of a man;
Believe, and tafte the pleafure of a god;
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb:
Fhro’ reafon’s wounds alone thy faith can die;
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death,
And dips in venom his twice-mortal fling.
Learn hence what honours, what loud
*paeans,
due
To thofe, who pufh cur antitode afide;
Thofe boafted friends to reafon, and to man,
R hofe fatal love flubs ev’ry joy, and leaves
Death’ s terror heighten’d gnawing on his heart.
Thefe pompous funs of reafon idoliz’d,
And vilify’d at once; of reafon dead,
lhen deify’d, as monarchs were of old;
What condudl plants proud laurels on their brow?
While love of truth thro’ all their camp refounds,
They draw pride’s curtain o’er the noon tide-ray,
Spike up their inch of reafon, on the point
Of philofophic wit, call’d argument;
And then, exulting in their taper, cry,
‘ Behold the lun«;’ and, Indian-like, adore.
"lalk they of morals? O thou bleeding Love!
Thou maker of new morals to mankind!
I he grand morality is love of thee.
As wife as Socrates, if fuch they were,
(Noi will they ’bate of that fublime renown)
As wife as Socrates, might juflly Hand
fhe definition of a modern foci.
A Christian is the higheft ftile of man,
And is there, who the blefled crofs vipesvff,
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As a foul Wot, from his ¿¡{honour’dbrow?
If angels tremble, ’tis at fuch a fight:
The wretch they quit, defponding of their charge,.
More {truck with grief or wonder, who can tell?
Ye fold to fenfe! ye citizens of earth!
(For fuch alone the Chriitian banner fly)
Know ye how wife your choice, how great your gain ?
Behold the pidture of earth’s happieft man:
“ He calls his wiih, it comes; he fends it back,
‘ And fays, he call’d another; that arrives,
1 Meets the fame welcome; yet he {tills calls on;
* Till one calls him, who varies not his call,
1 But holdshim fait, in chains of darknefs bound,
1 ’Till nature dies, and judgment fets him free;
« A freedom far lefs welcome than his chain.’
But grant man happy; grant him happy long;
Add to life’s higheft prize her lateft hour!
That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach,
That, like a poft, comes on in full career:
How fwift the {huttie flies, that weaves thy ihroud?
Where is the fable of thy former years?
Thrown down the gulph of time; as far from thee
As they had ne’er been thine; the day in hand,
Like a bird ftruggling to get loofe, is going;
Scarce now poifefs’d, fo fuddenly ’tis gone;
And each fwift moment fled, is death advanc’d"
By ftrides as fwift: eternity is all;
,
And whofe eternity? who triumphs there?
Bathing for ever in the font of blifs!
For ever balking in the Deity!
Lorenzo! who?—Thy confcience fhall reply«
O give it leave to fpeak; twill fpeak ere long,

Thy leave unaikt: Lorenzo! hear it now,
While ufeful its advice, its accent mild.
By the great edidt, by divine decree,
Truth is depofited with man’s laft hour;
;
An honeft hour, and faithful to her truft;
Truth, eldeft daughter of the Deity;
Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds,
Nor lefs, when he fhall judge the worlds he made;
Tho’ filent long, and fleeping ne er fo found,
Smother’d with errors, and oppreft with coys,
That heav’n commiflion’d hour no fooner calls,
But from her cavern in the foul’s abyfs,
Like him they fable under JEtna whemi d,
k. The goddefsburits in thunder, ana in flame.
Loudly convinces, and feverely pains.
Dark daemons I difcharge, and hydra-flings;
The keen vibrations of bright truth is heli.
Juft definition! tho’ by fchools untaught.
.
f
Ye deaf to truth! perufe this parfon d page,
|
And truft, for once, a prophet, and a prieft;
. ‘ Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die,’»

|
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■LORENZO! to recriminate is juft.,
Fondnefs for fame is avarice of air.
grant the man is vain who writes for praife.
Praife no man e’er deferv’d, who fought no more.
^* s juft thy fecond charge. I grant the mufe
Fias often bluih’d at her degen’rate fons,
Retain’d by fenfe to plead her filthy caufe;
T 0 raife the low, to magnify the mean,
And fubtilize the grofs into refin’d:
As if to magic numbers pow’rful charm
1 was given, to make a civet of their fong
Obfcene, and lweeten ordure to perfume.
it, a true Pagan, deifies the brute,
And lifts our fwine enjoyments from the mire.
1 he fadh notorious, nor obfcure the caufe.

e wear the chains of pleafure, and of pride,
hefe fhare the man; and thefe diftradl him too;
^raw different ways, and clafh in their commands,
ride, like an eagle, builds among the ftars;
Ut pleafure, lark-like, nefts upon the ground.
J°ys fhar’d by brute-creation, pride refents;
VOL.. I,
q

112

THE COMPLAINT»

Pleafure embraces: man would both enjoy,
And both at once: a point how hard to gain!
But, what can’t wit, when flung bj ilrong defire?
Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize.
Since joys of fenfe can’t rife to reafon’s tafte;
In fubtle fophiftry’s laborious forge,
Wit hammers out a reafon new, that ftoops
To fordid feenes, and meets them with applaufc.
Wit calls the Graces the chafte zone to loofe;
Nor lefs than a plumb god to fill the bowl:
A thoufand phantoms, and a thoufand fpells,
A thoufand opiates fcatters, to delude,
To fafeinate, inebriate, lay afleep,
Ai d the fool’d mind of man delightfully confound.
Thus that which ihock’d the judgment, fhocks no mote:
That which gave pride offence, no more offends.
'Pleafure and pride, by nature mortal foes,
At war eternal, which in man fhall reign,
jjy Wit’s address, patch up a fatal peace,
And hand in band lead on the rank debauch,
From rank, refin’d to delicate and gay.
Art, curfed art! wipes off the indebted bluih
From nature’s cheek, and bronzes ev’ry illume.
Man fmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt,
And infamy H ands candidate for praife.
All writ by man in favour of the foul,
Thefe fenfual ethics far, in bulk, tranfeend.
The flow’rs of eloquence, profufely pour’d
O’erfpotted vice, fill half the letter’d world,
Can pow’rs of genius exorcife their page,,
And confecrate enormities with fong?
i
But let not thefe inexpiable ftrains
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Condemn the mufe that knows her dignity;
Nor meanly flops at time, but holds the world.
As ’tis, in nature’s ample field, a point,
A point in her efteem; from whence to Hart,
And run the round of univerfal fpace,
To vifit being univerfal there,
And being’s fource, that utmoft flight of mind!
^et, fpite of this fo vail circumference,
'Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great.
Sing Syrens only? do not angels fing?
There is in poefy a decent pride,
which well becomes her when ftie fpeak to profe,
Her younger filter; haply, not more wife.
think’ft thou, Lorenzo! to find paftimes here?
No. guilty paliion blown into a flame,
No foible flatter’d, dignity difgrac’d,
No fairy field of fiction, all on flow’r,
No rainbow colours, here, or filken tale:
Nut folemn counfels, images of awe,
truths, which eternity lets fall on man
‘^itli double weight, thro’ thefe revolving fpheres,
his death -deep filence, and incumbent fhade:
*1 houghts, fuch as fhall revifit your laft hour;
Tifit uncall’d, and live when life expires;
And thy dark pencil, Midnight! darker Hill

melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole.
ut this, ev’n this, my laughter-loving friends!
Horenzo! and thy brothers of the fmile!

what imports you moil:, can moil: engage,
c,"di ileal your ear, and chain you to my flong.
o. you fail me, know, the wife fhall tails
Nhs truths I fing; the truths I fing fhall feelf
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And, feeling, give affent; and their affent
Is ample recompence; is more than praife.
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield! nor miftake;
Think not un-introduc’d I force my way;
Narciffa, not unknown, not unally’d,
By virtue, or by blood, illuftrious youth!
To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow’rSj,
Where all the language harmony, defcends
Uncall’d, and aides admittance for the Mufe:
A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy praife;
Thy praife ihe drops, by nobler flill infpir’d.
O Thou! blefl Spirit! whether the fupreme,
Great antemundane Father! in whofe breaft
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt,
And all its various revolutions roll’d
Prefent, tho’ future; prior to themfelves;
Whofe breath can blow it into nought again;
Or from his throne fame delegated pow’r,
Who, ftudious of our peace, doft turn the thought
From vain and vile, to folid and fublime!
Unfeen thou lead’ft me to delicious draughts
Of infpiration, from a purer flream,
And fuller of the God, than that which burft
From fam’d Caftalia: nor is yet allay’d
My facred thirft; tho’ long my foul has rang’d.
Thro’ pleafing paths of moral and divine,
By thee fuftain’d, and lighted by the stars.
By them heft lighted are the paths of thought;
Nights are their days, their moft illumin’d hours.
By day, the foul, o’erborn by life’s career,
Stunn’d by the dih, and giddy with the glare,
Regis far from reafon, joft'ed by the throng.

night, the fifth.
By day the foul is paflive, all her thoughts

mpos d, precarious, broken, ere mature.
By night from obje&s free, from paffion cool,
oughts uncontroul’d, and unimprefs’d the births
Of pure election, arbitrary range,
Biot to the limits of one world confin’d;
But from ethereal travels light on earth,
As voyagers drop anchor, for repofe.
Bet Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond
feather’d fopperies, the fun adore:
Barknefs has more divinity for me;
* ftrikes thought inward; it drives back the foul
0 fettle on herfelf, our point fupreme!
here lies our theatre; there fits.our judge.
t ^rknefs the curtain drops o’er life’s dull feene;'
( JS t’7e
Band of providence ftretcht out
"ixt man and vanity; ’tis rCafon’s reign,
And virtue’s too; thefe tutelary fhades
Are man’s afylum from the tainted throng,
j W is the good man’s friend, and guardian too;
* n°
refcucs virtue, than infpires.
Virtue, for ever frail, as fair below,

er ten<ier nature buffers in the croud,
or touches on the world, without a flain:
e 'world’s infectious; few bring back at eve,
nimaculate, the manners of the morn.
Is°n,letlling WC
is blotted; we refolv’d,
rucen; we renounc’d, returns again.
d'b falutation may Aide in,a fin
^»ihought before, or fix a former flaw.

Afi fS 11 ftrange; IiShr’
concourfe, noife
‘ 1 > Natter us abroad; thought outward-bound,
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Neglectful of our heme-affairs, flies off
In fume and diffipation, quits her charge,
And leaves the breafl unguarded to the foe.
Prefent example gets within our guard,
And adts with double force, by few repell’d.
Ambition fires ambition; love of gain
Strikes, like a peftileiice, from breafl to breafl;
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe;
And inhumanity is caught from man,
Prom fmiling man. A flight, a fingió glance,
And iliot at random, often has brought home
A iudden fever, to the throbbing heart,
Of envy, rancour, or impure defire.
We fee, we hear, with peril; fafety dwells
Remote from multitude; the world’s a febool
Of wrong, and what proficients fwarm around!
We muft or imitate, or difapprove;
Muft lift as. their accomplices, or fees;
That ftains our innocence; this wounds our peace.
From nature’s birth, hence, wifdom has béen fmit
With fweet recefs, and languiih’d for the (hade.
This facred fliade, and folitude, what is it?
’Tis the felt prefence of the Deity.
Few are the faults we flatter when alone.
Vice finks in her allurements, is ungilt,
And looks, like other objects, black by night.
By night an atheift halflbelieves a God. Night is fair virtue’s immemorial friend;
The confcious moon, thro’ ev’ry diftant age,
Has held a lamp to wifdom, and let fall,
Qn contemplation’s eye, her purging ray.
The fam’d Athenian, he who woo’d from heav’n
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Philofophy the fair, to dwell with men,
And form their manners, not inflame their pride,
V hile o’er his head, as fearful to moleft
His lab’ring mind, theftars in filencc Aide,
And feern all gazing on their future gueft,
See him folliciting his ardent fuit
In private audience: all the live-long night,
Rigid in thought, and motionlefs, he ftands;
Hor quits his theme, or pofture, till the fun
(Rude drunkard rifing rofy from the main!)
Hifturbs his nobler intellediual beam,
And gives him to the tumult of the world.
Hail, precious moments! flol’n from the black waflfe
01 murder’d time! aufpicious Midnight! hail!
’I he world excluded, every paffion liuih’d,
And open’d a calm intercourfe with heav’n,
Here the foul fits in council; ponders paft,
* redeftines future action; lees, not feels,

umuituous life, and reafons with the ftorm;
Ail her lies anfwers, and thinks down her charms.
What awlyl joy! what mental liberty!
i am not pent in darknefs; rather fay
(If not too bold) in darknefs I’m embow’r’d.
Delightful gloom! the cluft’ring thoughts around
Spontaneous rife, and bioffom in the fhade;
But droop by day, and ficken in the fun.
Thought borrows light elfewhere; from that firft fire,
fountain of animation 1 whence defeends
Urania, my celeftial gueft! who deigns
Nightly to vifit me, fo mean; and now
Confcious how needful difdpline to man,
Brom pleafing dalliance with the charms pf nigh.j;
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My wand’ring thought recalls, to what excites
Par other beat of heart; Narcifla’s tomb!
Or is it feeble nature calls me back,
And 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 all men?—Thus with all.
What are we? how unequal! now we foar,
And now we fink; to be the fame, tranfcendsOur prefent prowefs Dearly pays the foul
For lodging ill, too dearly rents her clay.
Reafon, a baffled counfellor! but adds
The blufli of weaknefs, to the bane of woe.
The nobleft fpirit fighting her hard fate,
In this damp, duiky region, charg’d with ftorms,
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly;
Or, flying, ihort her flight, and fure her fall.
Our utmoft ftrerigth, when down, to rife again;
And not to yield, tho’ beaten, all our praife.
’Tis vain to feek in 51 en for more than man.
Though proud in promife, big in previous thought,.
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late
Emerging from the Ihadows of the grave,
Where grief detain’d me prisoner, mounting high,
Threw wide the gates of everlafting day,
And call’d mankind to glory, fliook off pain,
Mortality fliook off, in ether pure,
And ftruck the ftars; now feel my fpirits fail;
They drop me from the zenith; down 1 rufh,
Like him whom fable fledg’d with waxen wings,.
I11 forrow drown’d------but not, in forrow, loft.
How wretched is the man, who never mourn’d!

I dive for precious pearl, in forrow’s ftream:
FTt fo the thoughtlefs man that only grieves;
*1 akes all the torment, and rejedls the gain,
(Ineftimable gain!) and givesheav’n leave
io make him but more wretched, not more wife
If wifdom is our leffon (and what elfe
Ennobles man? what elfe have angels learnt?)
Grief! more proficients in thy fchool are made,
*Ihan genius, or proud learning, e’er could boafl.
Voracious learning, often over-fed,
Digefts not into fenfe her motely meal.
This book-cafe, with dark booty almoft burft,
I his forager on others wifdom, leaves
Her native farm, her reafon, quite untill’d.
With mixt manure file forfeits the rank foil,
Dung’d, but not dreft; and rich to beggary.
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails.
Her fervant’s wealth incumber’d wifdom mourns.
And what fays genius? ‘ Let the dull be wife?
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong;
And loves to boaft, where bluih men lefs infpir’d.
h pleads exemption from the laws of fenfe;
Cop.fiders reafon as a leveller;
And fcorns to fhare a blefling with the croud.
That wife it could be, thinks an ample claim
Io glory, and to pleafure gives the reft.
Graflus but fleeps, Ardelio is undone.
Wifdom lefs fliudders at a fool, than wit.
But wifdom fmiles, when humbled mortals weep.
When forrow wounds the breaft, as ploughs the glebe.
And hearts obdurate feel her foftening Ihower;
Her reed celcftial, then glad wifdom lows;
G 5
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Her golden harveft triumphs in the foil.
- if fo, Narciffa! welcome my Relapfe;
I’ll raife a tax on my calamity,
And reap rich compenfation from my pain.
1’11 range the plenteous intellectual field;
And gather every thought of fov’reign power
To chafe the moral maladies of man;
Thoughts, which may bear tranfplanting to the ikies,
Tho’ natives of this coarfe penurious foil;
Nor wholly wither there, where feraphs fing,
Refin’d, exalted, not annull’d, in heav’n.
Reafon, the fun that gives them birth, the fame
In either clime, though more illuftrious there.
Thefe choicely cull’d, and elegantly rano-’d,
Shall form a garland for Narciifa’s tomb;
And, pcradventure, of no fading flow’rs.
Say, on what ihemes ihall puzzled choice defeend?
‘ Th’ importance of contemplating the tomb
*
* Why men decline it; filicide’s foul birth;
‘ The various kinds of grief; the faults of age;
* And death’s dread character—invite my fong?
And, firft, th’ importance of our end furvey’d.
Friends counfel quick difmilnon of our grief.
h/Iiftaken kindnefs! our hearts heal too foon.
Are they more kind than lie, who {truck the blow?
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts,
And baniih peace, till nobler guefts arrive,
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs peace?
Calamities are friends: as glaring day
Of thefe unnumber’d iu fires robs our fight;
Profperity puts out unnumber’d thoughts
Of import high, and light divine, to map,
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The man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy feenes,
(Scenes apt to thruft between us and ourfelves!)
Is led by choice to take his fav’rite walk,
Beneath death’s gloomy, Client, cyprefs {hades,
Unpierc’d by vanity’s fantaftic ray;
To read his monuments, to weigh his duft,
Vifit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs!
Lorenzo! read with me Narciifa’s {lone;
(Narcifia was thy fav’rite) let us read
Her moral ftone; few dodlors preach fo well;
Few orators fo tenderly can touch
The feel inc heart. What pathos in the date!
Apt words can ftrike; and yet in them wc fee
Faint images of what we, here, enjoy.
What caufe have wc to budd on length of life?
Temptations feize, when fear is laid afleep;
And ill foreboded is our flrongeft guard.
See from her tomb, as from an humble ihrine,
Truth, radiant goddefs! fallies on my foul,
And puts delufion’s duiky train to flight;
Difpels the mills our fultry pailions raife,
From objects low, terreihrial, and obfeene;
And ihews the real eftimate of things;
Which no man, unaffliited, ever faw;
Pulls off the veil from virtue’s rifing charms",
Detects temptation in a thoufand lies.
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves,
And all they bleed for, as the fummer’s duft,
Driv’n by the whirlwind: lighted by her beams,
I widen my horizon, gain new powers,
Fee things invifible, feel things remote,
Ajn prefent with futurities; think nought
G 6
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To man fo foreign, as the joys poffeft;
Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave,
No folly keeps its colour in her fight;
Pale worldly wifdom lofes all her charms;
Tn pompous promife from her fchemes profound,
If future fate ihe plans, ’tis all in leaves,
x,ike by oil, unfubftantial, fleeting blifs!
At the firfl blaft it vanishes in air.
Not fo, celeftial: Wouldft thou know, Lorenzo!
How differ worldly wifdom, and divine?,.
Juft as the waning, and the waxing mooh,
More empty worldly wifdom ev’ry day ;
And ev’ry day more fair her rival ihines.
When later, there’s lefs time to play the fool.
Soon our whole term for wifdom is expir’d
(Thou know’ft ihe calls no council in the grave:)
And everlafting fool is writ in fire,
Or real wifdom wafts us to the ikies
As worldly fchemes refemble Sybil’s leaves
The good man’s days to Sybil’s books compare,
(In ancient flory read, thou know’ft the tale)
In price ftill rifing, as in number lefs,
Ineftimable quite his final hour.
Por that who thrones can offer, offer thrones;
Infolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pay.
‘ Oh let me die his death!’ all nature cries.
‘ Then live his life’----- All nature falters there.
Our great phyfician daily to confult,
To commune with the grave, our only cure.
What grave prefcribes the beft?_A friend’s; and vet
From a friend’s grave, how loon we di'fengagc ’
Lv’n to the deareft, as his marble, cold.
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Why are friends raviiht from us? ’tis to bind,
By foft affedcicn’s ties, on human hearts,
The thought of death, which reafen, too fupine,
Or miferhploy’d, fo rarely faftens there.
Nor reafon, nor affedtion, no, nor both
Combin’d, can break the witchcrafts of the world»
Behold th’ inexorable hour at hand!
Behold th’ inexorable hour forgot!
And to forget it, the chief aim of life,
Though well to ponder it, is life’s chief end.
Is death, that ever threat’ning, ne’er remote,
That all-important, arid that only fure,
(Come when he will) an unexpected gueft?
Nay, though invited by the loudeft calls
Of blind imprudence, unexpected ftill?
t hough num’fous meffengers are fent before
To warn his great arrival. What the caufe,
The wond’rous caufe, of this myfterious ill?
All heav’n looks down aftoncih d at the fight.
Is it that life has fown her joys fo thick,
We can’t tliruft in a fingle care between ?
Is it, that life has fuch a fwarm of cares,
The thought of death can t enter for the tnrong?
Is it, that time fteals on with downy feet,
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dieamt
To-day is fo like yefterday, it cheats;
We take the lying After for the fame.
Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook;
For ever changing, unperceiv’d the change.
In the fame brook none ever bath d him twice.
To the fame life none ever twice awoke.
We call the brook the lame; the lame we think
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Our life, though frill more rapid in its flow;
Nor mark the much irrevocably laps’d,
And mingled with the fea. Or fhall we fay,
(Retaining ftill the brook to bear us on)
That life is like a veflel on the flream ?
In life embark d, we fnioothly down the tide
Of time defcend, but not on time intent;
Amusd, unconfcious of the gliding wave;
Till onafudden we perceive a fliock;
We flart, awake, look out; what fee we there?
Obi brittle bark isburft on Charon’s fhore.
Is this the caufe death flies all human thought ?
Or is it judgment by the will ftruck blind,
That domineering miftrefs of the foul!
Like him fo ftrong by Dalilah the fair?
Or is it fear turns ftartled reafon back,
From looking down a precipice fo fteep ?
’Tis dreadful; and the dread is wifely plac’d,
By nature eonfeious of the make of man,
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind,
A flaming fword to guard the tree of life.
By that unaw’d, in life’s molt fmiling hour.
The good man would repine, would fuller joys,
And burn impatient for his promis’d ikies.
The bad, on each pqndilious pique of pride,
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein,
Bound o er the barrier, ruih into the dark,
And mar the fchemes of providence below.
What groan was that, Lorenzo?----- rlirjes> rife.
And drown, in your lefs execrable yell,
Brtaonirt fa» Tfcer. tool h„
On wrng impetuous, a black fullcn foul,
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Bladed from hell, With horrid lull of death.
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont,
So call’d, fo thought—and then he fled the field,
Lefs bafe the fear of death, than fear of life.
0 Britain, infamous for fuicide I
An ifland in thy manners! far disjoin’d
From the whole world of rationals befide!
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head,
VMh the dire ftain, nor fliock the continent.
But thou be ihock’d, while I detect the caufe
Of felf-affault, expofe the monfter’s birth,
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the world.
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diftant fun;
I he fun is innocent, thy clime abfolv’d;
Immoral climes kind nature never made. •
I he caufe I fing, in Eden might prevail,
And proves, it is thy folly, not thy fate.
1'hefoul of man (let man in homage bow,
^Vho names his foul) a native of the ikies!
High'born, and free, her freedom fhould maintain,
Unfold, unmortgag’d for earth’s little bribes.
Ih’ illuftrious ftranger, in this foreign land,
Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity,
Studious of home, and ardent to return,
Of earth fufpicious, earth’s inchanted cup
^ith coolreferve light touching, fhould indulge,
On immortality, her godlike take; .
I here take large draughts; make her chief banquet there.
But fome rejedt this fuftenance divine;
*1 o beggarly vile appetites defcend;
Aik alms of earth, for guefts that came from heav’n;
Sink into fiaves; and fell, for prefent hire,'
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Their rich reverfion, and (what iharesits fate)
I heir native freedom, to the prince who fways
*1 his nether world. And when his payments fail,
When his foul baiket gorges them no more,
Or their pall’d palats loath the baiket full;
Are inftantly, with wild demoniac rage,
Tor breaking all the chains of providence,
And burlling their confinement; though fail barr’d
By laws divine and human; guarded ilrong
With horrors doubled to defend the pafs,
I he blacked, nature, or dire guilt, can raife;
And moated round, with fathomlefs deftru&ion,
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall.
Such, Britons! is the caufe, to you unknown,
Or worfe, o’erlook’d; o’erlook’d by magiftrates,
Thus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed
Is madnefs; but the madnefs of the heart.
And what is that ? our utmoft bound of guilt.
A fenfual, unrefleding life, is big
With monftrous births, and fuicide, to crown
"1 he black infernal brood. The bold to break
Heav n s law fupreme, and defperately ruih
I hiough facred nature’s murder, on their own,
Becaufe they never think of death, they die.
I is equally man’s duty, glory, gain,
At once to ihun, and meditate, his end.
When by the bed of languiihment we fit,
(1 he feat of wifdom! if our choice, not fate)
Or, o er our dying friends, in anguiih hang,
Wipe the cold dew, or ftay the finking head,
Number their moments, and, in ev’ry clock,
Start at the voice of an eternity;
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See the dim lamp of life juft feebly lift
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze,
Then fink again, and quiver into death,
That moft pathetic herald of our own;
How read we fuch fad feenes? As fent to man
In perfed vengeance ? No; in pity fent,To melt him down, like wax, and then imprefs,
Indelible, death’s image on his heart;
Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf.
We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile.
The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry.
Our quick-returning folly cancels all;
As the tide ruihing rafes what is writ
In yielding fands, and ftnooths the letter’d fhore.
Lorenzo! haft thou ever weigh’d a figh;
Br ftudy’d the philofophy of tears?
(A fcietice, yet, unledur’d in our fchools!)
Haft thou defeended deep into the breaft,
Andfeen their fource? if not, defeend with me,
And trace thefe briny riv’lets to their fpfings.
Our fun’ral tears, from diff’rent caufes rife.
As if from fep’rate cifternS in the foul,
Of various hinds, they flow. From tender hearts,
By foft contagion call’d, fome burft at once,
And ftream obfequious to the leading eye.
Some ail; more time, by curious art diftill’d.
Some hearts in fecret hard, unapt to melt,
Struck by the magic of the public eye,
Like Mofes’ fmitten rock, guib. out amain.
Some weep to ihare the fame of the deceas’d,
So high in merit, and to them fo dear.
Bhey dwell on praileS, which they think they ihare;
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And thus, without a bluih, commend themfclves.
Some mourn in proof, that fomething they could low
They weep not to relieve their grief, but bhew.
Some weep in perfetft jultice to the dead,
As confcious all their love is in arrear.
Some mifehievoufly weep, not unappris’d.
I ears, fometimes, aid the conqueft of an eye.
V, ith what addrefs the loft Epheiians draw
1 heir fable net-work o’er entangled hearts?
As feen through cryftal, how their rofes glow,
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek?
Of her’s not prouder Egypt’s wanton queen,
Caroufing gems, herfelf dilTolv’d in love.
Some weep at death, abftra&ed from the dead,
And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceafe.
Ey kind conftrudlion feme are deem’d to weep,
B'-caufe a decent veil conceals their .joy.
Some weep in earned, and yet weep in vain;
As deep in indiferetion, as in woe.
Paflion, blind paffion! impotently pours
1 ears, that deferve more tears; while reafon bleeps;
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern’d;
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ftorm;
Knows not it fpeaks to her, and her alone.
Irrationals all borrow are beneath,
That noble gift! that privilege of man!
From forrow's pang, the birth of endlefs joy.
But thefe are barren of that birth divine ;
1 hey weep impetuous, as the fummer-ftorm,
And lull as ihort! the cruel grief foon tam’d,
They make a paflime of the ftinglefs tale;
Far 4s the deep-refounding knell, they fpread
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The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more;
Nograin of wifdom pays them for their woe.
Half-round the globe, the tears pumpt up by death

Are fpent in wat’ring vanities of life;
In making folly flouiilh ftill more fair.
When the ftek foul, her wonted flay withdrawn,
Reclines on earth, and borrows in the duft;
Inftcad of learning, there, her true fupport,
Though there thrown down her true bupport to learn»
Without heav’n’s aid impatient to be bled,
She crawls to the next ihrub, or bramble vile,
Though from the ftatcly cedar s arms ihe fell;
With Rule, forefworn embraces, clings anew,
The. ftranger weds, and bloflbms, as before,
la all the fiuitlefs fopperies of life:
Prefents her weed, well-fancy d, at the bad,
And raffles for the death’s, head on the ring.
So wept Aurelia, till the deftin’d youth
Stept in, with his. receipt for making fmiles,
And blanching fables into bridal bloom.
SoAvept Lorenzo fair Clarlffa s fate;
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats;
And dy’d to give him, orphan d in hisbiith.
Not fuch, Narcifta, my difltrefs for thee,
I'll make an altar of thy facred tomb,
To facrifice to wifdom—•—>What waft thou? ■
* Young, gay, and fortunate! Each yields a theme.
I’ll dwell on each, to lhun thought more fevere;
(Heaven know's I labour with ieverer ftdl!)
1 11 dwell on each., and quite exhauft thy death«
A foul without refledlion, like a pile
Without inhabitant, to ruin'runs.
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And, fir®, thy youth. Wh„ &)TS h (o gffy ha.fj?
Narcifla, I m become thy pupil now___ Early-, bright, tranfient, chafte, as morning dew
She fparkled, was exhal’d, and went to heaven. ’
Time on this head has fnow’d; yet ftill ’tis borne
Aloft; nor thinks but on another’s grave.
Cover’d with ihame I fpeak it, age Tevere
Old worn out vice Tets down for'virtue fair;
With gracelefs gravity, chaftifing youth,
That youth chaftis’d furpaffing in a fault,
father of all, forgetfulnefs of death:
As if, like objects preffing on the fight,
fceath had advanc’d too near us to be Teen:
Or, that life’s loan time ripen’d into right •
And men might plead preTcription from the grave;
Deathlefs, fiom repetition of reprieve.
Deathlefs? far from it! Tuch are dead already;
Their hearts are bury’d, and the world their grave.
Tell me, feme god! my guardian angel! tell,
What thus infatuates? what inchantment plants’
The phantom of an age ’twixt us and death
Already at the door? He knocks, we hear him,
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends
Our untouch’d hearts? what miracle turns off
I he pointed thought, which from a thoufand quivers
Is daily darted, and is daily ihunn’d?
We Hand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs
Around us falling; wounded oft ourfelvcs;
3 ho’ bleeding with our wounds, immortal ftill!
We lee time’s furrows on another’s brow,
And death intrench’d, preparing his affault;
How few themfelves, in that juft mirror, fee!
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Or, feeing, draw their inference as ftrong!
1 heir death is certain; doubtful’here: he mull,
And foon; we may, withiu an age, expire.
I ho grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green;
Like damag’d clocks, whofe hand and bell diffent;
folly flngS f1X} while nature points at twelve.
Abfurd longevity! more, more, it cries:
More life, more wealth, more tralh of every kind.
And wherefore mad for more, when relifh. fails?
Chjetft, and appetite, muft club for joy;
Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow,
Baubles, I mean, that ftrike us from without,
While nature is relaxing ev’ry Hiring?
Aik thought for joy; grow rich, and hoard within,
i hiuk you the foul, when this life’s rattle ceafe,
Has nothing of more manly to fucceed?
Contraci the tafte immortal; learn ev’n now
o relifh what alone fubfifts hereafter.
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever.
Cf age the glory is, to wiili to die.
1 hat wiih is prail’e and promife; it applauds
’ aft life, and promifes our future blifs.
^ hat weaknefs fee not children in their fires?
Crand-climadterical abfurdities!
Crey-hair’d authority, to faults of youth,
How fhocking! It makes folly thrice a fool;
And our firft childhood might our laft defpife.
Deace and efteem is all that age can hope.
Nothing but wifdom gives the firft; the laft,
Nothing, but the repute of being wife.
- oily bars both; our age is quite undone.
What folly can be ranker? Like>our ihadows,
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Our wiihes lengthen, as our fun declines.
No wifli ihould loiter, then, this fide the grave.
Our hearts ihould leave the world, before the knell
Calls for our car cafes to mend the foil.»
Enough to live in tempeft, die in port;
Age ihould fly concourfe, cover in retreat
Defers of judgment; and the will’s fubdue;
Walk thoughtful on the filent, folemn ihore
Of that vaft ocean it mutt fail fo foon;
And put good works on board; and wait the win4
That ihortly blows us into worlds unknown;
If unconfider’d too, a dreadful feetie!
All ihould be prophets to themfelves; forefee
Their future fate; their future fate foretafte;
This art would wafte the bitternefs of death.
The thought of death alone, the fear deftroys
A difaffedlion to that precious thought
fo more than midnight darknefs on the foul,
"Which ileeps beneath it, on a precipice,
Puff’d off by the firft blaft, and loft for ever.
Doft aik, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preft,
By repetition hammer’d on thine ear,
'1 he thought of death ? That thought is the machfor,
T he grand machine! that heaves us from the duft,
And rears us into men. That thought ply’d home
Will foon reduce the ghaftly precipice
O’er-hanging hell, will foften the defeent,
And gently ilope our paffigeto the grave;
How warmly to be wilht! What heart of flefh
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes?
Yawn o’er the fate of infinite? What hand,
Beyond the Wackefl; brand of ccnfure bold,
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(To fpeak a language too well known to thee)
Would at a moment give its all to chance,
And ftamp the die for an eternity ?
Aid me, Narciffa! aid me to keep pace
With deftiny; and ere her feiffars cut
My thread of life, to break this tougher 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;
"1 0 faliy; and furvey the rapid march
Of his ten thoufand meffengers to man;
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all.
•All accident apart, by nature fign’d,
My warrant is gone out, tho’ dormant yet;
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate.
Muft 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 ftream, is in perpetual flow. 9
death’s a deftroyer of quotidian prey.
.My youth, my noon-tide, his; my yefterday;
1 ,!e bold invader ihares the prefent hour.
Buch moment on the former fhuts the grave.
While man is growing, life is in decreafe; »
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. •
birth is nothing but our death begun: ©
As tapers wafte, that inftant they take fire. ©
Shall we then fear, left that ihould come to pafa,
*Hch comes to pafs each moment of our lives?
P fear we muft, let that death turn us pale,
Which murders ftrength and ardor; what remains
Should rather call on death, than dread his call.
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Ye partners of my fault, and my decline!
I houghtlefs of death, but when your neighbour’s knell
(Rude vifitant!) knocks hard at your dull fenfe,
And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear!
Be death your theme in ev’ry place and hour;
Nor longer want, ye monumental fires!
A brother tomb to tell you you {hall die.
That death you dread (fo great is nature’s fkill!)
Know, you fhall court, before you ihall enjoy.
But you are learn d; in volumes, deep you fit;
In wifdom, ihallow: pompous ignorance!
Would you be ftill more learned, than the learn’d?
Learn well to know how much need not be known,
And what that knowledge which impairs your fenfe,
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food,
Unhedg’d, lies open in life’s common field;
And bids all welcome to the vital feaft.
You fcorn what lies before you in the page
Of nature, and experience, moral truth;
Of indifpenfable, eternal fruit;
Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods:
And dive in fcience for diftinguifh’d; names,,
Difhoneft fomentation of your pride;
Sinking in virtue, as you rife in fame.
A our learning, like the lunar beam, affords
Tight, but not heat; it leaves you undevout,
1 rozen at heart, while {peculation ihines.
Awake, ye curious indagators! fond
Oi knowing all, but what avails you, known.
If you would learn death’s characfter, attend.
All caffs of condudt, all degrees of health,
All dies of fortune, and all dates of age,

Together fhook in his impartial urn,
Come forth at random: or if choice is made.
The choice is quite farcaftic, and infults
All bold conje&ure, and fond hopes of man.
What countlefs multitudes, not only leave,
But deeply difappoint us, by their deaths!
Tho’ great our forrow,. greater our furprize.
Like other tyrants, death delights to finite,
What, fmitten, moft proclaims the pride of power,
And arbitrary nod. His joy fupreme,
To bid the wretch furvive the fortunate;
The feeble wrap th’ athletic in his ihroud;
And weeping fathers build their childrens tomb;
Me thine, Narciffa!----- What tho’ fhort thy date?
Virtue, not rolling funs, the mind matures.
That life is long, which anfwers life’s great ends
^he time that bears no fruit, deferves no name;
I he man of wifdom is the man of years. 9
In hoary youth Methufalems may die;
0 how mifdated on their flatt’riug tombs!
Narcifla’s youth has lectur’d me thus far.
And can her gaiety give counfel too ?
I hat, like the Jew’s fam’d oracle of gems,
Sparkles inftruction; fuch as throws new light,
And opens more the character of death,
Ill known to thee, Lorenzo! this thy vaunt:
’ Give death his due, the wretched, and the old;
' Ev n let him fweep his rubbilh to the grave;
‘ Let 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.
VOL. I.
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What if I prove, ‘ The fartheft from the fear,
‘ Are often neareft to the ftroke of fate?5
All, more than common, menaces an end.
A blaze betokens brevity of life:
As if bright embers ihould emit a flame,
Glad fpirits fparkled from Narciffa’s eye,
And made youth younger, and taught life to live.
As nature’s oppofites wage endlefs war,
For this offence, as treafon to the deep
Inviolable flupor of his reigil,
Where luft, and turbulent ambition, ileep,
Death took fwift vengeance. As he life deteils,
More life is ftill more odious; and, reduc’d
By conqueft, aggrandizes more his pcw’r.
But wherefore aggrandiz’d? by heav’n’s decree,
To plant the foul on her eternal guard,
In awful expectation of our end,
Thus runs death’s dread commiflion: ‘ Strike, butfo,
c As moil alarms the living by the dead.’
Hence ft'ratagem delights him, and furprize,
And cruel fport with man’s fecurities.
Not Ample conqueft, triumph is his aim;
And, where leaft fear’d, there conqueft triumphs moft.
This proves my bold affertation not too bold.
What are his arts to lay our fears afleep?
Tiberian arts his purpofes wrap up
In deep diffimulation’s darkeft night.
Like princes unconfefs’d in foreign courts,
Who travel under cover, death affumes
The name and look of life, and dwells among us.
He takes all iliapes that ferve his black defigns:
Tho’ matter of a wider empire far

Than that, o’er which the Roman eagle flew ;
Like Nero, he’s a fuller, charioteer,
®r drives his phaeton, in female guife;
Quite unfufpeóted, till, the wheel beneath,
Hrs dilarray’d oblation he devours.
He mod affedts the forms leaft like himfelf,
His flender felt. Hence burly corpulence
Is his familiar wear, and fleek difguife.
Behind the rofy bloom he loves to lurk,
Or ambuih in a fmile; or wanton dive
In dimples deep ; loves eddies, which draw in
Unwary hearts, and fink them in defpair.
Such, on Narciffa’s couch, he loiter’d long
Unknown ; and, when detected, ftill was feeti
To fmile; fuch peace has innocence in death!
Moft 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.
Long on his wiles a piqu’d and jealous fpy,
I’ve feen, or dreamt I faw, the tyrant drefs;
Lay by his horrors, and put on hrs fmiles.
Say, mufe, for thou remember'd, call it back,
And fltew Lorenzo the furpnzing feene;
If ’twas a dream, his genius can explain.
’Twas in a circle of the gay I flood.
Death would have enter’d ; nature puilrt him back;
Supported by. a Doctor of renown,
His point he gain’d. Then artfully difmift
I'he fage; for death defign’d to be conceal d.
He gave an old vivacious ufurer
His meagre afpedl, and his naked bones;
In gratitude for plumping up his prey,
II 2
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tPH7nei'’d fPendthrift5 whofe fantaftic air,
ell-faffiion d figure, and cockaded brow
He took in change, and underneath the pride
Ofcoillyfinen, tuck’d his filthy ihroud.
His crooked bow he flraighten’d to a cane;
And hid his deadly (hafts in Myra’s eye.
1 he dreadful mafquerader, thus equipt,
Out (allies on adventures.. Aik you'where ?
here is he not ? for his peculiar haunts,
Het this fuffice; fure as night follows day,
Whl ' ief m
f°OtftepS r°Und the
hen plea ure treads the paths, which reafon ffiuns
^h-.againilreafon, riot ffiuts the door,
And gaity fupplies the place of fenfe
l
at the banquet, andkeiai!
cath leads the dance, or Hamps the deadly’deeNor ever fails the midnight b„„l to crown ' ’
yylycaroufing to his gay compeers,
■..ly hola^hs, to fee them laugh at him,

W? e“
, “d W''“ the "-vd >>™s,
■ mil ui ‘» lamih’d, and triumphant thouvht
‘'■''l^feaUthejoysheneaththemoon,
- pmtt him turns the key; and bids him ftp
their progenitors—He drops his maik
hownsout at full, they ilart, defpait, expile

bcarcc w.th more hidden terror and furprize
From his black mafque of nitre, touch’d by fire’
He bur^ expands, roars, blazes, and devours
o nd is not this triumphant treachery,

V.nn more than Ample cooquetl, in the fiend'
Lo'enzo.doft thou wrap thy foul
iolt ftcm-ity, bccaufe unknown
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Which moment is commiffion’d to deftroy ?
In death’s uncertainty thy danger lies.
Is death uncertain? therefore thou be fixt;
Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear,
AU expedlation of the coming foe.
Roufe, (land in arms, nor lean againft thy fpeat;
Left (lumber Real one moment o’er thy foul,
And fate furprize thee nodding. Watch, be firong;
fhus give each day the merit, and renown,
Of dying well; tho’ doom'd but once to die.
H°r let life’s period hidden (as from moil)
Hide too from thee the precious ufe of life.
Early, not fudden, was Narciffa’s fate.
Soon, not furprifmg, death his vifit paid.
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way,
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die.
I ho’ fortune too (our third and final theme,)
As an accomplice, play’d her gaudy plumes,
And ev’ry glitt’ring gewgaw, on her fight,
I o dazzle, and debauch it from its mark.
Heath’s dreadful advent is the mark of man;
And ev’ry thought that miffes it, is blind.
Fortune, with youth and gaiety, confpir’d
I o weave a triple wreath of happinefs
(If happinefs on earth) to crown her brow.
And could death charge thro’ fuch a (liining (hield?
I hat ihining ffiiejd invites the tyrant’s fpear.
As if to damp our elevated aims,
And ftrongiy preach humility to man.
0 how portentous is profperity1
How, comet-like, it threatens, while ii fiiines!
*ew years but yield us proof of death’s ambition,
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To cull his vidlims from the faireft fold,
And iheath his ihafts in all the pride of lire.
When flooded with abundance, p.urpled o’er
With recent honours, bloom’d with ev’ry blifs,
Set up in oftentation, made the gaze,
The gaudy centre, of the public eye,
When fortune thus has tofs’d her child in air,
Snatcht from the covert of an humble ftate,
How often have I feen him dropt at once,
Our morning’s envy! and our ev’ning’s figh!
As if her bounties were the fignal given,
The flow’ry wreath to mark the facrifice,
And call death’s arrows on the deftin’d prey.
High fortune feems in cruel league with fate.
Aik you for what? to give his war on man
The deeper dread, and more illuftrious fpoil;
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe.
And burns Lorenzo ftill for the fublime
Of life? to hang his airy neft on high,
On the flight timber of the topmoil bough,
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall?
Granting grim death at equal diftance there;
Yet peace begins juft where ambition ends.
What makes man wretched? Happinefs deny’d?
Lorenzo! no; ’tis happinefs difdain’d.
She comes too meanly dreft to win our fmile;
And calls herlelf Content, a homely name!
Our flame is tranfport, and content our fcorn.' '
Ambition turns, and fliuts the door againft her.
And weds a toil, a tempeft, in her ftead;
A tempeft to warm tranfport near of kin.
Unknowing what our mortal ftate admits,
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kite’s modeft joys we ruin, while we raife;
And all our ecftafies are wounds to peace:
Jkace, the full portion of mankind below.
And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth!
Of fortune fond, as thoughtlefs of thy fate!
As late I drew death’s picture, to ftir up
fhy wholefome fears; now, drawn in contrail, fee
Gay fortune’s, thy vain hopes to reprimand.
•See, high in air, the fportive goddefs hangs,
Unlocks her caiket, fpreads her glitt’ring ware,
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad
Her random bounties o’er the gaping throng.
All ruih rapacious; friends o’er trodden friends;
^ons o’er their fathers, fubjedts o’er their kings,
fkiefts o’er their gods, and lovers o’er the fair,
(Still more ador’d) to fnatch the golden fhow'’r.
Gold glitters moil, where Virtue fliines no more;
As ilars front abfent funs have leave to ihine.
G what a precious pack of votaries
U nkennell’d from the prifons, and the flews, ■
f’our in, all op’ning in their idol’s praife!
All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand,
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws,
Morfel on morfel fwallow down unchew’d,
Untailed, thro’ mad appetite for more;
Gorg’d to the throat, yet lean and rav’nous Hill. ,
Sagacious all, to trace the fmalleft game,
And bold to feize the greateil. If (bleft chance!)
Court-zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they fly,
0 or juft, o’er facred, all forbidden ground,
Diunk with the burning feent of place or pow’rj,
- ■ aunch to the foot of lucre, till they die.
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Or, if for men you take them, as I mark
Their manners, thou their various fates furvey,
With aim mif-meafur’d, and impetuous fpeefl,
Some darting, ftrike their ardent wife far off,
Thro’ fury to poffefs it: fome fucceed,
But (tumble, and let fall the taken prize.
From fome, by fudden blafts, ’tis whirl’d away,
And lodg’d in bofoms that ne’er dream’d of gain.
To fome it flicks fo clofe, that, when torn off,
*1 orn is the man, and mortal is the ■wound.
Some, o er,enamour d of their bags, run mad,
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread.
Together fome (unhappy rivals!) feize,
And rend abundance into poverty;
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and fmiles:
Smiles too the goddefs; but fmiles moil at thole,
(Juft vidims of exorbitant defire!)
Who perife at their own requeft, and, whelm’d
Beneath her load of lavifii grants, expire.
Fortune is famous for her numbers flain.
The number fmall, which happincfs can bean
Tho’ various for a while their fates; at laft
One curfe involves them all: at death’s approach,
All read their riches backward into lots,
And mourn in juft proportion to their (lore.
And death’s approach (if orthodox my fong)
Is haften’d by the lure of fortune’s fmiles.
And art thou dill a glutton of bright gold?
And art thou (till rapacious of thy ruin?
Death loves a Aiming mark, a fignal blow;
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms;
And (lartles thoufaqds with a (ingle fall,
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As when fome (lately growth of oak, or pine,
Which nods aloft, and proudly fpreads her fhade,
The fun’s defiance, and the flocks defence;
the ftrong ftrokes of lab’ring hinds fubdu’d,
Loud groans her laft, and, rufeing from her height,
hi cumbrous ruin, thunders to the ground;
Ihe confcious foreft trembles at the feock,
And hill, and ftream, and diftant dale, refound.
Thefe high-aim’d darts of death, and thefe alone,
Should I colledl, my quiver would be full.
A quiver, which, fufpended in mid air,
Or near heav’n’s archer, in the zodiac, hung,
(So could it be) ihould draw the public eye,
I he gaze and contemplation of mankind 1
A conftellation awful, yet benign,
To guide the gay thro’ life’s tempeftuous wave;
^or fuffer them to ftrike the common rock,
From greater danger to grow more fecure,
And, wrapt in happinefs, forget their fate.’ Lyfander, happy pail the common lot,
W as warn’d of danger, but too gay to fear.
He woo’d the fair Afpafia: fhe was kind;
Ft youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleft:
AU who knew, envy’d; yet in envy lov’d:
t-’an fancy form more finifh’d happinefs?
Hxt was the nuptial hour. Her ftately dome
Hofe on the founding beach. The glitt’ring fpires

oat in the wave, and break againft the ihore:
So break thofe glitt’ring ihadows, human joys.
I he faithlefs morning fmil’d: he takes his leave,

, 0 re*inibrace in eeftafies, at eve.
■“ he rifing ftorm forbids. The news arrives;
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Untold, ffie faw it in her fervant’s eye.
She felt it feen (her heart was apt to feel;)
And, drown’d, without the furioui'ocean’s aid,
In fuffbeating forrows, ihares his tomb.
Now, round the fumptuous bridal monument,
The guilty billows innocently roar;
And the rough failor palling drops a tear.
A rear;’----- Can tears fuffice?------ But not for me.
How vain our efforts! and our arts, how vain!
The diftant train of thought I took, to ffiun,
Has thrown me on my fate------Thefe dy’d together}
Happy in ruin! undivorc’d by death!
Or ne’er to meet, or ne’er to part, is peace—
Narciffa! pity bleeds at thought of thee.
Yet thou waft only near me; not myfelf.
Survive myfelf ----- That cures all other woe.
Narciffa lives; Philander is forgot.
O the foft commerce! O the tender tyes,
Clofe-twifted with the fibres of the heart!
Which, broken, break them; and drain off the foul
Of human joy; and make it pain to live— .
And is it then to live? when fuch friends part,
’Tis the furvivor dies—My heart! no more.

THE

COMPLAINT.
night I the

sixth.

THE

infidel

reclaimed.

IN TWO PARTS.
I
CONTAINING

NATURE, PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE,
OF '

IMMORTALITY.
PART THE FIRST.

Where, among other things, Glory and
particularly confidered.

Riches

ara

HUMBLY INSCRIBED

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

'

HENRY, PELHAM,
RST
*
?

lord commissioner of the TREASURY ANp
CHANCELLOR, of THE EXCHEQUER,

PREFACE.

p

A EW ages have been deeper in difpute about religion»
*ban this. The difpute about religion, and the practice of
n» feldom go together. The ihorter, therefore, the dif
pute, the better. I think it may be reduced to this Angle
’jueftion. Is man immortal, or is he not? If he is not, all
our difputes are mere amufements, or trials of ikill. In
this cafe, truth, reafon, religion, which give our difcourfes
fuch pomp and folemnity, are (as will be fliewn) mere
empty founds, without any meaning in them. But if man
K immortal, it will behove him to be very ferious about
eternal confequences; or, in other words, to be truly re
ligious. And this great fundamental truth, uneftablifhed,
or unawaken’d in the minds of men,' is, I conceive, the
real fource and fupport of all our infidelity; how remote
foever the particular objections. advanced may fcem to be
tom it.

Sensible appearances affect moft men much more
^an abilradt reafonings; and W’e daily fee bodies drop
mound us, but the foul is invifible. The power which
mdination has over the judgment, is greater than can be
Mc‘ll conceived by thofe that have not had an experience
VOL. I,
j
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of it; and of what numbers is it the fad inter eft, fhat fouls
fhould not furvive! The heathen world confefftd, that
they rather hoped, than firmly believed immortality ; and
how many heathens have we ftill among iis! Thé facrcd
page affures us, that life and immortality is. brought to
light by the gofpel: but by how many is the gofpel re
jected, or overlooked! From thefe confiderahons, and
from my being, accidentally, privy to the fëntiments of
fome particular perfons, I have been long pêrfuaded, that
moil, if not all, otir infidels (whatever name they take,
and whatever fclieme, for argument’s fake, and to keep
themfelves in countenance, they patronize) arc fupported
in their deplorable error, by fome doiibt of their immor
tality, at the bottom. And I am fatisfied, that men once
thorôtighlÿ convinced of their immortality, are not iar
from being Chriftiatts. For it is hard to conceive^ that a
man fully corifcibus eternal pain or happinefs will cer
tainly be his lot, fhould not earneftly; and impartially,
inquire after the fureft means of efcaping one, and fecuring
the other. And of ftich an earneft and impartial inquiry,
1 well know the consequence.
Here, therefore, in proof of this moil: fundamental
truth, fome plain arguments are Offered; arguments de
rived from principles which infidels admit in common with
believers ; arguments, which appear to me altogether irrefiftible ; and fuch as, I am fatisfied, will have great
weight with all, who give themfelves the fmall trouble of
looking ferioully into their own bofoms, and of obferving
*
with any tolerable degree of attention, what daily paffes
round about them in the world. If fome arguments ihall,
here, occur, which others have declined, they are fub-
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mp-ted, with all deference, to better judgments in this,
Vs all points, the moil important. For, as to the being of
■h Qod, that is no longer difputed; but it is undifputed
ipr. this reafon only; viz. becaufe where the leaft pretence
tq reafon is admitted, it muft ever be indifputable. And,
'd confequence, no man can be betrayed into a difpute of
that nature by vanity; which has a principal ihare in
¿^mating our modern combatants againft other articles
bur belief.
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*^HE * (for I know not yet her name in heaven)
Not early, like Narciffa, left the fcene;
^orfudden, like Philander. What avail?
This feeming mitigation but inflames;
I his fancy’d med’cine heightens the difeafe.
he longer known, the clofer ftill fhe grew?
■And gradual parting, is a gradual death.
' is the grim tyrant’s engine which extorts
y tardy preffure’s ftill-increafmg weight,
■from harden hearts, corifeffion of diftrefs.

0 the long, dark approach thro’ years of pain^
freatK’s gall’ry! (might I dare to call it fo)
^vith difnral doubt, and fable terror, hung;
^ick hope’s pale lamp, its only glimm’ring ray:
here, fate my melancholy walk ordain’d,
01 hid felf-love itfelf to flatter, there.
How oft. I gaz’d, prophetically lad!
How oft I faw her dead, while yet in fmiles!
frnles fhe funk her grief, to lefien mine,
^hc fpoke me comfort, and increas’d my pain;
* Referring to Night the Fifth.
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Like pow’rful armies trenching at a town,
By flow, and Alent, but reflftlefs fap,
In his pale progrefs gently gaining ground,
Death urg’d his deadly fiege; in fpite of art.
Of all the balmy blefflngs nature lends
To fuccour frail humanity. Ye ftars!
(Not now Arft made familiar to my fight)
And thou, 0 moon! bear witnefs; many a night
He tore the pillow from beneath my head,
Ty’d down my fore attention to the ihock,
By ceafelefs depredations on a life
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poft
Of obfervation! darker ev’ry hour!
Lefs dread the day that drove me to the brink.
And pointed at eternity below;
When my foul ihudder’d at futurity;
When, on a moment’s point, th’ important dye
Of life and death fpun doubtful, ere it fell,
And turn’d up life; my title to more woe.
But why more woe? more comfort let it be.
Nothing is dead, but that which wilh’d to die;
Nothing is dead, but wretchednefs and pain;
Nothing is dead, but what incumber’d, gall’d,
Block’d up the pafs, and barr’d from real life.
Where dwells that wifli moil: ardent of the wife?
Too dark the fun to fee it; higheft ftars
Too low to reach it; death, great death alone,
O’er ftars and fun, triumphant, lands us there.
Nor dreadful our tranfition; tho’ the mind,
An artift at creating felf-alarms,
Rich in expedients for inquietude,
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take

NIGHT TI?E SIXTH.

Death's portrait true? the tyrant never fat.©
Our (ketch aft random ftrokes, conjc&ure al|;
Clofe fliuts the grave, nor tells one Angle talc.
Death, and his image fifing in the brain,
Bear faint refemblan.ee; never are alike;
fear lhakes the pencil; fancy lovegexcefs,
Dark ignorance is lavifli of her lhades;
And thefe the formidable pidlure draw.
But grant the worft; !tis paft: new profpedis rife;
And drop a veil eternal o’er her tomb,
bar other vjewg our contemplation claim.
Views that o’erpay the rigours of our life;
Views that fufpend our agonies in death.
Wrapt in the thought of immortality,
Wrapt in the Angle, the triumphant thought!
Long life might lapfe, age unperceiv’d come on;
And And the foul unfated with her theme.
Its nature, proof, importance, Are my fong.
O that my fong could emulate my foul!
Like her, immortal. No!—the foul difdains
A mark fo mean ; far nobler hope inflames;
If endlef? ages can outweigh an hour,
Let not the laurel, but the palm, infpire.
Lhy nature. Immortality! who knows?
And yet who knows it not? it is blit life
ty ftronger thread of brighter colour fpun,
And fpun for ever; dipt by cruel fate
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle here!
How fliort our correfpondence with the fun!
And while it lafts, inglorious! Our beft deeds,
How wanting in their weight! our higheft joy$
^mail cgrdials to fupport us in our pqin,
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And give us ftrength to fuffer. But how great
To mingle int’refts, converfe, amities,
With all the fens of reafon, fcatter’d wide
Through habitable fpace, where-ever born,
Howe er endow’d! to live free citizens
Of univerfal nature! to lay hold
By more than feeble faith on the Supreme!
To call heav’n’s rich unfathomable mines
(Mines, which fupport archangels in their Rate)
Our own! to rife in fcience, as in blifsj
Initiate in the fecrets of the Ikies!
To read creation; read its mighty plan
In the bare bofom of the Deity!
The plan, and execution, to collate!
To fee, before each glance of piercing thought,
All cloud all fliadow, blown remote; and leave
No myftery—but that of love divine,
Which lifts us on the feraph’s flaming wing,
Brom earth’s Aceldama, this field of blood,
Of inward anguiih, and of outward ill,
From darknefs, and from dull, to fuch a fcene!
Love’s element! true joy’s illuftrious home!
From earth’s fad contraft (now deplor’d) more fair!
What exquifite viciffitude of fate!
Bleft abfolution of our blackeft hour!
Lorenzo, thefe are thoughts that make man man,
The wife illumine, aggrandize the great.
How great, (while yet we tread the kindred clod,
And ev’ry moment fear to fink beneath
The clod we tread; foon trodden by our fons)
How great, in the wild whirl of time’s purfuits,
To ftop, and paufe, involv’d in high prefage,
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Through the long vifto of a thoufand years,
To ftand contemplating our diftant felves,
As in a magnifying mirror feen,
Enlarg’d, ennobled, elevate, divine!
-fo prophefy our own futurities!
To gaze in thought on what all thought ttanfeends!
I o talk, with fellow-candidates, of joys
As far beyond conception, as defert,
Lurfelves th’ aftoniih’d talkers, and the tale!
Lorenzo, fwells thy bofom at the thought ?
I'he fwell becomes thee: ’tis an honeft pride.
Revere thyfelf;—and yet thyfelf defpifu.
His nature no man can o’er-rate; and none
Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed,
Nor there be modeft, where thou ihouldft be proud;
That almoft univerfal error ihun.
Hôw juft our pride, when we behold thofe heights!
Not thofe ambition paints in air, but thofe
Reafon points out, and ardent virtue gains;
And angels emulate; our pride how juft!
k.hen mount we? when the ihackles caft? when qu'
1 his cell of the creation ? this fmall neft,
'jtuck in a corner of the univerfe,
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-fpun air?
Hne fpuu to fenie; but grofs and feculent
'I o fouls celeftial ; fouls ordain’d to breath
Anibrofial gales, and drink a purer iky;
Creatly triumphant on time’s farther fiiore
*
here virtue reigns, enrich’d with full arrears;
bile pomp imperial begs an alms of peace.
Ta empire high, or in proud fcience deep,
1 - oorn of earth! on what can you confer,
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With half the dignity, with half the gain,
The guft, the glow of rational delight,
As on this theme, which angels praife and ihare?
Man’s fates and favours are a theme in heav’n.
What wretched repetition cloys us here!
What periodic potions for the fick!
Diftemper’d bodies! and diftemper’d minds!
In an eternity, what fcenes ihall ftrike!
Adventures thicken! novelties furprife!
What webs of wonder ihall unravel, there!
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven,
And light th’Almighty’s footfteps in the deep!
How ihall the bleffed day of our difcharge
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate,
And ftraiteriits inextricable maze!
If inextinguiihable thirft in man
To know; how rich, how full, our banquet there!
There, not the moral world alone unfolds;
The world material, lately feen in fhades,
And, in thofe fiiades, by fragments only feen,
And feen thofe fragments by the lab’ring eye,
Unbroken, then, illuftrious, and entire,
Its ample fphere, its univerfal frame,
In full dimenfions, fwells to the furvey;
And enters, at one glance, the ravifh’d fight.
From fome fuperior point (where, who can tell?
Suffice it,’tis a point where godsrefide)
How ihall the ftranger man’s illumin’d eye,
In the vaft ocean of unbounded fpace,
Behold an infinite of floating worlds
Divide the cryftal wave of ether pure,
In endlefs voyage, without port? The leali
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Of thefe diffeminated orbs, how great!
Great as they are, what numbers thefe furpais,
Huge, as leyiathan, to that fmall race,
Thofe twinkling multitudes of little life,
He fwallows unperceiv’d! Stupendous thefe!
Yet what are thefe ftupendous to the whole?
As particles, as atoms ill-perce.iv’d;
As circulating globules in our veins;
So vaft the plan: fecundity divine!
Jixub’rant fpurtel perhaps, I wrong thee ftiLL
If admiration is a fource of joy,
What trap.fport hence! yet the leaft in heaven.
What this to that illuftrious robe He wears,
Who toft this mafs of wonders from his hand,
A fpecimen, an earned, of his power ?
’Tis, to that glory, whence all glory flows,'
As the mead’s meaneft flow’ret to the fun,
Which gave it birth. But what, this fun of heav’n?
1'his blifs fuprenie of the fupremely bleft ?
Death, only death, the qpeftion can refolve.
By death, cheap-bought the ideas of our joy;
1 he bare ideas! folid happinefs
So diftant from its ihadovy> chas’d below.
^r.d chafe we ftill the phantom through the fire,
G’er bog, and bralce, and precipice, till death?
And toil we ftill for fublunary pay?
Defy the dangers of the field and flood,
Dr, fpider-like, fpin cut our precious all,
Our more than vitals fpin (if no regard
’I'o great futuiity) in curious webs
01 fubtle thought, and exquifite defign;
(bine net-work of the brain!) to catch a flyI
i 6
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The momentary buz of Vain renown!
A name! a mortal immortality!
Or (meaner ftill!) infteadof grafping air,
For fordid lucre plunge we in the mire?
Drudge, fweat, through ev’ry fhame, for ev’ry gain,
For vile contaminating traih; throw up
Our hope in heav’n, our dignity with man?
And deify the dirt, matur’d to gold?
Ambition, avarice; the two daemons thefe,
Which goad through ev’ry Hough our human herd,
Hard-travell’d from the cradle to the grave.
J low low the wretches ftoop! .how Reep they climb!
Thefe daemons burn mankind; but moil poffcfs
Lorenzo’s bofom, and turn out the ikies.
Is it in time to hide eternity?
And why not in an atom on the fhore,
To cover ocean? or a mote, the fun?
Glory and wealth! have they this blinding power?
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind?
Would it furprize thee? Be thou then furpriz’d;
Thou neither know’ft: their nature learn from me.
Mark well, as foreign as thefe fubiedts feem,
What clofe connexion ties them to my theme.
Firft, what is true ambition ? The purfuit
Of glory, nothing iefs than man can ihare.
W ere they as vain, as gaudy-minded man,
As flatulent with fumes of felf-applaufe,
their arts and conquefls animals mightboaft,
And claim their laurel crowns as well as we;
But not celeftial. Here we Hand alone;
As in our form, di Hindi, pre-eminent
If prone in thought, our ftature is our fliame;
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And man fhould blufh, his forehead meets the ikies.
The vifible and prefent are for brutes,
A (lender portion! and a narrow bound!
Thefe reafon, with an energy divine,
O’erleaps; and claims the future and unfeen;
The vail unfeen! the future fathomlefs!
When the great foul buoys up to this high point,
Leaving grofs nature’s fediments below,
Then, and then only, Adam’s offspring quits
’fhe fage and hero of the fields and woods,
Alberts his rank, and rifes into man.
This is ambition, this is human fire.
Can parts or place (two bold pretenders!) make
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng?
Genius and art, ambition’s boafted wings,
Our boaft but ill defer ve. A feeble aid!
Dedalian engin’ry! if thefe alone
Affifi our flight, fame’s flight is glory’s fall.
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne’er fo high,
Our height is but the gibbet of our name.
A celebrated wretch when 1 behold,
When I behold a genius bright, and bafe,
Of tow’rlng talents, and terreflrial aims;
Methinks I fee, as thrown from her highfphere,
1 he glorious fragments of a foul immortal,
With rubbifh mix’d, and glitt’ring in the dull.
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy fight,
At once compaflion foft, and envy, rife ——But wherefore envy? talents angels-bright,
If wanting worth, are fhining inftruments
In falfe ambition’s hand, to finilh faults
Illuftrious, and give infamy renown.

THE comprint.
Great id is an atchievement of great pow’rs.
Rla;n fenfe but rarely leads us far aftray.
Reafon the mean's, affeAions chufe our end;
Means have no merit, if our ends amifs.
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain; 9
Wirat is a Pelham’s head, to Pelham’s heart ?
Hearts are proprietors of all applaufe.
Right ends, and means, make wifdom: worldly wife
1$ but half-witted, at its higheft praife.
Let genius then defpuir to make thee great:
' Nor flatter ftation: vyhat is flat ion high?
’ Tis a proud mendicant; it b.oafts, and begs,
It begs an alms of homage from the throng,
And oft the throng denies its charity.
Monarchy and miniilers, are aweful names;
Whoever wears them, challenge our devoir.
Religion, public order, both exaft
External homage, and a fupple knee,
To beings pompqufly fet up, to: ferve
1 he meapeft flave; all more is merit’s due,
Her facred and inviolable right;
Nor ever paid the monarch, hut the man.
Our hearts ne’er bow but to fuperior worthNor ever fail of their allegiance there.
Pools, indeed, drop the man in their account.
And vote the mantle into, majcfty.
Let the fmall lavage bo.aft his fllver fur;
His royal ro.be unboprow’d, and unbought,
His own, deff ending fairly from hrs fires, '
Shall man be proud to wear his.livery, '
And fouls in errnin fcorna foul without?
Can place or leflen us, or aggyapjfiizq.?
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Pygmies are, Pygmies ftill, thought perch d cm Alps;
And pyramids are pyramids in vales.
Each man m.akest fiis own ftaturc, builds himfelf;
Virtue alone out-builds the pyramids;
Her monuments ihall laft, when Egypt’s fall
Of thefe fare tru.ths doft thou demand the cau.fe ?
The caufe is lodg’d in immortality.
Hear, and affent. Thy bofom burns for pow’r ;t
Wfiat ftation charms thee ? I’ll in.ftall thee ther.e;
’Tis'thine. And art thou greater than before?
Tben thou before waft fo.mething Jefs than man.
Has thy pew poft betray’d thee into pride ?
I hat treach’rous pride betrays thy dignity;
Tint pride defames humanity, and. calls.
1 he being mean, which fluffs or firings can raife.
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darknefs foar^
Homblindnefsbcftd, and tow’ring to the flcies.
Tis. born of ignorance, which knows not nwRy
An angel’s fécond; por his fecpnd, long,
A Nero quitting his, imperial throne,
And courting glory from tfte tinkling firing,
Buf faintly fhadpws. an immortal foul,
With empire’s felf, to pride, or rapture fir.d.
If nobler motives minifter- no cure,
1A n vanity forbids, thee to be vain.
High worth is elevated place.: ’tfi more;
It makes the po.ft fiand candidate for thee;
Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeft man;
1 hough no exchequer it commands, ’tis wealth;
And though it wçars no r.ih.hand, ’tis renown ;
Repown, that would not quit thee, though difgrac ft*
Nor leaye thee pendent on a mafier’s fmile.
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Other ambition nature interdicts;
Natui e proclaims it moil abfurd in man,
By pointing at his origin, and end ;
Milk, and a fwathe, at firft, his whole demand;
His whole domain, at laft, a turf or done;
To whom, between, a world may feem too fmall.
Souls truly great dart forward on the wing
Of juft ambition, to the grand refult,
I he curtain «fall; there, fee the bulkin’d chief
Unihod behind this momentary fcene;
Reduc d to his own ftatute, low or high,
As vice, or virtue, finks him, or fublimes;
And laugh at this fantaftic mummery,
I his antic prelude of grotefque events,
Where dwarfs are often ftilted, and betray
A littlenefs of foul by worlds o’er-run,'
’
And nations laid in blood. Dread facrifice
To Chriftian pride! which had with horror ihockt
The darkeft Pagans, offer’d to their gods.
O thou moft Chriftian enemy to peace!
Again in arms? again provoking fate?
I hat prince, and that alone, is truly great,
Who draws the fword reludant, gladly fheaths;
On empire builds what empire far outweighs,
And makes his throne a fcaffold to the ikies.
Why this fo rare? becaufe forgot of all
The day of death; that venerable day,
Which fits as judge; that day, which lhall pronounce
On all our days, abfolve them, or condemn.
Lorenzo, never fhut thy thought againft it
Be levees ne er fo full, afford it room,
And gwe it audience in the cabinet-
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That friend confulted, flatteries apart,
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean.
To doat on aught may leave us, or be left,
. Is that ambition? then let flames defeend,
Point to the centre t'heir inverted fpires,
And learn humiliation from a foul,
Which boafts her lineage from celeftial fire.
Yet thefe are they, the world pronounces wife;
The world, which cancels nature’s right and wrong,
And calls new wil'dom: ev’11 the grave man lends
His folemn face, to countenance the coin.
Wifdom for parts is madnefs for the whole.
This ftamps the paradox, and gives us leave
To call the wifeft weak, the richeft poor,
The moft ambitious, unambitious, mean;
In triumph, mean; and abjedl, on a throne.
Nothing can make it lefs than mad in man,
To put forth all his ardour, all his art,
And give his foul her full unbounded flight,
Put reaching him, who gave her wings to fly.
When blind ambition quite miftakesher road,
And downward pores, for that which fhines above,
Subftantial happinefs, and true renown;
1 hen, like an idiot gazing on the brook.,
W e leap at liars, and fallen in the mud;
. At glory grafp, and fink in infamy.
Ambition! pow’rfu! l'ource of good and ill!
I by ftrength in man, like length of wing in birds,
When difengag’d from earth, with greater eafe,
And fwifter flight, tranfports us to the Ikies;
Py toys entangled, or in guilt bemir’d,
It turns a curie; it is our chain, and fcourge,
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In this dark dungeon, where confin’d we lye,
Clofe-grated by the fordid bars of fenfe; '
All profppdf of eternity ihut out;
And, but for execution, ne'er fet free.
_ V/ith error in ambition juftly charg d,
Find we Lorenzo wifer in his wealth?
"What if thy rental I reform? and draw
An inventory new to fet thee right?
Where, thy true treafure? Gold fays, ‘ not in me;
And, ‘ not in me,’ the di’mond. Gqld is poor;
India’s infqlvent: feefe it in thyfelf,
Seek in thy naked felf, and find it there;
In being fo defeended, form’d, endow’d;
Sky-born, iky-guided, iky-returning race!
Ere$, immortal, rational, divine!
In fenfes, which inherit earth, and heav’ns;
Enjoy the various riches nature yields;
Far nobler; give the riches they enjoy;
Give tafte to fruits, and harmony to groves;
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold’? bright fire:
Take in, at once, the landfcape of the world,
At a fmall inlet, which a grain might clofe,
And half create the wondrous world they fee.
Our fenfes, as our reafon, are divine.
But for the magic organ’s pow’rful charm,
Earth were a rude, unepiour’d chaos ftill.
Objefls are but th’ occafion; ours th’ exploit;
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint,
Which nature’s admirable picture draws;
And beautifies creation’s ample dome.
Like Milton’s Eve, when gazing on the lake,
Man makes the matchiefs image, man admires,
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Say then, fhall man, his thoughts all fent abroad,
Superior wonders in himfelf forgot,
His admiration wafte on objects ro.pnd.
When heav’n makes him the fo.ul of all he fees?
Abfurd! not rare! fo. great, fo mean, is man.
What wealth in fenfes fuch as thefe! what wealth
In fancy, fir’d to form, a fairer feene
Than fenfe furveys! in inem’ry’s firm, record,
Which, ftould it periih, could this world recall
From the dark fiiadovvs of o’erwhelnyng years!
Tt colours, freih, originally bright
Preferves. its portrait, and report its fate!
Wliat wealth in, intellect, that fov’reign pow’r!
Which fenfe, and fancy, fummona to, the bar^
Interrogates, approves, or. reprehends;
And from the mafs thofe underlings import,
?ro,ip their materials fitted, and refin’d,
And, in truth’s balance, accurately weigh’d,
Forms art, and fcience, government, and law;
The (olid bafis., and the beauteous frame.
The vitals, and the grace of civil life!
And manners (fad exception!), fet afide,
Strikes out, with mafter-hand, a copy fair
9f his. idea, wh ofe indulgent thought,
Tpng, long, ere chaos teem’d, pl aim’d human blifs.
Wfiat yyealth in fouls that foar, dive, range around^
i^ifdaining lipiit, or from place, or time;
And hear at once, in thought extenfive, hear
Fhe almighty fiat, and. the trumpet’s found!
Told, on creation’s outfide walk, and view
What was, a.nd is, and more than e’er fhall be;
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought,

xS6
The complaint.
Creation’s new in fancy’s field to rife!
^uls, that can grafp whate’er th’AImighty made,
And wander wild thro’ things impoffiblc!
V hat wealth, in faculties of endlefs growth,
« quenchlefs paflions violent to crave,
In liberty to chufe, in jow’r to reach,
And in duration (hew thy riches rife!)
Duration to perpetuate—boundlefs blifs!
Aik you, what pow’r refides in feeble man
I hat bhfs to gain? Is virtue’s, then, unknown?
Virtue, our prefent peace, our future prize.
Alan’s -unprecarious, natural eftate,
Improveable at will, in virtue lies;
Its tenure fore; its income is divinei
Hgh-built abundance,. heap on hwl for wIut,
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more;
hen, make a richer fcramble for the throng?
Soon as this feeble pulfe, which leaps fo long ’
Almoii by miracle, is tir’d with play,
Dike rubbiih from difploding engines thrown,
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly;
Hy diverfc; fly to foreigners, to foes;
New mailers court, and call the former fool
(How juftly!) for dependence on their flay
Wide fester, firfl, our playthings; then, our dufl.
Doit court abundance for the fake of peace ?
Dearn, and lament thy felf-defcated fcheme;
Riches enable to be richer ftill;
And, richer ftill, what mortal can refill?
I hus wealth (a cruel talk-mailer!) injoins
New toils, fucceeding toils, an endlefs train!
And murders peace, which taught it firft to ihine.
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i he poor are half as wretched, as the rich;
hofe proud and painful privilege it is,
At once, to bear a double load;of woe;
1 o feel the flings of envy, and of want,
Outrageous want! both Indies cannot cure«
A competence is vital to content.
Much wealth is corpulence, if not difeafe;
Sick, or incumber’d, is our happinefs.
A competence is all we can enjoy. »
0 be content, where heav’n can give no morcb
More, like a fl.dh of water from, a lock,
Quickens our fpirit’s movements for an hour;
But foon its force is (pent, nor- rife our joys
Above our native temper’s common ftream.
Hence disappointment lurks in ev’ry prize,
As. bees in flow’rs; and flings.us with foccefs.
Hie rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns;
Nor knows the wife are privy to the lie.
Much learning fllews how little mortals know; «
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy: •
At beft, it babies us with endlefs toys,
And keeps us children till we drop to duft.
As monkeys at a mirror Hand amaz’d,
I hey fail to find, what they fo plainly fee:
’Thus men, in Alining riches, fee the face
flf happinefs, nor know it is a ihade;.
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again;,
And wifh, and wonder it isabfent ftill.
How few can refeue opulence from want!
Mrho lives to nature, rarely can be poor; t>
ho lives to fancy, never can be rich. •
Boer is the man in debt; the man of gold3
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in debt to fortune, trembles at her pow’rJ
The man of reafon fmiles at her, and deathl
° what a patrimony this ! a befog
Of fuch inherent ftrength and majefty,
Not worlds pofoeft can faife it; worlds deftroy’d
Can’t injure; which holds bn its glorious courte,
V hen thine, Onature! ends; too bleft tonwufri
Creation’s obtequièà; What treafure, this?
The monarch is a beggar to the foam
Immortal! ages part, yet nothing gone?
Morn without eve! a rate without a goal!
Unlliorten’d by progréffibn infinite!
futurity for ever future! life
Beginning ftill, where computation ends!
T is the defcriptioh of a Deity !
’Tià the defcriptioh of the meaneft Have:
The meaneft Have dares then Lorenzo from?
The meaneft Have thy fov’reign glory iharëé/
Proud youth! faftidious of the lower world!
Mail’s lawful pride includes hufoility;
Stoops to the lowed; is too great to find
Inferiors; all immortal! brothers all!
Proprietors eternal of thy love.
Immortal! what cah ftrike the We fofttongAs this the foul? It thunders to the thought;
Reafon afoazeS; gratitude b’etwhelms; *
No more we ilümber on thé brink of fate;
Rous’d at the found; th’ exulting foul abends,
And breathes her native air; ah air that feeds
Ambitions high, and fans etherial fires;
Quick-kmdles all that is divine within us;
Nor leaves one loit’ffog thought beneath the ftafe
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Has not Lorenzo’s b'ofom caught the flame
Immortal! were but oile immortal, how
Would others envy! how would thrones adore!
Becaufe ’th common; is the blefiing loft
How this ties up the bounteous hind of Heav’ri!
vain, vain; vain! all elfe! eternity!
A glori'ous, and a needful refbge, that,
From vile imprifonment, in abjeift views.
Fis immortality, ’tis that alone,
’Amid life’s pains, abatements, emptinefs,
The foul can comfort, elevate, and fill.
That only, and that amply, this performs;
Lifts us above life’s pahis, her joys above;
Their terror thofe; ahd thefe their luftre lofc;
Eternity depending covers all;
Eternity depending all atchieves;
Sets earth at diftante; calls her into ihades;
Blends her diftindlion; abrogates her pow’rs;
I he low, the lofty, joyous, and fevere,
Fortune’s dread frowns, and fafeinating fmiles;
Make one prOmifcuous and neglected heap,
I he nlan beileath; if I may call him man,
Rrhom immortality’s full force infpires.
Nothingferreftrial touches his high thoilght;
Suhs ihine tmfeen, and thunders roll unheard;
By minds quite confcibus of their high defeerit;
Their prefent province; and their future prize;
divinely darting upward ev’ry wifli,
Watm On the wing, in glorious, abfence loft.
Doiibt you fids truth? why labours your belief?
If earth’s whole orb, by fome due-diilanc’d eye
ere fecn at once, her tow’ring Alps would fink?
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And level’d Atlas leave an even fphere.
I bus earth, and all that earthly minds admire^
Is fwallow’d in eternity’s vaft round.
'I o that flupendous view, when fouls awake,
So large of late, fo mountainous to man,
Time’s toys fubfide; and equal all Below.
Enthufiaftic, this? then all are weak,
But rank enthufiafts. To this godlike height
Some fouls have foar’d; or martyrs ne’er had bled;
And all may do, what has by man been done.
V. ho, beaten by thefe fublunary florins,
Boundlefs, interminable joys can weigh,
Unraptur’d, unexalted, uninflam’d?
VI hdt Have unbleft, who from to-morrow’s dawn
Expc&s an empire? he forgets his chain,
And, thron’d in thought, hisabfent fceptre waves.
And what a fceptre waits us! what a throneb
Her own immenfe appointments to compute,
Or comprehend her high prerogatives,
In this her dark minority, how toils,
How vainly pants, the human foul divine!
I oo great the bounty feems for earthly joy:
What heart but trembles at fo ftrange a blifs?
In fpite 0i ail the truths the mufe has fung,
h^e er to be priz’d enough! enough revolv’d !
Are there who wrap the world fo clofe about them,
'
They fee no farther than the. clouds; and dance
On heedlefs vanity’s phantailic toe,
j 11, humbling at a flraw, in their career,
Headlong they, plunge, where end both dance andfong?
Are there, Lorenzo? is it poffible?Are there on earth (let me not call them men)
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Who lodge a foul immortal in their breafts;
Unconfcious as the mountain of its ore;
Or rock, of its ineftimable gem?
When rocks ihall melt, and mountains vamih, thefe
Shall know their treafure; treafure, then, no more.
Are there (ftill more amazing!) who refill
The rifing thought ? who Another, in its birth,
The glorious truth? who ftruggle to be brutes?
Who thro’ this bofom-barrier buril their way ?
And, with reveril ambition, drive to fink:
Who labour downwards thro’ th’ oppofing powers
Of inftindt, reafon, and the world againft them,
To difmal hopes, and ihclter in the fhock
Of endlefsnight? night darker than the grave s?
Who fight the proofs of immortality ?
With horrid zeal, and execrable arts,
Work all their engines, level their black fires,
To blot from man this attribute divine,
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wife) ,
Blafphemers, and rank atheifts to themfelves?
To contradidl them, fee all nature rife!
What objedl, what event, the moon bencatn.
But argues, or endears, an after-feene.
To reafon proves, or weds it to defire?
All things proclaim it needful; forne advance
One precious ftep beyond, and prove it fore.
A thoufand arguments fwarm round my pen,
From heav’n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few,
ni&th tux

By nature, as her common habit, worn;
So preffing providence a truth to teach,
Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain.
■ Thou! whofe all-providential eye furveys,
VOL. I.
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Whofe hand direfts, whofe fpirit fills and warms
Creation, and holds empire far beyond!
Eternity’s inhabitant auguft!
Of two eternities amazing Lord!
Onepaft, ere man s, or angel’s, had begun;
Aid! while I refcue from the foe’s affault,
Thy glorious immortxftity in man:
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight,
Of moment infinite! but relifh’d moft
By thofe who love thee moft, who moft adore.
Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth
Of thee the great immutable, to man
Speaks wifdom; is his oracle fupreme;
And he who moft confults her, is moft wife.
Lorenzo, to this heav’nly Delphos hafte;
And come back all-immortal; all divine:
Look nature through, ’tis revolution all;
All change, no death. Day follows night; and night
The dying day; ftars rife, and fet, and rife;
Earth takes th’ example. See, the fummer gay,
With her green chaplet, and ambrofial flowers,
Droops into pallid autumn: winter grey,
Horrid with froft, and turbulent with ftorm,
Blows autumn, and his golden fruits, away:
*1 hen melts into the fpring: foft fpring, with breath
Favonian, from warm chambers of the fouth,
Recalls the firft. All, to re-flouriih, fades.
As in a wheel, all finks to re-afcend.
Emblems of man, who pafles, not expires.
With this minute diftintftion, emblems juft,
Nature revolves, but man advances; both
Eternal, that a circle, this a line.
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That gravitates, this foars. Tn’ afpiring foul
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, afeends;
Zeal, and humility, her wings to heav’n.
The world of matter, with its various forms,
All dies into new life. Life born from death
Rolls the vaft mafs, and ihall for ever roll,
No Angle atom, once in being, loft,
R ith change of counfel charges the Moft Higi'i.
What hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be?
Matter immortal? and ihall fpirit die? e
Above the nobler, ihall lefs noble rife? 9
Shall man alone, for whom all elfe revives, No refurrefiion know? ihall man alone, •
Imperial man! be fown in barren ground, «
■Lefs privileg’d than grain, on which he feeds? »
Is man, in whom alone is pow’r to prize
I he blifs of being, or with previous pain
Eeplore its period, by the fpleen of fate,
Severely doom’d death’s Angle unredeem’d?
If nature’s revolution fpeaks aloud,
In her gradation, hear her louder Rill.
Look nature thro’, ’tis neat gradation all?
Ly what minute degrees her fcale afeends?
Each middle nature join’d at each extremé,
io that above it join’d, to that beneath.
Parts, into parts reciprocally (hot,
■4bhor divorce: what love of union reigns!
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life;
Half-life, half-death, join there; here, life and fehfé;
I here, fenfe from reafon fteals a glimm’ring rayj
Reafon ihines out in man. But'how preferv’d
i be chain unbroken upward, to the realms
K 2
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Of incorporeal life? thofe realms of blifs,
V here death has no dominion? Grant a make
Half-mortal, half-immortal; earthy, part;
And part ethereal; grant the foul of man
Eternal; or in man theferies ends.
Wide yawns the gap; connexion is no more;.
Checkt reafon halts; her next ftep wants fupport;
btnvmg to climb, ihe tumbles from herfcheme;
A fcheme, analogy pronounc’d fo true;
Analogy, man’s fureft guide below.
, 1 bus far, all nature calls on thy belief.
And will Lorenzo, carelefs of the call,
Ealfe atteftation on all nature charge,
Rather than violate his league with death?
Renounce his reafon, rather than renounce
The dull belov’d, and run the rife of heavn?
O what indignity to deatlilefs fouls!
What treafon to the -majefty of man!
Of man immortal ! hear the lofty ftyle:
‘ If fo decreed, th’Almighty Will be done.
‘ Let earth diiTolve, yon ponderous orbs defcend,
‘ And grind us into duft; the foul is fafe; •
‘ 1 he man emerges; mounts above the wreck,
‘ As towking flame from nature’s fun’ral pyre;
° er devailaLon, as a gainer, fmiles;
‘ His charter, his inviolable rights,
‘ Well-pleas'd to learn from thunder’s impotence,
Leath’s pointlefs darts, and hell’s defeated florins.’
Butthefe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo!
he glories of the world, thy fev’nfold feield.
Other ambition than of crowns in air,
And fuperlunary felicities,
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Thy Worn warm. I’ll cool it, if I can;
And turn thofe glories that inchant, again ft thee.
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next.
If wife, the caufe that wounds thee is thy cure.
Come, my ambitious! let us mount together!
(To mount Lorenzo never can refufe;)
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell,
Look down on earth.—What feeft thou? Wond’rous things!
Terreftrial wonders, that eclipfe the ikies.
What lengths of labour’d lands! what loaded feas!
Loaded by man, for pleafure, wealth, or war!
Seas, winds, and planets, into fervice brought,
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends.
^Gr can th’ eternal rocks his will withftand;
^Tat levell’d mountains! and what lifted vales!
®er vales and mountains fumptuous cities fwell,
And gild our landfcape with their glitt’ring fpires.
^0Itle mid the wond’ring waves majeftic rife;
nd Neptune holds a mirror to their charms.
Far

r greater ftill! (what cannot mortal might?)
f ee> wide dominions ravifh’d from the deep!
J* he narrow’d deep with indignation foams.
fouthward turn; to delicate, and grand,
e finer arts there ripen in the fun.
°w the tall temples, as to meet their gods,
ALend the ikies! the proud triumphal arch
ews Us half-heav’n beneath its ample bend.
'g1 thro’ mid air, here, flreams are taught to flow;
hole rivers, there, laid by in bafons, fleep.

»PjCre’ pHins turn oceans; there, vaft oceans join
lr° kingdoms channel? d deep from ihore to fhore;
chang’d creation takes its face from man.
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Beats thy brave breaft for formidable fcenes,
Wlnre fame and empire wait upon the fword?
See fields in blood; hear naval thunders rife;
Britannia’s voice! that awes the world to peace.
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks
The mid-fea. furious waves! their roar amidft,
Out-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, ‘ O main!
‘ Thus far, nor farther; new reftraints obey.’
Earth’s difembowel’d! meafur’d are the ikies!
Stars are deteded in their deep recefs! ■
Creation widens! vanquiih’d nature yields!
Her fecrets are extorted! aft prevails;
What monument of genius, fpirit, power!
And now', Lorenzo! raptur’d at this fcer.ce,
Whofe glories render heaven fuperfluous! fay,
'Whofe footfteps thefe?—Immortals have been here.
Could lefs than fouls immprtal this have done?
Earth’s cover’d o’er.with proofs of fouls immortal,
And proofs of immortality forgot.
To flatter thy grand foible, I confefs,
Thefe are ambition’s works: and thefe are great:
But this, the leak immortal fouls can do;
'Iranfcend them all—But what can thefe tranfcend?
Doft aik me, what ?—One figh for the diftr^g.
What then for infidels? A deeper figh.
*Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man:
How little they, who think aught great below?
All our ambitions death defeats, bijt one;
And that it crowns.—Here ceafe we: but, ere long,
More pow’rful proof (hall take the field againft the?,
¡Stronger than death, and foiling at the tomb.
END pF fUE FIRST VOEVME.
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PREFACE.

A S we are at war with the power, it were well if we

were at war with the manners of France. A land of
levity, -is a land of guilt. A ferious mind is the native
foil of every virtue; and the Angle character that does
true honour to mankind. The foul’s immortality has
been the favourite theme with the ferious of all ages.
Nor is it ftrange; it is a fubjedt by far the moil intereft¡ng, and important, that can enter the mind of man. Of
bigheft moment this fubjedl always was, and always will
be. Yet this its higheft moment feeing to admit of increafe,
at this day; a fort of occafional importance is fuperadded
t0 the natural weight of it; if that opinion which is ad->
vanced in the preface to the preceding night, be juft. Zt
is there fqppofed, that all our infidels, whatever fcheme,
for argument’s fake, and to keep themfelves in counte
nance, they patronize, are betray’d into their deplorable
error, by fpme doubt of their immortality, at the bottom.
And tlie mpre I coniider this point, the more I am perloaded of the truth of that opinion. Tho’ the diftruft of a
futurity is a ftrange erroy; yet is it an error into which
1
men may naturally be diftreffed. For itisimpoflible
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to bid defiance to ntial ruin, without fome refuge in imagination, fome prefumption of efcape. And what pre
fumption is there? There are but two in nature; but
two, within the compafs of human thought. And thefe
are,—That either God will not, or can not punifh. Confidering the divine attributes, the firft is too grofs to be
digefted by our ftrongeft wiihes. And fince omnipotence
is as much a divine attribute as holinefs, that God cannot
punifh, is as abfurd a fuppofition, as the former. Gon
certainly can punifh, as long as wicked men exitt. In
non-exiftence, therefore, is their only refuge; and, confequently, non-exiftence is their ftrongeft wifli. And ftrong
wiihes have a flrange influence on our opinions; they bias
the judgment, in a manner, almoft incredible. And fince
on this member of their alternative, there are fome very
finall appearances in their favour, and none at all on the
other, they catch at this reed, they lay hold on this chi
mera, to fave themfclves from the fhock, and horror, of
an immediate, and abfolute defpair.

On reviewing my fubjefl, by the light which this
argument, and others of like tendency, threw upon it, I
was more inclin d than ever to purlue it, as it appear’d
to me to ftrike direflly at the main root of all our infide
lity. In the following pages, it is, accordingly, purfued at
large; and fome arguments for immortality, new (at leaft
to me,) are ventured on in them. There alfo the writer
has made an attempt to fet the grofs abfurdities and
horrors of annihilation in a fuller and more afleAing
view, than is (I think) to be met with elfewhere.
The gentlemen, for whofe fake this attempt was chiefly

PREFACE.
7
made, profefs great admiration for the wifdom of heathen
antiquity: what pity ’tis they are not fuicere! if they were
fincere, how would it mortify them to confider, with
what contempt, and abhorrence, their notions would have
been received, by thofe whom they fo much admire?
what degree of contempt, and abhorrence, would fall to
their fhare, may be conjeAured by the following manner
of faA (in my opinion) extremely memorable. Of all
their heathen worthies, Socrates (’tis well known) was
the moft guarded, difpaflionate, and compofed; yet this
great matter of temper was angry; and angry at his laft
hour; and angry with his friend; and angry for what
deferved acknowledgment, angry, for a right and tender
inftance of true friendfhip towards him. Is not this furprifing? what could be the caufe? The caufe was for his
honour; it was a truly noble, tho’, perhaps, a too punAilious, regard for immortality: for his friend alkmg him,
■with fuch an affeAionate concern as became a friend,
’ Where he ihould depofite his remains?’ it was refented
by Socrates, as implying a diihonourable fuppofition that
he could be fo mean, as to have regard for any thing,
even in himfelf, that was not immortal.

This faA well confider’d, would make our infidels
"withdraw their admiration from Socrates; or make them,
endeavour, by their imitation of this illuftrious example,
to (hare his glory: and confequently, it would incline them
to perufe the following pages with candor and imparti
ality. which is all I defire; and that, for their fakes: for
I am perfuaded, that an unprejudiced infidel mutt, neceffarily, receive fome advantageous impreflions from them.
July yth, 1744.
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THE

COMPLAINT.
NIGHT THE SEVENTH.
•H- EAV’N gives the needful, but neglefted, call.
What day, v.’hat hour, but knocks at human hearts,
To wake the foul to fenfe of future feenes?
Deaths (land, like Mercurys, in ev’ry way;
And kindly point us to our journey’s end.
Tope, who couldftmake immortals! art thou dead?
1 give thee joy; nor will I take my leave;
So foon to follow. Man but dives in death;
Dives from the fun, in fairer day to. rife;
The grave, his fubterranean road to blifs.
Tes, infinite indulgence plann’d it fo;
Thro’ various parts our glorious ftory runs;
1 ime gives the preface, endlefs age unrolls
1 he volume (ne’er unroll’d) of human fate.
This, earth and ikies * already have proclaim’d.
1 he worlds a prophecy of worlds to come;
And who, what God foretells (who (peaks in thipgs
Still louder that in words) (hall dare deny ?
T nature’s arguments appear too weak,
Night the Sixth.
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Turn a new leaf, and ftronger read in man,
If man fleeps on, untaught by what he fees,
Can he prove infidel to what he feels?
He, wbofe blind thotlght futurity denies,
Unconfcious bears, Belleropbon ! like thee,
His own indidlment; he condemns himfelf;
Who reads his bofom, reads immortal life;
Or, nature, there, impofing on her fons,
Has written fables; man was made a lie.
Why difcontent for ever harbour’d there?
Incurable confumption of our peace!
Refolve me, why, the cottager, and king,
He whom fea-fever’d realms obey, and he
Who fteals his whole dominion from the wade,
Repelling winter blafts with mud and draw,
Difquiete'd alike, draw figh for figh,
In fate fo diftant; in complaint fo near?
Is it, that things terreftrial can’t content?,
Deep in rich pafture, will thy flocks complain ?
Not fo; but to their matter is deny’d
To (hare their fweet ferena. Man, ill at eafe,
In this, not his own place, this foreign-field,
Where nature fodders him with other food,
Than was ordain’d his cravings to fuffice,
Poor in abundance, famiih’d at a feaft,
Sighs on for famething more, when moft enjoy’d.
Is heav’n then kinder to thy flocks than thee?
Not fo; thy pafture richer, but remote;
In part, remote; for that remoter part
Man bleats from inftindl, tho’, perhaps, debauch’d
By fenfe, his reafon fleeps, nor dreams the caufe.
The caufe how obvious, when his reafon wakes.
*
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His grief is but his grandeur in difguife;
And difcontent is immortality. *
Shall fons of ether, fhall the blood of heav’n,
Set up their hopes on earth, and ftable here,
With brutal acquiefcence in the mire?
Lorenzo! no! they fhall be nobly pain’d;
’I he glorious foreigners, diftreft, fir all figh
On thrones; and thou congratulate the figh:
Man’s mifery declares him. born for blifs;0
His anxious heart afferts the truth I fing, »
And gives the fceptic in his head the lie.
Our heads, our hearts, our paffions, and our powers,
Speak the fame language; call us to the ikies:
Unripen’d thefe, in this inclement clime,
Scarce rife above conjedlure, and miftake;
And for this land of trifles thofe too ftrong
umultuous rife, and temped human life;
hat prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm?
Meet objedls for our paffions heav’n ordain’d,
Objeifts that challenge all their fire, and leave
No fault, but in dcfedl: bleft heav’n! avert
A bounded ardor for unbounded blifs;
U for a blifs Unbounded! far beneath
A foul immortal, is a mortal joy..
Nor are our pow’rs to periih immature;
■But, after feeble effort here, beneath
A brighter fun, and in a nobler foil,
ranlplanted from this fublunary bed,
^hall flourish fair, and put forth all their bloom.
Reafon progreffive, inftindl is complete; •
Swift inftindl leaps; flow reafon feebly climbs. *
brutes feon their zenith reach; their little ill •
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1'tows in at ones; in ages they no more >
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy.
Were man to live coeval with the fun, The patriarch-pupil would be learning ftill; »
Yet, dying, leave his Jetton half-unlearnt.
Men perilh in advance, as if the fun
Should fet e’er noon, in eaftern ocean drown’d;
If fit, with dim, illuftrious to compare,
The fun’s meridian, with the foul of man.
To man, why, ftepdame nature! fo fevere?
Why thrown afide thy mafter-piece half-wrought,
While meaner efforts thy Iaft hand enjoy?
Or, if abortively poor man muft die,
Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in dread?
Why curft with forefight? wife to mifery?
Why of his proud prerogative the prey ?
Why Iefs pre-eminent in rank, than pain?
His immortality alone can tell;
Full ample fund to balance all amifs,
And turn the fcalc in favour of the juft.
His immortality alone can folve $
That darkeft of enigmas, human hope; Of all the darkeft, if at death we die. ♦
Hope, eager hope, th’ affaifin of our joy,
All prefent bleflings treading under-foot,
Is fcarce a milder tyrant than defpair.
With no paft toils content, ftill planning new,
Hope turn us o’er to de'ath alone for cafe.
Pofftfiion, why, more taftelefs than purfuit; Why is a wifli far dearer than a crown? That wifn accompliflied, why, the grave of blifs
Becaufe, in the gi eat future bury’d deep»

NIGHT THE SEVENTH.

Beyond our plans of empire, and renown,
Lyes all that man with ardor ftiould puriue;
And he who made him, bent him to the right.
Man’s heart th’Almighty to the future fets,
By fecret and inviolable fprings;
And makes his hope his fublunary joy.
Man’s heart eats all things, and is hungry ftill;
‘ More, more!’ the glutton cries: for fomething Hew
So rages appetite, if man can’t mount,
He will defeend. He ftarves on th,e potted.
Hence, the world’s matter, from ambition s fpire,
In Caprea plung’d; and div’d beneath the brute.
In that rank fty why wallow’d empire’s fon
Supreme? becaufe he could no higher fly;
His riot was ambition in defpair.
Old Rome confulted birds; Lorenzo! thou
With more fuccefs, the flight of hope furvey;Of reftlefs hope, for ever on the wing.
High-perch’d o’er ev’ry thought that falcon fits,,
To fly at all that rifes in her fight;
And, never Hooping, but to mount again
Next moment, ihe betrays her aim s miftake,
And owns her quarry lodg d beyond the grave.
There fnould it fail us (it muft fail us there,
If being fails) more mournful riddles rile,
And virtue vies with hope in myftery.
Why virtue? where its praife, its being, fled?
Virtue is true felf-intereft purfu’d:
What true felf-intereft of quite-mortal man?
To clofe with all that makes him happy here.
U vice (as fometimes) is our friend on earth,
Hicn vice is virtue; ’tis our fov’reign good.
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In Gelf-applaufe is virtue’s golden prize;
No felf-apphufe attends it on thy fcheine:
Whence felf7applaufe? from confcience of the right,
And what is right, but means of happinefs?
No means of happinefs when virtue yields;
I hat bafis failing, falls the building too,
And lays in ruin ev’ry virtuous joy.
The rigid guardian of a blamelefs heart,
So long rever’d, fo long reputed wife,
Is weak; With rank knight-errantries o’er-rurt.
V hy beats thy bofom with illuftrioUs dreams
Of felf-expofure, laudable, and great?
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious death?
Die for thy country ?—thou romantic fool!
Seize, feize the plank thyfclf, and let her fink:
Thy country! what tn thee?—the Godhead; what?
(I fpcak with awe!) tho’ he fhould bid thee bleed
If, with thy blood, thy final hope is fpilt,
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow,
Be deaf; preferve thy being; difobey.
Nor is it difobediehce: know, Lorenzo!
Whate’er th’ALMioiLrv’s fubfeqUent command,
His firft command is this:—« Man, love thyfelf.’
In this alone, free-agents are not free,
fcxifteiice is the bafis, blifs the prize;
If virtue coils exiftence, ’tis a crime;
Bold violation of our law fupreme,
Black fuicide; tho’ nations, which confult
Their gain, at thy expence, refound applaufo.
Since virtue’ recompence is doubtful, here,
If man dies wholly, well may we demand,
Why is man fuffci ’d to be good in vain ?

night thé seventh.

Why to be good in vain, is man enjoin d?
Why to be good in vain, is man betray d?
Betray’d by traitors lodg’d in his ownbreaft^
By fweet complacencies from virtue felt ?
Why whifpersnature lies on virtue part?
Or if blind inftindi (which allumes the name
Of facred confcience) plays the fool in man,
W’hy reafon made accomplice in the cheat ?
Why are the wifeft loudéft in her praife?
Can man by reafen’s beam be led aftray ?
Or, at his peril, imitate his God?
Since virtue fometimes ruins us on heart,
Or both are true; or man furvives the grave.
Or man furvives the grave, or own, Lorenzo,
T hy boaft fupreme, a wild abfurdity.
Dauntlefs thy fpirit; cowards are thy fcorn.
Grant man immortal, and thy fcorn is juft.
I he man immortal, rationally brave,
Dares rufli on death—becaufe he cannot die.
But if man lofes all, when life is loft,
lie lives a coward, or a fool expires.
A daring infidel (and fuch there are,
from pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge,
Or pure heroical defedt of thought)
Of all earth’s madmen, moft deferves a chain.
When to the grave we follow the renown d
Bor valour, virtue, fcience, all we love,
And all we praife; for worth, whofe noon-tide beam.
Enabling us to think in higher ftyle,
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers;
Dream we, that luftre of the moral world
Goes out to ftench, and rottenefs the clofe?
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Why was l,e „;fe t„ knoW) aiid warm to

And ftrenuous to tranfcrlbe, in human life,
. '
Could it be, that fate,
Juh when the lineaments bepn to fhine
And dawn the Brn, fl10u|d fnatch lhe’d
V tthntght eternal blot it oot, and give
8
he fees alarm, left angels too might die?
If human fouls, why not angelic too
Bstfoguilh'd? and a Meaty Gob,
Oer ghallly rum, frowning fro)„ Wj throne,
■hall we this moment gaze on Gon in man?
I he next, foie man for ever in tile dufl 1
hrom dufl we difengage, or man miftaltes;
And there, where left his judgment fears a flaw.
V . don, and worth, how boldly he commends!
V ildom and worth, are furred names; rever'd,
Where not embrac'd; applauded! deifv'dl
V hy not companion’d too? If fpiritadie,
Loth are calamities, inflided both,
J 0 make us but more wretch'd; Wifiom's eye
Acute, for what? to fpy more miferies;

Or” „an?'1' ’'“‘"f'“'* 1' "»''-points their flings.
O man furmounts the grave, or gain is fof,,
8
And worth exa.ted humbles us the more
hou wilt ,10t patronize a fcheme that makes
V“’“efs, and vice, the refuge of mankind.
Talp ,T™!’
Bulk ,,e er fo long, fo tllis impwfea

joys dear-bmwht.

m. ue, and vice, are at eternal war.
■Ctue's a combat; and who fights for nought?
Or for precarious, or for fmall reward ?
V ho virtue's felf-rewardfo feud refound,
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Would take degrees angelic here below,
And virtue, while they compliment betiay,
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards.
l he crown, th’ unfading crown, her foul infpires:
’Tis that, and that alone, can countervail
l he body’s treach’ries, and the world s affaults:
Cn earth’s poor pay our familh d virtue dies.
Truth inconteftiblc.1 in fpite of all
A Bayle has preach’d, or a V----- e believ d.
In man the more we dive, the more we fee Heav’n’s fig not ftamping an immortal make.
Dive to the bottom of his foul, the bafe
Suftaining all; what find we? knowledge, love.
As light, and heat, cflential to the fun,
Ihefe to the foul. And why, if fouls expire?
How little lovely here? how little known?
Small knowledge we dig up with cndlefs toil;
And love unfeign'd may pur chafe perfect have.
Why ftarv’d, on earth, our angel-appetites;
While brutal are indulg’d their fulfome fill?
ere then capacities divine conferr d,
As a mock diadem, in favage fport,
Rank infult of our pompous poverty,
^Vhich reaps but pain, from iecming claims fo fair?

In future age lyes no redrefs? and [huts
Bternity the door on our complaint?.
If fo, for what ftrange ends were mortals made.
1 he worft to wallow', and the belt to weep;
I he man who merits moil, muft moil complain..
Can we conceive a difregard in heav’n,
I'Vhat the worft perpetrate, or heft endure?
fhis cannot be. To love, and know, in man
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Is boundlefs appetite, and boundlefs pow’r;
Andthefe demonftrate boundlefs objeds too.
Objefts, pow’rs, appetites, heaven fuits in all;
Nor, nature thro’, e’er violates this.fweet,
Eternal concord, on her tuneful firing.
Is man the foie exception from her laws?
Eternity ftruck off from human hope,
(I fpteak with truth, but veneration too)
Man is a monfter, the reproach of heaven,
A ftaih, a dark impenetrable, cloud
On nature s beauteous afpeeft; and deforms,
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her lord4
If fuch is man’s allotment, what is heaven.?
Or own the foul immortal, or blafpheme.
Or own the foul immortal, or invert
All order. Go, mock tnajefty! go, man!
And bow to thy fuperiors of the ftall;
Thro’ ev’ry feene of fenfe fupesior far:
They graze the turf untilFd; they drink the ftreant
Unbrew’d, and ever full, and unembitter’d
With doubts, fears, fruitlefs hopes, regrets, defpairs;
Mankind’s peculiar! reafon’s precious dower!
No foreign clime they ranfack for their robes;
Nor. brothers cite to the litigious bar;
I heir good is good entire, unmixed, unmarr’d;
They find a paradife in ev’ry field,
On boughs forbidden where no curfes hang:
'i heir ill, no more than ftrikes the fenfe; uitfretchg
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear:
When the worfi comes, it comes unfear’d; one fy-oke

pgins, and ends, their woe: they die but once;
Ult, incommunicable privilege! for which
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Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the ftar's,
Philofopher, of hero, fighs in vain.
Account for this prerogative in brutes.
No day, no glimpfe of day, to folve the knot,
Put what beams on it from eternity.
0 foie and fweet folution! that unties
f be difficult, and foftens the fevere;
1 he cloud on nature’s beauteous face difpels;
P-eftores bright order; caftsthe brute beneath;
And re-inthrones us in fupremaev
Bfjoy, cv’n here: admit immortal life,
And virtue is knight-errantry no more;
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower,
far richer in reverfion: hope exults;
And tho’ much bitter in our cUp is thrown,
Predominates, and gives the tafte of heaven.
0 wherefore is fhe Deity fo kind?
Aftonifliing beyond aftoniihtnent!
Ileav’n our reward—for heav’n enjoy’d below.
Still unfubdu’d thy flubborn heart?—For there
*Ehe traitor lurks, who doubt's the truth I ling.
Eeafon is guiltlefs; will alone rebels.
hat, in that ftubborn heart, if 1 fiiould find
New, unexpected witneffes againft thee?
Ambition, pleafure, and the love of gain!
Eanft thou fufpedt, that thefe, which make the foul
Have of earth, fiiould own her heir of heav’n?
Canft thou fufpedl what makes us diibelieve
^Ur immortality, fiiould prove it fure?
Eirft, then, ambition fummon to the bar.
Ambition's ihame, extravagance, difguft,
And inextinguiihable nature, fpeak.

az
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Each much depofes; hear them in their turn.
Thy foul, how paflionately fond of fame!
How anxious, that fond paflion to conceal!
V e blufh, detected in defigns on praife,
Tho’ for heft deeds, and from the bell of men;
And why ? becaufe immortal. Art divine
Has made the body tutor to the foul;
Heav’n kindly gives our blood a moral flow;
Bids it afcend the glowing cheek, and there
Upbraid that little heart’s inglorious aim,
Which ftoops to court a chamber from man;
V bile o er us, in tremendous judgment fit
Far more than man, with endlefs praife, and blame.
Ambition’s boundlefs appetite out-fpeaks
The verdifl of its lhame. When fouls take fire
At high prefumptions of their own defert,
One age is poor applaufe; the mighty ihout,
The thunder by the living few begun,
Late time muft echo; worlds unborn, refound.
We wiili our names eternally to live: >
ild dream. wnich nc er had haunted human thought
*»
Had not our natures been eternal too.
Inftinfl points out an int’xeft in hereafter;
But our blind reafon fees not where it lies;
Or, feeing, gives the fubftance for the ihade.
Fame is the Ihade of immortality,
And in itfelf a fhadow. Soon as caught,
Contemn’d; it ihrinks to nothing in the grafp.
Confult th’ambitious, ’tis ambition’s cure.
And is this all?’ cry’d Caesar.at his height.
Difguftcd. This third proof ambition brings
Of immortality. The firfl in fame,
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Obferveliim near, your envy will abate;
Sham’d at the difproportion vaft, between
1 he paflion, and the purchafe, he will figh
At inch fuevefs, and blufh at his renown.
And why? becaufe far richer prize invites
His heart; far more illuftrious glory calls;
1’ calls in whifpers, yet the deafeft hear.
And can ambition a fourth proof iupply ?
k can, and ftronger than the former three;
ct quite o’erlook’d by fome reputed wife,
f ho’ difappointments in ambition pain,
And tho’ fuccefs difgufts; yet ftill, Lorenzo!
In vain we ftrive to pluck it from our hearts;
hy nature planted for the nobleft ends.
Abfurd the fam’d advice to Pyrrhus giv’n,
More prais’d, than ponder’d; fpecious, but unfound»
Sooner that hero’s fword the world had quell’d.
Than reafon, his ambition. Man muft foar.
An obftinate a&ivity within,
An infuppreflive fpring, will tofs him up
In fpite of fortune’s load. Not kings alone,
hach villager has his ambition too;
Ho Sultan prouder than his fetter’d Have:
Maves build their little Babyions of ftraw,
Fcho the proud Aflyrian, in their hearts,
And cry,—“ Behold the wonders of my might!”
And why ? Becaufe immortal as their lord;
At'd fouls immortal muft forever heave
At fomething great; the glitter, or the gold;
Mie praife of mortals, or the praife of heaven.
Nor abfclutcly vain is human praife,
'A hen human isfupported by divine.

>
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I’ll introduce Lorenzo to himfelf:
Pleafure and pride (bad mailers!) fhare our hearts.
As love of pleafure is ordain’d to guard
And feed our bodies, and extend our race;
The love of praife is planted to protedl,
And propagate the glories of the mind.
U hat is it, but the love of praife, infpires,
Mature, refines, embelliihes, exalts,
Earth's happinefs? from that, the delicate,
'I'he grand, the marvellous, of civil life.
Want and convenience, under-workers, lay
*1 he bails, on which love of glory builds.
Nor is thy life, O Virtue! lefs in debt
*1 o praife, thy fecret ftimulating friend.
Were men not proud, what merit ihould we mifs!
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world.
Pi aife is the fait that feafons right to mail,
And whets his appetite for moral good.
Third of applaufe is virtue’s fecond guard;
Reafon, her firfl; but reafon wants an aid;
Our private reafon is a flatterer;
fhirft of applaufe calls public judgment ill;
I o poife our own, to keep an even fcale,
And give endanger’d virtue fairer play.
Here a fifth proof arifes, ft'ronger ftill;
Why this fo nice conftrudlion of our hearts?
T'hefe delicate moralities of fenfe;
This conftitutional referveof aid
To fuccour virtue, when our reafon foils;
If virtue, kept alive by care and toil,
And, oft, the mark of injuries on earthy
When labour’d to maturity (its bill
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Of difciplines, and pains, unpaid) muft die?
^'liy freighted rich, to daft againil a rock?
^tre man to perift when moll fit to live,
0 how mifpent were all thefe ftratagems,
®) ftill divine inwoven in our frame ?•
^liere are heav’n’s holinefs and mer.cy fled?
^a»ghs heav’n, at once, at virtue, and at man?,
y not, why chat difeourag’d, this deftroy'd?
1 bus far ambition. What fays avarice ?
f'his her chief maxim, which has long been thine:.
■‘.he wife and wealthy are the fame.’—¡-grant it.
*1 o ftore Up treapnre wjth inceffant toil,

r ais is man’s province, this his higheft praife.
f0 this great end keen inftindl flings him on.
0 guide that inflindi, reafon! is thy charge;..>.■
V» t)iine to tell us where true treafure lies:
®ut> reafon failing to difeharge her trail,
to the deaf difeharging it in vain,
blunder follows; and blind induftry,
’■’‘‘‘I! d by, the fpur, but flranger to the courfe,
(bne courfe where flakes of-more than gold are won),
’^rloading, with the cares of diftanc age,
J be jaded fpirits of the prefent hour,

1 ‘Ovides for an eternity below.
b'hou lhalt not covet,’ is a wife cojnmand'-;
^ftt bounded to the wealth the fun furveys:
Pook farther, the command Hand quite revers’d,,
■^aid avTice is a virtue moft divine.
Pflitn a refuge for our happinefs?.
fure: and is it not for reafon too?
lofting this world unriddles, but the next.
hence inextinguiftablc third of.gaig?
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From inextinguiihable life in man:
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the ikies,
Had wanted wing to fly fo far in guilt.
Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice:
Yet ftill their root is immortality.
Thefe its wild growths fo bitter, and fo bafe,
(Pain and reproach!) religion can reclaim,
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois’nous lee,
And make them fparkle in the bowl of blifs.
See, the third witnefs laughs at blifs remote,
And falfely promifes an Eden here:
1 ruth ihe ihall fpeak for once, tho’ prone to lie,
A common cheat, and Pleafure is her name.
To pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf;
Then hear her now, now firfl: thy real friend.
Since nature made us not more fond than proud
Of happinefs (whence hypocrites in joy!
Makers of mirth! artificers of fmiles!)
Why ihould the joy moil: poignant fenfe affords,
Burn us with bluihes, and rebuke our pride?—
Thofe heav’n-born bluihes tell us man defeends,
Ev’n in the zenith of his earthly blifs:
Should reafon take her infidel repofe,
This honefl: inflindt fpeaks our lineage high;
This inftind calls on darknefs to conceal
Our rapturous relation to the flails.
Our glory covers us with noble ihame,
And he that’s unconfounded, is unmann’d.
The man that bluihes, is not quite a brute.
Thus far with thee, Lorenzo! will I dole,
Pleafure is'good, and man for pleafure made;
But pleafure full of glory, as of joy ;
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Pleafure, which neither bluihes, nor expires.
The witneffes are heard; the caufe is o’er;
Pet confcience file the fentence in her court,
Bearer than deeds that half a realm convey:
1 hus, feal’d by truth, th’ authentic record runs.
‘ Know, all; know, infidels,—unapt to know!
Tis immortality your nature folves; a
bis immortality decyphers man, «
And opens all the myft’ries of his make. o
* Without it, half his inftinefls are a riddle; r
Without it, ail his virtues are a dream. »
1 His very crimes atteft his dignity;
His fatelefs thirft of pleafure, gold, and fame,
Beclares him born for bleffings infinite:
hat lefs than infinite, makes un-abfurd
Pafllons, which all on earth but more inflames?
Fierce pafllons, fo mif-meafur’d to this feene,
Stretch’d out, like eagles wings, beyond our neft,
. Far, far beyond the worth of all below,
F°r earth too large, prefagc a nobler flight,
And evidence our title to the ikies.’
Te gentle theologues, of calmer kind!
’F hofe conftitution dictates to your pen,
cold yourfelves, think ardour comes from hell!
'Fhir.k not our pafllons from corruption fprung,
hough to corruption now they lend their wings;
'F'hat is their miftrefs, not their mother. All
(And juftly) reafon deem divine: I fee,
i Frei a grandeur in the pafllons too,
hich fpeaks their high, defeent and glorious end;
^hich fpeaks them rays of an eternal fire.
11 paradife itfelf they burnt as ftrong,
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Ere Adam fell; tho’wifer in their aim.
Like the proud Eaftern, flruck by Providence,
What tho’ our paflions are run mad, and Roop
With low, terreftrial appetite, to graze
On traih, on toys, dethron’d from high defire?
Yet ftill, thro’ their difgrace, no feeble ray
Of greatnefs ihines, and tells us whence they fell:
But thefe ( like that fallen monarch when reclaim’d)
When reafon moderates the rein aright,
Shall re-afeend, re-mount their former fphere,
Where once they foar’d illuftrious; ere leduc’d
By wanton Eve’s debauch, tc ftroll on earth,
And fet the fublunary world on fire.
But grant their phrenzy lafts; their phrenzy fails,
To difappoint one providential end,
For which heav’n blew up ardour in our hearts:
Were reafon filent, boundlefs paffion fpeaks.
A future feene of boundlefs objects too,
And brings glad tidings of eternal day.
Eternal day! ’tis that enlightens all;
And all, by that enlighten'd, proves it fore.
Confider man as an immortal being,
Intelligible all; and all is great;
A cryftalline tranfparency prevails,
And ftrikes full luftre, thro’ the human fphere;
Confider man as mortal, all is dark,
And wretched; reafon weeps at the forvey,
The learn’d Lorenzo cries,c and let her weep,
‘ Weak, modern reafon: antient times were wife«
5 Authority, that venerable guide,
‘ Stands on my part; the fam’d Athenian porch
4 (And who for wifdom fo renown’d as they ?)
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■ Be n y d this immortality to man.’
1 grant it; but affirm, they prov’d it too.
A riddle thi.s!—Have patience; I’ll explain.
What noble vanities, what moral flights,
Glitt ring thro' their romantic wifdom’s page,
Make us, at once, defpife them, and admire?
Table is flat to thffe high-feafon’d fires
*
They leave th’ extravagance of fong below.
Fleih fhall not feel; or, feeling, flrall enjoy
Fhe dagger, or the rack;, to them, alike
A bed of rofes, or the burning bull.’
1° men exploding all beyond the grave,
Strange, dodlrme, this! As dodrine, it was ftrange;
But not, as, prophecy; for fuch it prov’d,
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill’d:
They feign’d a firmnefs Chriftians need not feign.
The Chriftian truly triumph’d in the flame':
Tne Stoic faw, in double wonder loft,
onder at them, and wonder at himfelf,
To find the bold adventures of his thought
Bmt bold, and that he ftrove to lie in vain.
Y hence, then, thofe thoughts? thofe tow’ring thoughts,
that flew
Such monftrous heights?-—From inflimft, and from pride,
The glorious inftindl of a deathlefs foul,
Confus’dly <;onfcious of her dignity,
Buggefted truths they could not underftand.
hi lufts dominion, and in paffion’s ftorm,
ruth s fyftem broken, fcatter’d fragments lay,
As light in chaos, glimm’ring thro’ the gloom;
Smit with the pomp of. lofty'fentiments,
1 leas d pride proclaim’d, what reafon 'difbeliev’d,
VOL. II.
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Pride, like the Delphic prieflefs, with a fwell,
Rav’d nonfenfe, deftin’d to the future fenfe,
When life immortal, in full day, ihould ihine;
And death's dark ihadows fly the gofpel fun.
They fpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls
Could fpeak; and thus the truth they queftion’d, prov’d.
Can then abfurdities, as well as crimes,
Speak man immortal? all things fpeak him fo.
Much has been urg’d; and doft thou call for more?
Call; and with endlefs queftions be diftreft,
All unrefolvable, if earth is all.
Why life, a moment; infinite, defire?
* Our wilh, eternity? Our home, the grave?
4 Heav’n’s promife dormant lyes in human hope;
‘ Who willies life immortal, proves it too.
‘ Why happinefs purfu’d, tho’ never found?
4 Man’s thirft of happinefs declares it is
‘ (For nature never gravitates to nought;)
4 That thirft unquencht declares It is not here.
* My Lucia, thy Clarifla, call to thought;
* Why cordial friendlhip riveted fo deep,
‘ As hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend,
‘ If friend, and friendlhip, vanifli in an hour?
‘ Is not this torment in the malk of joy?
‘ Why by refledtion niarr’d the joys of fenfe ?
‘ Why paft, and future, preying on our hearts?
‘ And putting all our prefent joys to death ?
‘ Why labours reafon? inftindl were as well;
‘ Inftindt, far better? what can chufe, can err;
‘ O how infallible the thoughtlefs brute!
4 ’Twere well hisholinefs were half as fare,
* Reafon with inclination, why at war?
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" Why fenfe of guilt? Why confidence up in arms?5
Confidence of guilt, is prophecy of pain,
And bofom-counfel to decline the blow.
Reafon with inclination ne’er had jarr’d,
b nothing future paid forbearance here.
1 hus on—thefe, and a thoufand pleas uncafl’d,
AH promife, fame enfure, a fecondfcene;
hich, were it doubtful, would be dearer far
’Than all things elfe rnoft certain; were it falfe,
hat truth on earth fo precious as the lie ?
^his world it gives us, let what will enfue;
^ his world it gives, in that high edrdial, hope;
future of the prefent is the foul:
this life groans, when fever’d from the next?
I 00r, mutilated wretch, that difhelieves!
dark diftruft, his being cut in two,
both parts periihes; life void of joy,

prelude of eternity in pain!
Couldft thou perfuade me, the next life could fail
Ur ardent willies; how ihould I pour out
' Weeding heart in anguifli, new, as deep 1
with what thoughts, thy hope, and my defpair,
bborr d annihilation! blafts the foul,
^nd wide extends the bounds of human woe!
j °uld I believe Lorenzo’s fyftem true,
II this jilack channel would my ravings run.
,, Grief from the future borrow’d peace, ere-while.
( be future vanifli’d! and the prefent pain’d!
(* trange import of unprecedented ill!
«
, a^’ bmv profound! like Lucifer’s, the fall!
iicqual fate! his fall, without his guilt 1
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‘ From where fond hope built her pavilion high,
‘ 1 he gods among-, hurl’d headlong, hurl’d at ones
4 lo night! to nothing! darker ftill than night.
4 If ’twas a d'ream, why wake me, my worft foe,
‘ Lorenzo! boaftful of the name ofTriend!
4 O for delufidn! O for error ftill!
4 Could vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant
4 A thinking being in a world like this,
4 Not over-rich before, now beggar’d quite-;
4 More cut ft than at the fall?—The fun goes out!
4 I he thorns ihoot up! what thorns, in ev’ry thought!
4 Why fenfe of better? it imbitters worfe.
4 Why fenfe? why life? if but, to figh, then fink
4 To what f was! Twice nothing! and much woe!
4 Woe, from heav’n’s bounties! Woe, from what was wont
4 To flatter nioft, high intellectual powers.
4 Thought, virtue, knowledge! bleflings, by thy fchenie,
4 Allpoifon’d into pains. Firft, knowledge-, once
4 My foul’s ambition, now her greateft dread.
4 To know myfelf, true wifdom?—No, to iliun
4 That, {hocking fcience, parent of dcfpair!
4 Avert thy mirror : if I fee, I die.
4 Know my Creator? climb his bleft abode
4 By painful {peculation, pierce the vale,
4 Dive in his nature, read his attributes,
4 And gaze in admiration-—on a foe,
4 Obtruding life, with-holding happinefs!
4 From the full rivers that furround his throne,
4 Not letting fall one drop of joy on man;
4 Man gafping for one drop, that he might ceafc
4 To curie his birth, nor envy reptils more!
4 Ye table clouds! ye darkeft ihades of night!
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’ Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought,
4 Once all my comfort; fource, and foul of joy!
‘ Now leagu’d with furies, and with * thee, againft md,
4 Know his atchievements? ftudy his renown?
‘ Contemplate this amazing univerfe,
‘ Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete!
4 For what? ’mid miracles of nobler name,
‘ To find one miracle of mifery?
‘ To find the being, which alone can know
1 And praife his works, a blemiih on his praife?
1 Fhro’ nature’s, ample range, in thought, to ftroU,
‘ And ftart at man, the Angle mourner there,
‘ Breathing high hope! chain’d down to pangs, and death!
4 Knowing is fuff’ring; and fhall virtue {hare
Fhe figh of knowledge?—virtue iharesthe figh.
' By {training up the fteep of excellent,
‘ By battles fought, and, from temptation, won,
‘ What gains {lie, but the pang of feeing worth,
’ Angelic worth, foon fhufiled in the dark
‘ With ev’ry vice, and fwept to brutal duft ?■
‘ Merit is madnefs; virtue is a crime^
1 A crime to reafon, if it cofts us pain
‘ Unpaid: what pain, amidft a thoufand more,
I o think the nioft abandon’d, after days
* Of triumph o’er their betters, find in death
As foft a pillow, nor make fouler clay!
4 Duty! religion!—thefe, our duty done,
‘ Imply reward. Religion is miftake.
Dtity!—there’s none, but to repel the cheat,
-e cheats! away! ye daughters of my pride!

* Lorenzo.

b
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* Who feign yourfdves the fav’rites of the ikies:
8 Ye tow’ring hopes! abortive energies!
‘ That tofs, -and ftruggle, in my lying breaft,
do fcale the ikies, and build prefumptions there,
8 As I were heir of an eternity.
5 Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more.
4 Why travel far in queft of fore defeat ?
* As bounded as my being, be my with.
4 All is inverted, wifdom .is a fool.
Senft! take the lein; blind pailion! drive us on:
4 And, ignorance! befriend us on our way;
\ e new, but trueft patrons of our peace!
■xes; give the pulfe full empire; live the brute,
‘ Since, as the brute, we die. The fum of man,
‘ Of godlike man ! to revel, and to rot.
‘ But not on equal terms with other brutes:
•4 Their revels a more poignant reliih yield,
4 And fafer too; they never poifons chufe.
Inftinfi, than reafon, makes more wholefome meals.
4 And fends all marring murmur far away.
4 For fcnfual life, they belt philofdphize;
4 Theirs, that lerene, the fages fought in vain:
* ’Tis man alone expoflulates with heav’n;
His, all the pow r, and ail the caufe, to mourn.
4 Shall human eyes alone diffolve in tears?
4 And bleed, in anguifh, none but human hearts?
‘ The wide ftretcht realm of intellectual woe,
4 Surpaffing fenfual far, is all our own.
4 In life fo fatally diilingnilh’d, why
6 Call: in one lot, confounded, lumpt, in death?
4 Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt?
* Why thunder’d this peculiar claufe'againft us,
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4 All-mortal, and all-wretched!—have the ikies
8 Reafonsof Rate, their fubje&s may not fcan,
4 Nor humbly reafon, when they forely figh?
* All-mortal, and all-wretched!—’tis too much;
‘ Unparallel’d in nature: ’tis too much
’ On being unrequefted at thy hands,
8 Omnipotent ! for I fee nought but power.
‘ And why fee that? why thought? to toil, and eat,
8 Then make our bed in darknefs, needs no thought.
‘.What fuperfluities are 'reas’ning fouls!
‘ Oh give eternity! or thought deftroy.
‘ But without thought our curfe were half-unfelt;
Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart;
5 And, therefore, ’tis beftow’d. I thank thee, reafon?
‘ lor aiding life’stoo imall calamities,
‘ And giving being to the dread of death.
Such are thy bounties!—Was it then too much
Bor me, to trefpafs on the brutal rights?
5 Too much for heav’n to make one emmet more?
Too much for chaos to permit my mafs
A longer flay with effences unwrought,
Unfaihioned, untarmented into man ?
Wretched preferment to this round of pains!
W retched capacity of phrenzy, thought!
Wretched capacity of dying, life!
Life, thought, worth, wifdom, all (O foul revolt!)
Unce friends to peace, gone over to the foe.
‘ Death, then, has chang’d its nature too: O death!
Come to my bofom, thou belt gift of heav’n!
Bcft friend of man! fince man is man no more.
^rhy in this thorny wildernefs fo long,
Siace there’s no promis’d land’s ajnbrofial bowers
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‘ To pay me with its honey for my fting$
*
‘ If needful to the felfiih fchemes of heaven
* To fting us fore, why mockt our mifery?
* Why this fo fumptuous infult o’er our heads?
‘ Why this illuftrious canopy difplay’d?
c Why fo magnificently lodg’d defpair?
‘ At ftated periods, fure-returning, roll,
‘ Thefe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute
‘ Their length of labours, and of pains; nor lofe
‘ Their mifery’s full meafure?—Smiles with Sowers.,
‘ And fruits, promifeuous, ever-teeming earth,
‘ That man may languish in luxurious feenes,
‘ And in an Eden motirn his wither’d joys?
‘ Claim earth and ikies man’s admiration, due
‘ For fuch delights' Bleft animals! too wife
‘ To wonder; and too happy to complain!
‘ Our doom decreed demands a mournful feenes
‘ Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn’d?
‘ Why not the dragon’s fubterranean den,
‘ For man to howl in ? why not his abode
‘ Of the fame difrnal colour with his fate?
‘ A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaft expence
* Of time, toil, treafure, art, for owls and addeh,
* As .congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome,
‘ Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high defire;
‘ If, from her humble chamber in the dull,
* While proud thought fwells, and high defire inflames,
‘ The poor worm calls us for her inmates there;
‘ And, round us, Death’s inexorable hand
‘ Draws the dark curtain clofe; undrawn no more.
‘ Undrawn no more!—behind the cloud of death,
‘ Once, I beheld a fun; a fun which gilt
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That fable cloud, and turn’d it all to gold:
How the grave’s alter'd! fathomlefs, as hell!
A real hell to thofe who dreamt of heaven.
Annihilation! how it yawns before me! o
Next moment ! may drop from thought, fromfeiife, e
The privilege of angels, and bf w&rms, «
‘ An dbteaft from exiftence! and this fpifit,
! 1 his all-pervading, this all-confcioUs foul, ■»
‘ This particle of energy divine, 9
* Which travels nature, flies from ftar to ftar, r
‘ And vifits gods, and emulates their powers, »
‘ For ever is extinguifh’d. Horror 1 death!
‘ Death of that death I fearlefs once furVey’d!—
' When horror univerfal lliill defeend,
4 And heav'n’s dark concave urn all human race,
‘ On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, ,
4 How juft this verfe! this monumental figh,
‘ Beneath the lumber of demoliih’d worlds
‘ Deep in the rubbiih of the gen’ral wreck',
5 Swept ignominious to the common mafs
4 Of matter, never dignify’d with life,
5 Here lie proud rationak; the fons of heav n?
* The lords of earth! the property of worms!
* Beings of yefterday, and no to-morrow!
* Who liv’d in terror, and in pangs expir d!
5 All gone to rot in chaos; or, to make
‘ Their happy tranfit into blocks or brutes,
‘ Nor longer fully their Creator’s name.’
Lorenzo! hear, paufe, ponder, and pronounce.
Juft is this hjftory? If fuch is man,
Mankind’s hiftorian, though divine, might weep.
And dares Lorenzo fmile!—I know thee proud;
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For once let pride befriend thee; pride looks pale
At fuch a fcene, and fighs for fomething more.
Amid thy boafts, prefumptions, and difplays,
And art thcu then a fliadow? lefs than ihadc?
A. nothing? Iefs than nothing? to.have been,
And not to be, is lower than unborn.
Art thou ambitious? why then make the worm
Thine equal? Runs thy tafte of pleafure high?
Why patronize fure death of ev’ry joy?
Charm riches? why chufe bcgg’ry in the gravS,
Of ev’ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever?
Ambition, pleafure, avarice, perfuade thee
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth,
They * lately prov’d, thy foul’s fupreme defire.
What art thou made of? rather, how unmade?
Great Nature’s mafter-appetite deftroy’d!
Is endlefs life, and happinefs, delpis’d?
Or both wiili’d, here, where neither can be found?
Such man’s perverfe, eternal war with Heav’n!
Dar’ft thou perfift? And is there nought on earth»
But a long train of tranfitory forms,
Rifmg, and breaking, millions in an hour?
Bubbles of a fantaftic deity, blown up
In fport, and then in cruelty deftroy’d?
Oh! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo!
Deftroys thy fcheme the whole of human, race?
Kind is fell Lucifer, compar’d to thee:
Oh! fpare this wafte of beinghalf-divine;
And vindicate th’ ceconomy of Heav’n.
Iieav a is all love; all j,oy in giving joy;

* In the Sixth Night,
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It never had created, but to blifs:
And (hall it, then, ftrike off the lift of life,
A being bleft, or worthy fo to be ?
Heav’n ftarts at an annihilating God.
Is that, all nature ftarts at, thy defire ?
Art fuch a clod to wifh thyfelf all clay ?
What is that dreadful wiih?—The dying groan
Nature, murder’d by the blackeft guilt,
hat deadly poifon has thy nature drank?
io nature undebauch’d no ihock fo great;
Nature’s firft wiih is endlefs happinefs;
Annihilation is an after-thought,
A nionftrous wiih, unborn till virtue dies.
And, oh! what depth of horror lies enclos’d!
^or non-exiftence no man ever wilt’d,P
^ut> firft, he wifli’d the Deity deftroy’d.
If fo; what words are dark .enough to draw
I'fiy picture true? the darkeft are too fair.
®eneath what baleful planet, in what hour
^f defperation, by what fury’s aid,
in what infernal pofture of the foul,
All hell invited, and all hell in joy
At fuch a birth, a birth fo near of kin,
Aid thy foul fanCy whelp fo black a fcheme
hopes abortive, faculties half-blown,
And deities begun, reduc’d to duft?
I here s nought a(thou fay’ft) but one eternal flux
eeble effences, tumultuous driven
tough time’s rough billows into night’s abyfs,
ay> in this rapid tide of human ruin,
_ there no rock, on which man’s toiling thought

aQ reft from terror, dare his fate iurvey,
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And boldiy think it fomething to be barn?
Amid fuch hourly wrecks of. being fair,
Is there no central, all-fuftainiqg bafe,
All-realizing, all-connedling pow’r,
Which, as.it call’d' forth all thing», can recall,
And force deilrudlipn tq refund h.cr fpoil?
Command tjhe grave reftore her taken prey?
Bid death’s dark vale its human haryeft yield,
And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of man,
True to the grand depolit. trufted there?
Is there no potentate, whofe out-flrqtch’d arm,
When rip’ning time calls, forth th’ appointed hquin,.
Pluckt from foul devolution’s famiih’d maw,
Binds prefent, pail, and future to his throne?
His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac’d,
By germinating beings cluft’ring round!
A garland worthy the Divinity!
A throne, by Heav’n’s omnipotence in fmilest
Built (like a Pharos tow ring in the waves)
Amidft immenfe effufions of his love!
An ocean of communicated blifs!
An all-prolific, all-preferving God!
This were a God indeed.—And inch is man,
As litre prefum’d; he riles from his fall.
Think’ft thou, Omnipotence a naked root,
Each bloffomfair of Deity deftroy’d?
Nothing is dead; nay, nothing Heeps; each foul;
That ever animated human clay,
Now wakes; is on the wing; and where, O where,
Will the fwarm fettle?—When the trumpet’s call,
As founding brafs, collects us, round Heav’n’s throne
Conglob d, wc balk in cverialting day,
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(Paternal fplendor!) and adhere for ever.
Had not the foul this outlet to the ikies,
In this vail veffel of the univerfe,
How ihould we gafp, as in an empty void!-.
How in the pangs of famiih’d hope expire!
How bright my prpfpedi fhines! how gloomy thine?
A trembling world! and a devouring God!
Earth, but the fhambles qf Omnipotence!
Heav’n’s face all iiain’d with caufelefs maflacres
Of countlefs millions, born to feel the pang
Pf being loll. Lorenzo 1 can it be?
This bids us ihudder at the thoughts of life.
Who would be born to fuch a phantom world,
Where nought fubftantial, but our mifery?
here joy (if joy) but heightens our diftrefs,
foop to perilh, and revive no more?
I he greater fuch a joy, the more it pains,
■h world, fo far from great (and yet how great
h fhines to thee!) there’s nothing real in it;
^'ehig, a fhadow! confcioufnefs, a dream!
A dream, how dreadful! univerfal blank
T) c ,
peiore it, and behind! Poor man, a fpark
ri°in non-exjftence ftruck by wrath divine,
phtt’ring a moment, nor that moment fure,
Midil upper, nether, and furrounding night,
His fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb!
Lorenzo! dolt thou feel thefe arguments?
is there nought but vengeance can be felt
I low haft thou dar’d the Deity dethrone ?
Low dar’d indidt him of a world lit e this?
Ii inch the world, creation was a crime;

1(,r what is crime, but caufe of mifery?
V(JL. Ji.
C
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Retradl, blafphemer! and unriddle this,
A •
Of endlefs arguments above, below,
;-k"
Without us, and within, the fhort refult——
5 If man’s immortal, there’s a God in heav’n,’»
But wherefore fuch redundancy ? fuch waftc
Of Argument ? One fets my foul at reft;
One obvious, and at hand, and, oh!—at heart.
So juft the ikies, Philander’s life fo pain’d,
His heart fo pure; that, or fucceeding feenes
Have palms to give, or ne’er had he been born»
‘ What an old tale is this!’ Lorenzo cries—
I grant this argument is old; but truth
No years impair; and had not this been true,
Thou never hadft defpis’d it for its age.
*
Truth is immortal as thy foul; and fable
As fleeting as thy joys: be wife, nor make
Heav’n’s higheft blefling, vengeance: O be wife!
Nor make a ctirfe of immortality.
Say, know’ft thou what it is ? or what thou art ? &
Know’ll thou the importance of afoul immortal?»
Behold this midnight glory; worlds on worlds »
Amazing pomp! redouble this amaze; »
Ten thoufand add; add twice ten thoufand more; »
Then weigh the whole; one foul outweighs them all; <>
And calls th' aftonifhing magnificence
Of unintelligent creation poor.
For this, believe not me; no man believe ;
Trull not in words, but deeds; and deeds no lefs
Than thofe of the Supreme; nor his, a few;
Confult them all; confulted, all proclaim
Thy foul's importance: tremble at thyfelf;
For whom Omnipotence lias wait’d fo long;
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Has Wait’d, and work’d, for ages; from the birth •
Of nature to this unbelieving hour.
In this fmall province of his vail domain
(All nature bow, while I pronounce his name!)
What has God done, and not for this foie end,
To refeue fouls from death? the foul’s high price
Is writ in all the conduit of the Ikies.
Fhe foul’s high price is the creation’s key,
Unlocks its myfteries, and naked lays
lhe genuine caufe of ev’ry deed divine:
That, is the chain of ages, which maintains
Their obvious correfpondence, and unites
Idofl diftant periods in one bleft defign:
Htat, is the mighty hinge, on which have turn’d
All revolutions, whether we-regard
The natural, civil, or religious, world;
Hie former two, but- fervants to the third:
I o that, their duty done, they both expire,
•pi •
tneir tnaflnew-caft, forgot their deeds renown'd;
And angels afk, ‘ Where once they flione fo fair?’
10 lift us from this abjedl, to fublime;
This flux, to permanent; this dark, to day;
I his foul, to pure; this turbid, to ferene;
This mean, to mighty!—for this glorious end
/ ae Almighty, riling, his long fabbath broke;
•ihe world was made, was ruin’d; was reftor’d;
Taws from the Ikies were publilh’d; were repeal’d;
Un earth kings, kingdoms, rofe; kings, kingdoms, fell;
arn d fages lighted up the Pagan world;
, ’°phets from Sion darted a keen glance
^hro diftant age; faints travail’d; martyr’s bled;
7 Wonders facred nature flood controul’d;
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The living were tranflated; dead were rais’d;
Angels, and more than angels, came from heav’n;
And, oh! for this, defcended lower ftill;
Gilt was hell’s gloom; aftoniih’d at his gueft,
For one ihort moment Lucifer ador’d:
Lorenzo! and wilt thou dolefs?—for this,
That hallow’d page, fools feoff at, was infpir’d,
Of all thefe truths thrice-venerable code!
Deifts! perform your quarantine; and then
Fall proftrate, ere you touch it, left you die.
Nor lefs interifely bent infernal powers
To mar, than thofe of light, this end to gain.
O what a feene is here!—Lorenzo! wake;
Rife to the thought; exert, expand, thy foul
To take the vaft idea: it denies
All elfe the name of great. Two warring worlds,
Not Europe againft Afric; warring worlds,
Of more than mortal! mounted on the wing!
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal,
High-hov’ring o’er this little brand of ftrife!
This fublunary ball-—but ftrife, for what?
In their own caufe conflicfting ? No; in thine,
In man’s. His Angle int'reft blows the flame;
His the foie ftake; his fate the trumpet founds,
Which kindles war immortal. How it burns!
Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms!
Force force oppofing, till the waves run high,
And tempeft nature’s univerfal fphere.
Such oppofites eternal, ftedfaft, ftern.
Such foes implacable, are good, and ill;
Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between then)Think not this fldlrcu. ‘ There was war in heav’n-’
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ïrom heav’n’s high cryftal mountain, where it hung,
1 h Almighty’s out-ftretcht arm took down his bow,
And ihot his indignation at the deep :
Re-thunder’d hell, and darted all her fires.—
And feems the ftake of little moment ftill?
And flumbers man, who fingly caus’d the ftorm?
He ileeps.—And art thou fliockt at myfteries?
1 he greateft thou. How dreadful to refleeft,
"What ardor, care, and counfel, mortals caufe
lfl breaks divine! how little in their own!

here-e’er I turn, how new proofs pour upon me!
Row happily this wond’rous viewfupports
^7 former argument! how ftrongly ftrikes
Immortal life’s full demonftration, here!
hy this exertion? why this ftrange regard
Rom Heav’n’s Omnipotent indulg’d to man?—
Rtaufe, in man, the glorious, dreadful pow’r,
'Xtremely to be pain’d, or bleft, for ever.
Oration gives importance; fwells the price.
An angel, if a creature of a day,
^Vhat would he be? A trifle of no weight;
fkftand, or fall; no matter which; he’s gone.

ecaufe immortal, therefore is indulg’d
h* s ftrange regard of deities to duft.
cnce> heav’n looks down on earth with all her eyes: •
cnce, the foul’s mighty moment in her fight: *
?enCC’ ev’ry f°ul has partifans above, «
^nd ev ry thought a critic in the Ikies: »

eirce, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guard, «
nd ev ry guard a paillon for his charge: «
pCI1Ce, ^r<Jm aH age> the cabinet divine «
held high counfel o’er the fate of man. •

c 3

45

46

THE COMPLAINT.

Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels hid.
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne,
And Providence came forth to meet mankind;
In various modes of emphafis and awe,
Ide fpoke his will, and trembling nature heard;
He fpoke it loud, in-thunder, and in ftorm.
Witnefs, thou Sinai! whofe cloud-cover’d height,'
And ihaken bafis, own’d the prefent God:
Witnefs, ye billows! whofe returning tide,
Breaking the chain that faftcn’d it in air,
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell:
Witnefs, ye flames! th’Aflyrian tyrant blew
To fev’nfold rage, as impotent, as ftrong:
And thou, earth! witnefs, whofe expanding jaws
Clos’d o’er * prefumption’s facrilegious fons;
Has not each element, in turn, fubferib’d
The foul’s high price, and fworn it to the wife?
Has not flame, ocean, ether, earthquake, ft rove
To ftrike this truth, through adamantine man?
If not all-adamant, Lorenzo! hear;
All is delufion; nature is wrapt up,
In tenfold night, from reafon’s keeneft eye;
There’s no confiftence, meaning, plan, or end.
In all beneath the fun, in all above,
(As far as man can penetrate) or heav’h
Is an immenfe, ineftimable prize;
Or all is nothing, or that prize is all.—And ihall each toy be ftill a match for heav’n?
And full equivalent for groans below ?
Who would not give a trifle to prevent *

* iCorah, &c.
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What he would give a thoufand worlds to cure? •
Lorenzo! thou haft feen (if thine, to fee)
All nature, and her God by nature’s courfe,
And nature’s courfe controul’d) declare for met
The ikies above proclaim ‘ Immortal man *
And, ‘ Man immortal!’ all below refounds. *
The world’s a lyftem of theology,
Read, by the greateft ftrangers to the fchools;
If honeft, learn’d; and fages o’er a plough.
Is not, Lorenzo! then, impos’d on thee
This hard alternative; or, to renounce
Thy reafon, and thy fenfe; or to believe?
What then is unbelief? ’tis an exploit;
A ftrenuous enterprize; to gain it, man
Muft burft through ev’ry bar of common fenfet
Of common fliame, magnanimoufly wrong;
And what rewards the fturdy combatant?
Idis prize, repentance; infamy his crown.
But wherefore, infamy ?—For want of faith,
Down the fteep precipice of wrong he Aides;
There’s nothing to fupport him in the right.
I'aith in the future wanting, is, at leaft
In embryo, ev’ry weaknefs, ev’ry guilt;
And ftrong temptation ripens into birth.
If this life’s gain invites him to the deed,
hy n.ot his country fold, his father flain ?
I is virtue to purfue our good fupreme;
And his fupreme, his onlyr good is here.
Ambition, av’rice, by the wife difdain’d,
I3 perfedt wifdom, while mankind are fools,
And think a turf, or tombftone, covers all;
I We find employment, and provide for fenfe
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A richer failure, and a larger range ;
And fenfe by fight divine afcends the throne,
"When Virtue’s prize and propped are ho more;
Virtue no more wè think thè will of heaven.
Would heav’n quite beggar virtue, if belov’d?
‘ Has Virtue charms?’—I grant her heav’nly fair
But if unportion’d, all will int’reil wed;
Tho’ that oiir admiration, this our choice.
The virtues grow on immortality;
That root deftroy’d, they wither and expire.
A Deity beli'ev’d, will nought avail;
Rewards and puhiihments make God ador’d ;
And hopes and fears give cònfcience all her power,
As in the dying parent dies the child,
Virtue, with immortality expires.
Wlio tells me he denies hisfoul immortal, «
Whate’er hisboaft, has told me, he’s a knave. «
His duty ’tis, to love himfelf alone;
Nor care tho’ mankind periih, if he fmiles.
Who thinks ere-long the man ill all wholly die,
is dead already; nought but brute furvives.
And are there fuch?—Such candidates there are
Bor more than death; for utter lofs of being,
Being, the bails of the Deity !
Aik you tiie caufe?—the caufe the will not tell;
Nor heed they: oh the forceries of fenfe!
They work this transformation on the foul,
Difmount her like the fefpent at the fall,
Difmount her from her native wing (which foal’d
Ere-whilè ethereal heights) and throw her down,
To lick the dull, and crawl, in fuch a thought.
Is it in words to paint yeti? O ye fall’lli
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Fall’n from the wings of reafon, and of hope!
Ereft in flature, prone in appetite!
Patrons of pleafure, polling into pain!
Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfe!
Boaflers of liberty, fail-bound in chains!
Lords of the wide creation, and the lhame!
More fenfelefs than th’ irrationals you fcorn!
More bafe than thofe you rule! than thofe you pity.
Far more undone! O ye moil infamous
Of beings, from fuperior dignity!
Deepefl in woe from means of boundlefs blifs!
Ye curil by blefiings infinite! Becaufe
Moil highly favour’d, moil profoundly' loft!
Yemotly mafsof contradidi ion ilrOng!
And are you, too, convinc’d your fouls fly off
1:1 exhalation foft, and die in air,
brom the full flood of evidence againft you?
}n the coarfe drudgeries, and finks of fenfe,
Xour fouls have quite worn out the make of heaven,
5y vice new-cail, and creatures of your own:
Eut tho’ you can deform, you can’t deilroy;'
Fo curfe, not uncreate, is all your pow’r.
Lorenzo! this black brotherhood renounce;
Renounce St. Evremont, and read St. Paul.
Ere rapt by miracle, by reafon wing’d,
dis mounting mind made long abode in heaven,
b his is freethinking, unconfin’d to parts,
1 o ¡end the foul, on curious travel bent,
Lhro all the provinces of human thought;
b 0 dart her flight, thro’ the whole fphere of man;
Df this Vaft univerfe to make the tour;
b- each recefs of fpacc and time, at home;
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Familiar with their wonders; diving deep;
And, likexa prince of boundlefs int’reffs there.
Still moil ambitious of the mail remote;
To look on truth unbroken, and entire;
Truth in the fyflem, the full orb; where truths
By truths enlighten’d, and fuflain’d, afford
An arch-like, ftrong foundation, to fupport
Th’ incumbent weight of abfolute, complete
Convidlion; here, the more we prefs, we (land
More firm; who molt examine moil: believe.
Parts, like half-fentences, confound; the whole
Conveys the fenfe, and Gon is underftood;
Who not in fragments writes to human race:
Read his whole volume, fceptic! then reply.
This, this, is thinking free, a thought that grafps
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour.
Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight feene;
What are earth’s kingdoms, to yon boundlefs orbs.
Of human fouls, one day, the deilin’d range?
And what yon boundlefs orbs, to godlike man ?
Thofe num’rous worlds that throng the firmament,
And aik more fpace in heaven, can roll at large
In man’s capacious thought, and ftill leave room
For ampler orbs; for new creations, there.
Can fuch a foul contrail itfelf, to gripe
A point of no dimenfion, of no weight?
It can; it does: the.world is fuch a point:
And, of that point, how Imall a part enflaves!
How finall a part—of nothing, {hall 1 fay?
Why not?—friends, our chief treafur el how they drop.
I.ucia, Narclffa fair, Philander, gone!
7 he grave, like fabl’d Cerberus, has op’d
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A triple mouth'; and, in an awful voice,
Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fing.
How the world falls to pieces round aoout us,
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy!
What fays this tranfportation of my friends?
It bids me love the place where now they dwell,
And fcorn this wretched fpot, they leave fo poor.
Eternity's vail ocean lies before thee;
There; there, I.orenzo! thy Clariffa fails.
Give thy mind fea-room; keep it wide of earth,
That rock of fouls immortal; tu thy cord;
Weigh anchor; fpread thy fails; call ev ry wind;
Eye thy great pole-ft’aj; make the land of lire.
T wo kinds of life has double-natur d man,
And two of death; the lafl far more fevere.
Life animal is nurturld by the fun;
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams.
Life rational fubfifts on higher food,
Triumphant in his beams., who made the day,
When wre leave that fun, and are left by this,
(fire fate of all who die in ilubborn guilt)
*Tis utter darknefc; ftridtly double death.
We fink by no judicial flroke of heaven,
But nature’s,courfe; as.£ure as plumbets fall.
Since God, or man, mud alter, ere they meet,
(Since light and darknefs hfend not in one fphere,)
’I’ismanifeft, Lorenzo! who muff change.
If., then, that double death fhould prove thy. lot,
Blanre not the bowels of the DtiTv.;
Man {hall he blefl, as far as man permits,
h^ot man alone, all rationals, heav n arms
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■Withan illuftrious, but tremendous, power
To counter-ait its own moil gracious ends;
And this, of ftridl necefiity, not choice;
That pow r deriy’d, men, angels, were no more;
But paffive engines, void of praife; or blame.
A nature rational implies thé power
Of being bleft; or wretched, as we pleafc;
Elfe idle reaion would have nought to do;
And he that Would be barr’d capacity
Of pain, couits incapacity of blifs.
Heav’n wills our happinefs, allows our doom;
Invites us ardently, but not compels;
Hcav n but perfuades, almighty man decrees;
Man is the maker of immortal fates.
Man falls by man, if finally he falls;
And fall he muft, who learns from death alone,
The dreadful fecret,—that he lives for ever.
Why this to thee? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt
Of fecond life ? but wherefore doubtful ftill ?
Eternal life is nature’s ardent wiih:
What ardently we wiih, we loon believe:
3 hy tardy faith declares that wiih deftroy’d:
What has deftroy’d it?—Shall I tell thee, what?
V hen fear d the future, ’tis no longer wiiht;
And, when unwiiht, we ftrive to disbelieve.
‘ Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.’
Nor that the foie detedion! blufli, Lorenzo!
Bluili for hypociiiy, if not for guilt.
The future fear’d?—àn infidel, and fear?
Fear what? a dream? a fable?—How thy dread,
Unwilling evidence, and therefore ilrong,

NiGHT the Seventh.
Affords my canfe ah undefign’d Support ?
How diibelief affirms, what it denies?
‘ It, unawares, afferts immortal life.’—■
Surprifing! infidelity turns out
A creed, and a confeffion of out fins:
Apoilates; thus, are orthodox divines.
Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clafli no more;
Nor longer a traniparent vizor wear.
Think’ll thou, religion only has her mafic?
Our infidels are Satan’s hypocrites,
Fretend the word, and, at the bottom; fail.
When vifited by thought (thought will intrude)
Hike him they ferve, they tremble, and believe.
Is there hypocrify fo foul as this?
fib fatal to the welfare of the world?
What deteilafion, what contempt, their dile!
And, if unpaid, be thank’d for their efcape
That Ghrillian candbur they ftrive hard to fcorn.
If iiot for that afylum, 'they might find
A he'll on earth; nor ’fcape a worfe below.
With infolence, and impotence of thought,
Inftead of racking fancy, to refute;
Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy. •
But fiiall I dare corifefs the dire refult?
Can thy proud reaion brook fo black a brand?
From purer manners; to fublimer faith,
Is nature's unavoidable afeent;
An honeft deift; where the gofpel iliines,
Matur’d to nobler, in the Chriftian ends.
When that bleft change arrives, e’en call afids
This long fuperfluous; life immortal fl tikes
C-dnvidlion, in a flood of light divine,

53

THE COMPLAINT.

A Chriftian dwells, like * UrIEL, in the fonj
Mendian evidence puts doubt to flight,
And ardent hope anticipates the ikies.
Of that bright fun, Lorenzo ! fcale the fphere;
■Ihseafy; it invites thee; it defcends
from heav’n to woo, and waft thee whence it came;
Read and revere the facred page; a page
Where triumphs immortality; a page
V hich not the whole creation could produceV hich not the conflagration fhal.l deftroy;
In nature s ruins not one letter loft;
’Tis printed in the mind of gods forever,
In proud difdain of what e’en gods adore,.
Poft fmilei-poor wretch! thy guardian angel weeps.
Angels, and men, affent to what I fing;
Witsimile, and thank me for my midnight dream.
How vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain!
Parts pufh us on to pride, and pride to flumePert infidelity is wits cockade,
To grace the brazen brow that braves the flues,
By lofs of being, dreadfully fecure.
P°REN80 ! if thy doctrine wins the day
And drives my dreams, defeated, Lorn the field
*
If this is all, if earth a final foene,
Take heed; ftaod feft; be fore to be a knave-

q,
ne er ^c"vjate to the right:
> hcmdfi- thou be good-how infinite thy lofsb
Gmlt only makes annihilation gain.
iuT
v,^lck kfe dejnives of comfort, death

•

and which Vice only, z.ecamnieads,
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If fo; where, infidels! your bait thrown out
To catch weak converts? where your lofty boaft
Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man ?
Annihilation! I confefs, inthefe.
What can reclaim you? Dare I nope profound
Mlilofophers the converts of a fong ?
Yet know, its * title flatters you, not me;
Yom & be the praifs to make my title goou;
Mine, to. blefs heav’n, and triumph in your praiig.
Butfince fo peftilentfal your difeafe,
Th©'fov’reign is the nred.1 cine I prefcrioe,
As yet, I’ll neither triumph, nordefpair;
But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake
Y©ur hearts, and teach your wifdom—to he wife:
for why fliould fouls immortal, made for blifs,
Bbt with (and wifli ill vain!) that fouls could die?
What ne’er can die, oh! grant to live; and crows
The wifh, and aim, and labour of the ikies;
focreafe, and enter on the joys of heavenr
Thus fhall my title pafsa facred feaj,
deceive an imfrintaivr from above,
fVhde angels ihout—-<i An infidel reclaim d.
To cfofe, Lorenzo! fpite of all my pains,
Still teems it ftrange, that than ihouldft live for ever ?
Is it icfs ftrange, that thou ihouldft live at all?
rhis is a. miracle; and that no. more.
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end.
Ileny thou art; then, doubt if thou fhg.lt be.
A miracle with miracles inclos’d,
it man i and ftarts his faith at what is ftxange?
* The Infidel, reclaimed.
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What lefs than wonders; from the wonderful;
What lefs thaii miracles, from God, can flow?
Admit a God—that my fiery fupreme!
That caufe uncaus’d! all other wonders ceafej
Nothing is marvellous foi- him to do:
Deny him—all is myflery befides;
Millions of myfteries! each darker far,
Than that thy wifdom would, unwifely, ffium
If weak thy faith, why chufe the harder fide?
We nothing know, but what is marvellous;
Yet what is marvellous, we can’t believe.
So weak our reafon, and fo great our God;
What moft furprifes in the facred page,
Or full as flrange, or ftrangef, muft be true;
Faith is not reafon’s labour, but repofe.
I o faith, and virtue, why fo backward man ?
From hence:—the prefent ftrongly ftrikes us all;
1 he future, faintly: can we, then, be men ?
If men, Lorenzo! the reverie is right.
Reafon is man’s peculiar; fenfe, the bruSe’S;
The prefent is the fcanty realm of fenfe;
*1 he future, reafon’s empire unconfin’d:
On that expending all her godlike pow’r;
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there;
I here, builds her bleffings! there, expefts her pralfe;
And nothing aiks of fortune, Or of then.
And what is reafon? Be ihe, thus, defin’d;
Reafon is upright fiaturc in the foul.
Oh! be a man;—and flrive to be a god.
For-what? (thoufay’ft:) to damp the joys of fift.^
No, to give heart and fubftance to thy joys.
3 hat tyrant, hope; mark, how ihe domineers;
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She bids us quit realities; for dreams;
Safety, and peace, for hazard, and alarm;
'That t yrant e’er the tyrants of the foul’,
She bids ambition quit its taken prize,
Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it fits';
Tho’ bearing crowns, to fpring at diftant game;
And plunge in toils and dangers—for repoie.
If hope precarious, and of things, when gam d;
Of little moment, and aS little flay; ,
Can fweeten toils and dangers into joys;
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat.
Our leave unafle’d? rich hope of boundlels bins!
&hfs, paft man’s pow’r to paint it; time s, to clofe I
This hope is earth’s moft eflimable prize:
This is man’s portion, while no mdte than man:
ftope, of all paflioris, moft befriends us liei e.
Paflicns of prouder name befriend us leis.
J6y has her tears; arid tranfport has her dfeath;
^npe, like a cordial, innocent, tho’ ftrong;
hian’s heart, at once, infpirits, and fereries;
hTor makes him pay his wifdom for his joys;
lis all, our prefent ftate can fafely bear,
health to the frame! and vigour to the mind!

A joy attemper’d! a chaftis'd delight!
kike the fair furtimer-ev’ning, mild; arid fweet!
1 is man’s ftil] cup; his paradife below !
Ableft hereafter, then, or hop’d; or gain’d,
hall;—our whole of happinefs: full proof,
i chofe no trivial or inglorious theme.
And know, ye foes to long! (well-meaning meh,
f ho quite forgotten * half your Bible’s praife!)

* The poetical parts of it.
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Important truths, in fpite of verfe, may plcafe:
Grave minds you praife; nor can you praife too much:
If there is weight in an eternity,
Let the grave liftenj—and be graver ftill.
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night the eighth.
VIRTUE’S APOLOGY;
OR,

The Man of the World anfwered»
Id which are considered,

The Love of this Liee>
Ihe Ajxbition and Pleasure, with the V>it and.
Wu»QM of the World,.

t. \

THE

complaint»
HIGHT THE EIGHTH»

A• AND has all nature, then, efpous’d my part?
^avc I brib’d heav’n, and earth, to plead againft thee?
And thy foul immortal?—What remains?
AJ1, all, Lprenzo; make immortal, bleft.
^nbleft immortals! what can fhock us more?
And yet Lorenzo ftill affeds the world;
1 here, flows his treafure; thence, his title draw’s,
Alan of the world!’ (for fuch wouldft thou be call’d)
And art thou proud of that inglorious ftyle?
Pnoud of reproach ? for a reproach it was,
hi ancient days; and Chriftian,—in ap age,
hen nten were men, and not alham’d of heav’n,
hh d their anibitipn, as it crown’d their joy.
Sprinkled with dews from the Caftalian font,
iAin wou’d I re-baptize thee, and confer
A purer fpirit, and a nobler name,
i by fond attachments fatal, and inflam’d,
T) •
■
■
.
°int put my path, and dictate to my long;
thep, the world how fair! how ftrongly ftrikes
Anibitioh! and gay pleafure ftronger ftill J
Jhy triple1 bane! the triple bolt, thatlay^
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Thy virtue dead! be thefe my triple theme;
Nor fhall thy wit, or wifdom, be forgot.
Common the theme; not fo the fong; if ihe
My fong invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile.
The charm that chains us to the world, hef foe,
If flte diffolves, the man of earth, at once,
Starts from his trance, and fighs for other {cents;
Scenes, where thefe fparks of night, thefe ftars, lhall fiuBC
Unnumber d funs (for all things as they are,
The bleft behold;) and, in one glory, pour
Their blendid blaze on man’s aftonilht fight;
¿A blaze; “the leaft illuftnous objedt there.
Lorenzo! fmce eternal i6 at hand,
To fwallow times ambitions; as the vail
Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride
High on the foaming billow; what avail
High titles, high defcent, attainments high,
If unattain’d our higheft? O Lorenzo!
What lofty thoughts, thefe elements above,
What tow’ring hopes, what failles from the fun,
What grand furveys of deftiny divine,
And pompous prefage of unfathom’d fates
Should roll in bofoms, where a fpirit burns,
Sound for eternity! in bofoms read
Sy him, who foibles in archangels fees!
On human hearts he bends a jealous eye,
And marks, and in heav’n’s regilter inrolls,
I he rife, and progrefs, of each option there;
Sacred to doomfday! that the page unfolds,
And ipreads us to the gaze of gods and men,
An^ what an option, 0 Lorenzo! thine?
-z
This world! and this, unri vail’d by the. ikies!

NIGHT THE EIGHTH.

A wld, where lull of pleafure, grandeur, gold,
^hree daemons that divide its realms between them,
M ith flrokes alternate buffet to and fro
Man’s reftlefs heart, their fport, their flying ball;
''Mil, with the giddy circle, fick, and tir’d,
h pants for peace, and drops into defpair.
hch is the world .Lorenzo fets above
I hat glorious promife angels were efleem’d
1 oo mean to bring: a promife, their ador’d
hefeended to communicate, and prefs,

counfel, miracle, life, death, on man.
heh is the world Lorenzo’s wifdom wooes,
A”d on its thorny pillow feeks repofe;
A pillow, which, like opiates ill-prcpar’d,
hfoxrcates, but not compofes; fills
lle vifionary mind with gay chimeras,
Ml die wild trafli of fleep, wnthout the refl;

‘iat unfeign’d travel, and what dreams of joy!
how frail, men, things! how momentary, both!
, (dntaflic chace, of fhadows hunting {hades!
hie gay, the bufy, equal, tho’ unlike;
yjual in wifdom, differently wife!
ho flow’ry meadows, and thro’ dreary wafles,
Pne buftling and one dancing, into death,
fli >
&
°
C1cs not a day, but, to the man of thought,
etrays fome fecret, that throws new reproach
p!1 life, and makes him Pick of feeing more.

,
henes of bus’nefs tell us—‘ what are men;’
,^c ^eneS Pfca^ure—(
is all befide:’
,

ere, others we defpife, and here ourfelves,
drfguft eternal, dwells delight?
i 's aPProbation ftrikes the ftring of joy,

£>4

THE COMPLAINT.

What wond’rous prize has kindled this career.
Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the duft,
On life’s gay Rage, one inch above the grave?
The proud run up and down in queft of eyes;
The fenfual, in purfuit of fornething worfe:
The grave, of gold; the politic, qf power;
And all, of other butterflies, as vain!
As eddies draw things frivolous, and light,
Row is man’s heart by vanity drawn in ?
On the fwift circle of returning toys,
Whirl’d, ftraw-like, round and round, and then ingulphM»
Where gay delufion darkens to defpair!
4 This is a beaten track.’—Is this a track
Should not be beaten? never beat enough,
Till enough learnt the truths it would infpire.
Shall truth be filent, becaufe folly frowns?
Turn the world’s hiftor.y; what find we there.
But fortune’s (ports, qr nature’s cruel claims,
Or woman’s artifice, or man’s revenge,
zknd endlefs inhumanities pn man?
Fame’s trumpet feldom founds, but, like the kn^l.
It brings bad tidings: how it hourly blows
Man’s mifadventures round, the lift’ning world!
Man is the tale of narrative old Time;
Sad tale; which high as Paradife begins;
As if, the toil of travel to delyde.
From Rage to ftage, in his eternal round,
The days, his daughters, as they fpin our hours
On fortune’s wheel, where accident unthought
Oft. in a moment, fnaps life's ftrongeft thread,
Each, in her turn, fonie tragic ftory tells,
With, now-and-thcn, a wretched faice between;

NIGHT THE EIGHTH.
65
And fills his chronicle with human woes.
1 ime’s daughters, true as thofe of men, deceive us;
Not one, but puts fome cheat on all mankind:
While in their father’s bofom, r.ot yet ours,
They flatter our fond hopes; and promife much
Of amiable; but hold him not o’erwife,
Wm dares to truft them; and laugh round the year,
At ftill-confiding, ftill-confounded, man,
Confiding, tho’ confounded; hoping on,
Untaught by trial, unconvinc’d by proof,
And ever looking for the never-feen.
Life to the laft, like harden’d felons lyes;
Nor owns itfelf a cheat, till it expires.
Rs little joys go out by one and one,
And leave poor man, at length, in perfedl night;
Night darker, than what, now, involves the pole.
0 thou, who doft permit thefe ills to fall,
or gracious ends, and wouldft that man fliould mourn!
U thou, whole hands this goodly fabric fram’d,
ho know’ll: it belt, and wouldft that man fliould know
*
‘ hat is this fublunary world? A vapour;
A vapour all it holds; itfelf, a vapour,
Lom the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam
Exhal d, ordain’d to fwim its deftin’d hour
L ambient air, then melt, and dillippear.

arth s days are number’d, nor remote her doom;
As mortal, tho’ lefs tranfient, than her fons;

, et tlley float on her, as the world and they
^«e both eternal, folid; Thou, a dream.
1 hey float, on what? immortal views apart,
A region of outfides! a land of fliadows!
A fruitful field cf llow’rv promifes!
VOI.. ii,
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A wildernefs of joys! perplex’d with doubts,
And (harp with thorns! a troubled ocean, fpread
Withhold adventurers, their all on board;
Mo fecond hope, if here their fortune frowns;
Frown foon it muft. Of various rates they fail,
Of enfigns various; all alike in this,
All rcftlcfs, anxious; toft with hopes, and fears;
In calmeft ikies; obnoxious all to ftorin;
And ftorrny the moft general blaft of life:
All bound for happinefs; yet few provide
The chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies;
Or virtue’s helm, to ihape the courfe defign’d-;
All, more or iefs, capricious fate lament,
Now lifted by the tide, and now reforb’d,
And farther from their wiihes, than before:
All, more or lefs, againft each other dafh,
To mutual hurt, by gufts of paflion driven.
And faff’ring more from folly, than from fate;
Ocean! thou dreadful and tumultuous home
Of dangers, at eternal war with man!
Death’s capital, where moft he domineers.
With all bis chofen terrors frowning round,
(Tho’ lately feafted high at * Albion’s coft)
Wide-op’ning, and loud-roaring Rill for more?
Too faithful mirror! how doft thou reflect
The melancholy face cf human life!
The ftrong resemblance tempts me farther ftill;
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ftruck
By moral truth, in fuch a mirror feen,
Which nature holds for ever at her eye.

* Admiral Balchen, &c,
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Self-flatter’d, unexperienc’d, high in hope,
When young, with fanguine chear, and dreamers gay,
^ecut our cable, launch into the world,
And fondly dream each wind and ftar our friend;
All, in fome darling enterprize embarkt.
Sat where is he can fathom its event?
Amid a multitude of artlefs hands,
kuin’sfare perquifite! her lawful prize!
Some fteer aright; but the black blaft blows hard,
And puffe them wide of hope: with hearts of proof,
full againft wind and tide, fome win their way;
And when ftrong effort has deferv’d the port,
And tugg’d it into view, ’tis won! ’tis loft!

ftrong their oar, ftill ftronger is their fate;
-ley ftrike; and, while they triumph, they expies,
ftrefs of weather, nioft; fome fink outright;
Qer them, and o’er their names, the billows cicfe:
°*ftiorrow knows not they were ever born.
Others a iliort memorial leave behind,
hdve a gag floating, when the bark’s ingulphM;
1 floats a moment, and is feen no more:
rx
Caefar lives; a thoufand are forgot.
Ho-, f
-v tew beneath aufpicious planets born,
^arlmgS of provide nee! fond fate’s eled!)
ith fwelling fails nlake good the promis’d port,
hh
_ all their wiihe........s freighted! yet ev’n thefe,
F^ghted with all their wiihes, foon complain;
^e frorn misfortune, not from natuie free,
ey ftill are men; and when is man feeure?
s fatal time, as ftorm! the rufh of years
,edLS down their ftrength; their numberlefs efcapes
‘Uln cnd; and now, their proud faccefs
- ’D 3

6?

68

THE COMPLAINT.

But plants new terrors on the vicftor’s brow:
V hat pain to quit the world, juft made their own,
Their neft To deeply down’d, and built fo high!
Too low they build, who build beneath the liars.
Woe then apart (if woe apart can be
From mortal man,) and fortune at our nod,
I he gay! rich’great! triumphant! andauguft?
V hat are they?—the moft happy (ftrauge to fay')
Convince me moft of human mifery:
What are they?—Smiling wretches of to-morrow!
More wretched, then, than e’er their Have can be;
Their treach’rous bleffings, at the day of need,
Like other faithlefs friends, unmafk, and fling:
I hen, what provoking indigence in wealth!
What aggravated impotence in power!
High titles, then, what infult of their pain!
If that foie anchor, equal to the waves,
Immortal hope! defies not the rude ftorm,
Takes comfort from the foaming billow’s rage,
-And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb.
This is a iketch of what thy foul admires?
But here (thou fayft) the miferies of life
Are huddled in a group. A more diftindl
ouivey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.’
Look on fifes ftages: they fpeak plainer ftill;
I he plainer they, the deeper wilt thou figh.
Look on thy lovely boy; in him behold
I he heft that can befa! the beft on earth;
The boy has virtue by his mother’s fide:
Yes, on Florello look; a father’s heart
Is tender, tho the man’s is made of ftone;
lhe truth, thro fuch a medium feen, may make
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Ittipreffion deep, and fondnefs prove thy friend.
Florello lately caft on this rude coaft
A helplefs infant; now a heedlefs child;
To poor Clariffa’s throes, thy care fuceeeds;
Care full of love, and yet fevereas hate!
O’er thy foul’s joy how oft thy fondnefs frowns’
Needful aufterities his will reftrain;
As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm.
As yet, his reafon cannot go alone;
But aiks a fterner nurfe to lead it on.
His little heart is often terrify’d;
The blufli of morning, in his cheek, turns pale;
Its pearly due-drop trembles in his eye;
His harmlefs eye! and drowns an angel there.
Ah! what avails his innocence? the talk
lnjoin’d muft difcipline his early pow’ny
He learns to figh, ere he is known to fin;
Guiltlefs, and fad ! a wretch before the fall!
How cruel this! more cruel to forbear.
Our nature fuch, with necefiary pains,
We purchafe profpedls of precarious peace:
I ho’ not a father, this might ileal a figh.
Suppofe him disciplin’d aright (if not,
I will fmk our poor account to poorer ftill;)
B-ipe from the tutor, proud, of liberty,
He leaps inclofure, bounds into the world;
I he world is taken, after ten years toil,
Like ancient Troy; and all its joys his own.
Alas! the world’s a tutor more fevere;
Ls lefions hard, and ill deferve his pains;
Lnteaching all his virtuous nature taught,
Gr books (fair virtue’s advocates!) infpir’d.
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For who receives him into public life ?
Men of the world, the terra-filial breed,
Welcome the modeft ftranger to their fphere,
(Which glitter’d long, at diftance, in his fight)
And, in their hofpitable arms, inclofe:
Men, who think nought fo ftrong of the romance,
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend:
Men, that adl up to reafon’s golden rule,
All weaknefs of affedlion quite fubdu’d:
Men, that would blufh at being thought fincere,
And feign, for glory, the few faults they want;
I hat love a lie, where truth would pay as well;
As if, to them, vice (hone her own reward.
Lorenzo! canft thou bear a (hocking fight?
Such, for Morello s fake, ’twill now appear:
See, the Reel d files of feafon’d veterans,
Train’d to the world, in burnifh’d falfehood bright,
Deep in the fatal Rratagems of peace;
All foft fenfation, in the throng, rubb’d off;
All their keen purpofe, in politenefs flieath’d;
His friends eternal—during intereft;
His foes implacable—when worth their while;
At war with ev’ry welfare, but their own;
As wife as Lucifer; and half as good;
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain—
Naked, through thefe (fo common fate ordains)
Naked of heart, his cruel courfe he tuns,
Stung out of all, moft amiable in life,
1 rompt truth, and open thought, and fmiles unfeign’d;
Affedion, as his fpecies, wide diffus’d;
Noble preemptions to mankinds renown;
ingenuous truft, and confidence of love.
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Thefe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claifti)
Will c-oft him many a figh; till time, and pains,
From the (low miftrefs of this fchool, Experience,
And her affiftant, paufing, pale, Diftruft,
Furchafe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth
Thro’ ferpentine obliquities of life,
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts.
And happy ! if the-clue fhall come fo cheap;
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt,
Tull oft we feel its foul contagion too,
T lefs than heavenly virtue is our guard.
* bus, a Arrange kind of curft neceffity
Frings down the fterling temper of his foul,
Fy bale alloy, to bear the current Ramp,
Felow call’d wifdom; finks him into fafety;
And brands him into credit with the world;
here fpecious titles dignify difgrace,
And nature’s injuries are arts of life;
Tv here brighter reafon prompts to bolder crimes;,
And heavenly talents make infernal hearts;
1 hat unfurmountable extreme of guilt!
Foor Machiavel! who labour’d hard his plan,
Forgot that genius need not go to fchool;
Forgot that man, without a tutor wife,
plan had practis'd, long before ’twas writ.
Flic world’s all title-page, there’s no contents;
•Ihe world’s all face; the man who (hews his heart.
F whooted for his nudities, and fcorn’d.
A man I knew, who liv’d upon a fmile;
And well it fed him; he look’d plump and fair;
Tv’hile rankeft venom foam’d through every vein.
“- wenzo! what I tell thee, take not ill!
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Living, he fawn’d on ev’ry fool alive;
And, dying, curs’d the friend on whom he IivU
To fuch proficients thou art half a faint.
In foreign realms (for thou haft travell’d far)
How curious to contemplate two ftate-rooks,
Studious their nefts to feather in a trice,
With all the nccromantics of their art
Playing the game of faces on each other,
Making court fweet-meats of their latent gall;
In fooiiih hope, to fteal each other’s truft;
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv’d;
. And, fometmies, both (let earth rejoice) undone’
Their parts we doubt not; but be that their ihame;
•Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind,
Stoop to mean wiles, that would difgrace a fool?
And lofe the thanks of thofe few friends they ferve?
For who can thank the man, he cannot fee?
Why fo inuch cover? it defeats itfelf.
' e, that know all things! know ye not, men’s hearts
Are therefore known, becaufe they are conceal’d?
For why conceal’d?—the caufe they need not tell.
I give him joy, that’s aukward at a lie;
Whofe feeble nature truth keeps ftill in awe;
His incapacity is his renown.
’Tis great, ’tis manly, to difdain difguife;
It /hews our fpirit, or it proves our ftrength.
1 Hou fay ft, ’tis needful: is it therefore right?
Howe er, I grant ft fome fmall fign of grace,
Io ftrain at an cxcufe: and wouldft thou then
Licape that cruel need? thou may'ft, with eafo;
1 hink no poft needful that demands a knave,
hen late our civil helm was iliifting hands.
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So P-— thought: think better, if you can.
But this, how rare! the public path of life
Is dirty:—yet, allow that dirt its due,
k makes the noble mind more noble ftill:
The world’s no neuter; it will wound, or fave:
Dur virtue quench, or indignation fire,
kou fay; the world, well-known, will make a man:
The world, well-known, will give our hearts to heav’
Or make us daemons, long before we die.
To fhew how fair the world, thy miftrefs, ihines,
Take either part, fure ills attend the choice;
Sure, though not equal, detriment enfues.
Not virtue’s felf is deify’d on earth;
Virtue has her relapfes, conflidls, foes;
Toes, that ne’er fail to make her feel their hate.
Virtue has her peculiar fet of pains.
1 rue; friends to virtue, laft, and leaft, complain?
But if they figh, can others hope to fmile?
If wifdom has her miferies to mourn,
Now can poor folly lead a happy life?
And if both fuffer, what has earth to boaft,
’A here he moil happy, who the leaft laments?
Where much, much patience, the mo ft envy’d Rate,
And fome forgivenefs, needs, the beft of friends?
Tor friend, or happy life, who looks not higher,,
Hf neither ihall he find the ihadow here.
1'he world’s fworn advocate, without a fee,
Lorenzo fmartly, with a imile, replies;
1 Thus far thy fong right; and all muft own,
4 Virtue has her peculiar fet of pains—
4 And joys peculiar who to vice denies?
* If vice it is, with nature to comply:
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“ If pride, and fenfe, are fo predominant,
‘ To check, not overcome, them, makes’a fahlfi

Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim
‘ Pleafure, and glory, the chief good of man?‘
Can pride, and fenfuality, rejoice?
From purity of thought, all pleafure fprings;
And, from an humble fpirit, all out peace.
Ambition, pleafure! let us talk of thefe:
Of thefe, the Porch, and Academy, talk’d;
Of thefe, each following age had much to fayl et unexhaufted, Rill, the needful theme,
ho talks of thefe, to mankind all at once
lie talks, for where the faint from either free?
Are thefe thy refuge ?-no; thefe ruih upon tli^
Ihy vitalsfeize, and, vulture-like, devour:
PH try, if I cail pluck thee from tfey rock,
Prometheus! from this barren ball of earth;
If reafon can unchain thee, thou art free.
And, firfl:, thy Caucafus, ambition calls;
Mountain of torments! eminence of woes’
Of courted woes! and courted through miftake!
1 !S not ambition charms thee; ’tis. a cheat
Will make thee itart, as H----- — at his Moor.
Doefl: grafp at greatnefs? Firft, know what it ist
Think’ft thou thy greatnefs in diftin&ion lies?
Not in the feather, wave it e’er fo high,
By fortune Ruck, to mark us from the throng,
Is glory lodg’d; ’tis lodg’d in the reverfe;
In that which joins, in that which equals, all,
i he monarch, and his Have;—‘ A deathlefs foul,
‘ Unbounded profpeeft, and immortal kin,
4 A Father God, and brothers in the flties;’
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Elder, indeed, in time; but lefs remote
hi excellence, perhaps, than thought by man,
Vi hy greater what can fall, than what can rife?
If Rill delirious, now, Lorenzo! go;
And with thy full blown brothers of the world,
Ihrow (corn around thee; caft it on thy Haves;
fhy flaves, and equals: how fcorn cab on them
Rebounds on thee! if man is mean, as man.
Art thou a god? If fortune makes him fo,
beware the confequence: a maxim that,
Which draws a monRrous pidlure of mankind,
‘Vhere, in the drapery, the man is loR;
Externals fluttering, and the foul forgot.
Chy greateR glory, when difpos’d to boaft,
Eoaft that aloud, in which thy fervants (hare.
We wifely ftrip the Reed we mean to buy;
Judge we, in their caparifons, of men?
It nought avails thee, where, but what thou art;
Ail the diflin&ions of this little life
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man.
I^nen through death’s flreights, earth’s fubtle ferpents creep,
hich wriggle into wealth, or climb renown,
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree.
*1 Bey leave their party colour’d robe behind,
AU that now glitters, while they rear aloft
’Their brazen crefts, and hifs at us below.
Qf fortune’s fucus flrip them, yet alive;
^rip them of body, too; nay, elofer Rill,
Away with all, but moral, in their minds;
And let, what then remains, impofe their name,

* r°nounce them weak, or worthy; great, or mean,
mean that fnufT of glory fortune lights,
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And death puts out! Doit thou demand a tcfi3
A tell, at once infallible, and fhort,
Of real greatnefs ? that man greatly lives,
Whate’er his fate, or fame, who greatly dies;
High-ffufh’d with hope, where heroes ihall defpair.
If this a true criterion, many courts,
Illuilrious, might afford but few grandees.
Th’ Almighty from his throne, on earth Purveys.
Nought greater, than an honefl, humble heart;
An humble heart, his refidence! pronounc’d
His fecond feat; and rival to the Ikies.
The private path, the fecret ails of men,
If noble, far the nobleft of our lives!
How far above Lorenzo’s glory fits
fh illuftrious mailer of a name unknown;
Whofe worth unrivall’d, And unwitnefs’d, loves
Life s facred (hades, where g'ods converfe with men;
And peace, beyond the world’s conception, frniles!
As thou! (now dark,) before we part, (halt fee.
But thy great foul this fkulking glory fcorns.
Lorenzo’s lick, but when Lorenzo’s feen;
And, when he fhrugs at public bufinefs, lyes.
Deny’d the public eye, the public voice,
As if he liv’d on others breath, he dies,
lain would he make the world his pedeflal;
Mankind the gazers, the foie figure, he.
Knows he, that mankind praife againfl their will,
And mix as much detraction as they can?
Knows he, that faithlefs fame her whifper has,
As well as trumpet ? that his vanity
Is fo much tickled from not hearing all?
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praife,

Or, from an itch more fordid, when he Ihines,
Taking his country by five-hundred ears,
Senates at once admire him, and defpife,
W ¡th naodeft laughter lining loud applaufe,
Which makes the fmile more mortal to his fame?
His fame, which (like the mighty Csefar,) crown’d
With laurels, in full fenate, greatly falls,
Sy feeming friends, that honour, and deftroy.
We rife in glory, as we fink in pride:
W'nere boaiting ends, there dignity begins:
And yet, mjftaken beyond all miftake,
The blind Lorenzo’s proud!—of being proud;
And dreams, himfelf afeending in his fall.
An eminence, though fancy’d, turns the brain;
All vice wants hellebore; but of all vice,
Tride loudefl calls, and for the largeft bowl;
Tecaufe, all other vice unlike, it flics,
^!1 fa£t,. the point, in fancy molt purfu’d.
Who court applaufe, oblige the world in this;
I hey gratify man’s pailion to refufe.
fa’perior honour, when affum’d, is loft;
Ty n good men turn banditti, and rejoice,
Thee Kouli-Khan, in plunder of the proud.

1 hough fomewhat difconcerted, Heady ftiH
h o the world’s caufe, with.half a face of joy,
Torenzo cries—‘ Be, then, ambition call;
Ambition’s dearer far (lands unimpeach’d,

( ^ay plealure! proud ambition is her flavg;
(1or Ter, he foars at great, and hazards ill;
( ^°r her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes;
,

paves his way, with-crowns, to reach her fmile:
ho can rqfiff-hpr charms?’—Or, ihould? Loren
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What mortal fhall refill, where angels yield?
Pleafure’s the miftrefs of ethereal powers;
For her contend the rival god3 above;
Pleafure’s the miftrefs of the world below;
And well it is for man, that pleafure charms:
How would all ilagnate, but for pleafure’s ray!
How would the frozen dream of adlion ceafe!
What is the pulfe of this fo bufy world?
The love of pleafure: that, through ev’ry vein,
Throws motion, warmth; and ihuts out death from life,
Though various are the tempers of mankind,
Pleafure’s gay family holds all in chains:
Some moil affedl the black; and fotne, the fair;
Some honeft pleafure court; and fome, obfeene.
Pleafures obicene are various, as the throng
Of paffions, that can err in human hearts;
Millake their objedls, or tranfgrefs their bounds.
Think you there’s but one whoredom! whoredom, all,
But when our reafon licenfes delight.
Boll doubt, Lorenzo? thou lhalt doubt no moreThy father chides thy gallantries; yet hugs
An ugly, common harlot, in the dark;
A rank adulterer with others gold;
And that hag, vengeance, in a corner charms.
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love,
Where horrid Epicures debauch in blood.
Whate’er the motive, pleafure is the mark:
For her, the black affaffin draws hisfword;
For her, dark ftatefmcn trim their midnight lamp,
To which no dingle facrifice may fall;
For her the faint abftains; the mifer ftarves;
The Stoic proud, for pleafure, pleafure fcojm’d;
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For her, affli ¿lion’s daughters grief indulge,
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears;
For her, guilt, ihame, toil, danger we defy;
And, with an aim voluptuous, ruih on death.
’Thus univerfal her defpotic power.
And as.her empire wide, her praife is juft.
Patron of pleafure! doater on delight!
1 am thy rival; pleafure I profefs;
Fleafure the purpofe of my gloomy fong.
Fleafure is nought but virtue’s gayer name:
i wrong her ftill, I rate her worth too low;
Virtue the root, and pleafure is the flower;
And honeft Epicurus' foes were fools.
But this founds harih, and gives the wife offence;
Jf o’erftrain’d wifdom ilill retains the name.
How knits aufterity her cloudy brow,
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praife
W pleafure, to mankind, unprais’d, too dear!
modern Stoics! hear my foft reply;
Hieir fenfes men will trull: we can’t irnpofe;
if we could, is impofition right?
Hwn honey fweet: but, owning, add this fling;
V hen mixt with poifon, it is deadly too.’
lruth never was indebted to a lie.
' ’ bought but virtue to be prais’d, as good?
By then is health preferr’d before difeafe?
'A hat nature lov.es is good, without our leave.
A“d where no future drawback cries, ‘ Beware;
*
■ tafure, though not from virtue, ihould prevail.
*• *s balm to life, and gratitude to heav’n;
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy’di
Fhe love of tdeafurc is man’s eldeft-born,
£ Si
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Born in his cradle, living to his tomb;
V ifdom, her younger lifter, though more grave.
Was meant to minifter, and not to mar,
Imperial pleafure, queen of human hearts.
Lorenzo! thou, her majefty’s renown’d,
Though ilncoift, counfel, learned in the world!
Who think’ft thyfelf a Murray, with difdain
May’ll look on me. Yet, my Demofthenes!
Canft thou plead pleafure s caule as well as I ?
Know’ll thou her nature, purpofe, parentage?
Attend my fong, and thou ihalt know them all;
And know thyfelf, and know thyfelf to be
(Strange truth!) the molt abftemious man alive,
fell not Califta; ihewill laugh thee dead;
Or fend thee to her hermitage with L—.
Abfurd prefumption! thou, who never knew’ft
A ferious thought! Ihalt thou dare dream of joy’
No man e’er found a happy life by chance;
Or yawn’d it into being with a with;
Or, with the fnout of grov’ling appetite,
E er fmelt it out, and grubb d it from the dirt.
An art it is, and muft be learnt; and learnt
With unremitting effort, or be loft,
And leaves us pcrfedl blockheads, in our blifs.
The clouds may drop down titles, and eftates;
Wealth may feck us; but wifdom muft be fought:
Bought before all; but (how unlike all elfe
We feek on earth!) ’tis never fought in vain.
Firft, pleafure s birth, rife, ftrength and grandeur fee;
Brought forth by wifdom, nurft by difcipline,
By patience taught, by perfeverance crown’d,
She rears her head majeftic; round her throne,
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•kreiledin the bofom of the juft,
kach virtue, lifted, forms her manly guard.
For what are virtues? (formidable name!)
What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ?
Why, then, commanded? Need mankind commands,
At once to merit, and to make, their blifs?—
Great legiilator! fcarce fo great, as kind!
If men are rational, and love delight,
Thy gracious law but flatters human choice;
fo the tranfgreffion lies the penalty;
And they the moil indulge, who moil obey.
Of pleafure, next, the final caufe explore;
fts mighty purpofe, its important end.
Not to turn human brutal, but to build
divine on human, pleafure came from heav’n,
fo aid to reafon was the goddefs fent;
'Focall up all its ftrength by fuch a charm.
pWure, firft, fuccours virtue; in return,
Virtue gives pleafure an eternal reign.
^Tat, but the pleafure of food, friendihip, faith,
Supports life nat’ral, civil, and divine ?
Jis from the pleafure of repaft, we live;
Jis from the pleafure of applaufe, we pleafe;
f is from the pleafure of belief, we pray;
(All pray’r would ceafe, if unbeliev’d the prize:)
fo ferves ouifelves, our fpecies, and our God;
And to ferve more, is paft the fphere of man,
Jfide, then, for ever, pleature’s facred flream!
nrough Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs,
And fofter ev’ry growth of happy life;

^kesa new Eden, where it flow's;—but fuch
muft, be loft, Lorenzo1 by thy fall,
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’ What mean I by thy fall?’—Thou’lt fhortly fee,
While pleafure’s nature is at large difpay’d;
Already lung her origin, and ends.
Thofe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree,
W hen pleafure violates, ’tis then a vice,
And vengeance too; it haftens into pain,
from due refrciliment, life, health, reafon, joy;
Ironr wild excels, pain, grief, diftra&ion, death;
Heav’n’s juflice this proclaims, and that her love,
What greater evil can 1 wifli my foe,
Than his full draught of pleafare, from a calk
Unbroach’t by juft authority, unguag’d?
By temperance, by reafon unrefin’d ?
A thousand daemons lurk within the lee.
Heav’n, others, and ourfelvcs! uninjur’d thefts.
Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more divine;
Angels are angels from indulgence there;
’Tis unrepenting pleafure makes a god.
Doft think thyfelf a god from other joys?
A vidlim rather! ihortly fure to bleed.
The wrong muft mourn: Can Heav’n’s appointments fail?
Can man outwit Omnipotence? ftrike-out
A felf-wrought happinefs unmeant by him
Who made us, and the world we would enjoy?
Who forms an inftrument, ordains from whence
Its diflonance, or harmony, fhall rife.
Heav’n bid the foul this mortal frame infpire;
Bid virtue’s ray divine infpire the foul
With unprccarious flows of vital joy;
And, without breathing, man as well might hope l or life, as, without piety, for peace.
Is virtue, then, and piety the fame?’—

No; piety is more; ’tis virtue’s fource;
Mother of ev’ry worth, as that of joy.
Men of the world this dodbrine ill digeft;
They fmile at piety; yet boaft aloud
Good-will to men; nor know they ftrive to part
W hat nature joins; and thus confute themfclves.
ith piety begins all good on earth;
*1 is the firft-born of rationality.
Confcience, her firft law broken, wounded lies;
Enfeebled, lifelefs, impotent to good;
A feign’d affeftion bounds her utmoft pow r.
Some we can’t love, but for the Almighty s fake;
A foe to God was ne’er true friend to man: ?
Some finifter intent taints all he does;
And, in his kindeft adlions, he’s unkind.
On piety, humanity is built;
And, on humanity, much happinefs;
And yet ftill more on piety itfelf.
A foul in commerce with her God, is heav n ;
feels not the tumults and the ihocks of life;
I he whirls of paifions, and the ftrokes of heart,
A Deity believ’d, is joy begun; «
A Deity ador’d, is joy advanc’d; »
A Deity belov’d, is joy matur’d, s
Each branch of piety delight infpires; *
Faith builds a bridge from this world to trie next, *
0 er death’s dark gulph, and all its horror hides-;
I’raife, the fweet exhalation of our joy.
I hat joy exalts, and makes it fwceter ftill;
Eray’r ardent opens heav’n, lets down a ftream
Of glory on the confecrated hour
Of man, in audience with the Deity.
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Who worihips the great God, that inftant joins
1 he firft in heav n, and fets his foot on hell.
Lorenzo! when wail thou at church before?
Thou think’ft the fervice long; but is it juft?
Tho’ juft, unwelcome: thou hadft rather tread
Unhallow’d ground; the mufe, to win thine ear,
Muft take an air lefs folemn. She complies,
Good confcience! at the found the world retires;
Verfe difaffeds it, and Lorenzo fmiles;
Yet has fire her feraglio full of charms;
And fuch as age lhall heighten, not impair.
Art thou dejeded ? is thy mind o’ercaft ?
Amid her fair ones, thou the faireft chufe,
To chafe thy gloom.—-' Go, fix fome weighty truth.;
* Chain down fome paffion; do fome gen’rous good;
* Teach ignorance to fee, to grief to fmile;
’ Correct thy friend; befriend thy greateftfoe;
” Or, with warm heart, and confidence divine,
* Spring up, and lay ftrong hold on him who made thee.’Thy gloom is feather'd, fprightly fpirits flow;
Tho’ wither’d is thy vine, and harp unftrung.
Doft call the bowl, the viol, and the dance,
Loud mirth, mad laughter? wretched Comforters?
Phyficians! more than half of thy difeafe.
Laughter, tho’ never cenfur’d yet as fin,
(Pardon a thought that only feems fevere)
is half-immoral: is it much indulg’d?
By venting fpleen, or diffipating thought,
It ihews a fcorner, or it makes a fool;
And fins, as hurting others, or ourfelves.
’Tis pride, or emptinefs, applies the ftraw,

That tickles little minds to mirth cftufe;
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Of grief approaching, the portentous fign!
The houfe of laughter makes a houfe of woe.
A man triumphant is a monftrous fight;
A man dejedted is a fight as mean.
What caufe for triumph, where iuch ills abound?
What for deje&ion, where prefides a power,
Who call’d us into being to be bleft ?
So grieve, as confcious, grief may rife to joy;
So joy, as confcious joy, to grief may fall.
Moft true, a wife man never will be fad;
But neither -will fonorous, bubbling mirth,
A ihallow ftreani of happinefs betray:
Too happy to be fportive, he’sferene.
Yet wouldft thou laugh (but at thy own experience,)
This counfel ftrange fhould I prefume to give—
1 Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay.’
There truths abound of fov’reign aid to peace;
Ah! do not prize them lefs, becaufe infpir’d,
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do.
If not infpir’d, that pregnant page had Rood,
Time’s treafure! and the wonder of the wife!,
Thou think’ft, perhaps, thy foul alone at ftake;
Alas! ihould men miltake thee for a fool;—
What man of tafte for genius, wifdom, truth,
Tho’ tender of thy fame, could interpofe ?
Believe rpe, fenfe, here, adts a double part,
And the true critic is a Chriftian too.
But thefe, thou think’ft, arc gloomy paths to joy.—
true joy in funihine ne’er was found at firft;
They, firft, themfelves offend, who greatly pleafe;
And travel only gives us found repofe.
Heav’n fells all pieafure; effort is the price;
e ;
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The joys of conqueft, are the joys of man;
And glory the victorious laurel fpreads
O’er pleafures pure, perpetual, placid ftream.
There is a time, when toil muit be preferred,
Or joy, by mif-tim’d fondnefs, is undone.
A man of pleasure is a man of pains.
Thou wilt not take the trouble to bebleft.
Falfe joys, indeed, are born from want of thought
From thought’s full bent, and energy, the true;
And that demands a mind in equal poize,
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy.
Much joy not only fpeaks fmall happinefs,
But happinefs that fhortly muft expire.
Can joy, unbottom’d in reflection, ftand?
And, in a tempeft, can reflection live?
Can joy, like thine, fecure itfelf an hour?
Can joy, like thine, mcec accident unihock’d?
Or ope the door to honeft poverty?
Or talk with threat’ning death, and not turn pale?
In fuch a world, and fuch a nature, thefe
Are needful fundamentals of delight:
Thefe fundamentals give delight indeed;
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable;
Delight, unihaken, mafeuline, divine;
A conilant, and a found, but ferious joy.
Is joy the daughter of feverity ?
It is:—yet far my doCtrine from fevere.
‘ Rejoice for ever:’ it becomes a man;
Exalts, and fets him nearer to the gods.
‘ Rejoice for ever,’ Nature cries,£ Rejoice;5
And drinks to naan, in her ncdlareotis cup,
Mixt up of delicatcs for every ferife;
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To the great founder of the bounteous feaft,
Rrinks glory, gratitude, eternal praife;
And he that will not pledge her, is a churl.
Hl firmly to fupport,. good fully tafte,
k the whole fcience of felicity:
Yet fparing pledge; her bowl is not the beft
Mankind can boaft.—‘ A rational repail;
‘ Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms,
‘ A military dil’cipline of thought,
‘ To foil temptation in the doubtful fieldt
‘ And ever-waking ardor for the right.’
’ l is thefe, firft, give, then guard, a chearful hearty
Bought that is right, think little; well aware,
Y'hat reafon bids, God bids; by his command
Bow aggrandiz'd, the fmalleft thing wc do!
1 bus, nothing is infipid to the wife;
i Q thee, infipid all, but what is mad;J°ys feafon’d high, and tailing ftrong of guilt.
1 Mad! (tliou reply’ll, with indignation fir’d)
1 Of ancient fages proud to tread the fteps,
‘ 1 follow nature.’—Follow nature ftill,,
But look it be thine own Is confidence, then,
Bo part of nature? is fhc. not fupreme?
Thou regicide! O raife her from the dead!
Then, follow nature, and refcmble God. -*
^hen, fpite of confidence, pleafuie is purfu’d,
Man’s nature is unnaturally pleas’d:
Aral what’s unnatural, is painful too
At intervals, and muft difguft ev’n thee!
i he faCt thou know’ft; but not, perhaps, the caufe.
irtue’s foundations with the world’s were laid;
Beav’n mixt her with our make, and twilled chfe
E6
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Her facred int’refts with the firings of life.
Who breaks her awful mandate, fhocks himfelf,
His better felf: and is it greater pain,
Our foul fhould murmur, or our dull repine?
And one, in their eternal war, mull bleed.
If one mull faffer, which fliouldleaft befpar’d?
The pains of mind furpafs the pains of fenfe:
Aik, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt?
The joys of fenfe to mental joys are mean;
Senfe on the prefent only feeds; the foul
On pail, and future, forages for joy.
s I is hers, by retrofpedl, thro’ time to range;
And forward time’s great fequel to furvey.
Could human courts take vengeance on the mind,
¿¿Axes might ruft, and racks, and gibbets, fall:
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reft to fate.
Lorenzo! wilt thou never be a man?
The man is dead, who for the body lives, *
Lur’d by thfc beating of his pulfe, to lift
With ev’ry lull, that wars againft his peace;
Andfets him quite at variance with himfelf.
Thyfelf, firft, know; then love: a felf there is
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms.
A felf there is, as fond of ev’ry vice,
While ev’ry virtue wounds it to the heart;
Huminty degrades it, juftice robs,
Bleft bounty beggarsit,fair truth betrays,
And godlike magnanimity deftroys.
T his felf, when rival to the former, fcom;
When not tn competition, kindly treat,
Defend it, feed it;—but when virtue bids,

2

it, or to the fowls, or the flames.
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And why? ’tis love of pleafure bids thee bleed;
Comply, or own felf-love extindl, or b.ind.
For what is vice ? felf-lovp in a miftake:
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear.
And virtue, what? ’tis felf-love in her wits,
Quite ikilful in the market of delight.
Self-love’s good fenfe is love of that dread Power,
From whom herfelf, and all the can enjoy.
Other felf-love is but difguis’d felf-hate;
More mortal than the malice of our foes;
A felf-hate, now, fcarce felt; then felt full-fore.
When being, curft; extinction, loud-implor’d;
And ev’ry thing preferr’d to what we aie. .
Yet this felf-love Lorenzo makes his choice;
And, in this choice triumphant, boafts of joy.
How is his want of happinefs betray d,
By disaffection to the prefent hour!
Imagination wanders far a-field.
The future picales: why? the prefent pains.—
‘ But that’s a fecret,’—Yes, which all men know;
And know from thee, difeover’d unawares.
Thy ceafelefs agitation, reftlefs roll
From cheat to cheat, impatient ol a paufe:
What is it?—’Tis the cradle of the foul,
From inftimft font, to rock her in difeafe,
Which her phyfician, reafon, will not cure.
A poor expedient ’. yet thy heft; and while

It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too.
Such are Lorenzo’s wretched remedies!.
The weak have remedies; the wife have joys.
Superior wlfdom is fuperior blifs. 9
And what fure mark diftinguiilies the wife.
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Confident wifdom ever wills the fame;
Thy fickle wiih is ever on the wing,
Sick ofherftlf, is folly’s charafter;6
As wifdom’s is, a modeft felf-applaufe
A change of evils is thy good fiipreme;
Nor, but in motion, canft thou find thy reft,
Man’s great eft ftrcngth is ihewn in ftanding ftijL
I he firft fare fymptom of a mind in health, °
Is reft of heart, and pleafure felt at home. ’
kalfe pleafure from abroad her joys importsRich from within, and felf-faftain’d, the true.
1 he true is fixt, and folid. as a rock;
Shpp’iy thefalfe, and toiling, as the wave.
This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain:
IJiat, like the fabled, felf-enamo-ur’d boy,
Home-contemplation her fapreme delight;
She dreads an interruption from without", ”
Smit with her own condition; and the more
lntenfe fhe gazes, ftilr it charms the more.
No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth
There breaths not a more happy than himfelf;
1 hen envy dies, and love o’erflows on all;
And love o’erflowing makes an angel here
Such angels all, entitled to repofe
On him who governs fate: tho’ tempeft frowns,
1 ho nature flukes, how foft to lean-on heaven'
I o lean on In,„ onhim, on „hom aeolungeb lean!
;;lth inward eyes, and filent as the grave,
H’ey ftand collcdting every beam of thought,
th their hearts kindle with divine delight •
Foralld,eirtl1o„i,l;tSilil„ail,,clsifMu«.o;d
In Mrael , dream, come from, and go to heaven.
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Hence, are they ftudious of fcqueftred feerfes;While nolle, and diflipatiom comfort thee.
Were all men happy, revelling
*
would cpafex
Tha; opiate for inquietude within.
Lorenzo! never man was truly bleft,
But it compos’d, and gave him fach a caft,
As’folly might raiftake for want of. joy.
A caft,unlike the triumph of the proud;.
A modeft afpeft, and a fniile at hem.
0 fora joy from thy Philander s fpi-ng-.
A fpring perennial, rifing in the breaft,
And permanent,as pure! no-turbid-.Oreana
Of rapt’rous exultation, swelling high,
,
Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while,.

T hen fink at once and leave us in the rmre.
V'hat does the man# who tranfient joy prefer.
What, but prefer the bubbles.to the ftream?
Vain are all fudden fallics. of delight;
Convulfions of a weak diftemper d joy.
Joy’s a fix’d Rate; a tenor, not a ilart.
Blifs there is none, but unprecarious blifs:
That is the gem: fell all, and purchafe that#
Why go a begging to contingencies, * ,
Not gain’d with eafe, nor fafely lov’d, it gain’d.
At good fortuitous, draw back, and paufe,
Sufpeftit; what thou canft enfure, enjoy;
And nought but what thou givit thylelf, is fure.

Reafon perpetuates joy that reafon gives,.
And makes it as immortal as herfelf:.
1 0 mortals, nought immortal, but their wort . *
Worth, confeious worth! ihoukl abfohtely rc^a;
And other joys afk leave for their approach,
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Kor, unexamin’d, ever leave obtain.
Thou art all anarchy; a mob of joys
Wage war, and perilh in inteftine broils;
Jsot the leaft promife of internal peace!
No bofoni-comfort! or unbcrrow’d blifs!
Thy thoughts are vagabonds; all outward-bound,
Md funds, and rocks, and ftorms, to cruife for pleafure;
If gain’d, dear bought; and better mifs’d than gain’d.
Much pain muft expiate, what much pain procur’d.
Fancy, andfenfe, from an inferred fhore,
Thy cargo bring; and peftilence the prize.
Then,fuch thy thirft (infatiable thirft!
By fond indulgence but inflam’d the more!)
Fancy ftill cínifes, when poor fenfe is tir’d.
Imagination is the Paphian fhop,
Where feeble happinefs, like Vulcan, lame,
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recefs,
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires,)
With wanton art, thofe fatal arrows form,

nWrdCr 311 thy time> heaIth’ wealth’ and fome’
omdft thou receive them, other thoughts there are,
On angel-wing, defeending from above,
hich thefe, with art divine, would counterwork,
And form celeftial armour for thy peace.
? In this is feen imagination’s guilt;
But who can count her follies ? ihe betrays thee.
Io think in grandeur there is fomething great,
hor works of curious art, and ancient fame,
y genius hungers, elegantly pain’d;
And foreign climes muft cater for thy tafte.
Hence, what difafter !_tho’ the price was paid,
hat permuting prieft, the Turk of Reme,
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Whofefoot (ye gods!) tho’ cloven, muftbekifsd,

Detain’d thy dinner on the Latian fhore;
(Such is the fate of honeft Proteftants!)
And poor magnificence is ftarv d to death.
Hence juft refentment, indignation, ire! Be pacify'd; if outward things are great,
’ his magnanimity great things to (corn;
Pompous expences, and parades auguft,
And courts; that inlalubrious foil to peace.
True happinefsne’er enter’d at an eye;
I rue happinefs refides in things unfeen.
Ho fmiles of fortune ever bleft the bad,
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys;
I hat jewel wanting, triple cro wns are poor So tell his Holinefs, and be reVeng d.
Pleafure, we both agree, is man’s chief good;
Our only conteft, what deferves the name.
Dive plealure’s name to nought, but what has pafs u
I h’ authentic feal of reafon (which, like Yorke,
Demurs on what it paffes) and defies
1 he tooth of time; when paft, a pleafure ftill:
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age,
And doubly to be priz’d, as it promotes
Dur future, while it forms our prefent, joy.
Some joys the future overcaft; and fome
"I hrow all their beams that way, and gild the tomb.

Some joys endear eternity; fome give
Abhorr’d annihilation dreadful charms.
Ale rival joys contending for thy choice?
Confult thy whole exiftence, and be fafe;
1 hat oracle will put all doubt to flight.
S1«)rt is the leffon, tho’ my leflure long,
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Be good and let Heav’n anfwer for the reft. Yet, with a figh o’er all mankind, I grant
In this our day of proof, our land of hope,
The good man has his clouds that intervene;
Clouds, that obfcure his fublunary day,
But never conquer: evh the heft muft own,
Patience, and refignation, are the pillars
O£ human peace on earth. Thte pillars, thefe;
But thofe of Seth not more remote from thee,
fill this heroic leffon thou haft learnt;
To frown at pleafure, and to finile in pain.
Fir’d at the profpedl of unclouded hlifs,
Heav n in reverfion, like the fun, as yet
Beneath th’ horizon, chears us in this world;
It fheds, on fouls fufceptible of light,
1 he glorious dawn of our eternal day.
1 his (fays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue:
‘ But can harangues blow back ftrong nature’s ftream;
‘ Or ftem the tide Heav’n pufhes thro’ our veins,
‘ Which fweeps away man’s impotent tefolves,
‘ And lays his labour level with the world?’
Themfelves men make their comment on mankind;
And think nought is, but what they find at home:
I hus, weaknefs to chimaera turns the truth.
Nothing romantic has the mule prefcrib’d.
* Above, Lorenzo faw the man of earth,
The mortal man; and wretched was the fight.
”1 o balance that, to comfort, and exalt,
Now fee the man immortal: him, I mean,
V ho lives as inch: whofe heart, full bent on heav’n,

In a former Night.
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Leans all that way, his bias to the ftars.
Theworld’s dark fhades, in contraft fet, (hall raife
Hisiuftre more; tho’ bright, without a foil;
Obfervehis awful portrait, and admire;
Mor flop at wonder; imitate, and live.
Some angel guide my pencil, while I dra r,
What nothing lefs than angel can exceed,
A man on. earth devoted to-.the ikies;
Like ftiips in feas, while in, above the world.

With afpe& mild, and elevated eye,
Behold him feated on a mount fererie,
Above the fogs of ferrfe, and pafiion s ftorm;
AU the black cares, and tumults, of tins life,
Like harm left, thunders, breaking at his feet,.
Excite his pity, not impair his peace.
Earth’s genuine Sons, the feeptred, and the ilav«3
A mingled mob! a wand’ring herd! he fees,
Bewilder’d in the vale; in all unlike I
His full reverfe in all! what higher praifc?
What ft conger demouftration of the right?
The prefent all their care; the future, bis.

When public welfare calls, or private want,
They give to fame; his bounty’ he conceals.
Their virtues varniih nature; his exalt.
Mankind’s efteem they court; and he, his own.
Theirs, the wild chace of falfe felicities;
His, the compos’d poffeffion of the true.
Alike throughout is his confiftent peace,
AU of one colour, and am eVen thread;
While party-colous’d. Ihr eds of happinefs,
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them
A madman’s robe; each puff of fortune blow^
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The tatters by, and (hews their nakeflrrefs.
He fees with other eyes than theirs: where they
Behold a fun, he fpies a Deity;
What makes them only
makes him adore.
” here they fee mountains, he but atoms fees;
° empire, in his balance, weighs a grain.
They things terreftrial worftip, as dlvine‘.
Hrs hopes immortal blow them by, as duft,
1 hat dims his fight, anddhortens his forvey.
Which longs, in infinite, to lofe all bound.
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate)
He lays afide to find his dignity;
No dignity they find in aught befides
I hey triumph in externals (which conceal
Man s real glory) proud of an eclipfe.
dimfelf too much he prizes to be proud
And nothing thinks fo great in man, as man.
i oo dear he holds his intereft, to negled
Another’s welfare, or his right invade;
Their int’reft, like a lion, fives on prey.
hey kindle at the Ihadow of a wrong;
Wrong fie fuftains with temper, looks on heav'n
Nor ftoops to think his injurer his foeNought b„t what wounds his virtue,vvounds.his ?eace.
A cover d heart their charafter defends;
?
A cover’d heart denies him half his praife.
With nakednefs his innocence agrees ;
While their broad foliage teftrfies their fall.
heir no-joys end, where his full feaft begins.
is joys create, theirs murder, future blifs.
io triumph inexiftence, his alone;
And his alone triumphantly to think
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His true exiftence, is not yet begun.
His glorious courfe was, yefterday, complete;
Death, then, was welcome; yet life fbi.ll is Tweet.
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the fii m,
Undaunted breaft—And whole is that high praife?
They yield topleafure, tho’ they danger-brave,
And (hew no fortitude, but in the field;
If there they iliew it, ’tis for glory fhewn;
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts.
A cordial his fuftains, that cannot fail;
Bypleafure unfuhdu’d, unbroke by pain,
He (hares in that, omnipotence he trufts.
All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls;
And when, fie falls, writes vi-ci on- his ihielci’.
Hom magnanimity, all fear above;
Brom nobler recompence, above applaufe;
^Bbich owes to man’s ihort out-look all its charms.
Backward to credit what he never felt,
Lorenzo cries,—' Where ihines this miracle?
from, what root rifes this immortal manr?A root that grows not in Lorenzo s. ground;
flic root difTeft, nor wonder at the flower.
He follows nature (not like * thee;) and ihews us
Au uninverted fyftem of a man.
His appetite wears reafon’s golden chain,
And finds, in due reftraint, its luxury.
Hispafiion, like an eagle well reclaim d,
taught to fly at nought, but infinite.
Patient his hope, un-anxious is his care,
ills caution fearlefs, and his grief, (if .grief

See page 87, line IL- .
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The gods ordain) a ftranger to defpair.
And why?—becaufe affedtion, more than meet,
His wifdom leaves not difengag’d from heaven.
Thofe fecondary goods that fmile on earth,
He, loving in proportion, loves in peace.
7 hey moil the world enjoy, who leaft admire.
His underftanding fcapes the common cloud
Of fumes, arifing from a boiling breaft.
His head is clear, becaufe his heart is cool,
By worldly competitions uninflam’d.
The mod’rate movements of his foul admit
Diftindt ideas, and matur’d debate,
An eye impartial, and an even fcale;
Whence judgment found, and unrepenting choice.
Thus, iii a double fenfe, the good are wife;
On its own dunghill, wifer than the world.
What, then, the world? it muft be doubly weak;
Strange truth! as foon would they believe their creed»
Yet thus it is; nor otherwife can be;
So far from aught romantic, what I fing.
Blifs has no being, virtue has no ftrength,
But from the profpedl of immortal life.
Who think earth all, or, (what weighs juft the fame)
Who care no farther, muft prize what it yields;
Fond of its fancies; proud of its parados.
Who thinks earth nothing, can’t its charms admir-e;
He can’t a foe, tho’ moil malignant, hate,
Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe.
'Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaft
Good-will to men?) to love their deareft friend;
For may he not invade their good fupreme,
U here the leaft jsaloufy turns love to gall?

All (lines to them, that for a feafon Urines.
Each adl, each thought, he queftions, ‘ What its weight,

1 Its colour what, a thousand ages hence!
And what it there appears, he deems it now.
Hence, pure are the receffes of his foul.
1 he god-like man hath nothing to conceal.
His virtue, conftitutionally deep,
Has habit’s firmnefs, and afFtdion s flame;
Angels, ally’d, defeend to feed the fire;
And death, which others flays, makes him a god.
And now, Lorenzo! bigot of this world!
Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by heav n!
Stand by thy fcorn, and be reduc’d to nought.:
For what art thou?—Thou boafter! while, thy glare,
Fhy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth,
Eike a broad mift, at diftance, ftrikes us moil;
And, like a mift, is nothing when at hand;
His merit, ‘like a mountain, on approach,
Swells more, and rifes nearer to the ikies,
Fy promife, now, and, by poffeflion, foon,
( Foo foon, too much, it cannot be) his own.
From this thy juft annihilation rife,
Horenzo! rife to fomething, by reply.
■I he world, thy client, liftens, and experts;
And longs to crown thee with immortal praife.
Fanft thou be (¡lent? No; for wit is thine;
And wit talks nioft, when leaft fhe has to fay,
Andreafon interrupts not her career.
She’ll fay—That mifts above the mountains rife;
And, with a thoufand plealantries, am.ufe;
‘'’he’ll fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a duft,
And fly convidlion, in the duft fhe rais 4«
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Wit, how delicious to man’s dainty tafte!
’Tis precious, as the vehicle of fenfe;
But, as its fubflitute, a dire difeafe.
Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world,
By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare,
Wifdom, is rare, Lorenzo! wit abounds;
Pailion can give it; fometimes wine infpires
The lucky flaih ;. andmadncfs rarely fails.
Whatever caufe the fpirit flrongly ftirs,
Confers the.bays, and rivals thy renown.
For thy renown, ’twere well, was this the vvorft
Chance often hits it; and, to pique thee more,
See dullnefs, blund’ring on vivacities,
Shakes her. fage head at the calamity,
Which has,expos’d, and let her down to thee.
But wifdom, awful wifdom ! which infpedts,
Difcerns, compares, weighs, feparates, infers,
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laft ;
How rare! in fenates, fynods, fought in vain;
Or if there found, ’tis facred to the few;
While a lewd prolcitutc to multitudes,
Frequent, as fatal, wit.: in civil life,
Wit makes an enterprifer; fenlp, a man.
Wit hates authority; commotion loves,
And thinks kerfelf the lightning of the ft.orm.
In liâtes, ’tis dangerous; in religion, death:
Shall wit turn Chriftian, when the. dull believe?
Seule is our helmet, wit is but the plume;
The plumQ expofes, ’tis our helmet faves.
Senfe is the di’mond, weighty, folid, found;
When cut by wit, it. calls a brighter beam;
Yet, wit apart, it is a di’mond fiilL.
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Wit, widow’d of good fenfe, is worfe than nought;
it hoillsmore fail to run againll a rock.
Thus, a half-Chefterfield is quite a fool;
hom dull fools fcorn, and blefs their want of wit.
How ruinous the rock! I warn thee ihun,
here Sirens fit, to fing thee to thy fate!
A j°y, in which our reafon bears no part,
is but a forrow tickling, ere it flings.
*‘ct not the cooings of the world allure thee; •
^hich of her lovers ever found her true?
HaPPy! of this bad world who little know!—
And yet, we much muft know her, to be fafe.
i’o know the world, not love her, is thy point;
gives but little, nor that little, long.
nere is, I grant, a triumph of the pulfe;
A dance of fpirits, a mere froth of joy,
^ur Aoughtlefs agitation’s idle child,
hat mantles high, that fparkles, and expires,
leaving the foul more vapid than before.
An animal ovation! fuch as holds

c°mmerce with our reafon, but fubfifts
0° juices, thro’ the well-ton’d tubes, well-flrain’d;
A nice machine! fcarce ever tun’d aright;
And when it jars—thy Sirens fing no more;
^hy dance is done; the demi-god is thrown
(•’hort apotheofis!) beneath the man,
coward gloom immers’d, or fell defpair.
Art thou yet dull enough defpair to dread,
And fiartle at deilrudlion? If thou art,
Accept a buckler, take it to the field;
(A field of battle is this mortal life1)

‘‘ aen danger threatens, lay it on thy heart;
VOL. U.
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A fingle fentence proof- againft the world.
* Soul, body,.fortune! ev’ry good pertains
4 To one of thefe; but prize not all alike;
« The goods of fortune to thy body’s.health,
* Body to foul, and foul fubmit to God.’
Wouldft thou build tailing liappinefs? Do this;
Th’ inverted pyramid can never ftand.
Is this truth doubtful ? it outlhines the fun;
Nay, the fun fhines not, but to ihew us this,
The fingle leffon of mankind on earth.
And yet—yet, what ? no news! mankind is mad;
Such mighty numbers lift againft the right,
(And what can’t numbers, when bewitch’d, atchieve!)
They talk themfelves to fomething like belief,
That all earth’s joys are theirs: as Athens’ fool
Grinn’d from the port, on ev’ry fail his own.
t
They grin; but wherefore? and how long the laugh?
Half ignorance, their mirth; and half, a lie;
To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they fmile.
Hard either talk! the moft abandon’d own,
That others, if abandon’d, are undone:
Then, for themfelves, the moment reafon wakes,
(And Providence denies it long repofe)
O how laborious is their gaiety!
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient fpleen,
Scarce mufter patience to fupport the farce.
And pump fad laughter, till the curtain falls.
Scarce, did I fay? Some cannot fit it out;
Oft their own daring hands the cuftain draw,
And ihew us what their joy, by their defpair.
The clotted hair! gor’d breaft! bhfphcming eye!
Its impious fury ftill alive in death I--»
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Shut, ihut the {hocking feene—But heav’n denies.
A cover to liich guilt; and fo ihouid man.
Took round, Lorenzo! fee the reeking blade^
The invenom’d phial, and the fatal ball;
The ftrangling cord, and fuffocating ftream;
fhe loathlome rottennefs, and foul decays
Dorn raging riot (flower fuicides!)
And pride in thefe, more execrable ftill!—
How horrid all to thought!—but horrors, thefe,
That vouch the truth; and aid my feeble long.
From vice, fenfe, fancy, no man can be bleft;
Blifs it too great, to lodge within an hour;
When an immortal being aims at blifs,
Duration is efiential to the name.
0 for a joy from reafon! joy from that,
Which makes man man; and, exercis’d aright,
ill makes him more: a bounteous joy! that gives,
Andpromifcs; that weaves, with art divine,
The richeft profpcdl into prefent peace;
A joy ambitious! joy in common held
T/ith thrones ethereal, and their greater far:
A joy high privileg’d from chance, time, death!
A joy, which death ihall double! judgment crown!
Crown’d higher, and ftill higher, at each ftage,
1 hro’ bleft eternity’s long day, yet ftill,
Hot more remote from forrow, than from him,
^hofe lavifli hand, whofe love ftupendous, pours
So much of deity on guilty duft.
Fhere, O my Lucia! may I meet thee there,
^here not thy-prefence can improve my blifs!

Affedls not this the fages of the world?
Can nought afledl them, but what fools them too?

F 2

"'IOJ

104

TflE COMPLAINT.

Eternity, depending on an hour,
Make ferious thought man’s wifdom, joy, and praife.
Nor need you blufti (though fometimes your defigns
May ihun the light) at your defigns on heaven:
Sole point! where over-balhful is your blame.
Are you not wile?—You know you are: yet hear
One truth, amid your num’rous fchemes, iniilaid,
Or overlook’d, or thrown afide, if leen;
‘ Our fchemes to plan by this world, or the next,
‘ Is the foie difference between wife, and fool?
All worthy men will weigh you in thisfcale;
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light?
Is their efteem alone not worth your care?
Accept my fimple fcheme of common fenfe:
Thus, fave your fame, and make two worlds your own«
I he world replies not;—but the world perfifts;
And puts the caufe off to the longeft day,
Planning evafions for the day of doom.
So far, at that re-hearing, from redtefs,
I hey then turn witnefles againft themfelves.
Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wife to-morrow.
Haile, haftei a man, by nature, is in hafte;
bor who (hall anfwer for another hour?
I is highly prudent, to make one fure friend?
And that thou can’ll not do, this fide the ikies.
k e fons of earth! (nor willing to be more!)
Since verfe you think from prieft craft fomewhat free,
I bus, in an age fo gay, the mufe plain truths
(1 ruths, which, at church, you might have heard in profe)
Has ventur d into light; well-pleas’d the verfe
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain;
And crown her v> ith your welfare, not your priife.
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But praife flic need not fear: I fee my fate;
And head-long leap, like Curtius, down the gulph,
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome,
Mull die; and die unwept; O thou minute»
Devoted page! go forth among thy foes;
Co, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth,
And die a double death: mankind, incens d,
Denies thee long to live: nor (halt thou reft,
When thou art dead; in Stygian ihades arraign d
By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne;
And bold blafphemer of his friend,—the world;
The world, whofe legions coft him (lender pay,
And volunteers, around his banner fwarm;
Prudent, as Pruflia, in her zeal for Gaul.
‘ Are all, then, fools? Lorenzo cries.—kes, all,
But fuch as hold thisdodlrine (new to thee;)
‘ The mother of true wifdom is the will;’
The nobleft intellect, a fool without it.
World-wifdom much has done, and more may do,
In arts and fciences, in wars, and peace;
But art and feience, like thy wealth, will leave thee»
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death.
This is the moil indulgence can afford;—
‘ Thy wifdom all can do, but—make thee wife?
Nor think this cenfure is fevere on thee;
Satan, thy mafter, I dare call a dunce.
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As when a traveller,

a long day paft
In painful fearch of what he cannot find,
At night’s approach, content with the next cot,
There ruminates, a while, his laDOur loft,
Then chears his heart with what his fate afford»,
And chants his fonnet to deceive the time,
Till the due feafon calk him to repofe:
Thus I, long-travell’d in the ways of men,
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze,
Where difappointment fmiles at hope s career,
Warn’d by the languor of life’s evening ray,
At length have hous’d me in an humble ihed;
Where future wand’ring baniih’d from my thought,

And waiting, patient, the fweet hour of reft;
I chafe the moments with a ferious fong.
Song fooths our pains; and age has pains to footh.
When age, care, crime, and friends embrac’d at heart,
Torn from my bleeding breaft, and death s dark fhade,
Which hovers o’er me, quench th aetherial fire;
Canft thou, O Night! indulge one labour more?
One labour more indulge! then fleep, my ftrainl
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Till, haply, wak’d by Raphael’s golden lyre,
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow, ceafci
To bear a part in everlafting lays;
Though far, far higher fet, in aim, I truft,
Symphonibus to this humble prelude here.
Has not the mufe aflerted pleafures pure.
Take thofe above; exploding other joys?
Weigh what was urg’d, Lorenzo! fairly weigh;
And tell rhe, haft thou caufe to triumph ftill?
I think, thou wilt forbear a boaft fo bold.
But if, beneath the favour of miftake,
Thy fmile’s fincere; not more fincere can-be
Lorenzo’s fmilc, than my compaffion for him.
The fick in body call'for aid; the fick
In mind are covetous of more difeafe;
And when at worft, they dream themfelves quite wclh
To know ourfelves difeas’d, is half our cure.
When nature’s blufh by cuftom is wip’d off,
And confcience, deaden’d by repeated'ftrokcs,
Has into manners naturaliz’d our crimes;
The curfe-of curies is, our curfe to love;
To triumph in the blacknefs of our guilt
(As Indians glcfry in the dcepeft jet;)
And throw afide our fenfes with our peace.
But, grant no guilt, no fhame,no leaft alloy;
Grant joy and glory, quite tinfuHy’d, fhonc-;
Yet, ftill, ‘it ill deferves Lorenzo’s heart.
No joy, no glory, glitters in thy fight,
But, through the thin partition of an hour,
I fee its fable wove by deftihy;
And that in forrow bury’d; this, in fhame;

While howling furies rirtg the dolcftil-kntllp
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And confcience, now fo foft thou fcarce canft heir
bier whifper, echoes her eternal peal.
Where, the prime adlors of the laft year’s fcene;
Their port fo proud, their buikin, and their plume;
How many fleep, who keept the world awake
With luftte, and with noife! Has death proclaim’d
A truce, and hung his fated lance on high ?
Tis brandiih’d ftill; nor ftiall the prefent year
Be more tenacious of her human leaf,
Or fpread of feeble life a thinner fall.
But needlefs monuments to wake the thought;
Life’s gayeft feenes fpeak man’s mortality;
Though in a ftyle more florid, full as plain,
As niaufoleums, pyramids, and tombs.
What are our nobleft ornaments, but deaths
Turn’d flatterers of life, in paint, or marble,
.file wcll-ftain’d canvafs, or the featur’d ftone?
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the fcene.
J°y peoples her pavilion from the dead,
‘ Profeft diverfions! cannot thefe efcape?1—>•
Tar from it; thefe prefent us with a ihroud;
And talk of death, like garlands o’er a grave.
As feme bold plunderers, for bury’d wealth,
e ranfack tombs for paftime: from the duft
Lail up the fieeping hero; bid him tread
1 he fcene for our amufement; how like gods
e ht; and wrapt in immortality,
' *’^ed gen’rous tears on wretches born to dje;
■Iheir fate deploring, to forget our own!
hat, all the pomps and triumphs of our lives,
Lut legacies in bloflom? our lean foil,
^uxuriant grown, and rank in vanities»
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From friends interr’d beneath; a rich manure?
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead;
Like other worms, fhall we crawl on, nor know
Our prefent frailties, or approaching fate?
Lorenzo! fuch the glories of the world!
What is the world itfelf? thy world?—A grave.
Where is the duft that has not been alive?
The fpade, the plough, difturb our anceftors;
From hum.:n mould we reap our daily bread.
The globe around earth’s hollow furface ihakes,
And is the cieling of her fleeping fons.
O’er devaftation we blind revels keep;
Whole bury’d towns fupport the dancer’s heel.
*
The moift of human frame the fun exhales;
Winds fcatter, through the mighty void, the dry;
Earth repoffefles part of what fhe gave,
And the freed fpirit mounts on wings of fire;
Each element partakes our fcatter’d fpoils;
As nature, wide, our ruins fpread; man’s death
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man.
Nor man alone; his breathing buft expires,
"His tomb is mortal; empires die: where, now,
The Roman? Greek? They ftalk, an empty name?
Yet few regard them in this ufeful light;
Though half our learning is their epitaph.
When down thy vale, unlock’d by midnight thought,
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms,
O death! I ftretch my view; what vifions rife?
What triumphs! toils imperial! arts divine!
In wither’d laurels glide before my fight!
V hat lengths of far-fam’d ages, billow'd high
With human agitation, roll along

In unfubftantial images of air!
The melancholy ghofts of dead renown,
Whifp’ring faint echoes of the world’s applaufe,
With penitential afpedt, as they pafs,
All point at earth, and hifs at human pride,.
The wifdom of the wife, and prancings of the great
But, O Lorenzo! far the reft above,
Of ghaftly nature, and enormous fize,
One form affaults my fight, and chills, my blood,
And (hakes my frame. Of one departed world
I fee the mighty fhadow: oozy wreath
And difmal fea-weed crown her; o’er her urn
Reclin’d, fhe weeps her defolated realms,
And bloated fons; and, weeping, prophefies
Another’s diifolution, foon, in flames.
But, like Caflandra, prophefies in vain;
In vain, to many; not, I truft, to thee.
For, know’ft thou not, or art thou loth to know7,
The grsax decree, the counfel of the ikies!
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful pow’rs?
Prime minifters of vengeance!’chain’d in caves
Diftinft, apart the giant furies roar;
Apart; or, fuch their horrid r-age for ruin,
In mutual conflict would they rife, and wage
Eternal war, till one W;as quite devour’d.
But not for this, ordain’d their boundlefs rage:
When heav’n’s inferior inftruments of wrath,
War, famine, peftilence, are found too-weak
I'o fcourge a world for her enormous crimes,
1’hefe are let loofe, alternate: down they ruih,
Swift, and tempeftuous, from th
*'eternal
throne,
With irrefiftible commiflion arm’d,
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The world, in vain corredled, to deftroy,
And cafe creation of the fhocking fcene.
Seeft thou, Lorenzo! what depends on man?
The fate of nature; as for man, her birth.
Earth’s adors change earth’s tranfitory fcenes,
And make creation groan with human guilt.
How muft it groan, in a new deluge whelm’d,
But not of waters! at the defin’d hour,
jBy the loud trumpet fummon’d to the charge,
See, all the formidable ions of fire,
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play
Their various engines; all at once difgorge
Their blazing magazines; and take, by ftorm,
This poor terreft rial citadel of man.
Amazing period! when each mountain-height
Out-burns Vefuvius; rocks eternal pour
Their melted mafs, as rivers once they pour’d;
Stars ruih; and final ruin fiercely drives
Her ploughihare o’er creation!—while aloft,
More than aflonifhment! if more can be!
Ear other firmament than e’er was feen,
Than e’er was thought by man! far other flars! .
Stars animate, that govern thefe of fire;
Far other fun!—a fun, O how unlike
The babc.at Bethle’m ! how unlike the man
That groan’d on Calvary!—yet he it is;
That man of forrows! O hov/ chang’d ! what pomp!
In grandeur terrible, all heav’n defeends!
And gods, dmbitious, triumph in his train.
A fwift archangel, with his golden wing,
As blots and clouds, that darken and difgrace
The fcene divine, fweeps flars and funs afide.
»And now, all drofs remov’d, Heav’n’s own pure day,
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Full on the confines of our ether, flames.
While, (dreadful contrail! far, how far beneath!)
Hell buriling, belches forth her blazing feas,
And ftorms fulphureous; her voracious jaws
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey.
Lorenzo! welcome to thi.s fcene; the laft
In nature’s courfe; the firil in wifdom’s thought.
This ftrikes, if aught can ftrike thee; this awakes
The moil fupinc ; this fnatches man from death.
Roufe, roufe, Lorenzo, then, and follow me,
Where truth, the moll momentous man can hear,
Loud calls my foul, and ardor wings her flight.
I find my infpiration in my theme;
The grandeur of my fubjedl is my mufe.
At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peace.
And worldly fancy feeds on golden drcams;
To give more dread to man’s moil dreadful hour,
At midnight, ’tis prefum’d, this pomp will burfl
From tenfold darknefs; fudden, asthefpark
From fmitten fleel; from nit’rous grain, the blaze.
Man, ftarting from his couch, fhall ileep no more'
The day is broke, which never more fhall clofe’
Above, around, beneath, amazement all!
Terror and glory join’d in their extremes!
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire!
AU nature flrugglingin the pangs of death!
Loft thou not hear her? dofl thou not deplore
Her ftrong convulfion
*,
and her final groan?
^Vhere are we now'? Ah me! the ground is gone^
On which we flood, Lorenzo! While thou may’ft,
Provide more firm fupport, or fink for ever!
IiVbere? how? from whence? vain hope! it is too lafe’:
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Where, where, for ihelter, fhall the guilty fly,
When confternation turns the good man pale?
Great day! for which all other days were made;
For which earth rofe from chaos, man from earth;
And an eternity, the date of gods,
Defcendedon poor earth-created man!
Great day of dread, decifton, anddefpair?
At thought of thee each fublunary wiih
Lets go its eager grafp, and drops the world j
And catches at each reed of hope in heaven.
At thought of thee!:—And art thou abfent then;
Lorenzo! no; ’tishere;—it is begun;—
Already is begun the grand affize,
In thee, in all: deputed confcience fcales
The dread tribunal, and foreftalls our doom;
Foreftalls; and by foreftalling, proves it fure.
Why on himfelf ihould man void judgment pafs ?
Is idle nature laughing at her fons?
Who confcience fent, her fentence will fupport,
And God above aflert that God in man.
Thrice happy they! that enter now the court
Heav’n opens in their bofom: but, how rare,
Ah me! that magnanimity, how rare,
What hero, like the man who Hands himfelf;
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone;
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings,
Refolv’d to filence future murmurs there?
The coward flies; and flying, is undone.
(Art thou a coward; no.) the coward flies;
Thinks, but drinks (lightly; alks, but fears to know
Aiks, ‘ What is truth?’ with Pilate; and retires;
riflblves the court, and mingles with the throng,
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Afylum fad! from reafon, hope, and heav’n!
Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye,
For that great day, which was ordain’d for man?
0 day of confummation! mark fupreme
(If men are wife) of human thought! nor leaft,
Or in the fight of angels, or their King!
Angels, whofe radiant circles, height o’er height.
Order o’er order rifmg, blaze o’ei blaze,
As in a theatre, furround this fcene,
Intent on man, and anxious for his fate,
Angels look out for thee; for thee, their Lord,
Fo vindicate'his glory; and for thee,
Creation univerfal calls aloud,
Fodif-involve the moral world, and give
*Fo nature’s renovation brighter charms.
Shall man alone, whofe fate, whofe final fate,
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought?
I think of nothing elfe; I fee! 1 feel it!
All nature, like an earthquake, trembling round!
All deities, like fummer’s fwarms, on wing!
All balking in the full meridian blaze!
I fee the Judge inthron’d! the flaming guard!
Fhe volume open’d! open’d every heart!
A fun-beam pointing out each fecret thought?
No patron! intercefl'or none! now paft
lhe fweet, the clement, mediatorial hour?
For guilt n0 p}ea t to pain, no paufe! no bound?
Inexorable, all! and all, extreme!
Nor man alone; the foe of God and man,
From his dark den, blafpheming, drags his chain,

^nd rears his brazen front, with thunder fcarr’d;
F-cceives his fentence, and begins his hell.
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All vengeance pail, now, feems abundant grate;
Like meteors in a ftormy iky, how roll
His baleful eyes! he curfes whom he dreads;
And deems it the firft moment of his fall.
’Tis prefent to my thought!—and yet where is It?
Angels can’t tell me; angels cannot guefs
The period; from created beings lock’d
In darknefs. But the procefs, and the place,
Are lefe obfeure; for thefe may man inquire.
Say, thou great clofe of human hopes and fears!
Great key of hearts! great finiiher of fates!
Great end! and great beginning! fay, where art thou?
Art thou in time, or in eternity?
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee.
Thefe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet,
(Monarchs of all-elaps’d, or unarriv’d!)
As in debate, how Left their pow’rs ally’d
May fwell the grandeur, or difeharge the wrath,
Of Him, whom both their monarchies obey.
Time, this vaft fabric for him built (and doom’d
With him to fall) now burfting o’er his head;
His lamp, the fun, extinguiih’d; from beneath
The frown of hideous darknefs, calls his fons
From their long {lumber; from earth’s heaving womb,
To fecond birth; contemporary throng!
Rous’d at one- call, upftarting from one bed,
Preft in one croud, appall’d with one amaze,,
He turns them o’er, Eternity! to thee.
Then (as a king defpos’d difdains to live)
He falls on his own fey the; nor falls alone;
His greateft foe falls with him; Time, and he
Who murder’d all Time’s offspring, Death, expire.»

Time was! Eternity now reigns alone!
Awful eternity! offended queen!
And her refentment to mankind, how juft!
With kind intent, foliciting accefs.
How often has ihc knock’d at human hearts!
Rich to repay their hofpitality,
IIow often call’d! and with the voice of God!
Yet bore repulfe, excluded as a cheat!
A dream! while fouleft foes found welcome there.
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her fmile.
For, lo! her twice ten thoufand gates thrown wide.

As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole,
With banners, ftreaming as the comet s blaze.
And clarions, louder than the deep in florins,
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow,
Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers
Of light, of darknefs; is a middle field,
Wide, as creation! populous, as wide!
A neutral region! there to mark th event
Of that great drama, whofe preceding feenes
Detain’d them clofe fpedlators, thro a length
Of ages, rip’ning to this grand refult;
Ages, as yet unnumber’d, but by God;
W ho now, pronouncing fentence, vindicates
Fhe rights of virtue, and his own renown.
Eternity, the various fentence paft,
Affigns the fever’d throng diftindl abodes,
Sulphureous, or ambrofial: what enfues?
fhe deed predominant! the deed of deeds!
Which makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven,
The goddefs, with determin’d afpedt, turns
Her adamantine key’s enormous fize
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Thro’ deftiny’s inextricable wards,
Deep-driving cv’ry bolt, on both their fates.
Then, from the cryftal battlements of heaven,
Down, down, {he hurls it thro
*
the dark profound,
Ten thoufand thoufand fathom; there toruft,
And ne er unlock her refolution more.
The deep refounds, and hell, thro’ all her glooms,.
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar.
O how unlike the chorus of the ikies!
O how unlike thofe ihouts of joy, that (hake
The whole ethereal! how the concave rings!
Nor ftrange! when deities their voice exalt;
And louder far, than when creation rofe,
To fee creation’s godlike aim, and end,
-So well accomplilh’d! fo divinely clos’d!
To fee the mighty dramatift’s laft aft
(As meet) in glory rifing o’er the reft,
Mo fancy’d God, a God, indeed, defcends,
To folve all knots; to ftrike the moral home;
To throw full day on darkeft fcenes of time;
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whok.
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praife,
The charm’d fpeftators thunder their applaufe;
And the vaft void beyond, applaufe refounds.
What then am I?-——
Amidft applauding worlds;
And worlds celeftial, is their found on earth,
Apeevifh, diffonant, rebellious ftring,
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains?
Cenfure on thee, Lorenzo! I fufpend,
And turn it on myfelf; how greatly due!
All, all is right! by God ordain’d or done;
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And who, but God, refum’d the friends he gave?
And have I been complaining, then, fo long
Complaining of his favours; pain, and death?
Who, without pain’s advice, would e’er be good?
W'ho, without death, but would be good in vain?
Pain is to fave from pain; all puniihmcnt,
To make for peace; and death to fave from death;
And fecond death, to guard immortal life;
To roufe the carelcfs, the prefumptuous awe,
And turn the tide of fouls another way;
By the lame tendernefs divine ordain’d,
That planted Eden, and high-bloom’d for man,
A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the ikies.
Heaven gives us friends to blifs the prefent fcenej
Relumes them, to prepare us for the next.
All evils natural are moral goods;
All difcipline, indulgence, on the whole.
None are unhappy; all have caufe to fmile,
But fuch as to themfelves that caufe deny.
Our faults are at the'b^ttom of our pains;
Error, in aft, or judgment, is the fource
Of endlefs fighs: we fin, or we miftake;
And nature tax, when falfe opinion flings.
Let impious grief be baniihed, joy indulg’d;
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim.
J°y from the joyous, frequently betrays,
Olt lives in vanity, and dies in woe.
]°y> amidft ills, corroborates, exalts;
is joy, and conqueft; joy, and virtue too
A noble fortitude in ills delights
^eav’n, earth, ourfelves; ’tis duty, glory, peace"‘fflifticn is the good man’s fhining fcenc;
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Profperity conceals his brighteft ray;
As night to Rars, woe luflre gives to man.
Heroes in battle, pilots in the Rorm,
And virtue in calamities, admire.
The crown of manhood is a winter-joy;
An evergreen, that Rands the northern blaft,
And bloflbms in the rigour of our fate.
’Tis a prime part of happinefs, to know
How much unhappinefs muR prove our lot;
A part which few pofTcfs! I’ll pay life’s tax,
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour,
Nor think it mifery to be a man;
Who thinks it is, fliall never be a god.
Some ills we wifli for, when we wifh to live.
What fpoke proud paflion?-—‘ f Wifh my being IoR:
Prelum; tuous! blafphemous! abfurd! and falfe!
The triumph of my foul is,—d’hat I am;
And therefore that I may be—what?—Lorenzo!
Look inward, and look deep; and deeper Rill;
Unfathomably deep our treafure runs
In golden veins, thro’ all eternity!
Ages, and ages, and fucceeding Rill
New ages, where this phantom of an hour,
Which courts, each night, dull flumber, for repair,
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife,
And fly thro’ infinite, and all unlock;
And (if deferv’d) by Hcav’n's redundant love,
Made half-adorable itfclf, adore;
And find, in adoration, endlefs iov!
Where thou, net xnaftex of a moment here,

j Referring to thc-firft Night,

Frail as the flow’r, and fleeting as the gale,
May’ft boafl a whole eternity, enrich’d
With all a kind Omnipotence can pour.
Since Adam fell, no mortal, uninfpir d,
Has ever yet conceiv’d, or ever {hall,
How kind is Gon, how great (if g°°d) is man.
No man too largely from Heav’n s love can hope,
If what is hop’d he labours to fecure.
Ills?—there are none, all gracious! none from thee;

From man full many! num’rous is the race
Of blackeft ills, and thofe immortal too,
Begot by madnefs on fair liberty;
Heav’n’s daughter, hell-debauch’d! her hand alone
Unlocks deftrudtion to the fons of men,
Faft barr’d’by thine; high,wall’d with adamant,
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world,
And cover’d with the thunders of thy law,
Whofe threats are mercies, whofe injundlions, guides

Aflifling, not reftraining, reafon s choice;
Whofe fandtions, unavoidable refults
From nature’s courfe, indulgently reveal d;
If unreveal’d, more dang rous, nor lefs fure.
Thus, an indulgent father warns his fons,
• Do this; fly that’—nor always tell the caufe?
Pleas’d to reward, as duty to his will,
A condudf needful to their own repofe.
Great God of wonders! (if, thy love furvey’d,
Aught elfe the name of wonderful retains)
What rocks are thefe, on which to build our truftJ
Thy ways admit no blemifh; none I find,
Or this alone—‘ that none is to be found.’
Not one, to foften cenfure’s hardy crime;
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Not one, to palliate peevifh grief’s complaint,
Who, like a dsemon, murm’ring, from the dull,
Dares into judgment call her judge.—Supreme!
For all I blefs thee; moft, for the fevere;
* Her death—my own at hand—the fiery gulph,
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent!
It thunders;—but it thunders to preferve;
It ftrengthens what it ftrikes; its wholefome dread
.Averts the dreaded pain; its hideous groans
join heaven’s fweet hallelujah’s in thypraife,
Great fource of good alone! how kind in all!
In vengeance kind! pain, death, gehenna, save,
Thus, in thy world material, mighty Mind!
Not that alone which folaces, and fhines,
I he rough, and gloomy, challenges our praife,
'The winter is as needful as the fpring;
The thunder, as the fun; a ft agnate mafs
Of vapours breeds a peftilential air:
Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze
To nature’s health, than purifying ftorms;
The dread volcano minifters to good.
Its fmother’d flames might undermine the world.
Loud FEtnas fulminate in love to man;
Comets good omens are, when duly fcann’d;
And, in their ufe, eclipfcs learn to fhine.
Man is refponfible for ills receiv’d;
Thofe we call wretched are a cheien band,
Compell’d to refuge in the right, for peace.
Amid my lift of bleffings infinite,
Stand this the forcmoft, ‘ That my heart has bled.’
Lucii.
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Bis heav’n’s laft effort of good-will to man;
When pain can’t blefs, heav’n quits us in defpair.
Who fails to grieve, when juft occafion calls,
Or grieves too much, deferves not to be bleft;
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart;
Reafon abfolves the grief, which reafon ends.
May heav’n ne’er truft my friend with happinefs,
Till it has taught him how to bear it well,
By previous pain; and madeitfafe to fmile.
Such fmiles are mine, and fuch may they remain;
Nor hazard their extinction, from excefs.
My change of heart a change of ftyle demands;
The Comfolation cancels the Complaint,
And makes a convert of my guilty fong.
As when o’er-labour’d, and inclin d to breathe,
A panting traveller, fome rifing ground,
Some fmall afeent, has gain’d, he turns him round,
And meafures with his eye the various vale,
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has paft;
And, fatiate of his journey, thinks ol home,
Endear’d by diftance, nor efiedts more tod;
Thus I, tho’ fmall, indeed, is that afeent
1 he mufe has gain’d, review the paths ihe trod;
Various, extenfive, beaten but by few:
And, confcious of her prudence in repofe,
Baufe; and with pleafure meditate an end,
1 ho' ftill remote; fo fruitful is my theme,
f bro’ many a field of moral, and divine,
The mufe has ftray’d; and much of iorrow feen
In human ways; and much of falfe and vain;
Mhich none, who travel this bad road, can mils,
0 er friends deceas’d full heartily ihe wept;
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Of love divine the wonders (he difplay’d;
Prov’d man immortal; fhew’d the fource of joy;
The grand tribunal rais’d; aflign’d the bounds
Of human grief: in few, to clofe the whole,
The moral mufe has ihadow’d out a fketch,
Though not in form, nor with a Raphacl-ftroke,
Of molt our weaknefs needs believe, or do,
In this our land of travel, and of hope,
For peace on earth, or profped of the ikies.
What then remains?—Much! much! a mighty debt
To he difeharg’d: thefe thoughts, O Night! are thinej,
From thee they came, like lovers fecret fighs,
While others flept. So, Cynthia (poets feign)
In ihadows veil'd, foft-fliding from her fphere,
Her ihepherd chear’d; of her enamour’d lefs,
Than I of thee.—And art thou ilill unfung,
Beneath whofe brow, and by whofe aid, I fing?
Immoital filence!—where ihall I bemn?
V here end? or how ileal mufic from the fpheres,
To footh their goddefs?

0 majeftic Night?
Nature’s great anceftor? Day’s elder born!
And fated to furvive the tranfient fun!
By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe!
A ftarry crown thy raven brow adorns,
An azure zone thy waift; clouds, m heav’n’s loom
Wrought through varieties of fhape and iliade,
In ample folds of drapery divine,
I hy flowing mantle form; and, heav’n throughout,
\ oluimnoufly pour thy pompous train,
I by gloomy grandeurs (nature's moil auguft,
.mpiring afpedl!) claim a grateful verfej
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And, like a fable curtain ftarr’d with gold,
Drawn o’er my labours pail, ihall clofe the feene.
And what, O man! fo worthy to be fung?
What more prepares us for the fongs of heaven?
Creation of archangels is the theme!
What, to be fung, fo needful? what fo well
Celeflial joys prepares us to fuilain?
rhe foul of man, ms face defign’d to fee,
Who gave thefe wonders to be feen by man,
Has here a previous feene of objeds great,
On which to dwell; to ftretch to that expanfe
Of thought, to rife to that exalted height
Of admiration, to contrail that awe,
And give her whole capacities that ftrength,
Which belt may qualify for final joy.
The more our fpirits are enlarg’d on earth,
The deeper draught ihall they receive of heav’n.
Heav’n’s king! whofe face unveil’d confummate blds;
Redundant blifs! which fills that mighty void,
The whole creation lives in human hearts!
Chou, who didft touch the lip of Jeife’s fon,
Rapt in fw’cct contemplation of thefe fn es,
And fet his harp in concert with the fpheres!
While of thy works material the fupieme
I dare attempt, aflift my daring fong.
We me from earth’s inclofure, from the fun’s
Contradied circle fet my heart at laige;
Eliminate my fpirit, give it range
¡Through provinces of thought yet unexplor u;
Teach me, by this flupendous fcaffolding,
'Creation’s golden flops, to climb to I hee.
Teach me with art great nature to controul,
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And fpread a luftre o’er the {hades of night.
Feel I thy kind affent? and {hall the fun°
Be feen at midnight, rifing in my fong?
Lorenzo! come, and warm thee: thou, whofe heart,
Whofe little heart, is moor’d within a nook
Of this obfeure terreilrial, anchor weigh.
Another ocean calls, a nobler port;
.1 am thy pilot, I thy profp’rou8 gale.
Gainful thy voyage thro’ yon azure main;
Main, without tempeft, pirate, rock, or ihore;
And whence thou may’ll import eternal wealth;
And leave to beggar’d minds the pearl and gold.
Lhy travels doll thQu boail o’er foreign realms?
Thou flranger to the world! thy tour begin;
Thy tour thro’ nature’s univerfal orb.
Nature delineates her whole chart at large,
On foaring fouls, that fail among the fpheres;
And man how purblind, if unknown the whole!
V ho circles fpacious earth, then travels here,
Shall own, he never was from home before!
Come, my Prometheus, from thy pointed rock
Of falfe ambition, if unchain’d, we’ll mount;
We’ll, innocently, Heal celeilial fire,
And kindle our devotion at the liars;
A theft, that ihall not chain, buffet thee free.
Above our atmofphere’s inteiline wars,
Ram’s fountain-head, the magazine of hail;
Above the northern neils of feather’d fnows,
Fhe brew of thunders, and the flaming forge,
-ihat forms the crooked lightning; ’hove the caves
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Where infant tempefts wait their growing wing«,
And tune their tender voices to that roar,
Which foon, perhaps, ihall ihake a guilty world;
Above mifconilru’d omens of the iky,
Far travell’d comets calculated blaze,
Fiance thy thought, and think of more than man.
Thy foul, till now, contradied, wither d, ihrunk,
Blighted by Mails of earth’s unwholefome air,
Will 'bldflum here; fpread all her faculties
To thefe bright ardors; ev’ry pow r unfold,
And rife into fublimities of thought.
Stars teach, as well as ihine. At nature s birth,
Thus, their c'ommiffion ran—•* Be kind to man.
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller!
The liars will light thee, tho’ the moon ihould fail.
Where art thou, more benighted! more allray!
In ways immoral? the liars call thee back;
And, if obeyed their counfel, fet thee right.
This profpedt vail, what is it?—Weigh’d aright,
'Tis nature’s fyflem of divinity,
And ev’ry Undent of the night infpires.
'Tis elder fcripture, writ by God’s own hand:
Scripture authentic! uncorrupt by man.
Lorenzo! with my radius (the rich gift
Of thought nocturnal!) I’ll point out to thee
Its various leffons; fome that may furprife
An un~adept in mylleries of night;
Little, perhaps, expedled in her fchool,
Nor thought to grow on planet, or on liar.
Bulls, lions, fcorpions, monllers, here we feign;
Ourlelves more monftrous, not to fee what here
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Exifts indeed;—a ledture to mankind.
What read we here?—Th’ exiftence of a God?
Yes; and of other beings, man above;
Natives of ether! fons of higher climes!
And, what may move Lorenzo’s wonder more,
Eternity is written in the ikies.
And whofe eternity ?—Lorenzo ! thine;
Mankind’s eternity. Nor faith alone,
Virtue grows here; here fprings the fov’reign cure
Of almoft cv'ry vice; but chiefly thine;
Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure defire.
Lorenzo! thou canft wake at midnight too,
Tho’ not on morals bent: ambition, pleafure^
Thofe tyrants I for thee fo * lately fought,
Afford their harrafs’d Haves but flender reft.
I hou, to whom midnight is immoral noon,
And the fun’s noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime,
Commencing one of our Antipodes!
In thy nodlurnal rove, one moment halt,
’Fwixt ftage and ftage, of riot, and cabal:
And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lift,
If bold to meet the face of injur’d heav’n)
To yonder ftars; for other ends they ihine,
I han to light revellers from fhame to fhame,
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt.
W hy from yon arch, that infinite of fpace,
With infinite of lucid orbs replete,
W hich fet the living firmament on firefc
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At the firfr glance, in fuch an overwhelm
6f wonderful, on man’s aftoniih d fight,
Rufhes Omnipotence ?—1 o curb our pride,
Our reafon roufe, and lead it to that power,
Whofe love lets down thefe filver chains of light;
To draw up man’s ambition to himfelf,
And bind our chafte affeftions to his throne.
Thus the three virtues,, leaft alive on earth,
And welcom’d on heav’n’s coaft with moil applaufe,
An humble, pure, and heav’nly minded heart,
Are here infpir’d:—and canft thou gaze too long?

Nor (lands thy wrath depriv d of itsrepiooi,
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir,
rhe planets of each fyftem reprefent
Kind neighbours; mutual amity pi evails;
Sweet interchange of rays, receiv’d, return d;

Enlight’ning, and enlighten’d! all, at once,
Attra&ing, and attracted! patriot-like,
None fins againft the welfare of the whole;
But their reciprocal, uufelfiih aid,
Affords an emblem of millennial love.
Nothing in nature, much lefs confcious being,

Was e’er created folely for itfelf:
I hus naan his fov’reign duty learns in this
Material pidlure of benevolence.
And know, of all our fupercilious race,
■-hou moft inflammable 1 thou wafp of men!
Man’s angry heart, infpedted, would be found
As. rightly fet, as are the ftarry fpheres;
Tis Nature’s ftrufturc, broke by ftubborn will,
Breeds all that un-celeftial difeord there.
Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ?

id*
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Canft thou defcend from converfe with the ikies,
And feize thy brother’s throat?—for what,-a clod.
An inch of earth? The planets cry, ‘ Forbear.’
They chafe our double darknefs; nature’s gloom,
And (kinder ftilll) our intellc&ual night.
And fee, days amiable lifter fends
Her invitation, in the fofteft rays
Of mitigated luftre; courts thy fight,
Which fuffers from her tyrant-brother’s blaze.
Night grants thee the full freedom of the ikies,
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye;
With gam, and joy, ihe bribes thee to be wife.
Night opes the nobleft feenes, and iheds an awe,
Which gives thofc venerable feenes full weight, *
And deep reception, in the intender’d heart;
While light peeps thro’ the darknefs, like a fpy;
And darknefs fliews its grandeur by the light.
Nor is the profit greater than the joy,
If human hearts at glorious objects glow,
And admiration can infpire delight.
What fpeak I more, than I, this moment, feel ?
With pleafing ftupor firft the foul is ftruck
(Stupor ordain’d to make her truly wife!)
1 hen into tranfport ftarting from her trance;
With love, and admiration, how ihe glows!
This gorgeous apparatus! this difplay!
7 his oftentation of creative power!
This theatre!—what eye can take it in?
By what divine inchantment was it rais’d,
for minds of the firft magnitude to launch
In endlefs fpeculation, and adore?
One fun by day, by night ten thoufand fliine;
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And fight us deep into the Deity;
‘"low boundlefs. in magnificence and might!
0 what a confluence of ethereal fires,
from urns un-number’d, down the fteep of heav’n,.
streams to a point, and centres in my fight!?
Nor tarries there; I feel it at my heart.
Myb cart, at once, it humbles, and exalts;
Bays it in dull, and calls it to the ikies.
ho fees it unexalted ? or unaw’d ?
Who fees it, and. can flop at what is feen ?•
Material offspring of Omnipotence!
Inanimate, all-animating birth!
^ork worthy him who made it! worthy praife?’
A’lpraife ! praife more than human! nor deny’d
i hy praife divine!—But tho’ man, drown’d in ileeps
^‘ ith-holds his homage, not alone I wake;
Bright legions fwarin unfeen, and fing, unheard
By mortal ear, the glorious Architect,
In this his univerfal temple, hung
•’^ith luftres, with innumerable lights,
^hat flied religion on the foul; at once,
1 he temple, and the preacher ! O how loud
calls devotion ! genuine growth of night!
devotion! daughter of aftr.onomy !
An undevout aftronomer is mad. «
liUe> all things fpeak a Gon ; but in the fmall,
Men trace out him; in great,he feizes man;
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills
ith new inquiries, ’mid affociates new..
J til me, yeftars! ye planets! tell me, all
1 e ft?rr’d, and planetcd, inhabitants! what is it ?
hat ate theft foils of wonder ? Say, proud arch!
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(Within whofe azure palaces they dwell)
Built with divine ambition 1 in difdain
Of limit built 1 built in the tafte of heaven ’
Vail concave ! ample dome! waft thou defign’d
A meet apartment for the Deity ?—
Not fo; that thought alone thy ftate impairs;
Thy lofty finks, and ihallows thy profound,
And ftreightens thy diffufive; dwarfs the whole,
And makes an univerfe an orrery.
But when I drop mine eye, and look on man,
Thy right regain’d, thy grandeur is reftor’d,
O Nature ! wide flies off the expanding round,
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir’d,
The fmitten air is hollow’d by the blow;
The vail difplofion diflipates the clouds;
Shock’d ether’s billows dafli the diftant ikies;
Thus (but far more) the expanding round flies off.
And leaves a mighty void, a fpacious womb,
Might teem with new creation; re-inffem’d
Thy luminaries triumph, and affume
Divinity themfelves. Nor was it ftrange,
Matter high-wrought to inch furprifing pomp,
Such godlike glory, ftole the ftyle of gods,
From ages dark, obtufe, and fteep’d in fenfe;
For, fure, to fenfe, they truly are divine,
And half-abfolv'd idolatry from guilt;
Nay, turn’d it into virtue. Such it was
In thofe, who put forth all they had of man
Unloft, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher;
But, weak of wing, on planets perch’d; and thought
What was their higheft, muft be their ador’d.
But they how weak, who could no higher mount ?
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And are there, then, Lorenzo 1 thofe, to whom
Unfeen, and unexiftent, are the fame ?
And if incomprehenfible is join’d,
Who dare pronounce it madnefs, to believe ?
^rhy has the mighty Builder thrown afide
Allmeafure in his work; ftretch’d out his line
So far, and fpread amazement o’er the whole?
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes,)
Beep in the bofom of his univerfe,
Bropt down that reas’ning mite, that infedl, man,
fo crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the fcene ?—
That man might-ne’er prefume to plead amazement
ior difbelief of w’onders in himfelf.
Shall God be lefs miraculous, than what
'lis hand has form’d? Shall myfteries defeend
i'rom unmyftcrious? thinks more elevate,
he more familiar? uncreated lye
^lore obvious than created, to the grafp
Bf human thought ? The more of wonderful
i! heard in him, the more we fliould affent.
Could we conceive him, God he could not be;
Br he not God, or we Could not be men.
Gon alone can comprehend a God;
^lan s diftance how iminenfe ! On fuch a theme,
Know this, Lorenzo! (feem it ne’er fo ftrange)
Nothing can fatisfy, but what confounds;
Nothing, but what aftonifhes, is true.

Icene thou feeft, attefts the truth I fing.
And ev’ry ftar iheds light upon thy creed,
^hefe ftars, this furniture, this coft of heav’n,
^ut reported, thou hadft ne’er believ’d;
ut thine eye tells thee, the romance is true.
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The grand of nature is th’ Almighty’s oath,.
In reafon’s court, to filence unbelief. •
How my mind, op’ning at this fcene, imbibes
The moral emanations of the ikies,
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo, lefs admires!
Has the great Sov’reign fent ten thoufand. worlds
To tell us, he refides above them all,
In glory’s unapproachable recefs?
And dare earth’s bold inhabitants deny
The fumptuous, the magnific embaffy
A moment’s audience ? turn we, nor will hear
From whom they come, or what they would impart
For man’s emolument; foie caufe that ftoops
Their grandeur to man’s eye? Lorenzo 1 roufe;
Let thought, awaken’d, take the light’nings wing,.
And glance from eaft to weft, from pole to pole.
Who fees, but is confounded; or convinc’d ?
Renounces reafon, or a Gon adores ?
Mankind was fent into the world to fee:
Sight gives the fcience needful to their peace;
That obvious fcience aiks fmall learnings aid.
Wouldft thou on metaphyfic pinions foar,?
Or wound thy patience amid logit thorns ?
Or travel hiftory’s enormous round?
Nature no fuch hard talk enjoins; ihe gave
A make to man directive of his thought;A make fet upright, pointir g to the ftars,.
As who ihould fay, ‘ read thy chief leffion there.
*
'Foo late to read this manufcrjpt of heaven,
When, like a'.parchment-fcroll, ffirunk up by flames,
It folds Lorenzo’s leffon from.his fight.
Leffon how various!' not the Goa alone,

1 fee his millifters; I iee, diffus’d’
In radiant orders, effences fublime,
Of various offices, of various plume,
In heav’nly liveries, diftinffly, clad,
Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold,
Or all commix’d; they ftand, with wings outfpread,
Liftning to catch, the matter’s leaft command,
And fly thro’ nature, ere the moment ends;
Numbers innumerable !—well conceiv’d
By Pagan, and by Chriftian ! o’er each fpherc
Prefides an angel, to direft its courfe,
And feed, or fan, its flames; or to difeharge
Other high trufts unknown. For who can fee
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mind,
For which alone inanimate was made,
More fparingly difpens’d ? that nobler fon,
Far liker the great Sire!—’tis thus the ikies
Inform us ofSuperiors numberlefs,
As much, in excellence, above mankind,
As above earth, in magnitude, the fpheres.
Thefe, as a cloud of wit.icffes, hang o’er
In a throng’d theatre arc all our deeds;
Perhaps, a thoufand demi-gods defeend
On ev’ry beam we fee, to walk with men.
Awful refleftion ! ftrong reftraint from ill !
Yet, here, our virtue finds ftill ftronger aid
From thefe ethereal glories fenfe furveys.
Something, like-magic, ftrikes from this blue vault;
With juft attention as it view’d? we feel
A fudden fuccOur, un-implor’d, unthought;
Nature herfelf does half the work of man.
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Seas, rivers, mountains, forefts, deferts, rocks,
The promontory's height, the depth profound
Of fubterranean, excavated grots,
Black- brow’d, and vaulted high, and yawning wide
From nature’s ftru&ure, or the fcoop of time;
If ample of dimeniion, vaft of fize,
Evn thefe an aggrandizing impulfe give;
Of folcmn thought enthufiaftic heights
Ev’n thefe infufe.—But what of vaft in thefe?
Nothing;—or we muft own the ikies forgot.
Much lefs in art.—Vain art! thou pigmy power!
How doft thou fwell, and fl rut, with human pride.
To ihew thy littlenefs! What childiih toys,
Thy watry columns fquirted to the clouds!
Thy bafon’d rivers, and imprifon’d feas!
Thy mountains moulded ipto forms of men!
Thy hundred-gated capitals! or thofe
Where three days travel left us much to ride;
Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought,
Arches triumphal, theatres immenfe,
Or nodding gardenspendent in mid-air!
Or temples proud to meet their gods half-way !
Yet thefe affeeft us in no common kind
What then the force of fuch fuperior feenes?
Enter a temple, it will ftrike an awe:
What awe from this the Deity has built?
A good man feen, tho’ iilent, counfel gives:
7 he touch’d fpedlator willies to be wife:
In a bright mirror his own hands have made,
Here we fee fomething like the face of God.
Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo!
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7 o man abandon’d, * has thou feen the flties?
And yet, fo thwarted nature’s kind defign
By daring man, he makes her facred awe,
(That guard from ill) his ihelter, his temptation 1
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts
Celcftial arts intent. The trembling ftars
See crimes gigantic, {talking through the gloom
With front eredt, that hide their head by day,
And making night.{till darker by their deeds.
Slumb’ring in covert, till the ihades defeend,
Rapine and murder, link’d, now prowl for prey.
The mifer earths his treafure; and the thief,
Watching the mole, half-beggars him ere morn.
Now plots, and foul confpiracies, awake;
And, muffling up their horrors from the moon,
Havock and devaluation they prepare,
And kingdoms tott’ring in the field of blood.
Now fons of riot in mid-revel rage.
What {hall I do?—Supprefs it? or proclaim?
Why fleeps. the thunder? now, Lorenzo! now,
-lisbeft friend’s couch the rank adulterer
Afcends fecure; and laughs at gods and men.
Prepoft’rqus mailmen, void of fear or ihame,
Ray their crimes bare to thefe chafte eyes of Heaven,
T et ihrink, and iliuddcr, at a mortal’s fight.
Were moon, and ftars, fox villains only made?
fo guide, yet fcreen them, with tenebrious light?
No; they were made to fafirion the fublime
^f human hearts, and wifer make the wife.
Thole ends were anfwer’d once; when mortals ljv &
Qf ftronger wing, of aquiline afeent
in theory fublime. O how unlike
II 2
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I hofe vermin of the night, this moment fung,
V ho crawl on earth, and on her venom feed!
T hofe ancient fages, human liars! they met
Their brothers of the ikies, at midnight hour:
+ heir counfel aik’d; and, what they aik’d, obey’d,
The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank
The poifon'd bowl, and he of Tufculum,
M ith him of Corduba (immortal names!)
In thefe unbounded, and Elyfian, walks,
An area fit for gods, and godlike men,
i hey took their nightly round, thro’ radiant path«;
By feraphs trod; inftru&ed, chiefly, thus,
To tread in their bright footfteps here below;
To walk in worth Hill brighter than the ikies.
* here, they contradied their contempt of earth;
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire;
There, as in near approach, they glow’d, and grew
(Gieat vifitants!) more intimate with God,
More worth to men, more joyous to themfelves.
Thro’ various virtues, they, with ardor, ran
The Zodiac of their team’d, illuftrious lives.
In Chriftian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal!
A needful, but opprobrious pray’r! as much
Our ardor lefs, as greater is our light
How monftrous this in morals! Scarce more Grange
Would this phenomenon in nature ftrike,
A fun, that froze us, or a ft ar, that warm’d.
V hat taught thefe heroes of the moral world?
To thefe thou giv’ft thy praife, give credit too.
1 hefe dodiors ne’er were penfion’d to deceive thee;
And Pagan tutors are thy taftc.—They taught,
*1 hat, narrow views betray to mifery:
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Tint, wife It is to comprehend the whole:
That, virtue role from nature, ponder’d well,..
The Angle bafe of virtue built to heav’n:
That, God, and nature, our attention claim:
That, nature is the glafs reflecting God,
As, by the fea, reflected is the fun,
Too glorious to be gaz’d on in hisfphere:
That, mind immortal loves immortal aims:
That, boundlefs mind affeils a boundlefs(pace;
That, vail furveys, and the fublime of things,
The foul affimil^te, and make her great:
That, therefore, heav’n her glories, as a fund
Of infpiration, thus fpreads out to man.
Such are their dodlrines; fuch the night infpir’d.
And what more true ? what truth of greater weight ?
I he foul of man was made to walk the ikies.;
Delightful outlet of her prifon here !
There, difincumber’d from her chains, the ties,
Of toys terreftrial, (lie can rove at large;
There, freely can refpire, dilate, extend,
In full proportion let loofc all her powers;
And, undeluded, grafp at fo.mething great.
Nor, as a Granger, does ihe wander there;
But, wonderful herfelf, thro’ wonder Grays,;
Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own;
Dives deep in their oeconomy divine,
Sits high in judgment on their various laws,
And, like a mailer, judges not amifs.
Hence greatly pleas’d, and juftly proud, the ford
Grows cqnfcious of her birth cekdlial; breathe#
More life, more vigour, in her native air;
And feels herfelf dt home among the Gars;
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.And, feeling, emulates her country’s praife.
What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo .
As earth the body, fince, the Ikies fuftain
The foul with food, that gives immortal life,
Call it, the noble pafture of the mind;
Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and exults,
And riots through the luxuries of thought.
Call it, the garden of the Deity,
Bloffom’d with ftars, redundant in the growth
Of fruit ambrofial; moral fruit to man.
Call it, the breaft-plate of the true High-prieft,
Ardent with gems oracular, that give,
In points of higheft moment, right refponfe;
And ill negledled, if we prize our peace.
Thus, have we found a true aftrology;
Thus, have we found a new, and noble fenfe.
In which alone ftars govern human fates.
O that the ftars (asfome have feign’d) let fall
Bloodlhed, and havock, on embattled realms,
And refcu’d monarchs from fo black a guilt!
Bourbon ! this wilh how gen’rous in a foe !
Wouldft thou be great, wouldft thou become a god,
And ftick thy deathlefs name among the ftars,
For mighty conquefts on a needle’s point ?
Inftead of forging chains for foreigners.
Baftile thy tutor : grandeur all thy aim ?
As yet thou know’ft not what it is: how great,
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man,
When in it all the ftars, and planets, roll}
And what it fedns, it is: great objects make
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge;’
Thofe ftill more godlike, as ;hefe mere divine.
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And more divine than thefe, thou canft not fee.
Dazzled, o’erpow’r’d, with the delicious draught
Of mifcellaneous fplendors, how I reel
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end?
An Eden, this 1 a paradife unloft!
1 meet the Deity in ev’ry view,
And tremble at my nakednefs before him !
0 that I could but reach the tree of life!
For here it grows, unguarded from our tafta.
No flaming fword denies our entrance here;
Would man but gather, he might live for ever.
Lorenzo 1 much of moral haft thou feen.
Of curious arts art thou more fond ? 'I hen mark

The mathematic glories of the ikies,
In number, weight, and meafure, all ordain d>
Lorenzo’s boafted builders, chance, and fate,
Are left to finilh his aerial towers;
Wifdom, and choice, their well-known chara&ers
Here deep imprefs; and claim it for their owm
Tho’ fplendid all, no fplendor void of ufe;,
Ufe rivals beauty: art contends with pow r;
No wanton wafte, amid effufe expence;
The great Oeconomift adjufting all
To prudent pomp, magnificently wife«
How rich the prolpedl 1 and for ever new ?
And neweft to the man that views it moils
For newer ftill in infinite fucceeds.
Then, thefe aerial racers, O how fwift 1
How the fhaft loiters from the ftrongeft firing?

Spirit alone can diftance the career.
Orb above orb afeending without end!
Circle in circle. without end, inclos
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Wheel within wheel; Ezekiel! like to thine?
Like thine, it feems a vifion, or a dream;
Tho feen, we labou/ to believe it true !
VTiat involution! whac extent! what fwarms
Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! immenfely great ?
Immenfely diftantfrom each others fpheres!
What then, the wond’rous fpace thro’ which they rolj?
At once it quite ingulphs all human thought;
’Tis cpmprehenfions abfolute defeat.
Nor think thou feeft a wild diforder here;
Thro’ this illuftrious chaos to the fight,
Arrangement neat, and chafteft order, reign.
The path prefcrib’d, inviolably kept,
Upbraids the lawl?fs failles of mankind.
V oilds, eyer thwarting, never interfere;
What knots are ty’d ! how foon are they diffolvM,
And fet the feeming mark’d planets free ! '
'
They rove for ever, without error rove;
Confufion unconfus’d! no.r lefs admire ’

This tumult untumultupus; all on wing ’
In motion, all! yct what profound repofe»
What fervid aflion, yet np noife J as aw’d
1 o filence, by the prefence of their Lord ;
Or hufli’d, by hi? command, in Ipve to man,
And bid let fall foft beams on human reft,
Reftlefs tWelves. On yon cerulean plain,
In exultation to their God, and thine,
*Ihpy dance, they fmg eternal jubilee,
Eternal celebration of his praife.
But, fince their fong arrives not at our ear
Their dance perplex’d exhibits to the fighf
Fair hieroglyphic of his pcerlefs power.

Mark, how the labyrinthian turns they take,
The circles intricate, and myftic maze.
Weave the grand cypher of Omnipotence ;
To gods, how great 1 how legible to man!
Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder ftill Í
Where are the pillars that fupport the ikies ?

What more than Atlantean fhoulder props
Th’ incumbent load ? what magic, what ftrange art,
In fluid air thefe pond’rous orbs fuftains ?
Who would not think them hung in golden chains .And fo they are; in the high will of Heav’n,
Which fixes all; makes adamant of air,
Or air of adamant; makes all of nought,
Or nought of all; if fuch the dread decree.
Imagine from their deep foundations tom
The moil gigantic fons of earth, the broad
And tow’ring Alps, all toft into the fea,
And, light as down, or volatile as air,
Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves,
Intime, and meafure,exquifite; while all
The winds, in emulation of the fpheres,
Tune their fonorous inftruments aloft;
The concert fwell, and animate the ball.
Would this appear amazing ? What, then, world?;

In a far thinner element fuftain’d,
And a<fting the fame part, with greater ikill,
More rapid movement, and for nobleft ends ?
More obvious ends to pafs, are not thefe ftars
The feats majeftic, proud imperial thrones,
On which angelic delegates of heaven,
At certain periods, as the Sov’reign nods,
Bifcharge high trulls of vengeance, ox of love;
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Ira'T’in °“,TO|S F“de"r. grand Mg»,
And ads moft folemn (till mo„ folranize f
-J' r‘ n'T °f *ir! "hat ard“'
at full effufion of the grateful heart,
,
from
indulg'd i„ fuch 3 S.ht,
a light fo noble ! and.a light fo kind 1
It drops new truths at ev'ry new furvey |
■eels not Lorenzo fantethiug ffir within,
1 hat fweeps „ ay all period ? As thefe fphercd
Meafure duration they no left infpire
d he god.ilte hope of ages without end,
lhe boundleft Ipace, thro'which theferoven take

'Of b‘ "IT
i”Sgeft!‘he «'‘“■thought
Of boundleft tame. Thus, by kind nature's IkilL
■To man unlabour’d, that important gueil,
Eternity, finds entrance at the fight:
And an eternity, for man ordain’d, *
Or-kefc his deftin’d midnight counfellor^
1 he liars, had never whifper’d it to man.
Nature informs, but ne’er infults, her fonB,
Could fire then kindle the moil ardent with
7 0 difappoint it ?-that is bl rfphemy.
‘Thus, of thy creed a fecorrd article,
Momentous, as the exiftence of a God,
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought?
And thou may’ll read thy foul immortal, here.
Here, then, Lorenzo! on thefe glories dwell?
Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof,
That calls the wretched gay to dark delights.
Ailemblees ?—I his is one divinely bright;
Here, un-endanger’d in health, wealth, or fame.
Range thro1 the faireft, and the Sultan fcoro.
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He, wife as thou, no crefcent holds fo fair,
As that, which on his turban awes a world;
And thinks the moon is proud to copy him.
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give,
A mind fuperior to the charms of power.
Thou muffled in delufions of this life!
Can yonder moon turn ocean in his bed,
from fide to fide, in conilant ebb, and flow,
And purify from flench his wat’ry realms ?
And fails her moral influence ? wants {he power
To turn Lorenzo's flub born tide of thought
From ftagnuting on earth’s infedled. fliore,
And purge from nuifance his corrupted heart ?
Fails her attradlion when it draws to heav’n ?
Nay, and to what thou valu’d; more, earth’s joy ?
Minds elevate, and panting; for unfeen,
And defecate from fenfe, alone obtain
Full reliih of exiftence, un-deflower’d,
The life of life, the zeft of worldly blifs.
All elfe on ear th amounts—to what ? to this;
‘ Bad to be luffcr’d; bleflings to be left.’
Earth’s richeft inventory boafts no more.
Of higher feenes be, then, the call obey’d.
0 let me gaze!—Of gazing there’s no end.
Oh let me think !—Thought too is wilder’d here;
In mid-way flight imagination tires;
Yet foon reprunes her wiDg to foar anew,
Her point unable to forbear, or gain;
So great the pleafurc, fo profound the plan ’
A banquet, this, where men and angels, meet,
Eat the fame manna, mingle earth, and heaven»
Howdiftant fome of thefe no&urnal funs'
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So diftant (fays the fage,) ’twere not abfurd
To doubt, if beams, fet out at nature’s birth3
Are yet arriv’d at this fo foreign world ;
Tho’ nothing half fo rapid as their flight
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll,
And roll for ever: who can fatiate fight
In fuch a feene ? in fuch an ocean wide
Of deep aftonilhment ? where depth, height, breadth,,
Are loft in their extremes; and where to count
The thick-fown glories in this field of fire,
Perhaps a feraph’s computation fails.
Now, go, ambition 1 boaft thy boundlefs might
In conqueft o?er the tenth part of a grain.
And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles,
To give his tott ring faith a folid bafe.
Why call for lefs than is already thine ?
Thou art no novice in theology;
What is a miracle!—’Tis a reproach,
’Tis an implicit fatire, on manhind;
And while it fatisfies, it cenfures too.
To common fenfe, great Nature’s courfe proclaims
A Deity: When mankind falls afleep,
A miracle is fent, as an alarm,
To wake the world, and prove him o’er again.
By recent argument, but not more ftrong.
Say, which imports more plenitude of power,
Or nature’s laws to fix, or to repeal ?
To make a fun, or flop his mid-career ?
To countermand his orders, and fend back
The flaming courier to the frighted eaft,.
Warm d, and aftonifh’d, at his ev’ning ray ?
Or bid the moon, as with her journey tir’d,
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In Ajalon’s foft, flow’ry vale repole ?
Great things are thele; Hill greater, to create.
From Adam’s bow’r look down thro the whole train
Of miracles;—refiftlefs is their pow’r ?
They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind,
Than this, call’d unmiraculous furvey,
If duly weigh’d, if rationally feen,
If feen with human eyes. The brute, indeed,
Sees nought but fpangles here; the fool, no more.
Say’ft thou, ‘ the courfe of nature governs all ?’

The courfe of nature is the art of God.
The miracles thou call’ll for, this atteft;
For fay; could nature nature's courfe controul ?
But, miracles apart, who fees him not,
Nature’s controuler, author, guide, and end ?
Who turns his eye on nature’s midnight face,
’¡But muft inquire—What hand behind the feene,
‘ What arm almighty, put thefe wheeling globes
‘ In motion, and wound up the vaft machine ?
‘ Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious orbs ?
‘ Who bowl’d them flaming thro’ the dark profound,
‘ Num’tops as glitt’ring gems of morning-dew,
i Or fparks from populous cities in a blaze,
‘ And fet the bofom of old night on fire ?
‘ Peopled her defert, and made horror fmile ?
Dr, if the military ftyle delights thee,
(For liars have fought their battles, leagu d with man)
Who marihals this bright holt ? enrolls their names?
1 Appoints their poll, their marches, and returns,
‘ Pundtui’l, at Hated periods ? who difbands
I hefe vet’ran troops, their final duty done,
‘ If e’er difbanckd ?’—H E, whole potent word,
Nike the loud trumpet, levy’d firft their pow’rs
VOL. II.
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Jn night’s inglorious empire, where they flept
In beds of darknefs; arm’d them with fierce flames.
Arrang’d and difciplin’d, and cloath’d in gold;
And call’d them out of chaos to the field,
Where now they -war with vice and unbelief.
O let us join this army ! joining thefe,
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour,
When brighter flames ihall cut a darker night:
When thefe ftrong demonftrations of a God
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their fpheres,
And one eternal curtain cover all!
Struck at that thought, as new-awak’d, I lift
A more enlighten’d eye, and read the ftars
To man ftill more propitious; and their aid
*
(Tho
guiltlefs of idolatry) implore;
Nor longer rob them of their noblefl: name.
O ye dividers of my time ! Ye bright
Accomptartfs of my days, and months, and years,
In your fair kalendar diftinAly mark’d !
Since that authentic, radiant regifter,
1 ho man infpeAs it not, Hands good againft him;
Since you, and years, roll on, tho’ man Hands ftill;
Teach me my days to number, and apply
My trembling heart to wildom; now beyond
All ihadovvs of excufe for fooling on.
Age fmooths our path to prudence; fweepsafide
The fnares, keen appetite, and paffion, fpread
Io catch ftray fouls; and woe to that grey head,
V hofe folly would undo, what age has done!
Aid, then, aid, all ye ftars!—Much rather, Tnou, .
Gieat Artist ! 1 hou, whofe finger fet aright
1 his exquifite machine, with all its wheels,
I ho intcrvolv’d, cxaA; and pointing out
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Life's rapid, and irrevocable flight,
With fuch an index fair, as none can mils,
Who lifts an eye, nor ikeps till it is clos’ds
Open mine eye, dread Deity ! to read
The tacit doArine of thy works; to fee
Things as they are, un-alter’d thro’ the glafs
Of worldly willies. Time, eternity !
(Tis thefe, mif-meafur’d, ruin all mankind)
Set them before me; let me lay them both
In equal fcale, and learn their various weight.
Let time appear a moment, as it is;
And let eternity’s full orb, at once,
Turn on my foul, and ftrike it into heav’n.
When ihall I fee far more than charms me now ?
Gaze on creation’s model in thy breaft
Unveil’d, nor wonder at the tranfeript more?
When, this vile, foreign, duft, which fmothers all
That travel earth’s deep vale, ihall I ihake off,
When ihall my foul her incarnation quit,
And, re-adopted to thy bleft embrace,
Obtain her apotheofis in Tiief.?
Doft think, Lorenzo! this is wand’ring wide?
No, ’tis dire Aly ftriking at the mark;
To wake thy dead devotion * was my point;
And how I blefs night’s confecrating ihades.
Which to a temple turn an univerfe;
fill us with great ideas, full of heav’n,
And antidote the peftilential earth!
In ev’ry ftorm, that either frowns, or falls.
What an afylutn has the foul in pray’r 1
And what a fane is this, in which to pray!
Page T2.8, T29»
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And what a God muft dwell in fuch a fane?
O what a genius muft inform the Ikies!
And is Lorenzo’s falamander-heart,
Cold, and untouch’d, amid thefc facred fires?
O ye noCtur nalfparks! ye glowing embers,
On heav n s broad hearth! who burn, or burn no more,
Who blaze, or die, as great Jehovah’s breath
Or blows you, or forbears; affift my fong;
Pour your whole influence; exorcife his heart,
So long poffeft; and bring him back to man.
And if Lorenzo a demurrer ftill?
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteft
I ruths, which, contefted, put thy parts to ihame.
Nor ftiame they more Lorenzo’s head, than heart;
A faithlcfs heart, how defpicably final! !
I oo {freight, aught great, or gen’rous, to receive!
Fill’d with an atom! fill’d, and foul’d, with fclf!
And felf-miftaken ! felf, that lafts an hour!
InftinCts and paffions, of the nobler kind,
Lie fuftocated there; or they alone,
Reafon apart, would wake high hope; and open,
To raviih’d thought, that intellectual fphere,
V here order, wildom, goodnefs, providence,
Their endlefs miracles of love dilplay,
And promife all the truly great defire.
The mind that would be happy, muft be great;
Great in its wifhes; great in its furveys.
Extended views a narrow mind extend;
Pufh out irs corrugate, expanfive make,
Which, ere long, more than planets ihall embrace.
A man of compafs makes a man of worth;
Divine contemplate, and become divine.
As man was made for glory, and for blifs,
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All littlenefs is in approach to woe;
Open thy bofom, fet thy wilhes wide,
And let in manhood; let in happinefs;
Admit the boundlefs theatre of thought
From nothing, up to God ; which makes a man.
Take God from nature, nothing great is left;
Man’s mind is in a pit, and nothing fees; .
Man’s heart is in a jaltes, and loves the mire.
Emerge from thy profound; ereCt thine eye,
See thy diftrefs! how clofe art thou befieg’d!
Befieg’dby nature, the proud fceptic’sfoe!
Inclos’d by thefe innumerable worlds,
Sparkling conviction on the darkeft mind,
As in a golden net of Providence,
Flow art thou caught, fure captive of belief?
From this thy bleft captivity, what art,
What blafphemy to reafon, fets thee free!
This feene is Heav’n’s indulgent violence:
Canft thou bear up againft this tide of glory?
What is earth bofom’d in thofe ambient orbs,
But, faith in God impos’d, andprefs’d on man?
Bar’ft thou ftill litigate thy defp’rate caufe,
Spite of thefe num’rous, awful, witnefies,
And doubt the depofition of the ikies?
0 how laborious is thy way to ruin ?
Laborious? ’tis impracticable quite;
To fink beyond a doubt, in this debate,
With all his weight of wifdom, and of will,
And crime flagitious, I defy a fool.
Some wiih they did; but no man difbelievcs.
God is a fpirit; fpirit cannot ftrike
Thefe grofs, material organs; God by man
$>s much is feen, as man a God can fee,
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Tn thefe ailoniihing exploits of power.
What order, beauty, motion, diftance, flze?
Concertion of defign, how exquifite!
How complicate, in their divine police!
Aptrnrans! great ends! canfcnt to genral good!-Each attribute of thefe material gods,
So long (and that with fpecious pleas) ador’d,
A fep’rate conqueft gains o'er rebel thought; ’
And leads in triumph the whole mind of man.
Lorenzo! this may feem harangue to theeSuch all is apt to feem, that thwarts our will’
And doll thou, then, demand a fimple proof
Of this great mailer-moral of the Ikies,
Unlkill’d, or dif-inclin’d, to read it there?
Since kis the bafis, and all drops without it,
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• That’s hard to be conceiv'd; fince ev’ry link
‘ Of that long-chain’d fucceffion is fo frail;
‘ Can ev’ry part depend, and not the whole.
' Yet grant it true; new difficulties rife;
‘ I’m ftill quite out at fea; nor ice the ffiore.
‘ Whence earth, and thefe bright orbs.—eterna
‘ Grant matter was eternal; ftill thefe orbs
‘ Would want fome other father;—muc e ign
‘ Is feen in all their motions, all their makes;
' Defign implies intelligence, and art:
‘ That can’t be from themfelves—or man; t a
>
‘ Man fcarce can comprehend, could man t ow.
‘ And nothing greater, yet allow’d, than man.
‘ Who, motion, foreign to the fmalleft grain,
‘ Shot thro’ vail mattes of enormous weight.
* Who bid brute matter’s reftive lump affume
‘ Such various forms, and give it wings t y •
‘ Has matter innate motion ? then each atom,

1 ake it, in one compadl, unbroken chain.
Such proof infills on an attentive ear j
I will not make one amid a mob of thoughts,
And, for thy notice, ftruggle with the world.
R«,re;-the world
out._thy thoughes £a|] h
imagination s airy wing reprefs;__
Lock up thy fenfes;—let no paffion ilir
Wake all to reafon;—let her reign alone;—
Then, in thy foul’s deep filence, and the depth
Of nature’s filence, midnight, thus inquire,
s iave done; and fhall inquire no more.
In nature’s channel, thus the queilions run.
< But?]iat I™ I?
fr°m Whence?~1 n°thing know, *
But that I am; and, fince I am, conclude ‘ Something eternal; had there e’er been nought, .
ought ftnl had been; eternal there mull be. *
‘ But what eternal?~Why not human race?
' And Adam’s anceilors without an end?—
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4 Afferting itsindifputable right
‘ To dance, would form an univerfe of dull: .
‘ Has matter none? Then whence thefe glorious forms,

‘ And boundlefs flights, from ihapelefs, an repos
‘ Has matter more than motion? Has it t oug i ,
‘ Judgment, and genius? Is it deeply
‘ In mathematics? Has it tram d fuch law ,
‘ Which, but to guefs, a Newton made immortal.-

,

‘ If fo, how each fage atom laughs at me,
‘ Who think a clod inferior to a man!
‘ If art, to form; and counfel, to condudl;
‘ And that with greater far, than human Ikill;
‘ Refides not in each block;—a Godhead reigns.—
‘ Grant, then, invifible, eternal, Mind ;
‘ That granted, all is folv’d. But, grantino t ,
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‘ Draw I not o'er me a ftill darker cloud?
‘ Grant I not that, which I can ne’er conceive?
A being without origin, or end!_ _
5 Hail, human liberty! there is no Goo—
‘ Y^hy? °" eitherfchemethat knot fubfiftsjJ
ubiift it muft, in God, or human race;
‘ If in the Jail, how many knots befide,
‘ Indiffoluble all?—why chufe it there,’
‘ Where’_chofen’ Ml fubfift ten thoufand more?
‘ Rejecft it, where, that chofen, all the reft
‘ Diipers’d, leave reafon’s whole horizon clear?
1 his is not reafon’s didate; reafon fays,
«
WT the fldC Where<5ne Srain ^’ns the fcale;
t What vaft preponderance is here! Can reafon
V ith louder voice exclaim—Believe a God?
’ And reafon heard> « the foie mark of man
* What things impoffible muft man think true
‘ On any other fyitem! and how ftrange
‘ To difbelieve, thro’ mere credulity!’
If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw,
Let it for ever bind him to belief.
And where the link, in which a flaw he finds?
And, if a God there is, that Goo how great'
How great that pow’r, whofe providential care
1 hro thefe bright orbs dark centres darts a ray •
Of nature univerfal threads the whole!
And hangs creation, like a precious gem,
1 ho’ little, on the footftool of his throne!’
f hat little gem, how large! A weight let fall
From a fixt ftar, in ages can it reach
This diftant earth? Say, then, Lorenzo! where,
V here ends this mighty building ? where, begin
lhe fuburbs of creation? where the wall
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•Whofe battlements look o’er into the vale
Of non exiftence? Nothing’s ftrange abode.,
Say, at what point of fpace Jeiiovaii dropp d
His flacken’d line, and laid his balance by,
Weigh’d worlds, and meafur’d infinite, no more..
Where, rears his terminating pillar high
Its extra-mundane head? and fays, to god.?,
In characters illuftrious as the fun,
“ I ftand, the plan’s proud period; I pronounce
“ The work accompliih’d; the creation clos’d:
“ Shout, all ye gods! nor fltout, ye gods alone;
« Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life,
“ That refts, or rolls, ye heights, and depths, refound.
“ Refound! refound! ye depths, and heights, refound!
Hard are thofe queftions?—anfwer harder ftilj.
Is this the foie exploit, the Angle birth,
l'he folitary fon, of pow’r divine?
Or has th’Almighty Father, with a breath,
Impregnated the womb of diftant fpace;
Has he not bid, in various provinces.
Brother-creations the dark Dowels bur ft
Of night primaeval; barren, now, no more?
And he, the central fun, tranfpiercing all
Thofe giant-generations, which difport,
And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray;
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abforb d,
In that abyfs of horror, whence they fprung;
While chaos triumphs, repoffeft of all
Rival creation ravilh’d from his throne ?
Chaos! of nature both the womb, and grave !
Think’ft thou, my feheme, Lorenzo, fpreads too wide ?

Is this extravagant ?—No; this is juft;
in conjecture, tho’ ’twere falle in fail.
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If ’tis an error, ’tis an error fprung
from noble root, high thought of the Most Hig».
ut wherefore error ? who can prove it fuch ?
He that can fet Omnipotence a bound.
Can man conceive beyond what God can do ?
Nothing, but quite impoffible, is hard.
He fummons into being, with like eafe,
A whole creation, and a fingle grain.,
Speaks he the word ? a thoufand worlds are born
A thoufand worlds ? There’s fpace for millions more;
And in what fpace can his great fiat fail ?
Condemn me not, cold critic! but indulge
I he warm imagination; why condemn ?
Why not indulge fuch thoughts, as fwell our hearts
■With fuller admiration of that pow’r,
Who gives our hearts with fuch high’thoughts to fwell ?
hy not indulge in his augmented praife ?
Darts not his glory a fiill brighter ray,
'The lefs is left to chaos, and the realms
Of hideous night, where fancy ftrays aghaft;
And, tho moll talkative, makes no report ?
Still feems my thought enormous? think again;—
Experience ’felf fhall aid thy lame belief.
Glafles (that revelation to the fight!)
Have they not led us in the deep difcldfe
Of finespun nature, equifitely fmall,
And, tho’ demonftrated, ftill ill-conceived?
If, then, on the reverie, the mind would mount
m magnitude, what mind can mount too far,
To kqep the balance, and creation poile?
Defedl alone can err on fuch a theme;
What is too great, if we the caufe furvey ?
Stupendous Architect! thou-, thou art all J
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My foul flies up and down ¡»
And finds herfelf but at the centre ftlll.
I AM, thy name! exiftence, all thine osvn.
Creation's nothing; flutter'd much, .f ftyl d
• The thin, the fleeting atmofphere of GonO for the voice-of what? of whomf-what votes
Can anfwer to my wants, in fuch afcent,
As dares to deem one univerfe too imall.
'Ml me, Lorenzo! (for now fancy glows,
Tir’d in the vortex of almighty power)
Is not this home creation, in the map
Of univerfal nature, as a fpeck,
Like fair Britannia in our little ball;
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for ita fu ,
But, elfewhere, far out-meafur’d, far out- one.
In fancy (for the fail beyond us lies)
Canft thou not figure it, an lfle, alrno
Too fmall for notice
*
in the vaft of being;
Sever’d by mighty feas of unbuilt fpace,
From other realms; from ample continents
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell;

■ Lefs northern, lefs remote from Deity,
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme;
Where fouls in excellence make hafte, put for.
Luxuriant growths;, nor the late autumn wait
Of human worth, but ripen fouA to go •
Yet why drown fancy in fuch depths as thefe?
Return, prefumptuous rover! and con c
.
„ tismn them, as too imall»
The bounds of man; no- b. <■
Enjoy we not full fcope in what is feen.
Full ample the dominions of the fun 1
_
Full glorious to behold! How far, how wide,
The matchiefs monarch, from his flaming throne,
I6
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I-avilh of luftre, throws his beams about him,
Farther, and fatter, than a thought can fly,
And feeds his planets with eternal fires!
This Heliopolis, by greater far,
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built;
And he alone, who built it, can deftroy.
Beyond this city, why ftrays human thought?
ne wonderful, enough for man to know'
One infinite, enough for man to range'
One firmament, enough for man to read!
O what voluminous inftrudion here!
What page of wifdom is deny’d him ? NoneIf learning his chief leffon makes him wife. ’
Nor is inftrudion, here, our only gain;
here dwells a noble pathos in the Ikies,
^ htch warms out paflions, profiles our hearts.
How eloquently Ihmes the glowing pole!
V ith what authority it gives its charge,
emonttratmg great truths in ttyle fublime,
Bho filent, loud! heard earth around; above
w n LUn?s heard; andnot unheard inh^’;
Hell has her wonder, tho’ too proud to praife.
s earth> then> moreinfernal? hag
Who neitherpraife (Lorenzo!) nor admire’?

°renzo’s admiration, pre-ingao’d
Ne'er aft-'d rhe moon one qncffion °
Md
Heatt correfpondencewjth a Angle ftarNe'er rear'd an altar to thc ^een of hci„n
2V
Wmeft; or her train ador’d.
_herr lublunary rivals have long fince
Bngrofi'd h,s Who|e devotion.
,
eh made their fond ahrononter ran mad;
Datkn hls mlM, corrupt hi» heart;
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Caufe him to facrifice his fame and peace .
To momentary madnefs, call d delight.
Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs’d
The lifted hand to Luna, or pour’d out
Thc blood to Jove!—.O Thou, to whom belongs
All facrifice! 0 thou great Jove unfeign’d!
Divine inftructor! thy firft volume, this,
For man’s perufal; all in capitals!
In moon, and ftars, (and heav’n’s golden alphabet.)
Emblaz’d to feize the fight; who runs, may rea ;
Who reads, can underftand. ’Tis unconfiii d
To Chriftian land, or Jew’ry; fairly writ,
In language univerfal, to mankind.
A language, lofty to the learn’d; yet plain
To thofe that feed the flock, or guide the plough,

Or, from its hulk, ftrike out the bounding grain. ,
A language, worthy the great Mind, that {peaks.

Preface, and comment, to thefacred page.
Which oft refers its reader to the ikies,
As pre-fuppofing his fir fl leffon there,
And fcripture-felf a fragment, that unread.
Stupendous book of wifdom, to the w iie.
Stupendous book! and open d, Night! by thee.
By thee much open d, I confefs, O Night.
Yet more I with; but how ihall I prevail?
Say, gentle Night! whofc modeft, maiden beams,
Give us a new creation, and prefent
The world’s great picture foften d to thc fight;
Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent ftill,
Say, thou, whofe mild dominion s filver key
Unlocks our hemifphere, and fets to view
Worlds beyond number; worlds conceal’d by day
Behind thc proud, and envious ftar of noon!
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Canft thou not draw a deeper fcene?—and Ihew
The mighty Potentate, to whom belong
Thefe rich regalia pompoufly difplay’d
To kindle that high hope? Like him of Uz,
I gaze around; I fearch on ev’ryfide__
O for a glimpfe of him my foul adores!
As the chas d hart, amid the defart wafte,
Pants for the living ftream; for him who made her,
So pants the ihirfty foul, amid the blank
Of fublunary joys. Say, goddefs! where?
Where, blazes his bright court? where burns his throne?
Thou know’ll:; for thou art near him; by thee, round
His grand pavilion, facred fame reports
.The fable curtain drawn. If not, can none
Of thy fair daughter-train, fo fwift of wing,
Who travel far, difeover where he dwells?
A ftar his dwelling pointed out below.
\e Pleiades! Ardlurus! Mazaroth!
And thou, Orion! of ftlll keener eye!
Say ye, who guide the wilder’d in the waves,
And bring them out of tempeft into port!
On which hand muft I bend my courfe to find him?
Thefe courtiers keep the fecret of their King;
I wake whole nights, in vain, to ileal it from them.
I wake; and waking, climb night’s radiant fcale,
From fphere to fphere; the fteps by nature fet
I'01 man s afeent; at once to tempt and aid;
Jo tempt his eye, and aid his tow’rirjg thought;
Fill it arrives at the great goal of ail.
In ardent Contemplation’s rapid car,
From earth, as from my barrier, I fet out.
How fwift I mount! diminiih’d earth recedes;
r pals the moon: and, from her farther fide,

night the ninth.

3

Pierce heav’n’sblue curtain, ftrike into remote,
Where, with his lifted tube, the fubtil fage

His artificial, airy journey takes,
And to celeftial lengthens human fight.
I paufe at every planet on my road,
And afk for him who gives their orbs to roll, .
Their foreheads fair to fhine. From Saturn’s rings
In which, of eartfis an army might be loft,
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight,
Amid thofe fev’reign glories of the ikies,
Of independent, native luftre, proud;
The fouls of fyftems! and the lords of life;
Thro’ their wide empires!-What behold I now.
A vvildernefs of wonders burning round;
Where larger funs inhabit higher fpheres;
Perhaps the villas of defending gods!
Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun;
Pis but the threftiold of the Deity;
Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling ftilk
Nor is it ftrange; I built on a miftake;
,
Phe grandeur of his works, whence folly fou0 it
For aid, to reafon fets his glory higher,
_
Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to him;)

O where, Lorenzo! muft thebuildei dwell..
Paufe, then; and, for a moment, here refpire—
H human thought can keep its ftation here.
Where am I ?-where is earth?-W where art thou,
0 fun?—Is the fun turn’d reclufe?—and are
His boafted expeditions fhort to mine.
To mine, how fhort! on nature s Alps I flan j
And fee a thoufand firmaments beneath!
A thoufand fyftems! as a thoufand gr..in.i.
bo much a ftranger, and fo late arriv d,
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How can man’s curious fpirit not inquire,
What are the natives of this world fublime,
Of this fo foreign, unterreftrial fphere,
V here mortal, untranflated, never ftray’d?
‘ O ye, as diftant from my little home,
As fwiftell fun-beams in an age can fly!
‘ Far from my native element I roam,
i In quell of new, and wonderful, to man.
‘ What province this,' of his immenfe domain,
‘Whom all obeys? or mortals here, or gods?
‘ Ye bord’rers on the coafts of blifs! what are you?
" A colony from heaven? or, only rais’d,
" By frequent vifit from heav’n’s neighbouring realms,
Io fecondary gods, and half-divine?—
‘ Whate’er your nature, this is paft difpute,
Far other life you live, far other tongue
* ou talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think,
‘ 1 han man. How various are the works of God?
But fay, what thought? is reafon here inthron’d,
And abfolute? or fenfe in arms againfl: her?
Have you two lights? or need you no reveal’d?
‘ Enjoy your happy realms their golden age?
And had your Eden an abftemious Eve?
Our Eve s lair daughters prove their pedigree,
I And aik their Adams—“ Who would not be wife?
Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem’d?
And if redeem’d—is your Redeemer fcorn’d?
‘ Is this your final refidence ? if not,
* Change you your fcene, tranilated? or by death?
And if by death; what death?—know you difeafe?
Or horrid war?—with war, this fatal hour,
‘ Europa groans (fo call we a fmall field,
II v» here kings run. mad.) In our world, death deputes

* Intemperance to do the work of age!
‘ And, hanging up the quiver nature gave him,
4 As flow of execution, for difpatch
4 Sends forth imperial butchers; bids them flay
4 Their iheep (the filly iheep they fleec d before,)
4 And tofs him twice ten thoufand at a meal.
4 Sit all your executioners on thrones?
( With you, can rage for plunder make a god?
4 And bloodfhed waih out ev’ry ftain?—
4 But you, perhaps, can’t bleed: from matter grof®
* Your fpirits clean, are delicately clad
4 In fine-fpun ether, priviiedg’d to foar,
4 Unloaded, uninfedlcd; how unlike
4 The lot of man! Flow few of human race
‘ By their own mud unmurder’d! how we wage
4 Self-war eternal!—Is your painful day
4 Of hardy conflidl o’er! or, are you ftill
4 Raw candidates at fchool ? and have you thofc
4 Who difaffedl reverfions, as with us ?—
4 But what are we? You never heard of man,
4 Or earth; the bedlam of the univerfe !
f Where reafon (undifeas’d with you) runs mad,
4 And nurfes folly’s children as her own;
4 Fond of the fouleft. In the facrcd mount
4 Of holinefs, where reafon is pronounc d
4 Infallible; and thunders like a god;
4 Ev’n there, by faints, the daemons are outdone;
4 What thefe think wrong, our faints refine to right
4 And kindly teach dull hell her own black aits,
4 Satan, inftrudled, o’er their moral fmiles.
4 But this, how ftrange to you, who know not m^n
4 Has the leaf! rumour of our race arriv d?
Call’d here Elijah, in his flaming car?
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1 Pail by you the good Enoch, on his road
I o thole fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurl'd;
W lio bruih d, perhaps, your fphere, in his defcent,
‘ Stain’d your pure cryftal ether, or let fall
‘ A ihort eclipfe from his portentous fliade?
01 that the fiend had lodg’d on fome broad orb
‘ Athwart his way; nor reach his prefent home,
‘ Then blacken’d earth with footftcps foul’d in hell,
' Nor waih’d in ocean, as from Rome he part
* lo Britain’s ifle; too, too, confpicuous there!’
But this is all digrsflion: where is he,
That o er heav n’s battlements the felon hurl’d
7 o groans, and chains, and darknefs? where is he,
Who fees creation’s fummit in a vale ?
He, whom, while man is man, he can’t but feek;
And if he finds, commences more than man?
O for a telefcope his throne to reach!
T ell me, ye learn’d on earth! or bleft above !
Yefearching, ye Newtonian angels! tell,
V heie, your great Mailer’s orb? his planets, where?
rhofe confcious fatellites, thofe morning-liars,
Firil-born of Dei ty ! from central love,
By veneration inoft profound, thrown off;
By fweet attraction, no lefs ftrongly drawn;
Aw d, and yet raptur’d; raptur’d, yetferene;
Pail thought, illuftrious, but with borrow’d beams;
In Hill approaching circles, Hill remote,
Revolving round the fun’s eternal Sire?
Or fent, in lines direit, on embafijcs
To nations—in what latitude?—beyond
Terrellrial thought’s horizon!—and on what
High errands fent?—Here human effort ends;
And leaves me llill a flranger to his throne..
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Full well it might! I quite miftook my road;

Born in an age more curious than devout,
More fond to fix the place of heav’n, or hell,
Than ftudiousthis to ihun, or that fecure.
’I'is not the curious, but the pious path,
That leads me to my point: Lorenzo! know,
Without or liar, or angel, for their guide,
Who worfhip God, (hall find him. Humble love,
And not proud reafon, keeps the door of heav’n;
Love finds admiflion, where proud fcience fails.»
Man’s fcience is the culture of his heart;
And not to lofe his plummet in the depths
Of nature, or the more profound o± God,
Either to know, is an attempt that fets
The wifeft on a level with the fool.
Ta fathom nature (ill-attempted hq^c!)Pail doubt is deep philofophy above;
Higher degrees in blifs archangels take,
As deeper learn’d; the deepeft, learning ftiiL
For,, what a thunder of omnipotence
(So might I dare to fpeak!) isfcen in all!
In man! in earth! in more- amazing ikies!
Teaching this leffon, pride is loth to learn—
• Not deeply to difcern, not much to know,,
‘ Mankind was born to wonder, and adore.'
And is there caufe for higher wonder itill,
Than that which ftruck us from our paft furveys .
Yes; and for dteper adoration too.
From my late airy travel unconfin d,
Have I learn’d nothing?—Yes, Lorenzo! this;
Each of thefeftars is a religious houfe;
I faw their altars fmoke, their incenfe rife,
And heard Hofannas ring thro’ ev’ry lphere,
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the consolation.
A feminary fraught with future gods.
Nature all o er is confecrated ground,
Teeming with growths immortal, and divineThe great Proprietors all-bounteous hand
Leaves nothing watte; but fows thefe fiery fields
"W'ith feeds of reafon, which to virtues rife
Beneath his genial ray; and, if efcap’d
The peftilential blafts of ftubborfl will,
When grown mature, are gather’d for the Ikies,
And is devotion thought too much on earth,
When beings, fo fuperior, homage boafl:,
And triumph in proftrations to the throne?
But wherefore more of planets, or of ftars?
Etherial journeys, and, difcover’d there,
Ten thoufand worlds, ten thoufand ways devout,
All nature fending incenfe to the throne,
Except the bold Lorenzo’s of our fphere ?
Op’ning the folenin fources of my foul,
Since I have pour’d, like feign’d Eridanus,
My flowing numbers o’er the flaming ikies,
Nor fee, of fancy, or of fad, what more
Invites the mufe—here turn we, and review
Our paft no&urnal landlcape wide:—then fay,
Say, then, Lorenzo! with what burft of heart,
The whole, at once, revolving in his thought,
Muft man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft?
‘ O what a root! O what a branch is here!
‘ O what a father! what a family!
Worlds! fyftems! and creations.1—and creations,
‘ In one agglomerated clutter, hung,
Great Vine, on thee, on thee the clutter hangs;

‘ The filial clutter! infinitely ipread
‘ In glowing globes, with various beings fi aught.
c And drinks (nedareous draught!) immortal life»
Or, ihall I fay (for who can lay enough?)
A conftellation of ten thoufand gems,
! (And, O! of what dimenfion! of what weight,^
; Set in one fignet, flames on the right hand
• Of Majefty divine! the blazing feal,
• That deeply ftamps, on all created mind,,
• Indelible, his fov’reign attributes,
‘ Omnipotence, and love! that palling bound:
■ And this, furpafling that. Nor flop we here,
'* For want of pow’r in God, but thought in man.
• Even this acknowledg’d, leaves us ftill in debt;
’ If greater aught, that greater all is thine.
■ Dread Sire!—accept this miniature of thee;
■ And pardon an attempt for mortal thought,
• In which archangels might have fail’d, unblam’d."
How fuch ideas of th’ Almighty’s pow’r,
And fuch ideas of th’ Almighty s plan,
(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the thought
Of feeble mortals! nor of them alone;
8 he fulnefs of the Deity breaks forth
In inconceivables to men, and gods.
’Slunk, then, O think; nor ever drop the thought j.
How low muft man defeend, when gods adore!—
Have I not, then accomplifli’d my proud boaft!
Did I not tell thee, 4 * We would mount, Lorenzo’
■ And kindle our devotion at the ftars?
And have I fail’d ? and did I flatter thee ?
And art all adamant? and doft confute,

* Page 128,
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All urg’d, with one irrefragable fmile?
Lorenzo! mirth how miferable here!
Swear by the ftars, by him who made them, fwear,
Thy heart, henceforth, fliall be as pure as they:
Then thou, like them, (halt fhine; like them, ihalt rife
From low to lofty; from obfcure to bright;
By due gradation, nature’s facred law.
The ftars, from whence?—Aik Chaos—he can tell.
Thefe bright temptations to idolatry,
From darknefs, and confufion, took their birth;
Sons of deformity; from fluid dregs
Tartarean, firft they rofe to maffes rude;
And then, to fpheres opaque; then dimly (hone;
Then brighten’d; then blaz’d out in pcrfeft day.
Nature delights in progrefs; in advance
From worfe to better: but, when minds afcend,
Progrefs, in part, depends upon themfelves.
Heav'n aids exertion; greater makes the great;
The voluntary little leflens more.
O be a man! and thou ihalt be a god!
And half-felf-made!—ambition how divine!
O thou, ambitious of difgrace alone!
Still undevout? unkindled?—tho’ high-taught,
School’d by the ikies; and pupil of the ftars;
Rank coward to the faihionable world!
Art thou aiham’d to bend thy knee to heav’n ?
Curft fume of pride, exhal’d from deepeft hell!
Pride in religion is man’s higheft praife.
Bent on deftru&ion! and in love with death!
Not all thefe luminaries, quench’d at once,
Were half fo fad, as one benighted mind,
Which gropes for happinefs, and meets defpair,
Hdw, like a widow ia her weeds, the Night,
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Amid her glimm’ring tapers, filent fits;
How forrowfnl, how defolate, ihe weeps
Perpetual dews, and faddens nature s iceneb
A feene more fad fin makes the darken d loul,
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive.
Tho’ blind of heart, ftill open in thine eye:
Why fuch magnificene in all thou feeft?
Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this,
To tell the rational, who gazes on it ■
’ Tho’ that immenfely great, ftill greater he,
‘ Whofe breaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodge,
‘ Unburden’d, nature’s univerfal fcheme;
‘ Can grafp creation with a fingle thought;
* Creation grafp; and not exclude its Sire.
To tell him farther—' It behoves him much
‘ To guard th’ important, yet depending, fate
‘ Of being, brightei than a thoufand funs:
‘ One fingle ray of thought outihines them ail.
And if man hears obedient, foon he 11 foar
Superior heights, and on his purple wing,
His purple wing bedropt with eyes of gold,
Riling, where thought is now deny’d to riie,
Look down triumphant on thefe dazling fpheres.
Why then perfift ?—No mortal ever liv d
But, dying he pronounc’d (when words are true.)
The whole that charms thee, abfolutely vain;
Vain, and far worfe!—think thou, with dying men;
O condefcend to think as angels think!
O tolerate a chance for happinefs!
Our nature fuch, i’ll choice enlures ill fate;
And hell had been, though there had been no God.
Loft thou not know, my new aftronomer!
Earth, turning from the fun, brings mght to man ?
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Man, turning from his God, brings endlefs night;
Where thou canft read no morals, find no friend,
Amend no manners, and expedt no peace.
How deep the darknefs! and the groan, how lou,d!
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames?
Such is Lorenzo’s purchafe 1 fuch his praife!
The proud, the politic, Lorenzo’s praife!
Tho’ in his ear, and levell’d at his heart,
I’ve half read o’er the volume of the ikies.
For think not thou haft heard all this from me;
My fong but echoes what great nature fpeaks.
What has ihe fpoken ? Thus the goddefs fpoke,
Thus fpeaks for ever:—■' Place at nature’s head,
‘ A fov’reign, which o’er all things rolls his eye,
‘ Extends his wing, promulgates his commands,
4 But, above all, diffufes endlefs good;
‘ To whom, for fure redrefs, the wrong’d may fly;
‘ The vile, for- mercy; and the pain’d, for peace;
e By whom, the various tenants of thefe fpheres,
4 Diverfify’d in fortunes, place, and powers,
‘ Rais’d in enjoyment, as in worth they rife,
4 Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach)
e At that bleft fountain-head, from which they ftream
4 Where conflidt paft redoubles prefent joy;
‘ And prefent joy looks forward on increafe;
4 And that, on more; no period! ev’ry ftep
* A double boon! a promife, and a blifs.
How eafy fits this fcherne on human hearts?
it fuits their make; it fooths their vaft defires;
Paffion is pleas’d; and reafon afks no more;
’Tis rational! ’tis great!—But what is thine?
It darkens! ihocks! excruciates! and confounds!Leaves Us quite naked, both of help, and hope
*
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Sinking from bad to worle; few years, thefport
Of fortune; then, the morfel of defpair.
Say, then, Lorenzo! (for thou ltnoweft it well)
What’ s vice?—Mere want of compafsin our thought,
Religion, what?—The proof of common-fenfe;
How art thou whooted, where the leaft prevails!
Is it my fault, if thefe truths call thee fool ?
And thou (halt never be mifcall’d by me.
Can neither fhame, nor terror, ftand thy friend?
And art thou ftill an infedl in the mire?
How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown;
Snatch’d thee from earth; efcorted thee thro’ all
Th’ etherial armies; walkt thee, like a god,
Ihro’ fplendors of firft magnitude, arrang’d
On either hand; clouds thrown beneath thy feet;
Clofe-cruis’d on the bright paradife of God;
And almoft introduc’d thee to the throne!
And art thou ftill caroufing for delight,
Rank poifon; firft, fermenting to mere froth,
And then fubiiding into final gall?
T o beings of fublime, immortal make,
How ifiocking is all joy, whofe end is fure!
Such joy more {hocking ftill, the more it charms?
And doft thou chufe what ends ere well-begun;
And infamous, as fhort ? and doft thou chufe
( I hou, to whofe palate glory is fo fweetj
lo wade into perdition, thro’ contempt,
I^ot of poor bigots only, bat thy own ?
i‘or I have peep’d, into thy cover’d heart,
And feen it bluih beneath a boaftful brow;
hor, by ftrong guilt’s moil violent aflault,
Confidence is but difabled, not deftrov’d.
C thou moft awful being! and moil vain;
vol. n.
" K
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Thy will, how frail! how glorious is thy power?
Tho’ dread eternity ha6 fown her feeds
Of blifs, and woe, in thy defpotic breaft;
Tho’ heaven, and hell, depend upon thy choice;
A butterfly conies crofs, and both are fled.
Is this the picture of a rational?
This horrid image, fhall it be moil: juft?
Lorenzo! no: it cannot,—fhall not, be,
If there is force in rcafon; or, in founds
Chanted beneath the glimpfes of the moon,
A magic, at this planetary hour,
When dumber locks the general lip, and dreams
Thro’ fenfelefs mazes hunt fouls un-infpir’d.
Attend—the facred myfteries begin—
My folemn night-born adjuration hear;
Hear, and I’ll raife thy fpirit from the duft:
While the ftarsgaze on this inchantment new;
Inchantment, not infernal, but divine!
‘ By fdence, death’s peculiar attribute;
‘ By darknefs, guilt’s inevitable doom;
* By darknefs, and by fllence, filters dread?
* That draw the curtain round Night’s ebon throne,
* And raife ideas, folemn as the feene!
* By Night, and all of awful, Night prefents
‘ To thought, or fenfe (of awful much, to both,
4 The goddefs brings!) By thcle her trembling fires,
‘ Like Vella's, ever-burning; and, like hers,
‘ Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure!
* By thefe bright orators, that prove, and praife,
‘ And prefs thee to revere, the Deity;
* Pc-rhaps, too, aid thee, when rever’d a-while,
* To reach his throne; as flages of the foul,
« Thro’ which, at diff’rent periods, {he fhall pais,

NIGHT THE NINTH.

V5

0 Refining gradual, for her final height,
‘ And purging off fome drofs at ev’ry fphere!
‘ By this dark pall thrown o’er the filent world!
‘ By the world’s kings, and kingdoms, moft renown da
* From ihort ambition’s zenith fet for ever;
‘ Sad prefage to vain boafters, now in bloom!
‘ By the long lift of fwift mortality,
‘ From Adam downward to this ev’ning knell.
* Which midnight waves in fancy’s ftartled eye;
‘ And Ihocks her with an hundred centuries,
' Round death’s black banner throng’d, in human thought.!
’ By thoufands, now, refigning their laft breath,
‘ And calling thee—wert thou fo wife to hear!
‘ By tombs o’er tombs arifing; human earth
‘ Eje&ed, to make room for—human earth;
‘ The monarch’s terror! and the fexton’s trade®
‘ Ey pompous obfequies, that ihun the day,
‘ The torch funereal, and the nodding plume,
4 Which makes poor man’s humiliation proud;
* Boaft of our ruin! triumph of cur duft!
‘ By the damp vault that weeps o’er royal bones;
‘ And the pale lamp, that fhews the ghaftly dead,
‘ More ghaftly, thro’ the thick incumbent gloom!
‘ By vifits (if there are) from darker feenes,
1 Fhe gliding fpedlre! and the groaning grove!
‘ By groans, and graves, and miferies that groan
‘ For the grave’s fhelter! By defponding men,
‘ Senfelefs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt!
‘ By guilt’s laft audit! By yon moon in blood,
‘ Fhe rocking firmament, the falling ftars,
‘ And thunder’s laft difeharge, great nature’s knell?
’ By feqond chaos; and eternal night’—
Be wise—Nor let Philander blame my charm;
K 2
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But own not ill-difcharg’d my double debt,
Love to the living; duty to the dead.
For know, I am but executor; He left
This moral legacy; I make it o’er
By his command; Philander hear in me;
And Heav’n in both.—If deaf to thefe, oh! haftr
Florelio’s tender voice; his weal depends
On thy refolve; it trembles at thy choice;
For his fake—love thyfelf: example ftrikes
All human hearts; a bad example more;
More ftill a father’s; that enfures his ruin.
As parent of his being, wculdft thou prove
Th’ unnatural parent of his miferies,
And make him curfe the being which thou gav’ft?
Is this the bleffing of fo fond a father ?
If carelefs of Lorenzo! fpare, oh ! fparc,
Florelio’s father, and Philander’s friend;
Florelio’sfather ruin’d, ruin’s him;
And from Philander’s friend the world expedhs
A condudl, no diflionour to the dead.
Let paffion do, what nobler motive ihould;
Let love, and emulation, rife in aid
To reafon; and perfuade thee to be—bleft.
This feems not a requeft to be deny’d;
Yet (fuch the infatuation of mankind!)
’ 1 is the moll hopeleis, man can make to man.
Shall I, then, rife in argument, and warmth?'
Anu urge Philander’s pofthumous advice,
From topics yet unbroach’d ?—
But oh! I faint! my fpirits fail!—nor ftrange!
So long on wing, and in no middle clime;
I o which my great Creator’s glory call’d:
And calls—but, now, in vain. Sleep’s dewy wand
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Has ftrok’d my drooping lids, and promifes
My long arrear of reft; the downy god
(Wont to return with our returning peace)
Will pay, ere-'ong, and blefs me with repofe.
Hafte, hafte, fweet ftranger! from the peafant’s cotf
The ihip-boy’s hammock, or the foldier’s ftraw,
Whence forrow never chas’d thee; with thee bring,
Not hideous vifions, as of late; but draughts
Delicious of well-tafted, cordial, reft;
Man’s rich reft ora tive; his balmy bath,
That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in play,
The various movements of this nice machine,.
Which afks fuch frequent periods of repair.
When tir’d with vain rotations of the day,
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding dawn;
Freih we fpin on, ’till ficknefs clogs our wheels,
Or death quite breaks the fpring, and motion ends,
When will it end with me?
—> Tnou only know’ft,
‘ Thou, whofe broad eye the future, and the paft,
1 Joins to the prefent; making one of three
‘ To mortal thought! Thou know’ft, and Thou alone,
'* All-knowing!—all unknown!-—and yet well-known!
‘ Near, tho’ remote! and, tho’ unfathom’d, felt!
‘ And, tho’ invifible, for ever feen!
‘ And feen in all! the great, and theminute;
‘ Each gk ¡be above, with its gigantic race,
‘ Each flow’r, each leaf, with its fmall people fwarm’d.,
‘ (Thofepunv vouchers for.Omnipotence!)
‘ Fo the firft thought, that afks, ‘ From whence?’ declare
‘ Their common fource. Thou fountain running o’er
1 In rivers of communicated joy!
* Who gav’ft us fpcech far far, far humbler themes!
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Say, Ivy what name fliall I prefume to call
Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs funs,
As Mofes, in the bufh ? Illuftrious Mind 1
The whole creation, lefs, far lefs to thee,
Than that to the creation’s ample round.
How fhall I name Thee ?—How my labouring foul
Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth?
8 Great fyftem of perfedhions! mighty Caufe
8 Of caufes mighty! Caufe uncaus’d! foie root
s Of nature, that luxuriant growth of Gon!
8 Firft Father of effedls! that progeny
8 Of endlefs feries; where the golden chain’s
8 Latt link admits a period, who can tell ?
< Father of all that is or heard, or hears!
8 Father of all that is or feen, or fees!
c Father of all that is, or fhall arifel
8 Father of this immeafurable mafs
e Of matter multiform; or denfe, or rare;
« Opaque, or lucid; rapid, or at reft;
8 Minute, or palling bound! in each extreme
8 Of like amaze, and myftery, toman.
8 Father of thefe bright millions of the night!
8 Of which the leuft full Godhead had proclaim’d,
8 And thrown the gazer on his knee-—or, fay,
8 Is appellation higher ftill, thy choice?
8 Father of matter’s temporary lords!
8 Father of fpirits! nobler offspring! fparks
8 Of high paternal glory; rich endow’d
8 With various meafures, and with various modes
8 Of inftindl, reafon, intuition; beams
More pale, orbright from day divine, to break
‘ The dark of matter organiz’d (the ware
Of all created fpirit;) beams, that rife
<
8
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Each over other in fuperior light,
Till the laft ripens into luftre ftrong,
Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond
(Far fonder than e’er bore that name on earth)
Of intellectual beings! beings bleft
8 With pow’rs to pleafe Thee; not of paflivc ply
‘ To laws they know not; beings lodg’d in feats
8 Of well-adapted joys; in diff ’rent domes
8 Of this imperial palace for thy fons;
8 Of this proud, populous, well-policy’d,
* Tho’ boundlefs habitation, plann’d by Thee;
8 Whofe feveral clans their feveral climates fuit;
8 And tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy.
8 Or, oh! indulge, immortal King! indulge
8 A title, lefs auguft indeed, but more
8 Endearing; ah ! how fweet in human ears!
8 Sweet in our ears, and triumph in our hearts?
8 Father of immortality to man!
8 A theme that * lately let my foul on fire.—
8 And thou the next! yet equal! thou, by whom
8 That blcffing was convey’d; far more! was bought
8 Ineffable the price! by whom all worlds
8 Were made; and one, redeem’d! Illuftrious light
8 From light illuftrious! Thou, whofe regal power,
8 Finite in time, but infinite in fpace,
8 On more than adamantine bafis fix’d,
8 O 'er more, far more, than diadems^ and thrones,
8 Inviolably reigns; the dread of gods !
8 And oh! the friend of man! beneath whofe foot,
8 And by the mandate of whofe awfuLnod,
8 All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates,

Night« the Sixth and Seventh»
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* Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll
4 Thro’ the fhort channels of expiring time,
4 Or fhorelefs ocean of eternity,
I Calm, or tempeftuous (as the fpirit breathes,)
II In abfolute fubjedlion!—and, O Thou
4 The glorious Third! diftindl, not feparate!
* Beaming from both! with both incorporate?
* And (ftrange to tell!) incorporate with duft!
* By condefcenfion, as thy glory, great,
* Enihrin’d in man! of human hearts, if pure,.
* Divine inhabitant! the tie divine
* Of heav’n with dillant earth! by whom, I truit,
4 (If not infpir’d) uncenfur’d this addrcfs
‘ To Thee, to them—to whom?—Myfterious power?
4 Reveal’d—yet unreveal’d! darknefs in light;
4 Number in unity! our joy! our dread!
4 The triple bolt tliat lays all wrong in ruin?
4 That animates all right, the triple fun!
4 Sun of the foul! her never-fetting fun!
* Triune, unutterable, unconceiv’d,
4 Abfconding, yet dcmonftrable, great G.od!
4 Greater than greateft! better than the belt?
* Kinder than kindeft! with foft pity’s eye,
* Or (ftronger ftill to fpeak it) with thine own,
‘ From thy bright home, from thy high firmament
*
4 Where thou, from all eternity, haft dwelt;
’ Beyond archangels nnaffifted ken;
* From far above what mortals higheft call;
4 From elevation’s pinaele; look down,
4 Through—What? Confounding interval! thro’ all,
4 And more, than lab’ring fancy can conceive;
4 Thro’ radiant ranks of eflences unknown;
6 Thro’ hierarchies from hierarchies detach’d

*

8 Round various, banners of Omnipotence,
‘ With endlefs change of rapturous duties fir d,
1 Thro’ wond’rous beings interpofing fwarms,
4 All cluft’ring at the call
*
to dwell in thee;
4 Thro’ this wide wafte of worlds; this villa valt,
4 Allfanded o’er with funs; funs turn’d to night
4 Before thy feeblcft beam—look down—down—down,
4 On a poor breathing particle in dull,
4 Or, lower,—an immortal in his crimes.
4 His crimes forgive! forgive his virtues, too!
4 Thofe fmaller faults, half converts to the right.
4 Nor let me clofe thefe eyes, which never more
* May fee the fun (tho’ night’s defeending fcale
4 Now weighs up morn,) unpity’d, and unbleft?
4 In thy difpleafure dwells eternal pain;
4 Pain, our averfion ; pain, which ftnkes me now;
4 And, fince all pain is terrible to man,
4 Tho’ tranfient, terrible; at thy good hour,
4 Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed,
4 My clay-cold bed! by nature, now, fo near;
4 By nature, near; ftill nearer by difeafe!
4 Till then, be this, an emblem of my grave:
4 I<et it out-preach the preacher; ev’ry night
4 Let it out-cry the boy at Philip’s ear;
4 That tongue of death! that herald of the tomb!
4 And when (the ihelter of thy wing implor’d)
4 My fenfes, footh’d, (hall fink, in foft repofe;
4 O fink this truth ftill deeper in my foul,
4 Suggefted by my pillow, fign’d by fate,
4 Firft, in fate’s volume, at the page of man. «
“ Man’s fickly foul, tho’ turn’d and toft for ever,
44 From fide to fide, can reft on nought but Thee:
44 Here, in full truft; hereafter, in full joy;’
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4 On Thee, the promis’d, fure, eternal down
4 Of fpirits, toil’d in travel thro’ this vale.
4 Nor of that pillow (hall my foul defpond;
4 For—Love almighty! Love almighty! (fing,
4 Exult, creation!) Love almighty, reigns!
4 That death of death! that cordial of defpair!
4 And loud eternity’s triumphant fong !
4 Of whom, no more—for, O thou Patron-God!
4 Thou God, and mortal! thence more God to man!
4 Man’s theme eternal! man’s eternal theme!
4 Thou can’ft not ’fcape uninjur’d from our praife3
4 Uninjur’d from our praife can he efcape,
4 Who, difembofom’d from the Father, bows
4 The heav’n of heav’ns, to kifs the diftant earth !
4 Breathes out in agonies a finlefs foul !
4 Againft the crofs, death’s iron feeptre breaks?
4 From familh’d ruin plucks her human prey!
4 Throws wide the gates celeftial to his foes!
4 Their gratitude, for fuch a boundlefs debt,
4 Deputes their fuff’ring brothers to receive!
4 And, if deep human guilt in payment fails;
4 As deeper guilt prohibits our defpair!
4 Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice!
4 And (to clofe all) omnipotently kind,
u * Takes his delights among the fons of men.”
What words are thefeîr—And did they come from heavTa?

And were they fpoke to man ? to guilty man ?
What are all myfteries to love like this?
The fong of angels, all the melodies
Of choral gods, are wafted in the found;
Heal and exhilarate the broken heart,

* Prov. Chap. viii.

NIGHT THE NINTH.

Tho’ plung’d, before, in horrors dark as night:
Rich prelibation of confummate joy!
Nor wait we diffolution to be bleft.
This final effort of the moral mufe,
How juftly | titled! nor for me alone;
For all that read; what fpirit of fupport,
What heights of Confolation, crowmmy fong!
Then, farewel Night! of darknefs, now, no more;
Joy breaks; (bines; triumphs; ’tis eternal day.
Shall that which rifes out of nought complain
Of a few evils, paid with endlefs joys?
My foul! henceforth, in fweeteft union join
The two fupportsof human happinefs,
Which fome, erroneous, think can never meet;
True tafte of life, and conftant thought of death;
The thought of death, foie viilor of its dread!
Hope be thy joy; and probity thy (kill;
Thy patron He, whofe diadem has dropp’d
Yon gems of heav’n; eternity, thy prize:
And leave the racers of the world their own,
Their feather, and their froth,for endlefs toils:
They part with all for that which is not bread;
They mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, fame, power;
And laugh to fcorn the fools that aim at more.
How muft a fpirit, late efcap’d from earth,
Suppofe Philander’s, Lucia’s, or NarciiTa’s,
1 he truth of things new-blazing in its eye,
Look back, aftonifh’d, on the ways of men,
Whofe lives whole drift is to forget their graves!
And when our prefent privilege is paft,
1 o fcourge us with due fenfe of its abufe,
Fhe fame aftonilhment will feize us all.

f The Confolation,
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THE CONSOLATION.

What then mull pain us, would preferve us now,
Lorenzo! ’tis not yet too late: Lorenzo!;
Seize wifdom, ere ’tis torment to be wife;
That is, fcize wifdom, ere fhe feizes thee,
for, what, my fmall philofopher! is hell?
’Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the truth,
When truth, refilled long, is fworn our foe;
And calls Eternity to do her right.
Thus, darknefs aiding intelle&ual light,
And facred filence whifp’ring truths divine,
And truths divine converting pain to peace,
My fong the midnight raven has outwing’d,
And fhot, ambitious of unbounded fcenes,
Beyond the flaming limits of the world,
Her gloomy Eight. But what avails the flight
Of fancy, when our hearts remain below ?
Virtue abounds in flatterers, andfo^s;
’Tis pride, topraife her; penance, to perform.
To more than words, to more than worth of tongue,
Lorenzo! rife, at this aufpicious hour;
An hour, when heav’n’smoft intimate with man;
When, like a falling ftar, the ray diving
Glides fivift into the bofom of the juft;
And juft are all, determin'd to reclaim;
Which fets that title high, within thy reach.
Awake, then: thy Philander calls: awake!
Thou, who fhalfc wake, when the creation fleeps;
When, like a taper, all thefe funs expire;
When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath,
Plucking the pillars that- fupport the world;
In nature’s ample ruins lies intomb'd;
And Midnight, uniterfal Midnighf! reigns.

