

















TH’I& celebrated and excellent writer was the
L son of Dr. Edward Young, a learned and eminent
| ‘divine, who was Dean of Sarum, Fellow of Winches-
ter College, and Rector of Upham, in Hampshire,
Our author was born at Upham, in the year 1681, and
had his education at Winchester Coilege, till he was
chosen on the foundation of New College, Oxford,
October 13, 1703, but removed in less than a year to
Corpus' Christi, where be entered himself a Gentle-
| man Commoner.
| Archbishop Tennison put himintoalaw fellowship,
4n 1708, in the College of All Souls. THe took the
degree of Bachelor in 1714, and became LL.D. in
" 1710. Mis tragedy of Busiris came out the same
year; the Revenge in 1721 ; the Brothers in 1723 ;
and soon after his elegant poem of the Last Day,
which engaged the greater attention for being writ-
ten by alayman. The Force of Religion, or Van-
quished Love, a poem, also gave much pleasure.
| These works procured him the friendship of some
among the nobility, and the patronage of the Duke
of Wharton, by whom he was induced to stand @
candidate for a seat in parliament for Cirencester,
but without success. The bias of bhis mind was
_strongly turned towards divinity, which drew him
away from the law, before he had begun to practise,
- On his taking orders, he was appointed chaplain in
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Human Llfe. in qua):tp,f oén after, in 1730,h §
College presented him- to the rentory of Wé}.vynrih\
Hertfordshire, worth 3001, per annum, besides the
lordship of the manor which pestained ‘to it. He. 4
married Lady Betty Lee, widow of Col. Lee, in
1731. She was daughter of the Earl of Lmhftelg z
By her he had a son, .
Notwithstanding the high eshmanon in whlch
was held, his familiar intercourse with many of thi
first rank, his being a great favourite of Frederi
Prince of Wales, and paying a pretty constant at-
tendance at court, he never rose to. l:ugher prefer-
ment; if, however, we except his, being made clerk
‘of the closet to-the Princess Dowager of Wales m‘;
1761, when he was fourscore, years of age,
His fine poem of the Night Thoughts, it is Well
known, was occasioned by a family distress; the
oss -of his wife and the two children, a son and a
ughter, whom she had by her first husband : these’
11 died within a short time of each other in 174L.
he sonin-law is characterized in this work by the
name of Philander, and the young lady, who wnk/'
into a decline through grief for the loss of her
mother, by that of Narcissa. He removed her, in
hope of her deriving benefit from a warmer climate, |
to Montpelier, in the south of France ; but she dled |
soon after their arrival in that city. The circum-.
stance of his being obliged to bury her in a field by |
night, not being allowed interment ina chumch-yard,
on account of her being a Protestant, is indelibl. |
recorded in Night ITL. of this divine poem. =
He was upwards of eighty when he wrote his Co
jectures on Original Composition, in which man
beauties appear, notwithstanding the age of its
author and Reszgnanun, his last poem, ‘contain
proofs in every stanza, that it was not written wi
decayed faculties. He died at the parsonage-house, 5
at Welwyn, Apnl 12, 1765, aged eighty-four years,
and was buried under the altar-piece of that’ church..
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DR. EDWARD YOUNG. vii

by the side of his wife. - By his own desire, he was
' followed by all the poor of the parish, without any
tolling of the bells, or any person appearing at his
funeral in mourning. He had caused all his manu-
scripts to be destroyed before his death. - He left
the whole of his fortune, which was pretty consider-
able, with the exception of a few legacies, to his
“gon, Mr. Frederic Young, though he would neversee
him in his lifetime, owing to his displeasure at his
mprudent conduct at college, ‘for which he had
| been expelled. - RGP :

‘His character was that of the true Christian Di-
wvine; his heart was in his profession. 1t is report-
ed, that, once preaching in his turn at St. James’s,
and being unable to gain attention, be sat down,
and burst into tears. His conversation was of the
same nature as his works, and showed a solemn cast

| of thought to be matural to him: death, faturity, .
judgment, eternity, were his common topics. When
at home in the country, he spent many hours in the
day walking among the graves in the church-yard.
In his garden he had an alcove, painted as if with a
bench'to repose on ; on approaching near enough to
discover the deception, the following motto was
_seen:

0 lnvi;ibﬂin non dgcii’;itml.’
“The unseen things do not ‘deceive us.> *
In his poém of the Last Day, one of his earliest
works, he calls his muse ¢ the Melancholy Maid,

¢ whom dismal scenes delight,
¢ Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of might.”

Grafton is said by Spence to have made him a pre-
“sent of a human skull, with a candle in it, to serve
him for alamp; and he is reported to have used it. -
Yet hespromoted an assembly and bowliag.green in
‘his parish, and often attended them. He would in-
dulge in occasional sallies of wit, of which his well-
_known epigram on Voltaire* is a specimen ; but

5 * Thou ark so witt rofligate, and thin, 3
~ Thou scem’st a ﬂiﬁon with bis Death and Sin.!
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4 ' THE COM&AINT.' Night I,

‘Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around |

In infidel distress? Are angels there? ¢

Slumbers, raked up in dust, ethereal fire 2

They live! they greatly live a life on eart

Unkindled, unconceived ; and from an CAThE e |

Of tenderness let heav'nly pity fall . g |

On ‘me, Tnore justly number'd with the dead,

This is the desert, this the solitude » {

How populous, how vital is the grave !

This is creation’s melancholy vault,

The vale funereal, the sad cypress gloom,

The land of apparitions, empty shades!

All, all on earth is shaddyw, all beyond

Is substance ; the reverse is folly’s creed :

How solid all where change shall be no more !

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn,

The twilight of our day, the vestibule.

Life's theatre as yet is shut, and Death, Y

Strong Death, alone can lieave the massy bar,

« This gross impediment of clay Temove,

And make us embryos of existence free.

From real life, but little more remote
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 3

The fature embryo, slumb’ring in his sire,

Embryos we must be till we burst the shell, *

- Yon ambient azure shell, and Spring to life,

The life of Gods (O transport!) and of man., g
- Yet man, fool man, here buries all his thoughts ;
Tnters celestial hopes without one sigh :

- Pris'ner of earth, and pent beneath the moon,

Here pinions all his wishes ; wing'd by ITeav'n

To fly at infinite, and reach it there,

‘Where seraphs gather immortality,

On life’s fair tree, fast by the throne of God.

. What golden joys ambrosial clust'ring glow

In his full beam, and ripen for the just,

‘Where momentary ages are nc more !

‘WhereTime, and Pain,and Chance,and Deathexpire!

And is it in the flight of threescore years

To push eternity from human thought,

And smother souls immortal in the dust?

A soul immortal, spending all her fires, el
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_ ON LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 5
V_Wastjﬂg her strength in strenuous idleness,
Thrown into tumult, raptured or alarm’d
At aught this scene can threaten or indulge,
Resembles ocean into tempest wrought,

- To waft a feather, or to drown a fly.

"

' Where falls this censure ? It o’erwhelms myself,

w was my heart incrusted by the world!
ow self-feiter'd was my grov’ling soul !
, like a worm, was [ wrapt round and round

‘In silken thought, which reptile Faney spun,

Till darken’d reason lay quite clouded o’er
With soft conceit of endless comfort here,
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the skies!
Night visions may befriend (as sung above):
Our waking dreams are fatal, How I dreamt
Of things impossible! (could sleep do more ?)
Of joys perpetual in perpetual chauge !
Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave!
Eternal sunshine in the storms of life!
How richly were my noontide frances hung
With gorgeous tapestries of pictured joys!
Joy behind joy, in endless perspective !
Till at Death’s toll, whose restless iron tongue
Calls daily for his millions at a meal,
Starting [ woke, and found myself undone.
Where now my frenzy’s pompous furniture ?
The cobwebb'd cottage, with its ragged wall
Of mould’ring mud, is royalty to me!
The spider’s most attenvated thread
TIs cord, is cable, to man's tender tie
On earthly bliss ; it breaks at every breeze.
0O ye blest scenes of psrmanent delight!
Full above measure! lasting beyond bound ! =
A perpetuity of bliss is bliss.
Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end,
That ghastly thought would drink up all your joy,
And quite unparadise the realms of light.
Safe are you lorlge:f above these rol\'m_g spheres ; .
The baleful influence of whose giddy dance.
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath.
Here teems with revolutions every hour,




6 ; THE COMPLAINT.' ' Night I.
~And rarely for the better; or the best, s
More mortal than the common births of Fate, -
Each moment has its sickle, emulous 2
Of Time’s enormous sithe, whose ample sweep
Strikes empires from the root: each moment plays.
Ilis little weapon in the narrower sphere
Of sweet domestic comfort, and cuts down
The fairest bloom of sublunany bliss.
Bliss! sublunary bliss ! —proud swords, and vain
Implicit treason to divine decree ! :
A bold invasion of the rights of Heay'n!
I clasp’d the phantoms, and I found them air,
O had I weigh’d it ere my fond embrace!
‘What darts of agony had miss’'d my heart!
Death! great proprietor of all! ’tis thine
To tread out empire, and to quench the stars.
The sun bimself by thy permission shines,
And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his sphere,
Amidst such mighty plunder, why exhaust
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean ?
‘Why thy peculiar rancour wreck’d on me ?
Insatiate archer! could not one suffice 2
Thy shaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was slain ;
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill’d her horn.
O Cynthia! why so pale? dost thou lament
Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve to see thy wheel
Of ceaseless change outwhirl’d in human life !
How wanes my borrow’d bliss! from Fortune’s smile,
Precarious courtesy ! not virtue’s sure, i
Self-given, solar, ray of sound delight.:
In ev'ry varied posture, place, and hour,
How widow’d ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy ! .
Thought, busy thought ! too busy for my peace!
Through the dark postern of time long. elapsed,
Led softly, by the stillness of the night,
Led, like a murderer, (and such it proves !)
Strays (wretched rover!) o’er the pleasing past:
In quest of wretchedness perversely strays;
And finds all desert now ; and meets the ghos
Of my departed joys, a num’rous train !
I rue the riches of my former fate;




ON LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 7

Sweet Comfort’s blasted clusters I lament ;
1 tremble at the blessings once so dear,
And ev'ry pleasure pains me to the heart.
Yet why complain? or why complain for one?
Hangs out the sun his lustre but for me,
The single man? are angels all beside?
1 mourn for millions ; ’tis the common lot:
In this shape or in that has Fate entail'd
,The mother's throes on all of woman born,
Not more the children than sure heirs of pain.
War, famine, pest, volcano, storm, and fire,
Intestine broils, Oppression, with her heart
Wrapt up in triple brass, besiege mankind.
God’s image, disinherited of day, %
Here, plunged in mines, forgets a sun was made;
There, beings, deathless as their haughty lord,
Are hammer’d to the galling oar for life;
And plough the winter's wave, and reap despair.
Some for hard masters, broken under arms, <
Tn battle lopp'd away, with half their limbs,
Beg bitter bread through realms their valour saved,
If so the tyrant or his minion doom,
‘Want and incurable disease, (fell pair!)
On hopeless multitudes ri less seize
At once, and make a refuge of the grave.
Ilow groaning hospitals eject their dead !
What numbers groan for sad admission there!
. What numbers, once in Fortune’s lap high-fed,
Solicit the cold hand of charity ! 25 S
To shock us more, solicit it in vain!
Ye silken sons of Pleasure! sincein pains_ -
You rue more modish visits, visit here,
And breathe from your debauch ; give, and reduce
* Surfeit’s dominion o’er you. But so great
Your impudence, you blush at what is right.
Happy! did sorrow seize on such alone:
Not prudence can defend, or virtue save;
Disease invades the chastest temperance,
-And punishment the guiltless ; and alarm,
Through thickest shades, pursues the fond of peace.
Man’s cautiop often into danger turns,
Ang, his guard falling, crushes him to death.




8 THE COMPLAINT. Night I.

Not happiness herself makes good her name ;
Our very wishes give us not our wish.
How distant oft the thing we doat on most
From that for which we doat, felicity !
The smoothest course of Nature has its pains, -
And truest friends, through error, wound our rast
‘Without misfortune what calamities !
And what hostilities without a foe !
Nor are foes wanting to the best on eartl:.
But endless is the list of humanills,
And sighs might sooner fail than cause to sight
A part how small of the terraqueous globe
Is tenanted by man! the rest a waste, ¥
Rocks, deserts, frozen seas, and burning sands !
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings,and death.
Such is earth’s melancholy map ! but far
More sad! this earth is a true: map of man:
So bounded are its haughty lord’s delights
To woe's wide empire, where deep troubles toss,
Loud sorrows howl, envenom‘d pass:ons bite,
Ravinous cala.mltles our vitals seize,
And threat'ning Fate wide opens to devour.
What then am T, who sorrow for myself?
In age, in infancy, from others’ aid
Ts all our hope; to teach us to be kind—
That Nature's first, last lesson to mankind :
The selfish heart deserves the pain it feels:
. More gen'rous sorrow, while it sinks, exalts ;
“And conscious virtue mitigates the pang.
Nor virtue more than prudence bids me give
- Swoln thought a second channel ; who divide,
They weaken, too, the torrent of theu‘ grief.
_Take, then, O world ! thy much indebted tear;
How sad a sight is human happlncss
To those whose thought can pierce beyond an hour !
5 O thou! whate’er thou art, whose heart exults!
‘Would thou I should congratulate thy fate 2
1 knoyw thou wouldst; thy pride démands it from me.
Let thy pride pardon what thy nature needs,
The salutary censure of a friend. -
Thou happy wretch ! by blindness thou art blest 2k
By dotage dandled to perpetual smiles.

. 2






10 THE COMPLAINT.  NightI.

The worm to riot on that rose so red,
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment’s prey!

Man’s foresight is conditionally wise; 5
Torenzo | wisdom into folly turns
Oft the first instant itsidea fair
To labouring thought is born. How dim our. eye! !
The present moment tertninates our sight; ]
Clouds, thick as thoseon doomsday,drown the uext,
We penetrale, we prophesy in vain, G
Time is dealt out by particles, and each,

Lre mingled with the streammg sands of Jife,
By Fate’s inviolable oath is sworn
Deep silence, ¢ Where eternity begins.”

By Nature’s law, what may be, may be now;
"There’s no prerogative in human lours,
In@uman hearts what bolder thought can rise
Than man’s presumption on to-morrow’s dawn ?
‘Where is to-morrow ? In another world.

‘For numbers this is certain ; the reverse

Ts sure to none ; and yeton thls Perhaps,

This Peradventure infamous for lies,

As on a rock of adamant we build -

Our mountain-hopes, spin out eternal schemes,
As we the Tatal Sisters could outspin,

And, big with life’s futurities, expire.

Not e’en#Philander had bespoke his shroud,

Nor had he cause; a warning was denied :

| ©low many fall as sudden, not as safe ;
As sudden, though for years admonish’d home !
Of human 1115 the last extreme beware ;
Beware, Lorenzo ! a slow sudden death.
How dreadful that deliberate surprise !
e wise to-day ; “tis madness to defer :
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ;
Thus on, till wisdom is push’d out of life.
Procrastination is the thief of time ;
Year after year it steals, till alLame fled,
And to the mercies of a moment leaves
‘The vast concerns of an eternal scene.
If not so frequent, would not this be strange ?
‘That ’tis so frequent, this is stranger still.

Of man’s miraculous mistakes this bears
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The palm, ¢ That all men are about to live,’

For ever on the brink of being born.

All pay themselves the compliment to think
They one day shall not drivel, and their pride
On this reversion takes up ready praise; s
At least their own ; their future selves applauds :
Hotw excellent that life they ne'er will lead !
Time lodged in their own hands is Folly’s vails;
That lodged in Fate's, to wisdom they consign ;
“The*thing they can't but purpose they postpone :
’Tis not in folly not to scorn a fool; -

And scarce in human wisdom to do more.

All promise is poor dilatory man,

And that through eviry stage: when young,indeed,
In full content we sometimes nobly rest,
Unanxious for ourselves, and only wish,

As duteous sons, our fathers yere more wise.

At thirty, man suspects himself a fool ;

Knows it at forty, and reforms lis plan ;

At fifty, chides his infamous delay,

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve;

In all the magnanimity of thought *

Resolves, and re-resolves ; then dies the same.

And why ? because he thinks himself immortal.
All men think all men mortal but themselves :
Themselves, when some alarming shock of fate
Strikes thro their wounded hearts the sudden dread;
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air,
Soon close ; where pass’d the shaft no trace is found,
As from' the wing ho scar the sky retains,

The parted wave no furrow from the keel,

So dies in human hearts the thought of death.
FE’en with the tender tear, which nature sheds
Oler those we love, we drop it in their grave.
Can I forget Philander? that were strange!

O my full heart!—But should I give it vent,
The longest night, though longer far, would fail,
And the lark listen®to my midnight song.

The sprightly lark’s shrill matin wakes the morn ;
Grief’s sharpest thorn hard pressing on my breast,
1 strive, with wakeful melody, to cheer
The sullen gloom, sweet Philomel! like thee,

&






THE COMPLAINT.

NIGHT II,

—e——

ON TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP.

To the Right Honourable the Earlof Wilmington.

FHEN the cock crew he wept,—smote by that eye
Which looks on me, on all; that Pow’r who bids
This midnight sentinel, with elarion shrill,
(Emblem of that which shall ayake the dead),
Rouse souls from slumber into thoughts of Heav's,
Shall T too weep ? where then is fortitude >
And, fortitude abandon’d, where is man .
1 know the terms on which he sees the light:
He that is born is listed : life is war;
Titernal war with woe: who bears it best
Deserves it least.—On other themes I'lL dwells
Lorenzo! let me turn my thoughts on thee ;
And thine on themes may profit ; profit there
| Where most thy need: themes, too, the genuing
growth
Of dear Philander’s dust. He thus, though dead,
May still befriend—What themes? Time’s wondrous
price, .
Death, friendship, and Philander’s final scene !

So could I touch these themes as might obtain
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite disengaged,
The good deed woald delight me; half impress
On my dark cloud an TIris, and from grief
Call glory.—Dost thou mourn Philander’s fate?

T knos thou say'stit: says thy life the same 2
Tle mourns the dead, who livesas they desires
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Where is that thrift, that avarice of time,

(O glorious avarice ') thought of death inspires,

As rumour'’d robberies endear our gold ?

O Time! than gold more sacred; miore & load
Than lead to fools, and fools reputed wise.
‘What moment granted man without account?
What years are squander'd, wisdom’s debt unp d|
Our wealth in days all due to that discharge.
Tleste, haste, he lies in wait, he’s at the door.
Insidious Death! should his'strong hand arrest, '
No composition sefs the pris'ner free.

Eternity’s inexorable chain ¥
Fast binds, and vengeance claims the full arreary

How late I shudder’d on the brink! how late

Life call'd for her last refuge in' despair !

That time is mine, O Mead! to thee I owe;

. Fain would T pay thee with eternity ;

But ill my genius answers my desire

My sickly song is mortal, past thy cure.
Accept the will ;—that dies not with my strain,

For what calls thy disease; Lorenzo? -Not
For Esculapian, but for moral aid.

Thou think’st it folly ‘to be wise too soon.
Youth is not rich in time; it may be poor;
Part with it as with money, spa.rmg, pay
No moment, but in purchase of its worth ;
And what its*worth, ask death-beds ; they can tell.
Part with it as wnth life, reluctant ; big
‘With holy hope of nobler time to come :
Time higher aim’d, still nearer the great mark
Of men and angels, virtue more divine.
Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain ?

(These Heav'n benign in vital unien binds)
And sport we like the natives of the bough,

| When vernal suus inspire? = Amusement reigns
Man’s great demand : to trifle is to live:
And is it then-a trifle, too, to die?*

Thou say’st T preach, Lorenzoh 'Tis confest.
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake?
Who wants amusement in the flame of battle ?

Is it not treason to the soul immortal,
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize?
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‘Will toys. amuse when med’cines cannot cure ?
‘When spirits ebb, when life’s enchanting scenes
Their lustre lose, and lessen in our sight,
As lands and cities with their glittring spires,
To the poor shatter’d bark by sudden storm
Thrown off to sea, and soon to perish there,

. Will toys amuse? Noj; thrones will then be toys,
And earth and skies seem dust upon the scale.

Redcem we time ?—Its loss we dearly buy.

‘What pleads Lorenzo for his high-prized sports?
He pleads time’s num’rous blanks; he loudly pleads
The straw-like trifies on life's common stream. . -«
From whom those blanks and trifies but from thee?
No blank, no trifle, Nature made, or meant.
Virtue, on purposed virtue, still be thie ;
This cancels thy complaint at once: this leaves
“In act no trifie, and no blank in time.
This greatens, fills, immortalizes all ;
This the blest art of turning 2ll to gold:
This the good heart’s prerogative to rdise
A royal tribute from the poorest hours;
Immense revenue! ev’ry moment pays.
If nothing more than purpose in thy pow’r,

" Thy purpose firm is equal to the deed:
‘Who does the best his cireumstance allows,
Does well, acts nobly ; angels eould no more.
Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint:
*Tis not in things o’er thought to domineer ;
Guard well thy thought : our thouglits are heard in

heav'n.
On all important time, through every age,

Tho’ much, and warm,the wise have urged the man
Is yet unborn who duly weighs an hour.
“ I've lost a day’—the prince who nobly cried,
Had been an emperor without his crown ;
Of Rome? say rather lord of human race!
He spoke as if depated by mankind.
So should all speak : so reason speaksin all:  *
From the soft whispers of that God inman,
Why fy to folly, why to frenzy fly,
For rescue from the blessings we: possess’
Time, the supreme !—Time is eternity ;
Pregnant with all eternity can give;
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5And bare existence, man, to live ordain’d,
" Wrings and oppresses with enormous weight.
And why? since time was given for use, not waste,
Enjoin’d to fly; with tempest, tide, and stars,
To keep his speed, nor ever wait for man; *
Time's.use was doom’d a pleasure, waste a pain ;
That man might feel his error if unseen,
And feeling, fiy to labour for his cure ;
Not blund’ring, split on idleness for ease.
Life’s cares are comforts; such by Heay'n design’d;
He that bath none must make them, or be wretched.
Cares are employments ; and without employ
The soul is on a rack; the rack of rest,
- To souls most adverse ; action all their joy.

Here, then, the riddle mark’d above unfolds ;
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool.
We rave, we wrestle with great Nature's plun ;
We thwart the Deity, and 'tis decreed,

Who thwart his will shall-contradict their own,
Heuce our unnat'ral quarrel with ourselves;

Our thoughts at enmity; our bosom-broil;

We push Time from us; and we wish him baek ;
Lavish of lustrums, and yet fond of life ;

Life we think long and short ; death seek and shunj;
Body and soul, like peevish man and wife,

United jar, and yet areloth to part.

O the dark days of vanity ! while here
How tasteless ! and how terrible when gone!
Gone! they ne’er go; when past, they haunt us still;
The spirit walks of ev’ry day deceased,

And smiles’an angel; or a fury frowns.

Nor death nor life delight us. |If time past

And time possest both pain us, what can please?
That which the Deity to please ordain'd,

Time used. The man who consecrates his hours
By vig'rous effort and an honest aim,

At once he draws the sting of life and death;
He walks with Nature, and her paths are peace.

Our error’s cause and cure are seen ! see next
Time's nature, origin, importance, speed ;

And thy great gain from urging his career.—
All:sensual man, because untouch’d, unseen,
He looks on time as nothing. Nothing e!se
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Put on her plume, and in her rainbow shines
e
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TIs truly man’s; ’tis fortune’s—Time’s a god.

Hast thou ne'er heard of Time’s omnipotence?

For, or against, what wonders can he do! -

And will: to stand blank neuter he disdains.

Not oms those terms was 'I‘une (Heav n's stranger)
sent

On his important embassy to men.

Lorenzo! no: on the long destined hour,

From everlasting ages growing ripe, A

That memorable hour of wondrous birth, E

‘When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent,

And big with Nature, rising in his might,

Call’d forth creation (for then Time was born)

By Godhead streaming through a thousand worlds ;

Not on those terms, from the great days of heav'n,

From old Eternity’s mysterious orb

. Was Time cut off, and cast beneath the skies ;

The skies, which watch him in his new abode,

Measuring his motions by revolving spheres ;

That horologe machinery divine.

Hours, days, and months, and years, his childres,
« play,

Like num’rous wings, around him; as he flies :

Or rather, as unequal plumes, they shape

His ample pinions, swift as darted flame,

- To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest,

And join anew Eternity his sire;

In his immutability to nest,

‘When worlds, that count his circles now, unhmged,

(Fate the loud signal sounding) headlong rush.

To timeless night and chaos, whence théy rose. =
Why spur the speedy? why with levities

New-wing thy short, short day’s too rapid flight!

Know’st thou, or what thou dost, or what is done?

Man flies from time, and time from man ; too soon

In sad divorce this double flight must end ; 3

And then where are we > whege, Lorenzo, then - -

Thy sports, thy pomps? I grant thee, in a state

Not unambitious; in the ruffied shroud,

Thy Parian tomb’s triumphant arch beneath..

Has Death his fopperies?> Then well may Life

‘array’d | ye lilies of our land! . °
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- Yelilies male! who neither toil nor spin,

(As sister lilies might) if not so wise.

As Solomon, more sumptuous to the sight !
Ye delicate! who nothing can support,
Yourselves most insupportable! for whom
The winter rose must blow, the sun put on

. A brighter beam in Leo; silky:soft

Tavonius breathe still softer, or be chid;
And other worlds send odours, sauce, and song,

" And robes, and notions, framed in foreign looms!

0 ye Lorenzosiof our age! who deem

One moment unamused a misery. . % i

Not made for feeble man ; who call aloud -~

For ev'ry bauble drivell’d o’er by sense,»

For rattles and conceits of eviry cast ;

For change of follies and relays of joy,

To drag your patient through the tedious length

Of a short winter’s day——say, sages, say !

Wit’s oracles ; say, dreamers of gay dreams;

How will you weather an eternal night,

‘Where such expedients fail ? 2
Q treacl’rous Conscience! while she sgems to

sleep ki g :

On rose and myrtle, lull’d with syren song;

While she seems nodding o'er her charge, to drop

On headlong appetite the slacken'd rein,

And give us up to licence, unrecall’d, -

Unmark’d ;—see, from behind her secret stand,

The sly informer minutes ev'ry fault, -

And her dread diary with horror fills.

Not the gross act alone employs her pen :

She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band,

A watchful foe! the formidable spy,

List'ning, o'erhears the whispers of our camp,

Our dawning purposes of art explores,

And steals our embryos of iniquity.

As all-rapacious usurers conceal - 7

Their Doomsday-book from all-consnming heirs ;

Thus, with indulgence most severe, she treats.

Us spendthrifts of inestimable time; ;

Unnoted, notes each moment misapplied ;

In leaves more durable thanileaves of brass, .

Writes our whole history, which Death s




20 THE COMPLAINT, NightII,
In ev'ry pale delinquent’s private ear, i
And judgment publish; publish to more worlds
Than this; and endless age in groans resound.
Lorenzo, such that sleeper in thy breast!
Such is her slumber, and her vengeance such
For slighted counsel: such thy future peace!
And think?st thou still thou canst be wise too soon?
But why on time so lavish is my song?
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a school,
To teach her sons herself. Each night we die; -
Each morn are born anew; each day a life!
And shall we kill each day? If trifiing kills,
Sure vice must butecher. O svhat heaps of slain
Cry out for*vengeance on us! Time destroy'd -
Is suicide, where more than blood is spilt. G
Tiwe flies, death urges, knells call, Fleav’n invites,
Hell threatens: all exerts; in effort all ; i
More than creation labours!—labours more ?
And is there in creation, what, amidst
This tumult universal, wing’d dispatch,
And ardent energy, supinely yawns ?— i
DMan sleaps, and man alone; and man'whose fate,
Fate irceversible, entire, extreme, ;
Endless, hair-hung, breeze:shaken, o'er the gulf
A moment trembles; drops! and man, for whom"
All else is in alarm; man, the sole cause
Of this surrounding storm! and yet he sleeps,
As the storm rock’d to rest.—Throw years away ?
Throw empires, and be blameless® Moments seize,
Heav'n's on their wing: a moment we may wish,
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day stand -
still ; ; : |
Bid him drive back his car, and ‘re-import
The period past, re-give the given hour.
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want,
Lorenzo—Q for yesterdays to come !
Such is the language of the man awake;
IHis ardour such for what oppresses thee.
And is his"ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No;
That more than miracle the gods indulge.
To-day is yesterday return’d; return'd :
Full-powerd to cancel, expiate, raise, adorn,-
And reinstate us.on the rock of peace. :
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Let it not share its predecessor’s fate,

Nor, like its elder'sisters, die a fool.

Shall it eyaporate in fume, fly off
Fuliginous, and stain us deeper still? -

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ?
More wretehed for the clemencies of Heav'n?

Where shall I find him 2 Angels, tell me where:
‘You know. him : he is near you : point him out.
Shall I see glories beaming from his brow,

Or trace his footsteps by the nsmg flowers ?
Your golden wings, now hov’ring oer him, shed
Protection ; now are waving in applause

To that bJest son of foresight; lord of fate!
That awful mdependent on to-morrow !

Whose work is done; who {riumphs in the past ;
Whose yesterdays look backward with a smile;
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly.:
That common but opprobrious lot! Past hours,
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight,

« If folly bounds our prospect by the grave,

All feeling of futurity benumb'd; :

All god-like passion for eternals quench’d 55

All relish of realities expired ;

Renounced all correspondence with the skies:

Qur freedom chain’d ; quite wingless our desire;

In sense dark-prison’d all that ought to soar;

Prone to the ceatre; crawling in the dist ;

Dismounted ev’ry great and glorious aim;

Embruted ev’ry faculty divine:

Heart-buried in the rubbish of the world,

The world, that gulf of souls, immortal souls,

Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire

To reach the distant skies, and triumph there

On thrones, which shall not mourn their masters
changed ;

Though we from earth, ethereal they that fell.

Such veneration due; O man, to man.

Who venerate themselves the world despxse.
For what, gay friend, is this escutcheon’d world,
‘Which hangs out death in one eternal night?

A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray,
And wraps our thqught, at banquets, in the shroudy
Life’s little stage iy a small eminence, « -

-
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Inch-high the grave above; that home of man,
Where dwells the multitude ; we gaze around ;'
‘We read their monuments; we sigh; and while
‘We sigh, we sink; and are what we deplored ;
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot!

Is death at distance? No: he has been on thee;
And giy’n sure earnest of his final blow.

Those hours which lately smiled, where are they
now ? g

Pallid to thought,and ghastly! drown'd, all drown’d

In that great deep, which nothing disembogues !

And, dying, they bequeath'd thee small renown. =~

The rest are on the wing: how fleet their flight!

Already has the fatal train took fire ; A

A moment, and the world’s blown up to thee ;

The sun is darkness, and the stars are dust.

’Tis greatly wise to talk with our past hours;
And ask them, what report they bore to heav’n;
And how they mighthave borne more welcome news.
Their answers form what men experience call; 1
If Wisdom’s friend, her best ; if not, worst foe.

O recoscile them! Kind Experience cries,

¢ There’s nothing here, but what as nothing: weighs ;
¢ The more our joy, the more we know it vain ;

¢ And by success are tutor’d to despair.’

Nor is it only:thus, but must be so.

Who knows#iot this, though gray, is still a child.
TLoose then from earth the grasp of fond desire,
‘Weigh anchor, and some happier clime explore.

Art thou so moor’d thou canst not disengage,
Nor give thy thoughtsa ply to future scenes?
Since by life’s passing breath, blown up from eaxth,
TLight as the summer’s dust, we take in air
A moment’s giddy flight, and fall again;

Join the dull mass, increase the trodden soil,’

And sleep, till Earth herself shall be no more; ,
Since then (as emmets, their spall world o’erthrown)
We, sore amazed, from out Earth’s ruins crawl,

And rise to fate extreme of foul or fair,:

As man’s own choice, (controller of the skies)

As man’s despotic will, perhaps one hour,

(O how omnipotent is time!) decrees;

Should not each warning give a strong alarm? -
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Warning, far less than that of bosom torn
From bosom, bleeding o'er the sacred dead;
Should not each dial strike us as we pass,
Portentous, as the written wall which struck,
O’er midnight bowls, the proud Assyrian pale,
Trewhile high-flush'd with insolence and wine ?
Like that the dial speaks, and points to thee,
Lorenzo! loth to break thy banquet np:
€0 man! thy kingdom is departing from thee;
And, while it lasts, is emptier than my shade.
_ Its silent language such ; nor need’st thoun call
Thy magi to decipher what it means.
Know, like the Mediaﬁ, Fate is in thy walls ;
Dost ask how? w ? Belsl like, d !
Man’s make incloses the sure seeds of dea‘fh 5
Life feeds the murderer: ingrate! he thnves
On her own meal, and then his nurse devours.
But here, Tiorenzo, the delusion lies;
~ That solar shadow, as it measures life,
1t life resembles too : Life speeds away
From point to point, though seeming: to stand still.
The cunning fugitive is swift by stealth: )
Too subtle is the movement to be seen ;
Yet soon man’s hour is up, and we are gone.
‘Warnings point out our danger; gnomons; time:
As these are useless when the sun is set;
So those, but when more glorious reason shines.
Reason should judge in all ; in reason’s eye,
That sedentary shadow travels hard :
But such our gravitation to the wrong,
So prone our hearts to whisper what we wish,
’Tis later with the wise than he’s aware: «
A Wil mihgt:on goes slower than the sun;
And all mankind mistake their time of day ;
E’en age itself.  Fresh hopes are hourly sown
In furrow’d brows. . Sg gentle’s life’s descent,
We shut our eyes, and think it is a plain. :
‘We take fair days in winter for the spring,
And turn our blessings into bane. Since oft
Man must compute that age he cannot feel,
He scarce believes he’s older for his years :
‘Thus at life’s latest eve, we keep in store
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Is leftne kindling at a rival ﬁre. :

O the soft enmity! en E,aﬂng strife !
This carries friendshi p to her. npon tide pomt
And gives the rivet of eternity. - -

From frxendshlp, which outlives my former themes:p
Glorious survivor of old time and:death! -

From fnendshxp thus, that flow’r of heav’nly seed
The wise extract earth’s most Hyblean bliss,
'Snpenor wisdom, crown'd with smiling jog.

But for whom blossoms this. Elysian flower? | '«
Abroad they find who cherish it at home, i
JLorenzo, pardon: what my love exforts,
An honest love, and not afraid to frown.
Though choice of follies fasten on the great,
“None clings more obstinate than fancy fond,
That sacred friendship is their easy. prey, .
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, *
Or fascination of a high-bornsmile. =
Their smiles, the great and the coquet throw out
For other hearts , tenacious of their own;
And we no less of ours when such the bait.
Ye fortune’s eofferers! ye pow’ss of wealth !
You do your Tent-rolls most felﬁnous wrong,
By taking our attachment to yourselves. 3k
Can gold gain friendship ? Impudence of lwpe!
As well mere man an angel might beget.
Love, and love only, is the loan forlove, = =
Lorenzo, pride repress, nor hope to fimd =~ ¢

friend, but what has found a friend. in thee. ‘%

Al like the jpurchase, few the price Wiu pay sttt
And this makes friends such miracles below. -

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) -
1 show. thee friendship delicate as dear, .
Of tender violations apt to die? . N
Reserve will'wound it; and dnstrust desuox 5
Deliberate on all thmgs with thy friend :
But since friends grow, not thick on ev!
Nor ey’ry friend 1 unrotten at the cor T
First on thy friend dehb’rate with thyself ;.
‘Pause, ponder, sift ; not eager in the npmce, '3
Nor jealous of the chosen: ﬁxmg, fix:.
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¢ No wam‘mg gw'n' unceremomous fate ! i

Beyond congecture ! feeble uar.uré’s dread !

Strong reason’s shudder at the dark unknown !

A sun exhngmsh’d' a just, opening. grave!

And, oh! the last, last; what? (can words express,

Thought reach it ?) the last—silence of a friend

‘Where are those horrors, that amazement where,

This hideous group of ills (Whlch smgly shock)

Demands from man !—I thought him mantill now.
Thro’ nature’s wreck, thro’ vanqmsh’d agonies,

 (Like the stars struggling thro’ this midnight gloom)'»

- Sweet peace,

‘What gleams of joy ! what more than human peace!

Where the frail mortal? the poor abject svorm ?

No, not in death the mortal to be found.

His conduct is a legacy forall, :

Richer than Mammon's for his smgle hexr.

His comforters he comforts ;. grﬁat in ruin,

With \mreluctant grandeur gives, not yxe]ds, 2

His soul sublime, and closes with! hisdfates .,
How our hearts burnt within us at-the scefie !

Whence this brave ‘bound o'er Imnts fixt to man?

His God sustains him in his f ‘hour!

His final hour brings glory to his God ! -

Man’s glory \Heav’n vouchsafes to call. her own.

We gaze, we weep' -mixt tears ofgnef andJoy t

Amazenient strikes! deyotion bursts ﬂa.me'

Christians adore! and infidels believe.
As some tall tow’r, orlofty mountain’s brow,

Detains the sun;illustrious, from its height,

While rising vapuurs and descendmg shades, 51"

‘With damps and darl drown the spacious vale,

Undampt by doubt; undarken’d by despmr,

Philander thus august]y rears his head, -

_ At that hlack hour which gen’ral horror sheds

On the low level of t’ inglorious throng : -
‘and heavnly liope, and humble Joy,
on his exalted soul 3 :

Divinely be:

* Destruction glld, and crown bim for the skles,

With Jncommumt:able lustre bngln.
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And sings false peace, till smother'd by the pau.
My fortune is unlike, unlike my song,
Unlike the deity my song. mvokes. g
'I to Day’ usofoey:d sister pay my court,
(Endymion’s rival) and her aid implore ;
Now first implored in succour to the muse.
Thou, who didst lately borrow Cynthia’s¥ form,
And modestly forego thine own! O thou,
‘Who didst thyself, at midnight hours, inspire !
* Say, why not Cynthia, patroness of song? -
As thowler crescent, she thy. character
Assumes, still more a goddess by the change.
Avre'there demurring wits, who dare dispute
This revolution in the world inspired ?
Ye train Pierian ! to the lunar sphere,
In silent hour, address your ardent call
Tor aid immortal, less her brother’s right. -
She with the spheres barmonious nightly leads
The mazy dance, and hears their matchless strain ;
A strain for gods, denied to mortal ear.
Transmit it heard, thou silver queen of heay’n !-
What title or what name endears thee mos$ ?
Cynthia ! Cyllene! Phabe !—or dosthenr
‘With higher gust, fair P——d of. the skies >
Is that the soft enchantment calls thee down,
More pow!rful than of old Circean charm 2
Come, but from heav'nly banquets with thee bring
The soul of song, and whisper in mine ear
The theft divine; or in propitious dreams- E
(For dreams are thine) transfuse it thro’ the breast
Of thy first votary—but not thy last, 2
“If, like thy namesake, thou art ever kind.
And kind thou wilt be, kind on such a theme;
A theme so like thee, 2 quite lunar theme,
Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair L
A theme that rose all pale, and told my soul S
*Twas nlght on her fond hopes perpetual night; -
A night which strlick a damp, a deadlier damp |
. Than that which smote me from Philander's tomb.
Narcissa follows ‘ere his tomb is closed. 8%
‘Woes cluster ; rare are solitary woes; !

# At the Duke of Norfolk’s masquerade.
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And will not. the severe excuse a. sigh?
Scorn the proud man that is ashamed to weep ; /
Our tears indulged, indeed. deserve our shame. |
Ye that e’er Jost an angel, pity me! /
Soon as the lustre languish’d in her eye,
Dawning a dimmer day on humanisight, -
And on her cheek, the residence of spring,
Pale omen sat, and scatter’d fears around
On all that saw (and who would cease to gaze
That once had seen ?) with haste, parental haste,
I flew, T snatch’ d her from the rigid north,
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew;
And bore her nearer to the sun: the sun
(As if the sun gotild envy) check'd his beam,
Denied his wonted succour ; nor with more
Regret beheld her drooping than the bells.
Of liljes ; fairest lilies, not so fair!
Queen lilies! and ye pamted populace! -
‘Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial lives:!
In morn and evening dew your beauties bathe,
And drink the sun which- glves your cheeks to
glow,
And out blush: (mme excepted) eviry fair ;.
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her ha.nd'
Which often cropt your odours,incense meet
To thought so pure.. Ye lovely fugitives!
Coeval race with man ; for man you smile ;
‘Why not smile at him tuo 2 You'share, indeed,
His sudden pass, but not his constant pain.
So man is made, nought ministers delight,
But what his glowing passions can engage ;
And glowing passions, bent on aught beloy,
* DMust, soon or late, with anguish turn the sca!e"
And angulah after rapture, how severe |
Rapture! bold man' who tempts the wrath
By plucking fruit denicd to mortal taste,
‘Whilst bere, presuming on the,rlghts of Hi
- For transport dost thou call on ev’ry hou
Torenzo ?* At.thy friend’s expense be wise !
Lean not on earth; ’twill pierce thee to the he: s
A broken reed at best ; but oft a spear :
On its sharp point peace bleeds, and hope explres.
C2




34 _ THE COMPLAINT.  NightIII,

Turn, hopeless thought! turn from her: :—Thought
Resenting ralhes_, and wakes ev’ry. woe.  [repell'd
Snatch’d e’er thy ; pnme and in thy bridal hour'!'
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, smlled ik
And when high-flavourid thy fresh op'ing joys!
And when blind man pronounced thy bliss complete!
And on a foreign shore, where strangers wept !
Strangers to thee, and, more surprlsmrv still,
Strangers to kindness, wept. Their eyes Tet fall
Inhuman tears ! strange tears! that trickled doywn
From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderness!

A tenderness that call’d them more severe,

In spite of nature’s soft persuasion steel’d ;
While nature melted, superstition raved ! '/

That mourn’d the dead, and this denied a grave. . .

Their sighs incensed ; sighs foreign to the will !
Their will the tiger suck’d, outraged the storm:
For, oh! the cursed ungodliness of zeal e
‘While sinful flesh' relented, spirit nursed -

Tn blind infallibility’s embrace,
The saipted spirit petnﬁed the breast,
Denied the charity of dust to spread
O’er dust! a charity their dogs enjoy.
What could I do ? what succour? what resource 7.
With pmus sacrilege a grave I stole ;
With 1mp10us piety that grave I wrong'd :
‘Short in my duty, coward in my grief! 3
More like her murderer than friend, I-crept
With soft suspended step, and muffled deep
In midnight darkness, whisper'd my Jast sigh.
I whisper'd what should echo through their realms :
Nor writ her name, who:e tomb should plerce the
skies..  °
Presumptuous fear ' how durst. 1 dread her foes,
' While nature’s loudest dictates T obey'd 2
Pardon necessity, blest shade ! of gnef
nd indignation rival bursts T Pour'd;
Hﬁ.lf execration mingled with my prayer;
klndled at man, while I his God adored :
Sore grudg'd the savage land her sacred dust ; H
, Stamp'd the cursed s0il ; ; and with humanity
“ (Denied Narclssa) w1sh'd them all a grave.
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Glows my resentment into guilt ? what guilt
Can equal violations of the dead ?

The de: ow sacred ! sacred is the dust
Of thi heav’n- ]ibour'd l’orm, erect, ‘divine ! =
This hea assumed majestic, robe of earth
He deign’d to wear, who hung the vast expanse
With azure bright, and clothed the sun in gold, ™
When ev'ry passion, sleeps thdl: .can offend ;

When strikes us ev'ry motive that can melt 5
When man can wreak his rancour uncontrol'd,
That strongest curb on insult and ill-will’;
Then, spleeu to dust! the dust of i innocence,

An angel's dust! This Lucifer trahscends ;.
When he contended for the Patriarch’s bones,
"Twas not the strife of malice, but of pride; -

The strife of pontiff pnde not pontiff gall.

Far less than this is shocking to arace
Most wretched, but from streams of mutual Ioye,
And uncreated, but for love divine ;

" And, but for love divine, this moment lost, g
Byfate resorb’d, and sunk i in &udless,nwbt. %
Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things
Most horrid | *mid stupendous, highly strange !
Yet oft his courtesies are smoother wrongs ;
Pride brandishes the favours he confers,

And contumelious his humamty
-What then his vengeance ? Hear' not, ye stars i
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the sound ;
Man is to man: ‘the sorest, surest
A previous blast foretells tle rising storm 3
-O’erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall
Volcanoes bellow ere they dxsembogue 5

Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ;
And smoke betrays the wide-consuming fire :
Ruin from man is most conceal’ d when neéar, _ -
And sends the: dreadful tldmrrs in the blow.

Ts this the ﬁxght of fancy ?. would it were!

-

"That hideous 51ght, a naked human heart.
Pired is the muse 7 and let the muse be fired :
Who notinflamed, when what he speaks he feels,
And in the nerve most tender, in his friends ?
Shame to mankind | Philander had bis foes ;
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He felt the truths T sing, and I in him: g
But he nor I feel more. Past ills, Narcissa !
Aressunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart!
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs;
Pdnﬂs num'rous as the num’rous ills that swarm’d
thy dmtiugmsh'd fate, and dust’nng there, ;
'Ih)ck as the locust on the land of Nile, ;
Made death more dendly, and more dark thp
grave.

Reflect (if not Forgot my touching tale)
How was each circumstance with aspics arm'd ?
An aspic each; and ail im'bydra woe.
What strong ‘Herculean sirtue could suffice 7—
Or is it virtue to be conquer’d here’
This hoary cheek a train of tears quews.
And each tear mourns its own distinct distress;
And each distress, distinctly mourn’d, demands
Of grief still more, as heighten’d by the whole.
A grief like this proprietors excludes !
Not friends alone such obsequies depfore 5
They make mankind the mourner; carry sighs
Tar as the fatal Fame can wing her way,
And turn the gayest thought of gayest age
Dowa the right channel, through the vale of death.

- The vale of 'death ! ‘that hush’d Cimmerian vale,
‘Where darkness brooding ‘o’er unfinish'd fates,
‘With raven wing incumbent, waits the day
(Dread day !) that interdicts all’ futare change!
That subterranean world, thatland of ruin!
_Fit walk, Lorenzo, for pmud human thought‘
There let my thought expatiate, and explore
Balsamic truths and healing sentiments,
Of «ll most wanted, and most welcome here:
For gay Lorenzo's sake, and for thy own,
My soul; ¢ The fruits qf dying friends survey ;
Expose the vain of lifé ; weigh life and death;
. Give death his eulogy : thy fear subdue;
And labour that first palm of noble minds,
A manly scorn of terror from the tomb.”

This harvest reap from thy Narcissa’s grave.
" As poets feign'd, from Ajax’ streaming blood
Arose, with grief inscribed, a mournful flow’r, -
Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound.
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And ﬁrst, of dying friends; what fruit from these ?
It brings us more than tnple aid; an aid
To chase our, thoughtlessuess, fear, pride, and guilt.
Our dymg Tnands _come o'er us, like a cloud,
To damp our brainless ardours, and abate
That glare of life which often blinds the wise.
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smoothe
Our rugged paths to.death ; to break those bars
Of terror and abhorrence nature throws
Cross our obstructed way, and thus to make

- . Welcome, as safe, our port from ev'ry storm,

. Fach friend by fate snateh’d from us isa plume
Pluck’d from the wing of human vanity,
Which makes us stoop from our aeriel heights, -
And damp'd with omen of our own decease,
On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd,
Just skim earth's surface ere we break it up,
Oler putrid earth to scratch a little dust 8
And save the world 2 nuisance. Smitten fnends
Are angels, sent on errands full of love;
For us they languish, and for us they dm %
And shall they la.uo'uxsh shall they die, in védn?
Ungrateful, shall we grieve their hov'ring shades,
Which wait the revolution in our hearts?

* Shall we disdain their silent, soft, address,
Their posthumous advice, and pious pray’s?
Senseless, as herds that graze their hallow’d graves;
Tread under foot their agonies and groans;
Trustrate their anguish; and destroy their deaths?

Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulge ;

Give it its wholesome empire! let itreign,
That kind chastiser of thy soul in joy ;
Its reign will spread thy glorious conquesls far,
And still the tumults of thy ruffled breast.
Auspicious @ra! golden days begin!
The.thought of death shall, like a god, inspire. *
And why not think cn death? Ts life the theme
Of ev'ry thought ? and wish of ev’ry hour? .
And song of ev’ry joy ? Surprising truth!
The beaten Bpamel’s fondness not so strange.
To wave the num’rous ills _that seize on life
As their ¢wn property, their lawful prey;
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Ere man has measured half his weary stage, G
His luxuries have left him no re :
No maiden relishes, unbroach’d del
On cold- served repetitions he : subsasts, =l
And in the Lasteless present chews the past;
Disgusted chews and scarce can swallow down:
Like lavish ancestors, hls earlier years
Have disinherited his future hours,
Which starve on orts, and plean their former field,:
Live ever here, Lgrenzo I—shocking thought!" |
So shocking, they who wish disown it too; S
Disown from shame what they from folly crave.
Live ever in the womb, nor see the light!
For what live ever here >—with lab’ring step
To tread our former footsteps? pace the round
Eternal? to climb life’s worn heavy wheel :
Which draws up nothing new ! to beat, and beat
The beaten traci? to bid each wretched day ==
Tlhe former mock? to surfeit on the same, ol
And yawn our joys? or thank~a. misery
For change, though sad?> ‘to see- what we have seen 2
Hear, till unhéard, the same old slabber'd tale?
To taste the tasted, and at each return
Less tasteful ? o’er our palates to decant
Another vintage ? strain a flatter year,
Through loaded vessels, and a Jaxer tone?
Crazy machines to grind earth's wasted fruits !
11l ground, and worse con( octed' load, not llf‘e'
The rational foal kennels of excess ! :
Still-streaming Ehomughfares of dull debauch
Trembhng each gulp lest death should snatch the
- bowl. o
Such of our fine ones is bhe wish reﬁned} e
So would they have it elegant desire! =
Why not invite the bellowing stalls and wilds? = .
But such examples might their riot awe. b
'Through want of virtue, that ig, ‘want of thought,
(Tho’ on bright thought they father all their fhghts)
To what are they reduced! to love and hate ° !
The same vain world ; to censure and espouse
This painted shrew of life, who calls them fool
Each moment of each day ; to flatter bad
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Throngh dread of w worse to. chng to this rude rocky
Barren, to thein,. of good and sharp with ills,
-And hourly blacken'd with impending storms, -
And infamous for wrecks of human hope— e
Scared at the gloqmy gulf that | yawns beneath,
Such are their triumphs! such r.he)r pangs of joy!
’Tis time, high' time, to shift this dismal scene.
This hugg'd, this hideous state, what art can cure?
One only ; but that one what al may reach ;
Vlrtue—~s'he wonder-working goddess ! charms
That rock to bloom, and. tames the pamted shrew;
And, what will more s prise, Lorenzo ! gives
To hfe‘s_ sick. nauseq\iv:iterahon, change ;
And straitens nature‘d' circle to a line.
Believ’st thou this, I.orenzo ? lend an ear,
A patient ear, thow'lt blush to disbelieve.
A languid leaden iteration reigns,
And ever must, o’er those whose joys are Joys
Of sight, smel, taste. The cuckoo-seasons sing
The same dull note to such as nothmg prize,
But what those , from the teeming earth,
To doaling sense mdulge, But nobler minds,
Which relish frults unnpen’d by the sun,
Make their days various, various as the dyes
On the dove’s neek, which wa.nton in his, _Tays,
On minds of dove-likeinnocence possess'd,
Oh lighten’d minds that bask i in virtue's beams,
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves
In that for which they long, for which they live.
Their glorlous efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope,
Each rising mormng sees still higher rise ;
Each bounteous dawn its novelty presents
To worth maturing, new strength, lustre, famé ;
‘While nature’s circle, like a chariot-wheel
Rolling beneath their elevated aims,
Makes their fair prospect fairer ev’ry hour; 5
Advancing virtue in afline to bhss 5
Virtue which Chnstmn motives best msp:lre'
And bliss, which Christian schemes alone ensure !
And shall we then, for virtue's sake, commence
Apostates? and turn infidels for joy 2
A trath it is, few doubt, but fewer trust,
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¢ He sins against this life, who slights the next.”

' What is this life? how few their fav’rite know !
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace,
By passionately loving life, we make
Toved life unlovely, hugging her. f.o death.
We give to time eternity’s regard, ‘
And, dreaming, take our passage for our port. .
Life has no value as an end, but means;
An end deplorable! a means divine! F
‘When ’tis our all, 'tis nothing; worse than nought 52
A nest of pains ; when held as not.hlng, much,
Like some fair hum’rists, life is most enjoy’d
‘When courted least ; most when disesteem’d ; -
Then ’tis the seat of comfort, rich in peace; ;
In prospect richer far; 1mportant' awful!
Not to be mention'd but with shouts of praise!
Not to be thought on but with tides of joy !
The mighty basis of eternal bliss !

‘Where now the barren rock ? the painted shrew ? |
Where now, Lorenzo, life’s eternal round ?
Have I not made my triple promise good 2
Vain & the world'; but only to the vain.
To what conipare we then this varying scene, i
Whose worth ambiguous rises and declines,
‘Waxes and wanes? (Iu all, propitious Night
Assists me here) compare it to the moon ; - 3
Dark in herself, and indigent ; but rich ¥ ]
In borrow’d lustre from a higher sphere.
‘When gross guilt interposes, lab'ring earth,
O’ershadow’d, mourns a deep eclipse of joy ;
Her joys, at brightest, pallid to that font
Of full effulgent glory whence they flow.
Nor is that glory distant. O Lorenzo,

A good man and an angel | these between
How thin the barrier ! what divides their fate?
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year ;
Or if an age, it is 2 moment gfill ;

- A moment, or eterntty s forgot z

Then be what once they were who now are gods
Be what Philander was, and claim the skies,
Starts timid nature at the gloomny pass?

‘The soft transition call it, and be cheerd.
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Such it 1s ofben, and why not to thee?
bra e, and 'wue, =4

y itself : Gl
Life is much Hatter'd, deatlus much tmduch 5
Compare the rxvals, and the hinder crown. -
_ “Strange competmon,"—-I‘rue Lorenzo,,strange'
So little life can cast into the scale.

Life makes the soul dependent on thedust ;
Death gives her 3 wings to mount above the spheres.
Thro’ chinks, styled organs, dim-like peeps at light 5
~Death bursts th mvolvmg cloud, and all is daya,
All eye, all ear, the disembodied. pow'r. o

| Death has feign’d evils nature shall not feel ;-
Life, ills substanhal, wisdom cannot shun.
Is not the. mlghty mind, that son of Heav'n,
By tyrant Life dethroned, imprison’d, pain d?
By death enlarged, ennobled, deified? .
Death but entombs the body, hfe thesoul. =
b “Is death then guiltless? b is’
“With dreadful waste of what
Art; genius, fortune,elevated pow's; .

With various lustres these light up the world, )
Which death puts out, 2nd darkens human race.

I grant, Torenzo, this. indictment just:- 5

The sage, peer, potentate, king, congueror ! -
Death humbles these ; more barb’rous life the man. -
Life is the triumph of our mould'ring clay ;- %
Death of the spirit infinite! dx\vme gl

Death has no dread but what frail life | 1mpart.s 5

Nor life true joy but what kind death improves.
No bliss has life to, bnast till death can.give .

Yar greater. Life’s a debtor to the grave ;.

Dark lattice ! lemng in eternal day!

Torenzo, blush at fondness for a life. -

‘Which sends celestial souls on errands vile,

To cater for the sense, and serve. at boards

\ Where ev’ry ranger of t.he wilds, perhaps
" Each reptile, justly claims our -upper hand.
Luxurious feast! a soul, a soul 1mmortal,
In all the daml:1es of 4 brute bemlredl

Lorenzo, blush at terror for a death .
Which gives thee to repose in fem\re bow'rs,
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Where nectars sparkle, angels minister, '

And more than angels shars, and raise, and crown,

And eternize, the birth, bloom, bursts+of bliss. *

What need I more? O death, the palm is thine.
Then welcome, death! thy dreaded harbingers,

Age and disease ; disease, though long my guest,

That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of life;

Which, pluck’d a little more, will toll the bell

That calls my few friends to my funeral;

‘Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear,

‘While reason and religion, better taught, -

Congratulate the dead, and erown his tomb

‘With wreath triumphant. Death is victory ;

It binds in chains the raging ills of life:-

Lust and ambition, wrath and avarice, :

Dragg'd 2t his chariot-wheel, applaud his pow'r.

That ills corrosive, cares importunate,

Are not immortal too, O death, is thine.

Our day of dissolution !—name it right, .

*I'is our great pay-day: ’tis our harvest, rich

And ripe, What tho’ the sickle, sometimes keen,

Justgscars us as we reap the golden grdin 2

‘More than thy balm, O‘Gilead!theals the wound.

Birth's feeble cry, and death’s deep dismal groan,

Are slender tributes low-tax’d nature pays

For mighty gain; the gain of each alife!

But O ! the last the former so transcends,

Life dies compared ; life lives beyond the grave.
And feel T, death, no joy from thought of thee?

Death, the great counsellor, who man inspires

With every nobler thought and fairer deed !

Death, the deliverer, who rescues man !

Death, the rewarder, who the rescued crowns!

Death, that absolves my birth, a curse without it!

Rich death, that realizes all my cares, “5

Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera!"

Death, of all pain the period, not of joy;

Joy’s source and subject still subsist unhurt;

One in my soul, and one in her great sire,

Though the four winds were warring for my dust.

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

Though prison'd there, my dust too I reclaim,
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I scarce can meeta monument but holds >
My younger; ev'ry date cries—‘ Come away.’
And what recalls me?- Look the world around,
And tell me what: the wisest cannot tell.
Should any born of woman give his thought
Full range on just dislike’s unbounded field ;
of t,hlngs the vanity; of men, the flaws;
Flaws in the best; the many, flaw all o'er;
As leopards spotted, or as Ethiops dark ;
Vivacious ill ; good dying immature ;
(How immature, Narcissa’s marble tells ')
And at its death bequeathing endless pain;
His heart, though bold, would sicken at the sight,
And spend itself in sighs for future scenes.
But grant to life (and just itis to grant
To lucky Life) some perquisites of joy ; $
A time there is, when, like'a thrlce-to]d tale,
Long-rifled life of sweet can yield no more,
But from+our comment on-the comedy,
Pleasing reflections on parts well sustain’d,
Or purposed emendations where we fail’d,
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge,
‘When, on their exit, souls are bid unrobe,
Toss Fortune back her tinsel and her plume,
And drop this mask of'flesh behind the scene.
With me that time is come ; my world is dead;
A new world rises, and new manness reign.
Foreign comedians, 2 spruce band! arrive
To push mé from the scene, or hiss me there.
What a pert race starts up! the strangers gaze,
And T at them ; my neighbour is unknown ;
Nor that the worst. Ahme! the dire effect
OF loitring here, of death defrauded long ;
Of old so gracious (and let that suffice)
My very master knows me not.——
Shall 1 dare say, peculiar is the fate ?
- T’ve been so long remember’d, P'm forgot.
_ An object ever presstg dims the sight,
And hides behind its ardour to be seen. -
.~ When in his courtier’s ears L pnu'r my plaint, -
They drink it as the nectar of the great, =
And squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow !
Refusal ! canst thou wear a smoother form ?
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Indu!ge me, nor conceive T drop my theme ;
‘Who cheapens life, abates the fear of death.
Twice told the period spent on stubborn Troy,
Court-favour, yet untaken, I besiege ; e
Ambition’s illjudged effort to be rich:
Alas! ambition makes my:little less, s
Tmbitt'ring the possessid. Why wish for more?
‘Wishing, of all employments, is the worst !
Philosophy’s reverse, and health’s decay !

Were I as plump as stall’d Theology, R e
Wishing would waste me to thisshade again. .
‘Were I as wealthy as a South-sea dream,
‘Wishing is an expedient to be poor. oA
‘Wishing, that constant hectic of a fool,

Caught at a court, purged off by purer air
And simpler diet, gifts of rural life!

Blest be that hand divine, which gently laid
My heart at rest beneath this humble shed.
‘The world’s a stately bark, on dangerous seas
With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril
Here, on a single plauk, ‘thrown safe ashore,

I hear the tumult of the distant throng

As that of seas remote, or dying storms,

And meditate on scenes ‘more silent still ;
Pursue my theme, and ﬁght the fear of death
Here, like a shepherd gazing from his hut,
Touching bis reed, or leamng on his staff,
FEager ambition’s fiery chase T see;

I see the circling hunt of noisy men A o
Burst law’s inclosure, leap the mounds of right, .
‘Pursuing, and pursued, each other’s prey; = '
As wolves for rapine, as the fox for wiles, }
Till death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. -

Why all this toil for trmmphs of an hour?
What though we wade in wealth or soar in-fame,
Farth’s highest station ends in* Here helies
And ¢ Dust to dust, concludes her noblest song. :
If this song lives, posterity sh&il know = ?
One, though in Britain' born, with courtiers bred
Who thought €’en gold might come a day too late,
Nor on his subtle death-bed plann’d his scheme
For future vacancies'in church or state;

Some avocation deeming it—to die; -
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Unbit by rage canine of dying rich ;
Guilt’s blunder! and the loudest laugh of Hell,

0 my coevals ! remnants of yourselves!
Poor human ruins tottering o'er the grave!
Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees,
Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling, W
Still more enamour’d of this wretched soil 2 i
“Shall our pale wither’d hands be still streteh’d out,
‘Trembling, at once, with eagerness and age ?
With ay’rice, and convulsions, grasping hard ?
Grasping at air! for what has earth beside?

- Man wants butdlittle, nor that little long: 8

-How soon must he resign his very dust,

- Which frugal nature Ient him for an hour!
Years unexperienced rush on-numerous ills ;
_And soon 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 ns, such numbers, rmmbers too, of such,
Firmer in health, and greener in their age,
And stricter on their guard, and fitter far
To play life’s subtle.game, I scarce believe
1 still survive. And am I fond of life,

} Who scarce can think it possxble I live?
Alive by miracle! or, what is next,
“Alive by Mead!  If I.am still alive,
‘Who long have buried what gives life to live,
Firmness of nerve, and energy of tliought.
Life’s lee is not more shallow than impure
And vapid : sense and reason show the door,*
~ Call for my bier, and: point me to:the:dust.
0 thou great Arbiter of life and death !
Nature’s immortal, immaterial sun!
Whose all-prolific beam late call'd me forth
~ From darkness, teeming darkness, where I lay
The worm’s mfenor and, in rank, beneath
The dust I tread on; high to bear my brow,
* To drink thesgpirit of the golden day,
And triumph in existence; and couldst know
No motive but my bliss ; and hast ordain’d
. Arisein blessmg’ with the Patriarch’s j Joy
| Thy call T follow to the land unknown:
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T trust in thee, and know in whom I trust: = &
Or life or death is 1ﬂ)er wewhs L A
All weightin this— c :
’Ihough Natures terrors tht may be represr,
Stﬂl frowns gnm death, guﬂt pmnts the tyra.nt’
spear.

Ah me ! too long Iset at nought the swarm
Of friendly warnings which around me flew,
And smiled unsmitten, Small my cause to sm
Death’s admonitions, like shafts upwards shot,
More dreadfal by delay, the longer ere e
T hey strike our hearts, the D g

O think how deep, Lorens
Who can appease its angu sh ? ho
What hand the bnrb'd envenom’d t.lsmxg t can d

~ With _]uy,—“nh grief, that healing hand’
Al ! too conspieuons ! it is fix'd on high.
On high ?—what means my phrenzy ? T blasphe:
" Alas! how low! How far beneath the skies !
'Fhe £kies it form’d, and now it bleeds for me—
- . But bleeds the balm I want—yet still it bleeds
Draw the dire steel—ah no! ‘the dreadfal hlessmé?

What heart or can sustain, or dares forego?
There 'hamzs all human hope ‘that nail suppor
The falling universe: that gone, we drop;
Horror receives us, and the dismal wish *
_ Creation had been smother’d in her blrth— X
‘Darkness his curtam, and his bed the dust;
When stars and sun are dustbeneath bis thron
In heay’n itself can such indulgence dwell?
© what a groan was there! a groan not his +
e seized our dreadful xight, the ‘Joad sustain’
And heaved the mountain from'a guilty world.
A thousand worlds so'bought, were boughh £00 ¢
Sensations new in angels’| bucoms Tise, &
Suspend their song i
O for their song
Tnspire me, Night!
Mucu rather ‘thou who dost these apheres zuspu;




justice shou
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If, sick of fully, I re-lent, he writes

My name in heav'n with that inverted spear i

(A spear deep dipt in blood !y whlch*prerced ‘his side,

And open’d r.here a font for all mankmd,

Who strive, who combat crimes, to drink and lxve.

This, only this, subdues the fent of death. <
_ And what is this ?—survey the wondrous cure,

And at each step let higher wonder rise!

¢ Pardon for infinite offence! and pardon

Through means that speak its value infinite !

A pardon bought with blood ! with blood divine!

With blood divine of him I made my foe!

Persisted to provoke! though wooed and awed,

Blest and chastised, a flagrant rebel still; «

A rebel ’midst the thunders of his ﬂn-one v

Nor T alone! a rebel universe!

My species up in arms! not onégxempt !

Yet for the foulest of the foul” -

Most joy'd for the redeem’'d fi

As if our race were held of hlgﬁéﬁ 2

And Godhead ‘dearer as more Kind to ma.n 2

Bound ev'ry heart; and ev'ry bosom burn'

0 what a scale of miracles is here! 5
Its lowest round hlgh pla.nted on the skies:
1ts tow’ring summit lost beyond the thought

Of man or angel! O that T could climb

The wonderful ascent with equal praise!
Praise ! flow for ever Gf astonishment s
Will give thee leave) my praise; for everflow; -
Praise ardent, cordial, constant, to high heav'n
More fragrant than Arabia sacrificed, y

And all her spicy mountains in a flame.

So dear, so due to heay’n, shall praise descend
With her soft plume (from plausive angels’ wing
First pluck’d by man) to tickle mortal ears,
Thus diving in the pockets of the great ? ?

Is praise the perquisite of ev'ry paw,

Though black as hell, that grapples well ﬁ:r gold’
O love of gold, tﬁou meanest of amours !

Shall praise her odours waste on virtue’s dead ;
Embalm the base, perfume the stench of gnﬂt,
Earn dirty brezd by washing Ethiops fair; _' )

-
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Removing filth, or sinking it from sight,
A scavenger in scenes, where. vacam. posts,
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expezt :
Thel.r future ornaments? From courts and thrones-
Return, apostate Praise! thou vagabond'
Thou prostitute! to thy first love return ;
Thy first, thy greatest, once unrivall’d theme.
There flow redundant, like Meander flow,
Back to thy fountain, to that parent pow’r
‘Who gives the tongue to sound, the thought to soar,
The soul to be. Men homage pay tomen:
Thoughtless beneath whose 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 celestial ceaseless sing,
To prostrate angels an amazmg scene!
O the presumption of man’s awe for man!—
Man’s Author, End, Restorer, Law, and Judge!
Thine, all ; day thine, and thine this gloom of night,
‘With all her wealbh, with all her radiant worlds.
What mght eternal but a frown from thee ?
‘What heav’n’s meridian glory but thy smile?,
And shall pot praise be thine, not human praise,
While heay’n’s high host on hallelujahs live?
O may I breathe no longer than I breathe
My soul in praise to HIM who gave my. smﬂ,
And all her infinite of prospect fair.
Cut through the shades of hell, great Love! by thee,
O most adorable! most unadored!
Where shall that praise begin which neer sha!l end?
‘Where’er 1 turn, what claim on all applause!l
How is Night’s sable mantle labour'd o’er,
How richly wrought with attributes divine!
What wisdom shines! what 1ovz' ' This. mldmght
omp, .
This gorgeous a:cb, with goldcn worlds inlaid!
Built with divine: amgmon nought to thee;
For others this profusion, Thou, apart,
Above, beyond, O tell me, mlghty Mind !
‘Where art thoo 2 shall I dive into the deep?
Call to the sun? or ask the roaring winds
For their Creator? Shall I question loud
The thunder, if4n that th’ Almighty dwels?
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Or holds HE furious storms in straiten’d Teins, s

And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car?
What mean these queshans’—-‘I‘remblmg Iretract" L

My prostrate soul adores the present God: ;

Praise I a distant Deity!  He tunes ' -

My voice (if tuned): the nerve that writes snstams.

Wrapp'd.in his being I resound his praise::

But though past all diffused, without a shore

His essence, local is His throne (as meet)

To gather the dispersed (as standards calt

The listed from afar); to fix'a point, -

A central pomt collective of his sons, -

Since finite ev'ry nature but his own. :
The nameless HE, whose tod is Nature's bn‘th’
And Nature’s sh:eld the shadow of his hand ; 5 9

Her dissolution, his suspended smile !

The great First-Last! pavilion'd high he sits |

In darkness from excessive splendor, borne,

By gods unseen, unless through lustre losl:

His glory, to created glory bright ;

As that to central horrors : he looks down &

On allgthat soars, aud spans immensity. »
Though night unnumber’d worlds unfolds*to view,

Boundless Creation! what art thou? A beam,

A mere efluvinm of his majesty. §

And shall an atom of this atom:world

Mutter, in dust and sin, the theme of heav’n? ©

Down to the centre should I send my thought,

Through beds of glitt’ring ore and glowing gems,

Their beggar'd blaze wants lustre for my lay’;

Goes outin‘darkness : /if, on tow’ring wing,

I send it through the boundless vault of stars,

(The stars, the’ rich, what dross their gold to” rhea.

Great, good, wise, wonderful, eternal Kingt)'

1f to those conscious stars thy throne around,

Praise ever-pouring, and imbibing: bliss,

And ask their strain ; they wgnt it, more they wanti

Poor their abundance, humble their sublzme, !

Languid their energy, their ardour cold:

TIndebted still, their highest rapture burns,

Short of its mark, defective, though divine.:
Still more—this theme is man’s, and man’s alone ;

Their vast appointments reach it not; they see

i
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On carth a bounty not indulged ‘on high,
And downward look for heav'n’s superior praise !
First-born of Ether! high in fields of light!
‘View man to see the glory of your God!"
Could angels envy, they had envied liere s -
And some:did envy : and the rest, though gods,
Yet still gods unredeem'd (there triumphs man,
Tempted to weigh the dust against the skies),
They less would feel, though more'adorn my theme,
They sung creation (for in that they shared) ;'
How rose in melody that child of Love1
Creation’s great superior, man! is thine;
Thine is Redemption ; they just gave the key,
’Tis thine to raise and eternize the song,
Though human, yet divine; for should not this
. Raise man o’er man, and kindle seraphs here?
Redempgion ! 'twas creation more sublime;
Redemption | 'twas the labour of the skies:
Far more than labour—it was death in heav’n,
A truth so strange, ’twerebold to think it true,
1f not far bolder still, to disbelieve.
Here. pause and ponder, Wa.s there death in
. heavn ; [blow ?
What then' on earth? on earth, which struck the
Who struck it ? Who ?—O how is man enlarged,
Seen through this medium: How the pigmy tow’rs !
How counterpoised his origin from dust! )
How counterpoised to dust his sad return! ~*
How voided his vast distance from the skies !
How near he presses on the seraph’s wing !
Which is the seraph? Which: the born of clay ?
Ilow this demonstrates, through the thickest cloud
Of guilt and clay condensed, the Son of Heav'n
The double Son ; the made, and the reanade!
And shall heavin’s double property be lost?.
Man'’s double madness only can destroy.
To mansthe bleeding fross hras promised all ;
The bleeding Cross has sworn eternal grace.
Who gave his life, what grace shall he deny ?
O ye, who from this rock of ages leap,
Apostates, plunging headlong in theideep !
‘What cordial joy; what conselation strong,
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Whatever winds arise, or billows roll,

Our int'rest in the Master of the storm ! sk

Cling there, and in wreck'd Nature’s rain smile,

While vile apostates tremble in a calm..
Man, know thyself: all wisdom centres there.

To none man seems ignoble but to man.

Angels that grandeur, men o'erlook, acmire :

How long shall buman nature be their book,

. Degen’rate mortal! and unread by thee ?

The beam dim reason sheds shows wonders there:

What high contents! illustrious faculties!

But the grand comment, which displays at full

Our human height, scarce sever'd from divine,

By Heav'n composed, was publish’d on the Cross.
Who looks on that, and sees not in himself 45

An awful stranger, a terrestrial God ?

A glorious partner with the Deity

In that high attribute, immortal life?

1f a god bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm.

. I gaze, and as I gaze my mountain soul

Catches strange fire, Eternity ! at thee, -

And érops the world—or, rather, more enjoys.

THow changed the face of Nature! how improyed !

What seem’d a chaos, shines a glorious world,

Or, what a world, an Eden; heighten’d all!

It is another scene, another self!

And still another, as time rolls along,

And that a self far more illustrious still.

Beyond long ages, yet roll’d up in shades

Unpierced by bold conjecture’s keenest ray,

What evolutions of surprising fate! j

Hlow Nature opens,and receives my soul

In boundless walks of raptured. thought! where ‘god!‘

Encounter and embrace me! What new births

Of strange adventure, foreign to the sun;

Where what now charms, perhaps whate'er exists,

0ld Time, and fair Creation, gre forgot! i
Ts this extravagant ? of man we form.

Extravagant conceptions to be just: : y

Conception unconfined wants wings to. reach bim;

Beyond its reach the Godhead only more. .

He the great Father! kindled at one flame
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The world of rationals: one spirit pour'd
From spirit’s awfuol fountain; pour’d himself
Throngh gll their souls, but not an. equal stream ;
Profuse, or frugal, of th’ ins g God, i
As his wise plan demanded ; and when past
Their various trials, in thelt‘ various spheres,
If they continue rational, 45 made,
Resorbs them all into himself apain,
His throne theu- centre, and his smile their crown, -
Why doubt we, then, the glnnous truth to sing,
Though yet unsung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold 2
Angels are men of a superior kind ;
Angels are men 1in lighter habit clad
High o'er celestial mountains wing’d in ﬂaght,
And men are anﬂels, loaded for an hour,
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain,
And slipp'ry step, the bottom of the steep.
Angels their failings, mortals have their prais
While here, of corps ethereal, such enroll’d,
And summon’d to the glonous standard Soon,
Which flames eternal crimson through the skies;
Nor are our brothers thoughtless of their km
Vet absent; but not absent from their love,
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael sung
Our triumphs ;' Gabriel on our errauds flown,
Sent by the Sov’reign : and are these; O'man,
"Thy friends, thy warm alligs? and thou (shame burn
The cheek to cinder !) rival to the brute?
Religion’s all. Descending from the skies
To wretched man, the goddcss in her left
Holds out this world, and in her rlght the next.
Religion! the sole voucher man is man ;
Supporter sole of man above himself;
Ecn in this night of frailty, change, .md death,
She gives the soul a soul that acts a god.
Religion! Providence! an al’cemtnm'
ere is firm footing ; here is “solid rock;
This can support us;uall is sea besides s
Sinks under us ; bestorms,"a.nd then devours.
1is hand the uuod man fastens on the skies,
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl.
As when a wretch, from thick poltuted air,

s
7 <
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Darkness, and stench, and suffocating damps,

And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate discharged,

Climbs some fair eminence, where ether'pure

Surrounds him, and Elysian prospects rise, f

His heart exults, his spirits cast their load,

As if new-born e trinmphs in the change!

So joys the soul, when, from inglorious aims

And sordid sweets, from feculence and froth

Of ties terrestrial, set at large, she mounts

To Reason’s region, her own element, .

Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the skies.
Rahgmnl thou the soul of happiness,

And, groaning Calvary, of thee, there shine "

The noblesttruths; there strongest motives sting ; * it

There sacred. vnoicnce assaults the soul ;

There nothing but compulsion is t‘orbome

Can love allure us ? or can terror awe ? g

ITe weeps!—the falling drop puts out the sun.” '

He sighs !—the sigh earth’s deep foundation shakes.

If in his love so terrible, what then

His wrath inflamed ?  His tenderness on fire?

Like soft smooth oil, outblazing other fires 7

Can pray’r, can praise, avert it 2—Thou, my all!’

My theme! my inspiration! and my crown!

DMy strength in age! oy risein low estate!

DMy soul’s ambition, pleasure, wealth ! my world!

My light in darkness! ‘d my life in death!

My boast through time! bliss through etermty'

Eternity, too short to speak thy praise,

Or fathom thy profound of love to man!

To man of men the meanest, e’en to me;

My sacrifice! my God!—what things are these.
 What then art Thou? By what name shall T call

thee?

Knew I the name devout archangels use,

Devout archangels should the name enjoy,

By me unrivall'd; thousands more sublime,

None half so dear as that wifich, though unspoke,

still glows at heart. 'O how Omnipotence

Is lost in love! thou great Philanthropist!

Father of angels! but the friend of man!

Like Jacob, fondest of the younger born!
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Thou who didst save him, snatch the smoking brand
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood !
How art thou pleased by-bounty to distress ?
To make us groan beneath our gratitude,
Too big for birth ! to favour and confound;
To challenge, and to distance all return! &
Of lavish love stupendous heights to soar,
And leave praise panting in the distant vale! -
Thy right too great defrauds thee of thy due,
And sacrilegious our sublimest song. ;
But since the naked will obt.ams thy smile;

- Beneath thls m f praise unpaid, -
And futm'e life symphonious to my strain,
(That noblest hymn to heav’n!) for ever lie
Entomb’d my fear of death! and ev’ny fear, »
The dread of ev’ry evil but thy frown.

‘Whom see I yonder so demurely smile ?
Laughter a labour, and might break their rest.
Ye Quietists, in homage to the skies!

Serene ! of soft address! who mildly make -
An unobtrusive tender of your liearts;
Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed ;*
But, for the bleSsing, wrestle not wmh Heav'n!
Think you my song too turbulent? too warm ?
Are passions, then, the pagans of the soul?
Reason alone baptized ! alone ordain’d -
To touch things sacred ? . @h for warmer still!
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rs:
Oh for an humbler heart and prouder song!
Thou, my mach-m;ured theme! with that soft’eye
‘Which melted o’er doom’d: Salem, deign to look
Compasswu ‘to the coldness of my breast,
And pardon to the winter in my strain.
O ye cold-hearted frozen formalists!
On such a theme 'tis impious to be calm;
- Passion isreason, transport temper, here.
Shall Heay’n, which gave us ardour, and has: shown
Her own for man so #trongly, ymt disdain ;
What h llients in tt Y, :
" Recumbent virtue's downy doctors preacb,
That prose of piety, a lukewarm praise?
Rise odonrs sweet. from ‘incense umnﬂamed? :
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Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout; ;
But when it glows, its heat is struck "to heav’,
To human hearts her golden harps‘are strung
Iigh heav’n’s orchestra chants Amen to man. '

Hear I, or dream I here, their disfant strain, !
Sweet v.oﬂhe soul, and tasting: strong of hea\- n,
Soft wafted on celestial Pity’s plume,

Through the vast spaces of the universe,

To cheer me in this melancholy gloom ?

Oh when will death (now stingless) like a friend,
Admit me of their choir! Oh when will death
This mould’ring old partition-wall throw down ?
Give beings, one in naturc, one abode ?

O death divine! that giv'st us to the skies!
*Great future! glorious patron of the past
And present, when shall I thy shrine adore ?
From Nature's continent immensely wide,
Immensely blest, this little isle 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, throunh the guardian hand
Of elder brothers, to our Father’s throne,

Who hears our advocate, and through his wounds
Beholding man, allows that tender name.

’Tis this makes Christian triumph a command ;
*Tis this makes_pny ‘a duty to be wise.

>Tis impious in a good man to be sad.

Seest thou, Lorenzo, where hangs all our hope?
Touch’d by the cross we hve, Oor more than die;
That touch which touch’d not angels ; more divine
Than that which touch’d confusmn into form,
And darkness into glory : partial touch! j.*
Ineffably pre-eminent regard ! 4
Sacred to man, and sov'reign through the wl By
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs =
From heav'n through afl duralion, and supports,
In one illustrious and amazing plan,

Thy welfare, Nature, and thy God’s renown ;
That touch, with charm celestial, heals the soul .
Diseased, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death,
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Turns earth to heay’n, to heav'n] 5y thrones transforms

~The ghmly ruins of the mould’ring tomb.

‘Dost ask me when? When He who died returns’

= Returns, hgglshang?d ! where then the man of woe?
* In glory’s terrors all the Godhead burns,

And all his courts, exhausted by the tide
Of deities triamphant in his train,
Leave a stupendous solitude in heav'n ;
Replenish’d soon, ish’d

d with increase
of | pomp and multitude ; a radiant band
Of angels new, of angels from the tomb.

Is this by fancy thrown remote? and rise
Dark doubts'betyeen the promise and event?
I send thee not two volumes for thy cure;

~ Read thnne ; Natureis a friend to truth; -

Nature is Christian ; preaches to mankind,

And bids dead matter aid us in our creed.

Hast thou ne'er seen the comet’s flaming. mghti
TW illustrious stranger passing, terror sheds
On gazing nations from his fiery train, =
Of length enormous, takes his ample round
Thro’ depths of ether ; coasts unnumber'd w_orlds,
of marg than solar glnry: doubles wide 2
Heay'n's mighty cape; and then re-visits earth,
From the long travel of a thousand years.

Thus, at the destined period, shall return

He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze;
And, with him, all our tnumph o’er the tomb,

- Natureis dumb on this important point,

Or Hope precanous in low Whlspel‘ breathes :
Faith speaks aloud, distinct; ev'n adders hear, -

* But turn, and durt into the dark again,

Faith-builds a bridge across the gulf of Death,
To br the shock blind Nature cannot shun,
And lands Thought smoothly on the farther shore.
Death’s terror is the mountain Faith removes,
That mountain-barrier between man and peace.
'Tis Faith disarms Destruction, and absolves
From evry ¢ clam’rous charge the guiltless tomb.
‘Why: disbelieve, Lorenzo /—* Reason bids,
Allsacred Reason. ’__Hold her saered still ;

- Nor shalt thou want a rival in thy fame:
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All-sacred Reason! source and soul of all
Demanding praise on eerth, or earth above !
My heart is thine : deep in its inmost folds =
Live thou with life; live dearer of the two.
Wear I the blessed cross, by Fortune stamp’d
On passive Nature before Thought was born ?
My birth’s blind bigot! fired with local zeal !
No; Reason rebaptized me when adult;
Weigh'd true and false in her impartial scale;
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:?
Reason pursued is faith; and unpursued,
Where proof invites, 'tis reason then no more;
And such our proof, that, or our faith is right,
Or reason lies, and Heav’n design’d it wrong.
Absolve we this? what then is blasphemy ?
Fond as we aré, and justly fond, of faith,
Reason, we grant,demands our firsturegard ;
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear,
Reason the root, fair Faith is but the flow’r s
The fading flow'r shall die, but Reason lives.
Immortal, as her Father in the skies.
When faith is virtue, reason makes it so.
‘Wrong not the Christian : think not reason yours;
’Tis reason our great Master holds so dear ;.
’Tis reason’s injured rights his wrath resents;
’Tis reason’s voice obey’d, his glories crown :
To give lost reason life, he pour'd his own.
Believe, and show the reason of a man;
Believe, and taste the pleasure of a god ;
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb.
Through reason’s wounds alone thy faith can die;
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death,
And dips in venom his twice.-mortal sting,
Learn hence what honours, what loud paean§,,.du.9, ;
To those who push our antidote aside; S
Those boasted friends to reasongud to man,
‘Whose fatal love stabs every joy, and leaves -
Death’s terror heighten’d gnawing at bis heart,
These pompous sons of reason idolized, &
And vilified at once ; of reason dead,
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Then deified as monarchs were of old;
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow 2
While love of truth thro’ all their camp resounds,
They draw Pride’s curtain o’er the noon-tide ray,
Strike up their inch of reason on‘the point .
Of philosophic wit, call’d Argument,
And then exulting in their taper, cry,
¢ Behold the'sun? and, Indianlike, adore.

Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love !
Thou maker of new morals to mankind !
The grand morality is love of Thee.
As wise as Socrates, if such they were,
(Nor will they “bate of that sublime renown)
As wise as Socrates, might justly stand
The definition of 2 modern fool.

Christian is the highest style of man. e
And is there who the blessed cross wipes off, .
As a foul blot, from his dishonour'd brow?

If angels tremble, ’tis at such a sight;
The wretch they quit, desponding of their charge,
More struck with grief or wonder who can tell?

Ye sold tosense! ye citizens of earth! =
(For such nlone the Christian banner fiy)
Know ye how wise your choice,how great your gain?
Behold'the picture of earth's happiest man':
“He calls his wish, it comes;; hesends it back,
And says he call’d another; that arrives, i
Meets the same welcome ; yet he still calls on;;
Till one calls him, who varies not his call,
But holds him fast, in chains of darkness bound,
Till Nature dies, and judgment sets him free;
A freedom far less welcome than his chaip.'

But grant man happy ; grant him happy long ;
Add to life’s highest prize' her latest hour;
That hour, so late, is nimble in approach,
That, fike a post, comes on in full career.
How swift the shuttle flies that weaves thy shroud !
Where is the fable of thy former years? - :
Thrown down the gulf of time ; as far from thee
As they had ne'er been thine; the day in hand,
Like a bird struggling to get loose, is going;
Scarce now possess'd, so suddenly ’tis gone
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THE RELAPSE.,

TInscribed to the Rt. Hon. the Earl of Litchfield.

et

.

LORENZO ! to recriminate is just.
Fondness for fame is avarice of air.

T grant the manis vain who writes for praise.
Praise no'man €'er deserved, who sought-no more.
As just thy second charge. T grant the myse

Has often blush’d at her degen’rate sons,

Retain’d by sense to plead her filthy cause,

To raise the low, to magnify the mean,

And subtilize the gross into refined ;

As if to magic numbers’ pow'rful charm

’Twas given te»wcivet of their song

Obscene, and sweeten ordure to-perfume.

Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the brute,

And lifts our swine-enjoyments from the mire.
The fact notorious, nor obscure the cause.

We wear the chains of pleasure and of pride :

These share the man, and these distract him too ;

Draw different ways, and clash in their comm ands.

Pride, like an eagle, builds among tle stars;

But Pleasure, lark-like, nests upon the ground.

Joys shared by brutelcreation Pride resents;

Pleasure embraces : man would both enjoy,

‘And both at once: a point how hard to gain'!

But what can’t Wit, when stung by strong desire ?
Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprisc.
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Since joys of sense can't rise to Reason’s taste, -
In subtle Sophistry’s laborious forge,
‘Wit hammers out a reason new, that stoops: -
To sordid scenes, and meets them with applause,
Wit calls the Graces the chaste zone to loose ;
Nor less than a plump god to fill the bowl
A thousand phantoms and a thousand spells,
A thousand opiates scatters to delude; .
To fascinate, inebriate, lay asleep,
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound,
Thus that which shock’d the judgment shocks )
more: it B L4

That which gave Pride offence no more offends,
Pleasure and Pride, by nature mortal foes, :
At war eternal which in' man shall reign, eailesiiic:
By Wit’s address patch up a fatal-peace,
And hand-in-hand lead on the rank debauch,
From rank refined to delicate'and gay.
Art, cursed Art! wipes off th’indebted blush
Yrom Nature’s cheek, and bronzes ev'ry shame.
Man smiles in ruin, glories in his: guils, -
And Infamy stands candidate for praise.

All ¥rit by man in favour of the soul,
‘These sensual ethics farin bulk transcend,
The flow’rs of eloquence profusely pour'd .
O’er spotted Vice, fill half the letter’d world.
Can pow’rs of genius exorcise their page,
And consecrate enormities wi %
But let not. these inexpiable str; g ¥
Condemn the muse that knows her dignity, -
Nor meanly stops-at time, but holds the world
As ’tis in Nature’s ample field, a point,
A point in her esteém; from whence to start,
And run the round of universal space,
To visit being universal there, s
And being’s source, that utmost flight of mind!"
Yet spite of this so vast circumference, L
Well knows but what is moral®nought is great.-
Sing syrens only? do not angels sing? A
There is in Poesy a decent pride, IR
‘Which well becomes her when she speaks to Prose, -
Her younger sister; haply not more-wise. 3
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Think’st thou, Lotenzo, to find pastimes here? -
No guilty passion blown into'a flame, e
No foible:flatterd, dignity disgraced)

No fairy field of fiction, all on flower, «

No rainbow calours here, or silken tale;

But solemn: counsels, images of awe,

Truths which Eternity lets fall on man

“With double weight, thro’ these revolving spheres.
This death-deep silence, and incumbent shade ;
Thoughts such as shall re-visit your last hour,

Visit uncall'd, and live when life expires;

And thy dark pencil, Midnight! darker still
Inmelancholy dipp'd; embrowns the whole.

Yet this, even this, my laughter-loving friends,
Lorenzo! and thy brothers of the smile!

If what imports you most can most engage,
Shall steal your ear, and chdin you to my song.
Or if you fail me, know the wise shall taste
The truths T sing; the truths I sing shall feel,
And, feeling, give assent; and their assent =

. Is ample recompense; is more than praise.
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield! ‘no‘rmistukc‘ljf
Think not unintroduced I force my way
Narcissa, not unkiown; not unallied
By virtue, or by blood; illustrious youtht
To thee from blooming amaranthine bow'rs,
Where all the language Harmony, descends -

- Uncell’d, and asks ittance for the muse:
A muse that will not pain thee with thy praise
Thy praise she drops, by nobler still inspired.

O thou, blest Spirit! whether the supreme,
Great antemundane Father ! iniwhose breast -
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt,

And allits various revolutions roll'd

Present, though future, prior to themsalVQB';
Whose brezth can blow it into nought again,

Or from his throne some delegated pow'r,
Who, studious of ourpeace, dost turn the thought
From vain and vile, to'solid and sublime! ==
Unseen thou lead’st me to delicions draughts:

Of inspiration, from a purer stream,

And fuller of the God than that which:burst
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From famed Castalia ; nor is yet allay’d
My sacred thirst, thou.gh long my soul has ranged
Through pleasing paths of moral and divine,
By thee sustain'd, and lighted by the stars. y
By them best lighted are the paths of thought ;
Nights are their days, their most illamined hours !
By day the soul, o'erborne by life's career,
Stunn’d by the din,and giddy with the glare,
‘Reels far from reason, jostled by the throng.
By day the soul is passive, all her thoughts
Imposed, precarious, broken, ere mature.
By night, from objects free, from passion cool,
Thoughts uncontroll’d, and ummpress'd the births |
Of pure election, arbitrary range, :
Not to the limits of one world confined,
But from ethereal travels light on earth, 5
As voyagers drop anchor for repose.
Let Indians, and the gay; like Indians, fond
Of feather'd fopperies, the sun adore;
Darkness has more dmmty for me;
1t strikes thought inward ; it drives back the soul
To settle on herself, our point. supreme'
There'lies our theatre there sits our judge.
Darkness the curtain drops o'er life’s dull scene;
"Tis the kind hand of Provndence stretch'd out
? I'wixt man and vanity ; ’tis Reasons reign,
And Virtue's too; these tutelary shades
Are man’s asylum from, the tainted throng. :
Night s the goed man’s friend, and guardian t00,
"1t no less rescues virtue than inspires.
Vlrtue, for ever frail as fair, below,
Her tender natore suffers in the crowd,
Nor touches on the world without a stain.
The world's infectious; few bring back at eve,
Immaculate, the manners of the morn.
Something we thought, is blotted ; we reso]ved
Is shaken; we renounced, returns again.
Fach salutation may slide in 4sin
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw.
Nor is it strange ; light, motion, concourse, noise,
All scatter us abroad. Thought, nutwnrd_bouad
Neglectful of our hume~aﬁ"aus, flies off
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In fume and d“upanon, qmts hcr charge,

And leaves the breast unguarded to the foe.
Present example gets within our guard,

And acts with double force, by few Tepell'd.

Ambition fires ambition; love of gain

smkes, like 2 pestilence, from breast to breast :

Riot, pride, perﬁdy, blue vapours ‘breathe,

And inhumanity is caught from man,

From smiling man! a slight, 4 single glanee,

And shot at random, often has brought home

A sudden fever to the throbbing heart

. Of envy, rancour, or impure desire.

‘We see, we hear, with peril ; safety dwells

Remote from multitude. The world’s a schoot

Of wrong, and what proficients swarm around !
e must or imitate or disapprove;

Must list as their accomplices or foes:

That stains our innocence, this wounds our peace.

From Nature’s birth, hence, Wisdom has been smit

With sweet recess, and languish'd for the shade.
This sacred shade and solitude what is it ?

*Tis the felt presence of the Deity.

Few are the faults we flatter wlien alone.

Vice sinks in her allurements, is ungilt,

And looks, like other objects, black by night.

By night an atheist:half believes a God. !
Night is fair Virtue’s lmmemorml friend.

The conscious moon, throu h'_ev Ty distant age,

Has held a lamp to Wxsdom, and Tet fall »

On Contemplation’s eye her purging ray-

The famed Athenian, he who wooed from heaven

Philosophy the fair, to dwell with men,

Axnd form their msnn:rs, not inflame their pride,

While o'er his head, as fearful to molest

1is Jab'ring mind Qh'a stars in'silence slide,

And seem all gazing on their future gnest,

See him soliciting his ardent suit

In private audience; all the live-long night,

Rigid in thought ‘and motionless he stznds,

Nor quits his theme or posture till the sun_ -

(Rude drunkard ! rising rosy from the main)

Disturbs his nobler mtellectual beam,
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And gives him to the tumult of the world, 3
Hail, preeious moments! stol'n from the black waste
of murder’d time! auspicious Mndmght hail ! s
The world excluded, ev'ry passion hush'd,
And open’d a calm intercourse with heav’n.
Here the soul sitsiin’'council, ponders past,
Predestines future actions; sees, not feels,
Tumultuous life, and reasons with the storm ; g
All her lies answera, and'thinks down her cha.rms.
What awful joy ! whatmental hberty’ . i
I am not pentin darkness; rather say
(If not too bold) in darkness T’'m embower'd.
Delightfal gloom ! the clusn’mxg thoughts around
Spontaneous rise, and blossom in the shade,’
But droop by day, and sicken in the sun.
Thoughtborrows lightelsewhere : fromthat first ﬂre,
Fountain of animation ! whence descends *
Urania, my celestial guest! who deigns
Nightly to visit me, so mean ; and now,
Conscious how needful discipline to man,
From pleasing dalliance with the'charms of night, -
My wand’ring thought recalls, to what excites
Far otherbeat oi heart, Narcissa’s tomb !
Or is it feeble Wature calls me back,
And breaks my spirit into grief again ?
TIs it a Stygian vapour in'my blood ?
A cold slow puddle creeping through my veins?
Or is it thus with all men?—Thus ‘with all.
What are we ? how unequal ! now we soar,
And now we sink. To be the same transcends
. Ourpresent prowess. - Dearly pays the soul
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her clay.
Reason,-a baffled counsellor! but adds
The blush of weakness to the bane of woe.
'The noblest spirit, ﬂghting her hard fate
In this damp, dusky region, charged with starms,
But feebly flutters, yet ubtaught to fiy; 5
Or, flying, short her flight, and sure her fall :
Our utmoststrength, wlen down, to rise agai i
And not to yield, though beaten, all our praxse. :
’Tis vain'to seek in men for more than man.
Though proud in promise, big in previous thought,
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Esperience damps our triumph, ¥, who late

'Emerging from the shadows of the grave,

Where grlef detain's d me ppris'ner, mounting high,

Threw wide the (gates of everlasting day,

And call’d mankind to glory, shook off: pain,

Mortality shook off, in ether pure, 3

And struck the stars, now feel my spirits fail;

They drop me from the zenithi;: down T rush,

Like him whom fable fledged wilh waxen wings

In sorrow drown’d—but not in sorrow lost.

How wretched is the man who never mourn’d !

T dive for precious pearl in; sorrow’s stream :

Not so the thoughtless man that only grieves,

Takes all the torment, and rejects the gainj

(Inestimable gain) and gives Heav'n leave

To make ltim but more wretched, not more wise.
If wisdom is our lesson (and what else-

Ennobles man ? what else have angels learn’d ?)

Grief! more proficients in thy school are made,

Than genius or proud learning eler could boast.

Voracious learning, often over-fed,

Digests not into sense her motley meal.

This bookease, with dark booty almost burst,

This forager on others’ wisdom leaves

Her native farm, hen reason, quite untill'd.

With mix’d manure she surfeits thegank soil,’

Dung'd, but not dress'd, and rich to beggary : .

A pomp untameable of weeds ,prfé‘vailsi

Her servant’s wealth i b /isdom mg
And what says Genins? ¢ Let the dull be wise.?

Genius ; too hard for tight, can prove:it wrong,

_And loves to boastpwhere blush men less inspired.

1t pleads exemption from the laws of sense,
Considers reason as a leveller,

And scorns to share a blessing with the crowd.
That wise it could be, thinks an ample claim -
To glory, and to pleasure gives the resti ¢

. Grassus but sleeps, Ardeho is undone.:

‘Wisdom less shudders’at a fool than wit.

But wisdom smiles, when'humbled mortals: weep.
‘When sorrow wounds the breast,as ploughs the glebe,
And hearts obdurate feel her soft'ning shower :
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Her moral stone; few doctors preach so well ;
Few orators so tenderly eantouch ~
The feeling heart. What pathos in the date!’
Apt words can strike ; and yet in them we see
Faint images of what we here enjoy. e
‘What cause have we to build on length of life ?
Temptations seize when fear is laid asleep,
And ill foreboded is our strongest guard.

See from her tomb, as from an humble shrine,
Truth, radiant goddess, sallies on my soul, -
And puts delusion’s dusky train to flight ;
Dispels the mist our sultry passions raise
From objects low, terrestrial, and obscene,

And shows the real estimate of things,

~ Which no man, unafflicted, ever saw ;
Pulls off the veil from virtue's rising charms;
Detects temptation in a thousand lies.
Truth bids me look on men as autumn leaves,
_And all they bleed for as the summer's dust

I widen my horizon, gain new pow’rs,

See things invisible, feel things remote, 2

Am present with futurities; think nought

A To man so foreign as the joys possess'd;

Nought so much-his.as those beyond the grave.
No folly keeps its colour in her sight;

Pale worldly wisdom loses all her charms ;

If future fate she plans,’tis all in leaves,
Like Sibyl, unsubstantial fleeting bliss!
At the first blast it vanishes in air. 3
Not so celestial. Would’st thou know, Lorenzo,
How, differ worldly wisdom and divine?
Just as the waning: the waxing moon :
More empty. worldly wisdom ev'ry day ;
And ev'ry day more fuir her rival shines.
9 When later, there’s less time to, play the fool.

" Soon our whole term for fisdom is expired,
(Thou know’st she calls no council in the grave) -
ind everlasting fool is writiin fire, °
" Or real wisdom wafts us to the skies.
As worldly schemes resemble Sibyl's leaves,.

78

Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams,

In pompous promise from her schemes profound,
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The good man’s days to Sibyl’s books compare,

(In ancient story read, thou know’st the tale)

In price still rising as in number less, .

Inestimable quite his final hour. .

For that, who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; 5

Tnsolvent worlds the purchase cannot pays -

¢ Oh, Jet me die his death!’ all nature cries,

¢ Then live his life.’—All nature falters there;

Our great physician daily to consult,

To commune with the grave, our only cure.  [yet
‘What grave prescribes the best 2—A friend’s; and

From a friend’s grave how soon we disengage!

F'en to the dearest, as his marble, cold.

Why are friends ravish’d from us? ’Tis to bind,

By soft affection’s ties, on human hearts.

The thought of death, which reason, too supine,

Or misemploy’d, so rarely fastens there.

Nor reason, nor affection, no, nor both 3

Combined, can break the witcherafts of the Worl 8

Behold th’inexorable hour at hand !

Behold th’ inexorable hour forgot!

o |

Ang to forget it the chief aim of life, . = &
Though well to ponder it is life’s chiefend. |+
TIs death, that ever threut’nmg, ne'er remote,
That all-important, and that only sure, o

(Come when he will) an unexpected guest?
Nay, though invited by the loudest calls
Of blind xmp:udence, unexpected still?
Though num’rous messengers are sent before
To warn his great arrival. What the cause,
The wondrous cause, of this mysterious ill 2
All heav’n looks down, astonish!d at the sight.
Is it that life has sown her joys so thick,
We can’t thrust in a single care between?
Is it that life has such a swarm of cares,
The thought of death can’t enter for the throngi
Is it that time steals on with downy feet,
Nor wnkes,mdulgence frofn her golden dream? 2
To-day is so like yesterday it cheats:
We take the lying sister for the same.
Life glides away, Lorenzo, like a brook, i
For ever changing, unperceived the change. . .7
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In the samebrook none ever bathéd hiin twice;
To the same life none ever twice awoke.
We call the brook the same; the same we think
Our life, though still more rapld in its flow,
Nor mark the much irrevocably lapsed,
And mingled with the se2. Or shal! we say
(Retaining still the brook Yo bear us on)
That life is like a vessel on the stream ?
In life embark’d, we smoothly down the tide
Of time descend, but not on time intent :
Amused, unconscious of the gliding wave,
Till on a sudden we perceive a shock ;
We start, awake, look out ; what see we there?
Our brittle bark is burst on Charon’s shore.

Is this the cause death flies all human thought ?
Or is it judgment, by the will struck blind,

That domineering mistress of the soul,

Like him so strong by Dalilah the fur?
Or is it fear turns startled reason back

- From looking down a pl‘eclplce so steep ?
’Tis dreadful, and the dread is wisely placed
By nature, conscious of the make of man.
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind,

« A flamiing sword to guard the tree of life.
By that unawed, in life’s most smiling hour
The good man would repine ; would suffer joys,
And burn impatient for his promised skies.
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride,
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein,
Bound o'er the barrier, rush into the dark,
And mar the scenes of Providence below.

‘What groan was that, Lorenzo ?>—Furies, rise,
And drown, in your less execrable yell,
Britannia's shame? There took her gloomy flight,
On wing impetuous, a black sullen soul,

Blasted from hell, with horrid last of death.
!L]’hyfriend, the brave, the gallant Altamont,

So call'd, so thought,—and then he fled the field.
iLess -base the fear of death than fear of life.

" O Britain! infamous for suicide !

| An island, in thy manners, far disjoin’d

! From the whole world of rationals beside!
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In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head,
Wash the dire stain, nor shock the continent.
But thou be shock'd while I detect the’ canse
Of self- 1t, expose the s birth,
And bid abhorrence hiss it round the world.:
Blame not thy clime; nor chide the distant sunj
The sun is innocent, thy clime absolved;
Immoral climes kind nature never made.
The cause I singin Eden might prevail,
And prove it isthy folly, not thy fate.
The soul of man (let man in homage bow
‘Who names his soul), a native of the skies!
High-born and free, her freedom should maintain,
Unsold, unmortgaged for earth’s little bribes,
Th’ illustrious stranger,in this foreign land,
Like strangers, jealous of her dignity,
Studious of home, and ardent to return,
Of earth suspici earth’s ench d cup
‘With cool reserve light touching, should indulge
-On immortality her godlike taste; E [there. |
There take large draughts, make her chief banquet
But some reject this sustenance divine;
To beggarly vile appetites descend,
Ask alms of earth for guests that came from heav’n;
Sink into slaves, and sell for present hire
Their rich reversion and (what shares its fate)
Their native freedom to the prince who sways
This nether world : and when his payments fail,
“‘When his foul basket gorges them 1o more, =~
Or their pall'd palates loathe the basket full,
Are instantly, with wild demoniac rage, -
For breaking all the chains of Providence, -
And bursting their confinement, tbough fast barr'd
By laws divine and human ; guarded strong
With horrors doubled to defend the pass,
The blackest nature or dire guilt can raise,
And moated round with f(‘n.hom!ess destruction, —
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. :
Such, Britons; is the cause, to you unknown,
Or, worse, o’erlook’d; o’erlook’d by magnstrntes,
Thus criminals themselves, T grant the deed
TIs madness, but the madness of the heart.
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And what is that? Our ‘utmost bound of guxlt.
A sensual unreflecting life is big - i
With monstrous births and suicide;to crown
The black infernal brood. The bold, to break
Heay'n's law supreme, and desperately Tush .
Through sacred nature’s murder on their own,
Because they never think of death; they die.
’Tis equally man’s duty, glory, gain,
At once to shun and meditate his end.
‘When by the bed of languishment we sit,
(The seat of wisdom ! if our choice, not fate)
Or o'er our dying friends in anguish hang,:
Wipe the cold dew, or stay the sinking head,
Number their moments, and in ev'ry clock
" Start at the voice of an eternity, ; -
See the dim lamp of life just feebly: lift.
' An agonizing beam, at us to gaze,
Then sink again, and quiveninto death,
That most pathetic herald of ourown ;
Howaread we such sad scenes? - Assent.to man
In perfect vengeance?  No; in pity sent,
To melt him down, like wax, aud then i 1mpress;
Indelible; death’s image on his heart, :
Bleeding for others, trembling for. hlmself.
‘We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we smile.
The mind turns fool before the cheek is dry.
Our quick returning folly cancels all,
As the tide'rushing rases what is writ ;
In yielding sands, and smooths the letter'd shore.
Lorenzo, hastthou ever weigh’d a sigh,
Or studied the philosophy of tears ?
(A science yet unlectured in our schools :)
Hast thou descended deep into the breast,
And seen their source? If not, descend with:me,
And trace these briny rivllets to their springs.
Our fun’ral tears from'diff’rent causes rise:
As if from separate cisterns in the soul,
Of various kinds they flow. - From tender hearts,
By soft contagion call’d, some burst at once,
And stream obsequious: to the leading eyez .
Some ask more time, by curious art distill'd.
Some hearts, in secret hard, unaps ta melf,
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Struck by the magic of the public eye,
Like Moses” smitten rock, gush out amains
Some weep, to-share the fame of the deceased,
So high in merit, and to them so dear :
They dwellion praises which they think they. shareh
And thus, without a blush, commend themselves,
Some rﬁourn in proofthat something theycould love:
They weep not to relieve thein grief, but show.
Some Weep! in perfect justice to the dead, i
As conscious all their love is in arrear.
Some mischiesvously weep, not unapprized,
Tears sometimes aid the conquest of an eye.
With what address the soft Ephesians draw
Their sable:net-work o’er entangled hearts !
As seen through crystal, how their roses glow,
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek!
Of hers not prouder Egypt’s wanton queen,
Carousing gems, herself.dissolved in love,
Some weep at death, abstracted from the dead,
And celebrate, like (;harles, their own decease. ©
By kind construction some are deem’d to weep, .
Because a:decent veil conceals: their joy.

Sofiie weep in earnest, and yet weep in vain:
As deep in indiscretion asin woe.
Passion, blind passion, impotently pours
Tears that deseryve more tears, while Reason sleeps,
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern’d,-
Nor comprehends the meaning of the storm; 3
Knows not it speaks to her, and her alone.
Trrationals a1l sorrow are beneath,
That noble gift! that privilege of man!
From sorrow’s pang, the birth of endless joys
But these are barren of that birth divine :
They weep impetuous as the summer storm,
And full as short! the cruel grief soon tamed,
They make a pastime of the stingless tale,
Far as the deep-resounding knell, they spread
The dreadful news, and hardiy feel it more: .
No gain of wisdom pays them. for their woe.

Half round the globe, the tears pump’d up by
Are spent in wat’ring vanities of life; [death
In making folly flourish stlll more fair.
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When the sick soul, her wonted stay withdrawn,
Reclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust, -
Instead of learning there her trae support,
Tho’ there thrown down heiwtrue support to learn,
Without Heav'n’s aid, impatient to be blest,
She crawls to the next shrub or bramble vile,
Though from the stately cedar’s arms she fell; =
With stale foresworn embraces clings anew,
The stranger weds, and blossgms, as before,
In all the fruitless fopperies of life;; -
Presents her weed, well fancied, at the ball,
And raffies for thie death’s head on the ring. =

So wept Aurelia, till the destined youth
Stept in with his receipt for making smiles,
And blanching sables into bridal bloom.
So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa’s fate,
‘Who gave that angel boy on whom he doats ;
And died to give him, orphan’d'in his birth!
Not such, Narcissa, my distress for thee; i
T’ll makean altar of thy sacred tomb, =
To sacrifice to wisdom. What wast thou ?
¢ Young, gay, and fortunate!’ Each yields a theme:
T'11' dwell on each, to shun thought more severe ;
(Heav’n knows I labour with severer still!)
T'll dwell on each, and quite exhaust thy death.
A soul without reﬂecuon, like a pile
‘Without mhabltant, to ruin runs. :

And, first, thy youth: what says it to grey ha)rs’
Narcissa, T'm become thy pupil now,—
Early, bright, transient, chaste, as morning dew, |
She sparkled, was exhaled, and' went to heav'n.
Time on' this head has snow'd, yet still ’tis borne
Aloft, nor thinks but on another’s grave.
Cover'd with shame I speak it, age severe
Old worn-out vice sets down for virtue fair;
With gra¢; le gravity chastising youth,
That youth chastised surpassing in a fault, ¢
Father of all, forgetfujness of death ! ’ S
As if, like objects pressing on the sight,
Death had advanced too near us to'beseen 5
Or that life’s loan time ripen’d into right,
And men might plead prescription from the grave;
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Deathless, from repetition: of reprieve.

Deathless ? far from it! such are dead already 5
Their hearts are buried, and the world their grau.

Tell me, some god !, guardian angel, tell =

What thus infatuates ? what enchantment plants:
The phantom of an age 'twixt us-and death;
Already at the door ? Fe knocks ; we hear him,
And yet we will not hear. ‘What mml defends
Our untouch’d hearts ? what miragle turns off

The pointed thought, “which from a thousand quw(n
Is daily darted, and is daily shunn'd?

We stand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs
Around us falling, wounded oft ourselves;
Though bleeding with our wounds, immortal still !
‘We see time’s furrows on another’s brow,

And death, entrench'd, preparing his assault :

How few themselves in that just mirror see!

Or, seeing, draw their inference as strong !

There death is certain ; doubtful here : he must,
And soon : we may, within an age, expire. ;
Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are

_green!
Idke"damnged clocks, whose hand and. bell dissent o
Folly sings six, while nature points at twelve.
Absurd longevity ! More, more, it cries :

More life, more wealth, more trash of ev’ry kind.
And wherefore mad for more, when relish fails 2.
Object and appetite must club for joy ;

Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow,

Baubles, T mean, that strike us from without,
‘While nature is relaxmg ev'ry string 2

Ask thought for joy; grow rich, and hoard wlthln.i
Think you the soul, when this life’s rattles cease,
Tas nothing of more manly to succeed ? t
Contract the taste immortal: learn e'en now

To relish what alone subsists hereafter. y
Divine, or none, henceforth, your joys for ever. = .
Of age the glory is, to wish to die: ety
That wish is praise and promise ; it upphuds

Past life, and prom)ses our future bliss. v 'f
‘What weakness see not children in their sires! ]
Grand-climacterical absurdities ! &
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Grey hair'd authority, to faults of youth =
How shocking ! it makes folly thrice a fool
And our first childhood might our last desplse.
Peace and esteem is all that age can hope ;
Nothing but wisdom gives the first; the Tast
Nothing but the repute of being wise. *

Folly bars both : our age is quite undone. 2

What folly can beranker? ' Like our shadows,
Our wishes lengtlien as our sun declines:

No wish should loiter, then, this side the grave,
Our hearts should leave the wnr}d beim'e the
knell  ®
Calls for our carcases to mend' the soil.
Lnough to live in tempest; die in port;
Age should fly concourse, cover in retreat
Defects of judgment, and the will’s subdue ;
. Walk thoughtful on the silent solemn!shore
Of that vast-oceen it must sail so soon, .
And put good works on board, and wait the wmd
That shortly blows us into worlds unknown -
If unconsider’d, too, 2 dreadful scene !

All should be prophets to themselves; foresee
Their future fate; their future fate foretaste:
This art would'waste the bitterness of death.

The thought of death alone the fear destroys :
A disaffection to that precious thought
Is more than midnight darkness on the soul,
‘Which sleeps beneath it on'a precipice,
Puff’d off by the first blast, and lost for ever.
* Dost ask, Lorenzo, why so warmly prest,
By repetition hammer’d on thine ear,
The thought of death? That thought is the mac'nne,
The grand machine, that heaves us from the dust,
And rears us intomen! That thought ply'd home,
‘Will soon reduce the ghastly precipice
O’erhanging hell, will' soften the descent,
And gently slope our passage to the grave,
How warmly to be wisl3d! what heart of flesh
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes?
. Yawn oler the fate of infinite ? what hand,
Beyond the blackest brand of censure bold,
(Lo speak a language too well known to ‘thee)
E2
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Would at 2 moment give its all to ebsnce
And stamp the die for an eternity ?-

Aid me, Narcissa | aid me to keep pace
With destiny, and ere her scissars cut
My thread of life, to break this tougher thredd
OF moral death, that ties mie to the world.
Sting thou my slumb’ring reason to send forth
A thought of observation on the foe;

To sally, and survey the rapid mnrch :
Of his ten thousand messengers to man - IS
‘Who, Jehu.like, behind him turns them all

All accident apart, by nature s:g’d

My warrant is gone out, lhough dormant yet;
Perhaps behind one momentlarks my fate. =

Must I then forward only lock for death ?'
Backward I turn mine’ eye, and find him there
Man is a selfsurvivor ev'ry year.

Man, like a stream, is in perpetual flow, *
Death’s a destroyer of quotidian prey : o
My youth, my noontide, his; my yesterday ;
The bold fnvader shares the present hour.
Each moment on the former shuts the grave,
“While man is growing, life is in decrease,
And cradles rock us nearer to thetomb.

Our birth is nothing but our death begun,
As tapers waste that instant they take fire.

Shall we then fear, lest that should come to pass,
“Which comes to pass each moment of our lives?
If fear we must, let that death turn us pale * |
Which murders strength and ardour ; what remains
Should rather call on death, than dread his call:

Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! [knell !
Thoughtless of death but when your neighbour's
(Rude visitant) knocks hard at your dull sense,
And with its thunder scarce obtains'your ear !

Be death yourtheme in ev'ry place and hour;
Nor longer want, ye monumental sires,

A brother-tomb to tell youj*you shall die.

That death you dread, (so'great is nature’s skxll L
Xnow you shall court before you shall enjoy. " |

But you are learn’d; in volumes’ deep you : sit;
In wisdom shallow : Tompouu ignorance ! |
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Would you be still more learned than'the learn'd ?

Ledtn well to know how much need not be known,,

And what that knowledge which im pairs your sense.

Our needful | ledge, like our needfal food,

Unhedg'd; liesiopen in life’s commah foldy = et

And bids all welcome to the vital feast. J

You scorn what lies before you in the page

Of nature and experience, moral truth !

Of indispensable, eternal fruit!

Fruit on which mortals, feeding, turn to gods 5

And dive in science for distinguish'd names,

Dishonest fomentation of your pride,

Sinking in virtue as you rise in fame.

Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords

Light, but not heat; it leaves you undeyout,

Frozen at heart, while speculation shines.

Awake, ye curious indagators, fond

Of knowing all, but what avails you known.

If you would learn death’s character, attend.-.

All casts of conduct, all degrees of health,

All dyes of fortune, and all dates of age,

Together shook in his impartial urn,

Come forth atrandom ; or, if choice is made,

The choice is quite sarcashc, and insults

All bold conjecture and fond hopes of man.

What countless multitudes not only leave,

But deeply disappoint us by their deaths!

Though great our sorrow, greater our surprise.
Like other tyrants, death delights to smite,

‘What, smitten, most proclaims the pride of pow’r,

And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme,

To bid the wretch survive the fortunate ;

And feeble wrap th’ athletic in his shroud ;

And weeping fathers build their children’s tomb:

Me thine, Narcissa [—What though short thy date ?

Virtue, not rolling suns, the mind matures..

That life is long which answers life’s great end.

That time that bears r» fruit deserves no name,

The man of wisdom is the man of years.

In hoary youth Methusalems may die;

O how misdated on their flatt’ring tombs¥
Narcissa’s youth has lectured me thus far;

And can her gaiety give-counsel too?
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That like the Jew’s famed oracle of gems,
Sparkles instruction ; such as throws new light
And opens more the character of death,
111 known to thee, Lorenzo! = This thy vaunt:
¢ Give death hi® due, the wretched and the old;
E’en let him sweep his rubbish 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 g]v ’st him : young and gay
He takes; and plunder is a tyrant’s joy.
What if T prove, ¢ The farthest from the fear
Are often nearest to the stroke of fate?’
All' more than common, menaces an end. =~ °
A blaze betokens brevity of life : i
As if bright embers should emit a ﬂame,
Glad spirits sparkled from Narcissa’s eye,
And made youth younger, and taught life to live.
As nature’s opposites wage endless war, :
For this offence, as treason to the deep
Invlgble stupor of his reign, ~
“Where lust, and turbulent ambition, sleep,
Death took swift’ vengeance. As le life detests,
Moré life is still more odious ; and reduced
By conquest, aggrandizes more his pow'r.
But wherefore aggrandized? By Heav’n's decree,
To plant the soul on lier eternal guard
Tn awful expectation of our end.
Thus runs death’s dread commission; ¢Strike, bul: so,
As most alarms the living by the dead. g
Hence stratagem denghts him, and surprise,
A cruel sport with man’s securities. 4
Not simple conquest, triumph is his aim ;°
And where least feared, there conquest trmmphs
This proves my bold assertion not too bold. [most.
What are his arts to lay our fears aslecp?
Tiberian arts his purposes wrap up
In deep dissimulation’s darkest night._
Like princes unconfess'd in fsreign courts,
‘Who travel under coyer, death assumes
The name and Iook of hfe, and dwells among us 5
He takes all- shapes that serve his black deslg'ns :
Though master of a wider empire far '
Than that o’er which the Roman eagle flew.




Like Nero, he's.a fiddler. 0
Or drives his' phaeton in female guise ;
Quite unsuspected, till the wheel beneath
His disarray’d oblation he devour : 2
He most affects the forms least like himself,
His slender self: hence burly corpulence
Is his familiar wear, and sleek disguise,
Behind the rosy bloom he loyes to lurk,
Or ambush in a smile; or, wanton, dive
In dimples deep: Love’s eddies, which draw in
Unwary hearts, and sink them in despair.
Such on Narcissa’s couch he loiter’d long
Unknown, and when detected, still was seen !
To smile; such peace has innocence in death! .
Most happy they ! whom least his arts deceive.
One eye on death, and one full fix’d on heav'n,
Pecomes a mortal and immortal man.
Long on his wiles a piqued and jealous spy,
T’ve seen, or dream’d I saw, the tyrant dress,
Lay by his horrors, and put on his smiles. )
Say, muse, for thou remember’st, call it back,
And show Lorenzo the surprising scene ;
1f *twas a dream, his genius can explain, v
’T'was in a circle of the gay I stood;
Death would have enter’d; Nature push’d him back;
Supported by a dogtor of renown,
His-point hre gain’d; then artfully dismiss’d
The sage; for Death design'd to be concegl'd.
He gave an old vivacious usurer
His.meagre aspect, and his naked bones ;
In gratitude for plumping up his prey.
A pamper’d spendthrift, whose fantastic air,
Well-fashion’d figure, and ops.kadc‘d brow,
He took in change, and underneath the pride
OF costly linen tuck’d his filthy shrond.
His crooked bow he straighten’d to a cane,
And hid his deadly shafts in Myra's eye.
The dreadful masquerader, thus equipp'd,
Outsallies on adventures. Ask you where?
Where is henot? For his peculiar haunts
Let this suffice; sure as night follows day,
- Death treads in Pleasure’s footsteps round theworld,
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When Pleasure treads the paths which Reason shuna*
When against Reason Riot shuts the. door,
And Gaiety supplies the place of Sense, =
Then foremost, at the banquet and the ball,
Death leads the dance, or stamps the deadly dye;
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown,,
Gaily carousing to his gay compeers,
Inly he laughs to.see them laugh at him,
As absent far; and when the reyél burns, ;
‘When Fear is banish'd, and triumphant Thought, !
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, g
Against him turns the key, and bids him sup
‘With their progenitors—he drops his mask, ., :
Frowns out at full; they start, despair, expire. -
Scarce with more sudden terror and surprise
From his black mask of nitre, touch’d by fire,
He bursts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours.
And is not this triumphant treachery, . :
And more than simple conquest in the fiend ?
And now, Lorenzo, dost thou wrap thy soul
In sofl: security, because unknown
Which moment is commission’d to destroy 2
In deatl’s uncertainty. thy danger lies.
Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fix'd,
Fix'd as a sentinel, all eye, all ear,
All expectation of the coming foe.
Rouse, stand in arms, nor lean against thy spear,.
Lest slumber steal one moment o’er _thy soul,, 1
And Fate surprise thee noddmg Wateh, be strong :
Thus give each day the merit and renown 4%
Of dying well, though doom’d but once to die.
Nor let life’s period, hidden (ns from most)
Hide, too, from thee the precious use of life.
Early, not sudden, was Narcissa’s fate :
Soon, not. surprising, Death his visit Pald.
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way,
Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. p
Though Fortune, too, (onr th)rd and final theme)
As an accomplice, play’d her gaudy plumes,
And eviry glittring gewgaw, on her sight,
To dazzle and debauch it from its mark. =
Death’s dreadful adyent is the mark of man,
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And every thought that misses itisblind.”

Fortune with Youth and Gaiety consplred :

To weave a triple wreath of h:

(1f happmess on earth) to crown her brow: 3

And could Death charge thro’ such a shining shield 2

That shining shield invites the: tyrant‘s sptar,

As if 1o damp our elevated aims,

And strongly preach humility to man,

O how portentous is'prosperity! -

How, eomet-like, it threatens while it shines!

Few years but yield us proof of Death’s ambltion’,

To cull his victims from his fairest fold,

And sheathe his'shafts in all the pride cflee

When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er

With recent honours, bloom’d with ev'ry bllss,

Set up in'ostentation, made the gaze,

The gaudy centre, of the pnbllc eye; !

When Fortune thus has toss'd her child in air,

Snatch’d from the covert of an humble state,

How often have I seen him dropt at once, -

Our morning’s envy, and our evening’s sigh!

As if her bounties were the signal given,

The flow'ry wreath, to mark the sacrifice,

And call death’s arrows on the destined prey.

High fortune seems in cruel league with fate.

Ask you for what? Lo glve his war on man

The deeper dread, and more illustrious spoil ;

Thus to keep daring miortals more in awe.

And burns Lorenzo still for the sublime

Of life’? to hang his airy nest on high,

On the slight timber of the topmost bough,

Rock'd at each breeze, and menacing a fall 2

Grantmg grim Death at equal distance there,

Yet peace begins just wlhere ambition ends.

What makes man wretched? happiness denied?

Lorenzo! no, ‘tis happiness disdain’d.

She comes too meanly dress'd to win our smxle,

And calls herself Cantent, a- ‘homely name

Our flame is transport, and content our scorn, .

Ambition turns, and shuts the door fagalnst. her,

And weds a toil, a tempest, in her stead ;

A tempest to warm transport near of kin,
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Unknowing what our mortal state’admits,
Life’s modest joys ‘we ruin while we raise, b2
And all our ecstasies are wounds to peace ; e
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. [
And since thy peace is dear, ambitious youth !
Of fortune fond ! as thoughtless of thy fate!
As late I drew Death's picture, to stirup ;
Thy wholesome fears, now, drawn in contrast, see
Gay Fortune’s, thy vain hopesto reprimand.
See, high in air the sportive goddess hangs, -
Unlocks her casket, spreads her glitt'ring ware,
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng.
All rush rapacious; friends o'er trodden friends,
Sons o'er their fathers, subjects o'er their kings,
Priests o'er their gods, and lovers o’er the fuir,
(Still more adored) to snatch the golden show'r.
Gold glitters most where virtue shines no more, '
As stars from absent suns have leave to shine.  *
O what a precious pack of votarles, :
Unkennell’d from the:p‘risons and the stews,
Pour in, all op'ning in' their idol’s praise!
All, afent, eye each wafture of her hand,
And, wide expanding their voracious jaws,
Morsel on morsel swallow down unchew'd,
Untasted, through mad appetite for more;
Gorged to the throat, yetlean and rav'nous still: -
Sagacious all to trace the smallest g'ame,
And bold toseize the greatest. If (blest chance!)
Coun—zephy:ssweet]y breathe, they launch, they ﬂy
Q’er just, o'er sacred, all-forbidden ground,
Drank with the burning scent of place or pow'r,
Staunch to the foot of Tucre till they die.
Or if for men you take thém, as I mark
Their manners, thou their various fates survey.
‘With aim mismeasured, and impetuous speed,
Some, darting, strike their ardent wish far off,
Through fury to possess it: some succeed,
But stumble and let fall the taken prize. oL
From some, by sudden blasts, ’tis whirl'd away, s
And lodged in bosoms that ne’er dream’d of gain. =
To some it sticks s& close, that, when torn off,
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Torn 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 some (unhappy rivals!) seize,
And rend abundance into poverty ;
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and smiles;
Smiles too the goddess; but smiles most at those
(Justvietims of exorbitant desire!)
Who ]:erish at their own request, and whelm’d
Beneath her load of lavish grants, expire.
Fortune is famous for her numbers slain :
The number small which happiness can bear.
Though various for a while their fates, at last
One curse involves them all; at death’s approach
All read their riches backward into loss,
And mourn in just proportion to their store.

" And death’s approach (if orthodox my song)
Ts hasten'd by the lure of fortune’s smiles,
And art thou still a glutton of bright gold?
And art thou still rapacious of thy ruin?
Death loves a shining mark, a signal blow ;
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms,
And startles thousands with a single fall. v
As when some stately growth of oak, or pine,
Which nods aloft, and proudly spreads her shade,
The sun’s defiance, and the flock’s defence,
By the strong strokes of lab'ring hinds subdued,,
Toud groans her last, and, rushing from her height,
In cumbrous ruin thunders to the ground ;
The conscious forest trembles at the shock,
And hill, and stream, and distant dale resound.

These high-aim’d darts of death, and these alone,

Should I collect, my quiver would be full;
A quiv‘?er which, suspended in ‘mid air,
Or near heav'n's archer, in the zodiac, hung,
(So.could it be) should draw the public eye,
The gaze and contemplation of - mankind !
A constellation awful, yet benign, P
To guide the gay through life’s tempestuous Wave,
Nor suffer them to strike the common rock ;
¢ From greater danger to grow more secure,
And, wrapt in happiness, forget theiy fate.”
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Lysander, happy past the common lot, -
‘Was warn'd of dunger, but too gay to fear.
He wooed the fair Aspasia; she waskind: - :
In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were bless'd s
All who knew envied, yet in envy loved ;

Can fancy form more finish’d happiness 2

Fix'd was the nuptial hour. Her stately dome
Rose on the sounding beach. The glitt'ring spires
Float in the wave, and break against the shore:

So break those glitt’ring shadows, human joys.
The faithless morning:smiled : he takes lns leave,
To re-embrace, in ecstasies; at eve.

The rising sterm forbids. The news arrives;
Untold she saw it in her servant'seye.
She felt it seen (her heart.was apt to feel) 5 :
And, drown'd, without the furious ocean’s aid, -
In suﬁ'ocatmg sorrows, shares his tomb.

Now round the sumptuous bridal monument =
The guilty billows mnocently roar, -
And the rough sailor; passing, drops a tear.
A tear!-—can tears suffice Z—but not for me. -
How vain our efforts! and our arts how vain! *
The éistant train of thought I took, to shun,

Has thrown me on my fate.—These died Wgethcr §
anpy in ruin! undivorced by death ! gt
Or ne’er to meet, or ne’er to part, is peace.—
Narcissa, Pity bleeds at thought of thee ;

Yet thou wast only near me, not myself.- = <!
Survive myself ?—that cures all other woe, = = */
Narcissa lives! Philander is forgot. =~ = «
O the soft commerce! O the tender ties,

Close twisted with the fibres of the heart!
Which broken, break them, and drain off the sou
Of human joy, and make it pain to live.—
“And is it then to live? when such friends part,
’Tis the survivor dies.—My lieart! no more. =

<
.
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PHE INFIDEL RECLAIMED.

JEW ages have been deeper in dispute about reli-
gion than this. The dispute about religion, and
the practice of it, seldom go togethér. The shorter
therefore the dispute, the better. I think it may be
reduced to.this single question. Is Man Immortal,
or Is he not 2 1f he is not, all our disputes are mere
amusements, or trials of skill. ‘In this case, truth,
reason, religion, wlich give our discourses such
pomp and solemnity, are{(as will be shown) mere
empty-sounds, without any meaning in them.  But ,
if man is immortal, it will behove him to be very
serious about eternal consequences; or, in-other
words, to/be. truly religious. - And this great funda-
mental truth, uriestablished, or unawakened in ‘the
minds. of men, is, I conceive, the real source and
support of all our infidelity; how remote soever the
particular objections advanced may:seem “to‘be
from it. v i > -
Sensible appearances affect most men much more
than abstract 1easonings; and we daily see bodies
drop around us, but the soul isinvisible. The power
which inclination has over the judgment, is greater
than can be well conceived by those who have not
had an-expenienceof it; and of what numbersis ‘it
. the sad interest, that'souls should not survive! The
Hedthen world confessed, that they rather hoped
than firmly believed immortality! and how many
Tleathens have we still amongst us ? The sacred page
assures us, that life and immortality are brought to
light by the Gospel : butby how many is the Gospel
rejected, or overlooked! From these considerations,

|
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and from my being, accidentally, privy to the senti-
ments of some.particular persons, I have been long
persuaded, that most, if not all, our Infidels (what-.
ever name they take, and whatever scheme, for argu-
ment’s sake, and to keep th in co \ce,
they patronize) are supported in their deplorable
‘error by some doubt of their Aimmortality, at the
bottom. And I am satisfied, that men once tho-
* roughly convinced of their immortality, are not far
from being Christians. For it is hard to conceive,
that a man fully conscious eternal pain or happiness
will certainly be his lot, should not earnestly, and
impartially, enquire after the surest means of escap-
ing one and securing the other. And of such an

2

earnest and impartial enquiry, 1 well know: the con-
sequence. . -

Here, therefore, in proof of this most fundamental
truth, some plain arguments are offered ; arguments
derived from principles which infidels admit in com-
mon with believers ; arguments which appear to me |

. 2altogether irresistible ; and such as, I am satisfied,
will have great weight with all who give themselves
the small trouble of looking seriously into their own
bosoms, and of observing, with any tolerable degree
of attention, what daily passes round about them in
the world.—If some arguments shall here occur
which others have declined, they are submitted,
with all deference, to better judgments in this, of
all points the most important. For as to the being
of a GOD, that is no longer disputed’; but it is un-
disputed for this reason oply, viz. because, where
the least pretence to reason is admitted, it must ﬁu‘
ever be indisputable. And, of consequence, no man
can be betrayed into a dispute of that nature by va-
nity, which has a principal share in animati g our
modern combatants against other -articles of our |
peliet, ,

e
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Sick Hope’s pale lamp its only glimm'ring ray: -
There, Fate my melancholy walk ordain’d, &
Forbid Self-love itself to flatter, there. = £
How oft I gazed prophetically sad! : 2
How oft I saw her dead, while yet in smiles!
In: smiles she sunk her grief to lessen mine: ‘
She spoke me comfort, and increased my pain
Like powerful armies, trenching at a town,

By slow and silent, but resistless, sap,

In his pale progress gently gaining ground,
Death urged his deadly siege ; in spite of art,
Of all the balmy blessings Nature lends

To succour frail humanity. Ye Stars! 5
(Not now first made familiarto my sight) S
And thou, O Moon! bear witness; many a‘night
He tore the pillow from beneath my hetd, 8
Tied down my sore attention to the shock g
By ceaseless:depredations on a life it
Dearer than that he left e, Dreadful post

Of observation! darkerev'ry hour! 5
Less dread the day that drove me to the brink,
And pointed at eternity below, = X
When®ny soul shudder'd at futurity LR
When, on a2 moment's point th’ important dye 8
Of life and: death spun doubtful, ere it fell, A
And turn’d up life, my: title to more woe. ;

But why more woe ? More comfort let it be.
Nothing is dead but that whichiwish'd to die;
Nothing is dead but wretchedness and pain; -
Nothing is dead but what encumber’d, gall’d,
Block’d up the pass; and barr'd from reallife.
Where dwells that wish most ardent of the wise? |
Too dark the sun to seeit; highest stars
Too low to reach it; Death, great Death alone, °
O’er stars and sun trinmphant, lands us there.:

Nor dreadful our transition, though the mindy -
An artist at creating self-alarms, -
Rich in expedients for inquietude;: %8
Is prone to paibtjtadreadful. ~Who can take - =
Death’s portrait true? the tyrant never sat. -
Our sketch all random strokes, conjecture all;
Close shuts the grave, nor tells one single tale.




. THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 95

Death and his image rising in the brain
Bear faint resemblance ; never are alike ;
Fear shakes the pencil ; Fancy loves excess; -
Dark Ignorance is lavish of her sha.des 5
And these the formidable picture: draw.

But grant the worst, 'tis past; new prospects rise,
And drop a veil eternal o’er her tomb.
Far other views our eontemplation claim,
Views that o’erpay the rigours of our life ;
Views that suspend our‘agonies in death.
Wrapt in the thought of immortality,
Wiapt in the single, the triumphant thought !
Long life might lapse, age unperceived:come on,
And find the soul unsated with her theme.
Tts nature; proof, importance, fire my song.
O that my song-could emulate my soul !
Like her, immortal, No:!—the soul disdains
A mark so mean ; far nobler hope inflames;
If endless ages can outweigh an' hour,
Let not the laurel, but the palm, inspire.:

Thy nature, Tmmortality | who knows? -
And yet who knows it not? It is:butlife
In stronger thread of brighter colour spun, 2
And spun for ever; dipt by eruel Fate
Tn Stygian dye, how black, how: brittle here!
How short our correspondence with the sun !
And while it lasts inglorious! OQur best deeds,
How wanting in their welgml Our lnghest Joys,
Small cordials to support us in our
And give us strength to suffer. But how great
To mingle int’rests, converse, amities,
With all the sons of reason; scatter’d wide
Through habitable space, yherever born,
Howe'er endow'd ! To liveifree citizens
Of universal nature! tolay hold,
By more than feeble faith, on the Supreme!
To call heay’n’s rich unfathomable mines
(Mines which support;archangels in their state)
Our own | to:rise in science as in bliss,
Initiate in the secrets of theiskies!
To read creation; read its:mighty plan
In the bare bosom of the Deity !
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The plan and execution to collate! ;
To see, before each glance of piercing thought,
All cloud, all shadow, blown remote, and leava
No mystery—but that of love divine,
‘Which lifts us on the seraph’s flaming wing,
Trom earth’s Aceldama, this field of blood,
Of inward anguish, and of outward ill,
From darkness and from dust, to such a scene!
Love's element! true joy’s illustrious home!
Trom earth’s sad contrast (How deplored) more Fmr!
What exquisite vicissitude of fate!
Bless'd absolution of our blackest hour!

Lorenzo,. these are thoughts that make man Y[an,
The wise illumine, aggrandize the great.
How great, (while yet we tread the kindred cled,
And ev’ry moment fear to'sink beneath ;
The clod we tread, soon trodden by our sons)
How great, in the wild whirl of time’s pursuits,
To stop, and pause ; involved'in high presage
Through the long visto of a thousand years,
To stand contemplating our distant selves,
As in a magnifying mirror seen,
Enlafged, ennobled, elevate, divine !
To prophesy our own futurities !
To gaze in thought on what all thought transeends'
To talk, with fellow:candidates, of joys
As far beyond conception as desert,
Ourselves th’ astonish'd talkers and the tale!

Lorenzo, swells thy bosom at the thought ?
The swell becomes thee : ’tis an Honest pride.
Revere thyself,—and yet thyself despise.
His nature no man can o’er-rate, and none
Can under-rate his merit, Take good heed,
Nor there be modest where thou should’st be prourl' 1
That almost universal error shun.
How just our pride, when we behold those heights!
Not those ambition paints in air, but those
Reason points out, and ardens virtue gains, N
And angels emulate. Our pride how just! [quit
Wheh mount we? when these shackles cast? when ¥
“This cell of the creation ? this small nest, ; =
Stuck in a corner of the universe,
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Wrapt up in fleecy cloud and fine-spun air ?
Fine-spun to sense, but gross and feculent -

To souls celestiall souls ordain'd to breathe '
Ambrosial gales, and drinka purer sky:
Greatly triumphant on Time's farther shore,
.. Where virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears,
g While Pomp imperial begs an‘alms of Peace. §
In empire high, or in'proud science deep,

Ye born.of Earth, on what can you confer,

With half the dignity, with half the gain,

The gust, the glow of rational delight, -

As on this theme, which angels praise and share?

Man’s fate and favours are a theme in heav'n.

What wretched repetition cloys us here?

What periodie potions for the sick !

Distemper’d bodies ! and distemper’d minds !

In an eternity. what scenes shall strike!

Adventures thicken! novelties surprise!

What webs of wonder shall unravel there!

What full day pour onall the paths of heav'n,

And light th’ Almighty's footsteps in the deep!

How shall the blessed day of onr discharge

Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of Fate,

And straighten its inextricable maze!

Ifinextinguishable thirst in man :

To know; how: rich, how full, our banquet there !

There, not the moral world alone unfolds;

The world material, lately seen in shades,

And in those shades by fragments only seen, -

And s¢en those fragments by the lab'ring eye,

Unbroken, then, illustrious and entire,

Its ample sphere; its universal frame,

In full dimensions, swells to the survey,

Acd enters, at one glance, the ravish’d sight.

From some superior.point (where who can tell?

Suffice it, ’tis’a point where gods reside)

) How shall the stranger, man’s illumined eye,

" In the vast ccean of unfjounded space, .

Behold an infinite of floating worlds
Divide the crystal waves of ether pure, -
In endless voyage, without porp! The least
Of these disseminated orbs how great!

P

2
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Great as they are, what numbers these surpnss,» 3
Huge as 1avxathnn to that small race, .
Those twinkling multitudes of little life £ e
He swallows uuperceived ! Stupendous these! .
Yet what are these stupendous to the whole?
As pamcles, as atoms lll-percewed

As cuculatmg globules in-our veins;

So vast the plan. Fecundity divine! - :
Exub'rant source! perhaps I wrong thee stlll.

If admiration is a source of joy,

“What transport hence! yet this the least in he
‘What this to that illustrious robe he wears,
‘Who toss’d this mass ‘of wonders from his ham‘l i3
A specimen, an earnest of his pow’r? qis
’Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, i
#As the mead’s meanest flow’ret;to the.sun SaK
Which gave it birth. But what this sun of hea.vn?
This bliss supreme of the supremely blest? = =
Death, only death, the question can resolve.. =
By death cheap bought th’ ideas of our joy; 8
The bare ideas! solid happiness il
So distant from its shadow chased below. 5
£nd chase we still the phantom through the fire,
O’er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death?
And toil we still for sublunary pay ? 193
Defy the dangers of the field and.flood,
Or, spider-like, spin out our precious all,
Our more than vitals spm (if no regard.
To great futurity) in curious webs
Of subtle thought and exquisite design.
(Fine network of the brain!) to catch a fly!
The momentary buz of vain renown !
A name! a mortal immortality!

Or (meaner still) instead of grasping air,
For sordid lucre plunge we in the mire!
Drudge, sweat, through ev’ry shame, for ev ’ry s‘in:'
For vile contaminating trash ; throw up
Qur hope in heav’n, our djgnity thh man,
And deify the dirt maturei togold?
Ambition, Av'rice, the two demons these
Which goad through ev'ry slough our human heﬂ:
Hard trnvell'd from the cradleto the gfave. -~ =
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How low the wretclies stoop ! bow steep they climh !
These demons burn mank ind, but most

- Lorenzo’s bosom, and turn out the skies,

Is it in time to hide eternity ? o
And why not in'an atom on the shore
To cover ocean ? or a mote the sun ? ;
Glory and wealth! have they this blinding pow'r ?
What if to-them I prove Lorenzo blind ?
Would it surprise thee ? Be thou then surprised ;
Thou neither know’st : their nature learn from me,
Mark well, as foreign as these subjects seem,
‘What close connection ties them to my theme.
First, what is true ambition ? ‘The pursuit
Of glory nothing less than nian can share,
Were they as vain as gaud§-minded man,
As flatulent with fumes of self-applause, =
{Cheir arts and conquests animals might boast,
And claim their laurel crowns as well as we,
But not celestial. Here we stand alone ;-
As in our form, distinct, pre-eminent;
If prone in thought, our stature is our shame 5
And man should blush, his forehead meets the skies.

-The visible and present are for brutes, 9

A slender portion! and a narrow bound !
These, Reason, with.an energy divine, ;
O’erleaps, and claims the future and unseen :
The vast unseen ! the fature fathomless !
When the great soul buoys upito this high poiat, '
Leaving gross Nature’s sediments below, -
Then, and then only, Adam’s offspring quits
The sage and hero of the fields and woods,
Asserts his rank, and rises 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 boasted wings, -
Our boast but ill deserve. A feeble aid !
Dedalian engin'ry! If these alone
Assist our flight, fame’s flight is glory’s fall.
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er so hi gh,
Our height is but the gibbet of our name.
A celebrated wretch when I beliold,

Possess
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When I behold a genms brlg‘ht, and base.
Of tow’ring talents, and terrestrial aims ;
Methinks I see, as thrown from her high sphere,
The glorious fragments of a soul immortal,
With rabbish mix'd, and gl\tt'rmg_m
Struck at the sp]endid melancholy si
At once compassion soft, and envy, rise
But 'wherefore enyy? Talents angel-bright,
If wanting worth, are shining instruments
In false ambition’s hand, to finish faults
Tllustrious, and g'i\?e“infamy Tenown.

Great ill is an achievement of great powers:
Plain sense but rarely leads us far astray.
Reason the means, affections choose our end
Means have no merit, if our end: amiss,

43 wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain;
‘What is a Pelham’s head to Pelham’s heart!
Hearts are proprietors of all applause. .

Right ends and means make wisdom : worldly Wﬁc
Ts bt half-witted, at its highest praise. - -

Let genius then despair to make thee great;
Nor flatter station. What is station high? :
’Tis a proud mendicant ; it boasts and begs;

It begs an alms of homage from the throng,
And oft the throng denies its charity.
Monarchs, and ministers, are awful names ;
Whoever wear them, challenge our devou’.
Religion, public order, both exact

Tternal homage, and a supple kn€e,

To beings pompously set up, to serve

The meanest slave ; all more is merit’s due,
Her sacred and mvlolable right;

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man.

Our hearts ne’er bow but to superior worth;
Nor ever fail of their allegmnce there.” = -
Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account,
And-vote the mantle into majesty.

Let the small savage boast h{s silver fur;
His roya.l robe unburrow’d and unbuught
His own, descending fairly from his sires.
Shall man be proud to wear his livery,
And souls i in ermine scorn a soul without?
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Can plﬂce or lessen us or aggrandize ?
Pigmies are pigmies s still, though perch’d on Alps 5
And pyrauuds are pyra’mlds in vales.
Each man makes his own stature, builds h:mﬁelf s
Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids;
Her monu_‘mants shall last, when Egypt’s fall.
Of these sure truths dost thou demand the catist;
The cause is lodged in 1mmortaluy
Hear, and assent, Thy bosom burns for power ;
‘What station charms thee? I'll install thee therc;
’Tis thine. And art thou greatex than before? =
Then thou before wast something less than man.
Has thy new post betray’d thee into pride?
That treach’rous pride betrays thy dignity ;
That pride defames humanity, and calls
The being mean, which staffs or strings can raise.
That pride, like hooded hiawks, in darkness soars, ™
From blindness bold, and tow’ring to the skies.
’Tis born of ignorance, which knows not man:
An angel’s second ; nor hissecond long.
A Nero quitting ius imperial throne,
And courting glory from the tinkling string,
But faintly shadaws an immortal soul, 9
With empire’s self to pride, or rapture fired.
If nobler motiyes minister no cure,
E’en vanity forbids thee to be vain.
High worth is elevated place; ’tis more ;
1t makes the post stand candidate for thee:
Makes more than-monarchs, makes an honest man ;
Though no exchequer it commands, ’tis wealth;
And though it wears no riband, ’tis renown;
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho’ disgraced,
Nor leave thee pendent on a master’s smile.
Other ambition nature interdicts ;
Nature proclaims it most absurd in man,
By pointing at his origin, and end;
Milk, and a swathe, at first his whole demand ;
His whole domain, at last, a turf or stone;
To whom, between, a &vorld may seem too small:
Souls, truly great, dart forward on the wing
Of just ambition, to the gmnd result,
The curtein’s fall ; there, see the buskin'd chief
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Unshod behind this momentary scene ;

Reduced to his own stature, low or l'ngh ‘-

As vice, or virtue, sinks him, or sublimes ; = Lo

And laugh at this fantastic mammery, =

This antic prelude of grotesque events,

‘Where dwarfs are often stilted, and betray

A littleness of soul by worlds o'er-run,

And nations laid in blood. Dread sacrifice ¢

To Christian pride! which had with horror shock'd

The darkest Pagans, offer’d to their gods. ’
O thou most Christian enemy to peace !

Again in arms ? again provoking fate?

That prince, and that alone, is truly great,

‘Who draws the sword reluctant, gladly sheathei!

On empire builds what empire far outweighs!

Anrd makes his throne a scaffold to the skies.

Why this so rare 2 Because forgot of all

The day of death ; that venerable day,

Which sits as judge; that day which'shall pronounce

On all our days, absolve them, or condemn;,

Lorenzo, never shut thy thought againstits

Be levees ne'er so full, afford it room, =

Andsgive it audience in the cabinet. Ll

That friend consulted (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 descend,

Point to the centre their inverted spires,

And learn humiliation froma soul T

‘Which boasts her lineage from celestial ﬁre.

Yet these are they the world pronounces wise;

The world, which cancels nature’s right and wrong;

And casts new wisdom : e’en the grave man lenda

His solemn face to countenance the coin.

‘Wisdom for parts is madness for the whole.

This stamps the paradox, and gives us leave

To call the wisest wealk, the richest poor,

The most ambitious, unambitious, mean ;

In triumph mean, and- abjecton a throne. 8

Nothing can make it less than mad in man, :

To put forth all his ardour, all his aﬂ:,

And give his soul her full unbounded fight,
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But reaching him, who gave her wings to fly.

When blind ambition quite mistakes her road,

And downward pores for that which shines above,
nnd ‘frue renown ;

Then, like. 4n ;dwt gazmg on the brook,

‘We leap at. smrs, and fasten in the mud ,,*‘

At glory. grasp, and sink in infamy.,

Awmbition! pow’rful source of good and ill!
‘Thy strength in man, like length of wing in birds ;
‘When disengaged from earth, with greatéer ease
And swifter flight transports us to the skies ;
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemired,
It turns a curse: it is our chain and scourge
In this dark dungeon, where confined we lie.
Close grated by the sordid bars of sense;
All prospect of eternity shut out;
And, but for execution, ne’ersset free.

With error in ambition justly charged,
Find we Lorenzo wiser in his wealch 2
‘What if thy rental I reforn, and draw

. An inventory new to- set thee right?

Where thy true treasure? Goldisays, ‘ Not in me =)
And * Not in me,’” the di’'mond; Gold is pocy;
India’s insolvent: seek it in thyself,

Seek in thy naked self, and fipd it there;

. In being so descended, form’d, endow'd ;
Sky-born, sky-guided, sky-returning race !
Erect, immortal, rational, divine!

TIn senses, which inherit earth and heav'ns;
Enjoy the various riches nature yields;

Far nobler, give the riches they enjoy;

Give taste to fruits, and harmony to groves; .

- Their radiant beams to gold, and gold’s bright sire:
Take in, at once, the landscape of the world
‘At ‘a small inlet, which a grain might close,
‘And half create the wondrous world they see.
Our senses, as our reason, are-divine.

But for the magic organ’s pow’rful charm,
Earth were a rude hcolour’d chaos still-

" Objects are but th’ occasionj; ours th’ exploit:

Oura is the cloth the‘gncll, and the palnt, y
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Which namre‘é mirable picture draws,
And beautifies credtion’s ample dome.
Like Milton’s Eve, wlien gazing on the lake,
MMan makes the matchless image, man admires :
Say ‘thien, shall man, his thoughts all sent abroad; .
(Stperigr wonders in himself forgot) P
His admiration waste on objects round,
When Heay'n makes him the soul of all he sees?
Absurd! not rare! so preat,so mean, 15 man,. .
What wealth in senses such as these? What wealth
Tn fancy, fired to form'a fairer scene Hoi
Than sense surveys ! In memory’s firm ré}:of
Which, should it perish, could this world e 2
From the dark shadows of oerwhelming years!
Tn colours fresk, originally bright, e
Preserve its portrait, and reportits fatel s
What wealth in intellect, that sov’reign pow's;
Which sense and fancy summons to the bar; ¢
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ;
And from the mass those underlings import,
From their materials sifted and refined, e
And in trutl’s balance accurately weigh'd, L
Forms art and science, government and'law; -
The Solid basis, and the beauteous frame,
The vitals and the grace of civil life! g
And manners (sad exception!) set agide,
Strikes out, with master-hand, a copy fair
Of his idea, whose indulgent thought, :
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, plann’d human bliss:
What wealth in souls that soar, dive, r@nge'arm}nd)
Disdaining limit, or from pldce or time; )
And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear
. Th’ almighty fiat, and the trumpet's sound |
Bold, on creation’s outside walk, and view o
What was, and is, and more than eer shall be;
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought,
Creations new in fancy’s field to rise [ ol
Souls, that can grasp whate’er th’ Almighty made,
And wander wild through th#ags impossible! ©
What wealth, in faculties of endless growth, =
i TIn quenchless passions violent to Craves . e
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In liberty to choose, in pow'r to reach,
And in duration, (how thy riches rise 15}
Dauration to perpetuate —boundless bliss I
Ask you, what pow’r resides in feeble man 3
That bliss to gain ? Ts virtue’s, then, unknown ?
Virtue, our present peace, our future priz?.o
Man’s unprecarious natural estate, i
Improveable at will, in virtue lies 5
Its tenure sure ; its income is divine.:
High-built abundauce, heap on heap! for what ?
To breed new wants and beggar us the more!
Then, make a richer scramble for the throng.
Soon as this feeble pulse, which leaps so long
Almost by miracle, is tired with play,
Like rubbish from disploding engines thrown,
Our magazines of hoarded trifles Ay ; :
Fly diverse ; fiy to foreigners, to foes ;
New masters court, aud call the former fool
(How justly!) for dependence on their stay.
‘Wide scatter, first, our playthings; then, our dust.
Dost court abundance for the sake of peace?
Learn, and lament thy self-defeated scheme :
Riches enable to be richer still ; X 9
And, richer still, what mortal can resist?
Thus' wealth (a cruel task-master!) enjoins
New toils, ding toils, an endless train! §
And murders peace, which taught it first to shine.
The poor are half as wretched as therich, . -
Whose proud and painful privilege itis, %
At once, to bear a double load of woe;
To feel thestings of envy and of want, \
Outrageous want! both Indies cannot cure.
A competence is vital to content.
Much wealth is corpulence, if not disease ;
Sick, orincumber’d, is our happiness.
A competence is all we can e,njoy;
O be content, where heav’n can give no more :
More, like a flash of gatef« from a lqck,
Quickens our spirit’s movement for an hour
But soon its force is spent, nor rise our joys
Above our native teniper's common stream.
. F2
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Hence dlsnppomtment lurks in ev'ry prize, -
As bees in flow’rs, and stings us with success.
The rich man wlio denies it proudly feigns, -
Nor knows the wise are privy to the lie.
Much learning shows how little mortals know ;
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy- b
‘At best, it babies us with endless toys, §
And keeps us children till we drop to dust.
As monkeys at-a mirror stand amazed, = *
They fail to find what they so plainly see ; g
Thus men, in shining riches, see the face
Of happiness, nor know it has a shade,
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again,
And wish, and wonder it is absent still.
How few can rescue opulence from want !
‘Who lives to nature rarely can be poor; Sl
‘Who lives to fancy never can be rich.
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold,
In debt to fortune, trembles at her pow'r:
The man of reason smiles at her and death.
O what a patrimony this! A being
Of such inherent strength and majesty,
Not &or]dspossess’d‘ can raise it; worlds desn'oy'
Can’t injure ; which holds on-its glonous course,
When thine, O Naturs! ends; too blest to moum
QCreativn’s obseqmes. What treasure this!
The monarch is a beggar to the man.
IMMORTSL! Ages past, yet nothing gone! .
Morn without eve! a race withontagoal;
Unshorten'd by progression infinite! =
Futurity for ever future! - Life -
Beginning still, where computation ends !
*Tis the description of a deity!
’Tis the description of the meanest slave!
The meanest slave dares then Lorenzo scorn?
The meanest slave thy sov’reign glory shares..
Proud youth! fastidious of the lower world g
Man’s awful pride includes l\umxlny S
Stoops to the lowest; is too great to find
Inferiors ; all xmmortal' Drothers all 2N
I’mpr‘ieton eternal of thy love.
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Immortal ! ‘What can strike the sense so strong, -
As this the soul 2 It thunders to the thuughc,
Reason amazes gratitude o'erwhelms ;

No more we slumber on the brmk of fate; =

Roused at the sound, th’ exulting soul ascends,
And breathes her native air ; an air that feeds
Ambitions high, and fans etheredl fires ;

Quick kindles all thatis divine withiu us,

Nor leaves one loit'ring :.houghl:’nenedth the stars.

Has not Lorenzo’s bosom caught the flamee.
Immortal! Were but one immortal, how
‘Would others :envy ! how would thrones adore!
Because ’tis common, is the blessing lost?
How this ties up the bounteous hand of Heavn {
O vain, vain, vain ! all else! Eternity !

A glorious, aud a needful refuge, that,
From vile imprisonment in abject views.
’Tis immortality, 'tis that alone,

Amid life’s pains, abasements, emptiness,

_ The soul can comfort, elevate, and fill.

That only, and that amply, this performs ;

Lifts us above life’s pains, her joys above; :
Their terror those, and these their lustre loso ;
Eternity depending, covers all ;

Eternity depending, all achieves;

Sets earth at distance; casts her et shades ;
Blends her distinctions; abrogates her pow'rs;
The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe,

. Fortune's dread frowns and fascinating sm;les,

Malke one promiscuous and neglected heap,

The man beneath ; if I may call him man,

Whom immortality’s full force inspires.

Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought :

Suns shine unseen, and thunders Toll unheard,

By minds quite conscious of their high descent, -

Their present province and their future prize ;

Divinely da.rtmg \zpward ev'ry wish,

Warm on the wing, in-glorious absence lost.
Doubt you this trélth? Why labours your belief?

If earth’s whole orb, by some due distanced eye

Were seen at once, her tow’ring Alps would sk,

And levell’d Atlas leave an even sphere.
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Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire;
Is swallow’d in.eternity’s vast round. :
To that stupendous view, when'souls awake,
So large of late, so mountainous to man,
Time’s toys subside ; and egual all below. *
Enthusiastic this 2 then all are weak, =~
But rank enthusiasts. To this godlike height
Some souls have soar’d ; or martyrs ne'er had bled,
And all may do what has by man been done.
Who, beaten by these sublunary storms,
Boundless, interminable joys can weigh,
Unreptured, unexalted, uninflamed? - &
What slave unblest, who from to morrow’s dawn: ;
Expects an empire! he forgets his Chaliy ki
And, throned in thought, his absent sceptre Waves,
And what a sceptre waits us! what a throne!
Her own immense appointments to compute, =
Or comprehend her high prerogatives, g
Tn this her dark minority, how toils,
How vainly pants the humansoul divine! S
Too great the bounty seems: for earthly joy.
What heart but trembles at so strange a bliss?:
In gpite of all the truths the muse has sung,
Ne'er to be-prized enough ! enough revolved !
Are there who wrapthe world so close about them,
They see no farther than the clouds ? and dance:
On heedless vanity’s fantastic toe, 3
‘I'ill, stumbling at a straw, in their career, e |
Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and

Are there on earth (let me not call them men)
‘Who ledge a sotil immortal in their breasts;
Unconscious as the mountain of its ore,
Or rock, of its iféstimable gem ?
When rocks shall melt, and mountains vanish, these.
Shall know their treasure, treasure then no mores
Are there (still more amazing !) who resist
The rising thought ? who smother, in its birth,.
‘Dhe glorious truth ? who strugile to be bl:utes?
Who through this bosom-barrier burst theinway ;
And, with reversed ambition, strive tosink?
Who labour downwards through th’ opposing pow'rs
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Of instinct, reason, aud the world against them,
o dismal hopes, and shelter in the shock
. Of endless night! _night darker than the grave's !
Who fight the proofs of immortality .
With horrid zeal, and execrable arts,
Work all their engines, level theiv black fires,
To blot from man this attribute divine,
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wise)
Blasphemers, and rank atheists to themselves?
To contradict them, see all nature rise ;
What object, what event, the moon beneath, *
But argues, or endears, an after scene &
' To reason proves, or weds it to desire!
All things proclaim it needful; some advance
One precious step beyond, and prove it sure.-
A thousand argnments swarm round my pen;
Trom heay'n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few,
By nature, as her cominon habit, worn ;+
So pressing Providence a truth to teacn,
Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain.
THOU ! whose all providential eye surveys,
Whose hand directs, whose Spirit fills and warms
Creation, and holds empire far beyond! %
Eternity’s Inhabitant august!
Of two eternities amazing Lord !
. One past, ere man’s or angel’s had begun :
_Aid! while I rescue from the foe’s assault
" Thy glorious immortality in man :
£+ A theme for ever, and for all, of weight,
Of moment infinite! but relish’d most i
By those who love thee most, who most adore.
Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth
Of thee the great Immutable, to. man
Speaks wisdom ; is his oracle supreme;
And he who most consults her, is most wise:
‘Torenzo, to this heav’nly Delphos haste 3
And come back all-immortal, all-divine ; ]
Took nature through, ’tis revolution ail; ¥
All change, no death. Day follows night; and night
The dying day ; stars rise, and set, and rise;.
Earth takes th’ example.  See the summer gay,
With her green chaplet, and ambrosial flow'ss,

)
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Droops into pallid autumn : ‘winter grey,
Horrid with frost, and turbulent with sturm,
Blows autumn and his golden fruits away ;. o
Then melts into the spring: soft spring, with b)'eath
Favonian, from Warm chambers of the south,
Recalls the first. ' All, to reflourish, fades;
As in a wheel, all sinks, to re-ascend.
Emblems of man, who passes, not expires. ;
With this minute distinction; emblems just, '
Nature revolves, but man advances; both !
Eternal, that a circle; this'a line;
That gravitates, this soars. Th’aspiring sou}, :
Ardent and tremulous, like flame, ascends;
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 yast mass, and shall for everroll, «
No single atom, once in being, lost,

‘With change of counsel charges the Most ngh.

- What hence'infers Lorenzo? Can it be? -
Matter immortal 2 Aud shall spirit die?
Above the nobler, shall less noble rise ?
Shall man alone, for whom all else revives,
No resurrection know ?  Shall man alone,
Imperial man! be sown in barren ground,
Less privileged than grain, on which he feeds.?
Is man, in whom alone is pow’r to prize
The bliss of being, or with previous pain
Deplore its period, by the spleen of fate, X
Severely doom’d death’s single unredeem’d ?

If nature’s revolution speaks aloud,
In her gradation, hear her louder still.
TLook nature through, ’tis neat gradation all,
By what minute degrees her scale ascends!
Each middle nature join'd at each extreme,
To that above it join'd, to that beneath,
Parts, into parts reciprocally shot, = g
Abhor divorce: What love of union reigns!
Here, dormant matter waits a €all to life;
Halflife, half-death, join there; here,life and sense;
There, sense from reason steals a glimm'ring ray ;.
Reason shines out in man, But how preserved
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The chain unbroken upward, to the realms
Of incorporeal life? those realms of bliss
Where death hath no dominion? Granta make
Half mortal, half immortal ; earthy, part;
And part ethereal ; grant the soul of man
Fternal; or in man the series-ends.
Wide yawns the gap; connection is no more ;
Check’d reason halts; her next step wants support;
Striving to climb, she tumbles from her scheme;
A sch analogy pr inced so true:
Analogy, man’s surest guide below.

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief.
And will Lorenzo, careless of the call,
False attestation on all nature charge,
Rather than violate his league with death ?
Renounce his reason, rather than renounce
The dust beloved, and run the risk of heav'n?
O what indignity to deathless souls!
What treason to the majesty of man!
Of man immortal ! Hear the lofty style:
¢If so decreed; th’ Almighty will be done.
Let earth dissolve, yon pond’rous orbs descend,
And grind us into dust : The soul is safe;
The man emerges ; mounts above the wreck,
As tow'ring flame from nature's fun’ral pyre: |
Q’er devastation as a gainer smiles ;
His charter, his inviolable rights, = -

Well pleased to learn from thunder’s impotence,
Death’s pointless darts,and hell’s defeated storms.’
But these chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! -

The glories of the world thy sev’nfold shield.

Other ambition than of crowns in air,

And superlunary felicities,

Thy bosom warm.~ Il cool it, if T can;

And turn those glories that enchant, against thee.

What ties thee to this life proclaims the next.

Tf wise, the cause that wounds thee is thy cure.

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together

(To mount Lorenzo®never can refuse);

And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell,

Look down on earth.—What seest thou? Wondrous
things! i 3

Terrestrial wonders, that eclipse the skies.




242 THE COMPLAINT. Night VI,

What lengths of lubour'd lands! what loaded seus |
Loaded by man, for pleasure, wealth, or war!
Seas, winds, and planets, into service brdu'gl';t,
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends, "
Nor can th” eternal rocks his will withstand :
‘What Ievell’d mountains! and what lifted vales!
O’er vyales and mountains sumptuous cities swell,
And gild our landscape with their glitt’ring spires,
Some 'mid the wond’ring waves majestic rise ;
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms,
Far greater still! (what cannot mortal might?)
See wide dominions ravish'd from the deep ;
The narrow’d deep with indignation foams,
Or southward turn, to delicate and grand ;-
The finer arts there ripen in the sun.
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods,
Ascend the skies! the proud triumphal arch
Shows us half heav'n beneath its ample bend.
High through mid air, here streams are taught to
flow ;
‘Whole rivers, there, laid by in basons, sleep.
Here, plains turn oceans; there, vast oceans join
Thro’ kingdoms channell'd deep frem shore to shore;
And chanded creation takes its face from man,
Beats thy brave breast for formidable scenes,
Where fame and empire wait upon the sword ¢
See fields in blood ; hear naval thunders rise ;
Britannia's voice ! that awes the world to peace.
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks
The mid-sea, furious waves! their roar amidst, *
Out speaks the Deity, and says, ¢ O main!
Thus far, not farther : new restraints obey.”
Earth’s disembowel’d ! measured are the skies !
Stars are detected in their deep recess!
Creation widens, vanquish’d nature yields!
Her secrets are extorted! Art prevails!
What monument of genius, spirit, pow's !
And now, Lorenzo, raptured at this scene,
‘Whose glories render-heav'n sugerfluous! say, .
‘Whose footsteps these?—Immortals have been here.
Could less than souls immortal this have done?
Earth’s cover'd o’er, with proofs of souls immortal ;
And proofs of immortality forgot.
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AS 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 serious mind
js the native soil of every virtue, and the single cha-
racter that doestrue honour to mankind. Thesoul’s
immortality has been the favourite theme with the
serious of all ages. Nor is it strange ; itisa subject
by far the most interesting and important that can
enter the mind of man. Of highest moment this
subject always was, and always will be. Yet this its
highest moment seems to admit of increase, at this
day ; @ sort of occasional importance is superadded
to the natural weight of it, if that opinion which is
advanced in the Preface to the preceding Night be
just. Ttis there supposed that all our infidels, what-
ever scheme, for argument’s sake, and to keep them-
selves in countenance, they patronise, are betrayed
into their deplorable error; by some doubt of their
jmmortality at the bottom. *And the more T consider
this point, the more I am persuaded of the truth of
that opinion. Though the distrust of a futurity is 8
strange error; yet it is an error into which bad men
_may naturally be distressed. For it is impossible to
bid defiance to final ruin, ‘without some! refuge in
jmagination,some presumptiofs of escape. And what
presumption is there? There are but two innature;
but two,within the compass of human thought: ‘and |
these are;—That either God will not, or canpot pu-
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nish. Considering the divine attributes, the first is
too gross to be digested. by our strongest wishes.
And, since omnipotence is as much & divine attri-
bute as holiness, that God cannot punish, is as ab-
surd a supposition as the former, God certainly can
punish, as long as wicked man exists, In non-exist-
ence, therefore, is their only refuge; and, conse-
quently, non-existence is their strongest wish. And
strong wishes have a strange influence on our opi-
nions ; they bias the judgment in a manner almost
incredible. And since on this member of their alter-
native, there: are some very small appearances in
their favour, and none atiall-on the other, they catch
at this reed, they lay hold on this chimera, to save
themselves from the shock and horror of dn imme-
diate and absolute despair. - -

On reviewing my subjéct, by the light which this
argument, and others of like tendency, threw upon
it, I was more inclined than ever to pursue it, as it
appeared to me to strike directly at the main root
‘of all our infidelity. In the following pages it is
accordingly pursued at large; and some arguments
for immortality, new, at least to me, are vgotured
on in them. There, also, the writer has made an
attempt to set the gross absurdities and horrors of
annihilation in a fuller and more affecting view,
than is, I think, to be met with elsewhere.

The gentlemen for whose sake this attemipt was
chiefly made, profess great admiration for the wis-
dom of heathen antiquity : what pity ’tis they are
not sincere! If they were sincere, how would it
mortify them to consider with what contempt and
abhorrence their notions would have been received,
by those whom they so much admire ? 'What degree
of contempt and abhorrence would fall to their
share, may be conjectured by the following matter
of fact, in my opinion extremely memorable. Ofall
their heathen worthies, Socrates, ’tis well known,
was the most guardad, dispassionate, and comp d:
yet this great master of temper was angry; and an-
gry at his last hour ! and angry with his friend ; and
angry for what deserved acknowledgment; angry
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If nature's arguments appear too weak,
Turn a new leaf, and stronger read in man.
1If man sleeps on, untaught by what he sees,
Can he prove infidel to what he feels ?
He, whose blind thought futurity denies,
Unconscious bears, Bellerophon ! like thee,
His own indictment ; he conhdemns himself;
‘Who reads his bosom, reads immortal life ; i
Or, Nature, there, imposing on her sons,
Has written fables ; man was made a lie.
Why discontent for ever harbour’d there?
Incurable consumption of our peace!
Resolve me, why the cottager and king, o
He whom sea-sever’d realms obey, and he
Who steals his whole dominion from the waste,
Repelling winter blasts with mud and straw, =
Disquieted alike, draw sigh for sigh,
In fate so distant, in complaint so near?
» Isit, that things terrestrial can’t content?

s

_Deep in rich pasture, will thy flocks complain

Not so; but to their master is denied

To share their sweet serene. Man, ill at ease,
In thi, not his own place, this foreign field,
Where Nature fodders him with other food
Than was ordain’d his cravings to suffice,
Poor in abundance, famish'd at a feast,

. Sighs on for something more, when most enjoy’d.

. Is Heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee?

Not so; thy pasture richer, but remote;

In part, remote; for that remoter part

Man bleats from instinct, tho', perhaps debauch’d
By sense, his reason sleeps; nor dreams the cause,
"The cause how obvious, when his reason wakes!'
His griefis but his grandeur in disguise ;

And discontent is immortality.

Shall sons of ether; shall the blood of heav'n,

Set up their hopes on earth, and stable here,
With brutal acquiescence in the mire?
Lorenzo, no! they shall be nobly pain'd ; 4
The glorious foreigners, distrest, shall sigh
On thrones ; and thou congratulate the sigh:
Man’s misery declares him born for bliss:
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Hig anxious heart asserts the truth I sing,
And gives the sceptic in his head the lie.

Our heads, our hearts, our passions,and our pow'ss,
Speak the same language ; call us to the skies:
Unripen'd these in this inclement clime,

Scarce rise'aboye conjecture, and mistake;
And for this land of trifles those too strong
Tumultuous rise, and tempest human life :
What prize on earth cau pay us for the storm? -
Meet objects for our passions heav'n ordain’d,
Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave
No fault but in defect; bless’d Heay'n! avert
A bounded ardour. for unbounded bliss;

O for a bliss;unbounded ! far beneath

A soul immortal, is a mortal Joys

Nor are our pow’rs to perish immature ;

But, after feeble effort here, beneath

A brighter sun, 2nd in a nobler gpil,
Transplanted from this sublunig bed,

Shall flourish. fair, and put forth all their blooni.

Reason progressive, instinct is complete ;
Swift instinet leaps ; slow reason feebly climbs.
Brutes soon their zenith reach ; their little a'

* Flows in at once; in ages they no more
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy.
Were man to live coeval with the sun,

The patriarch pupil would be learning still;

' Yet, dying, leave his lesson half unlearnt. -
Men perish in advance, as if the sun =
Should set ere noon, in eastern oceans drown'd ;
If fit, with dim, illustrious to compare,

'The sun’s meridian, with the soul of man.

To man, why, step-dame Nature! so severe?

Why thrown aside thy master-piece half wrought,
While meaner efforts thy lasthand enjoy

Or, if abortively poor man must die,

Nor reach.what reach he might, why die in dread ?
‘Why curst with foresight! Wise to misery ¢

Why of his proud prérogative the prey ?

Why less pre-eminent in rank than pain

His immortality alone can tell;
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Slaves build their little Babylons of straw,
Echo the proud Assyrian in their hearts,
And cry, ¢ Behold the wonders of my might "
And why ? Because immortal as their lord =
And souls immortal must for ever heave
At something great; the glitter, or the gold;
The praise of mortals, or the praise of Heav'n,

Nor absolutely vain is human praise,
When human is'supported by divine.

1 introduce Lorenzo. to himself:. -
Pleasure and pride (bad masters!) share our hearts.
As love of pleasure is ordain'd to guard ;
And feed our bodies, and extend our race
The love of praise is planted to protect ;
And propagate the glories of the mind.
What is it, but the love of praise, inspires,
Matures, refines, embellishes, exalts,

Earth's happiness 2 From that, the delicate,
The grand, the marvellous, of civil life.

‘Want and convenience, under-workers, lay
The basis,-on which. love of glory builds.

Nor is thy:life, O virtue! lessindebt

To praise, thy secret stimulating friend. 5
‘Were man not proud, what merit should we miss !
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world.
Praise is the salt that seasons right to man,
‘And whets his appetite for moral good.
Thirst of applause ic virtue’s second guard 5
Reason her first ; but reason-wants an aid ;
Our private reason is a flatterer; i
Thirst of applause calls public judgment in

To poise our own, to keep an even scale,

And give endanger'd virtue fairer. play.

Here a fifth proof arises, stronger still ¢
Why this so nice eounstruction of our hearts;
These delicate moralities of sense;

This constitutional reserve of aid

-To succour virtue, when our reason fails ;

1f virtue, kept aliv@by care and toil, -

And, oft, the mark of injuries on earth, .

When labour'd to matarity:(its bill

Of discipli and pains.

F P P

Why freighléd rich to dash s:gai'nst‘,'n' rock ?
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Were man to perish when most fit to live,
O how misspent were all these stratagems,
By skill divine insvoven in our frame!
Where are Heav'n's holiness and mercy fled ?
Laughs Heav’n, at once, at virtue and at man
If not, why that discouraged, this destroy’d ? |
Thus far ambition, What says avarice? =
This her chief maxim, which has long been thine:
“The wise and wealthy are the same.” T grantity =
To store up treasure, with incessant (o }
This is man’s proviuce, this his highest praise ; '
To this great end keen instinct stings him on.
To guide that instinet, reason ! is thycharge;
Tis thine to tell us where true treasure lies: =
But, reason failing to dlscharge her trust, N
Or to the deaf discharging it in vain, - X
A blunder follows ; and blind imdustry,
Gall’d by the spur, but stranger to the course,
(The course where stakes of morethan gold are wlm‘)
Qerloading, with the cares of distant age, g
The jaded spirits of the present hmlr, %
Provides for an eternity: helow. :
« Thou shalt not covet,’ is a wise commznd
But bounded to the wealth the sun surveys;
Look fanher, the command stands quite reverse
And av'rice is_a virtue most divine:
Ts faith a refuge forﬁur happiness ?
Most sure. And is it.not for reason too ?
Nothing this world unriddles, but the next.
Whence inextinguishable thirst of gain 2-
From inextinguishable life in man. ;
Man, if not meant, by worth; to reach f.he sk
Had wanted wing to Hy so far in guilt.
Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice:
Yet still their root is immortality. ¥
These its wild growths so bitter, and so base, o
(Paiu, and reproach!) religion can reclaim,
Refine, exalt, throw.down their poisinous lee; -
And make them sparkle in the bowl of bliss. -
Sce the third witness laughs at. bliss remom, 5
_And falsely promises an Eden:here : s i)
Trath she shall speak for once, though .pmne to lu}, :
A common cheat, and Pleasure is'her name. -




























lomless













| THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. = 141

v refore such redundancy 2 such waste

Of argument ? One sets my soul atrest!

One. phv,ip\‘\‘s.-ﬁand at hand, and, oh l—at heart,

So just the skies, Philander’s life 50 pain’d,

His heart so pure; that, or succeeding scenes

Have' palms to give, or ne’er had he been born.
.« What an old tale is this!? T.orenzo cries..

T grant this argument is old ; but truth ;

No years impair ; and had. not this been true,

Thou never hadst despised it for its age..

Truth isimmortal as thy soul; and fable

As fleeting as thy joys. - Be wise, nor make |
Tleav'n’s highest blessing, vengeance; O be wise!

' Nor make a curse of immortality.

Say, know’st thou whatit is?. or what thou art?
Know'st thou th’ importance of a soul immortal ?
Pehold this midnight glory.: worlds on worlds!
Amazing pomp! Redouble this amaze!

Ten thousand add, and twice ten thousand more;
Then weigh the whole; one soul outweighs them all,
And calls th’ astonishing magnificence i
Of unintelligent creation poor. , .

For this, believe not me ; no man believe; |

Trust not in words, but deeds; and deeds no ies.s
Than those of the Supr_éma;- nor his, a few ;
Gonsnlt them all; consulted all proclaim

Thy soulls_impprtanée: tremble at thyself;

TFor whor Omnipotence has waked $0 long? =«
Has waked, and work'd, for ages: from the birth

"Of nature to this unbelieying hour..

In this small proyince of his vast domain
(Al nature bow, while I pronounce his name 1)
What has God done, and not for this sole end,
To resone souls from death? the soul’s high price
Ts writ in all the conduct of the skies. :
The soul’s:high price is the creation’s key,
Unlocks its mysteries, and naked lays
The genuine cause of eviry: deed divine:

- That is the chain of @ges, which maintains
' Their obvious correspondence, and unites

Most distant periods in one blest design: -
That is the mighty hinge, on which have turn'd
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0f common shame, mngnammously wrong.
~ And what rewards the sturdy combatant?
His prize, repentance ; infamy, his crown,

But wherefore infamy ?—For want of faith,
Down the steep precipice of wrong he slides;
There's nothing to support him in the right. *
Faith in the future wanting, is, at least
- Inembryo; ev'ry weakness, ev'ry guilt;

And strong tempfahon ripens it to birth.

If thi s life’s gain iavites him to the deed,

Why not his country sold, his father slain ?

"Tis vnrtug to pursue our good supreme ;

And his -aupremn, his only good, is here.
Ambition, av'rice, by the wise disdain’d,

Is perfect wisdom, while mankind are fools,
And think a turf, or tomb:stone, covers all:
These find employment, and provide for sense
A richer pasture, and a larger range;

And sense¢ by nght divine ascends the throne, ©
When virtue’s prize and prospect are no more:
Virtue no more we think the will of Heav'n.
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’rest wed;
Though that our admiration, this our choice.
The virtues grow on immortality !

. That root destroy'd, they wither and expire.

' A Deity believ'd, will nought avail §

~ Rewards, and punuhments, make G‘rod ador'd;
And hopes and fears give conscience all her pow'r.
As in the dying parent dies the child,

Virtue, with immortality, expires.

.Who tells me he denies his soul immortal,
Whate’er his boast, has told me, he’s a knave.
His duty ’tis, to love Hfmself alone; 2
Nor care, though mankind perish, if he smiles,

- Who thinks era long the man shall wholly die,
Is dead already ; nought but brute survives.

\:’ -
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ey : Oh, the sorceries of sense ! |

They work this transformation on the soul,
Dismount her,like the serpent at the fall,
Dismount hér‘ from her native wing (’whibh soar'd
Ere-while ethereal heights) and throw her do:
To lick the dust, and crawl in such a thoughf

Ts it in words to paint you ? O ye falln!
Tall'n from the wings of reason, and of hi
Erect in stature prone in appetite !
Patrons of pleasure, posting into-paint’
T.overs of argument, averse to sense '~
Boasters of liberty, fast bound in chains !
Tords of the wide creation, and the shame!
More senseless than th’irrationals you scorn!
TMore base than thoseyou rule! than those you pity
Far more undone! O ye most infamous
OfF beings, from superior dignity ! - ¢
Deepest in woe from means of boundless hhss'
Yecsurst by blessings infinite ! because
Most highly favoured, most profoundly<lost ! =
Ye motley mass of contradiction strong ! (8
And are you, too, convinced, your souls ﬂy oﬁ
In exhalation soft, and diein air,
Frow the full flood of evidence against yot
In the coarse drudgeries and sinks of sense,
Your souls have quite worn out the make of m:w 31 ]
By vice'new-cast, and creatures of your own 't %
But though you can deform, you can’t destroy;
To curse, not uncreate, is all your power.

Lorenzo, this black brotherhood renounce;
Renounce St. Evremont* and read St. Pauls
Ere wrapt by miracle, by reason wing'd, :
His mounting mind made longabode in heav*nw
‘Chis is free thinking, unconfin'd to payts,
To send the soul'on curious®ravel bent, |
Through all the provinces of human thought;
To dart her| ﬂight thmugh the whole sphere of mm,

. % An mﬁdd wﬂtcr.
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OF this vast universe to make the tour ;

In each recess of space, and time, at home ;
Tamiliar with their wonders; diving deep,

And, like a prince of boundless int'rests there,
Still most ambitious of the most remote ;

To look on truth unbroken, and entire ;

Truth in the system, the full orb ; where truths
By truths enlighten’d; and sustain’d, afford

An erch-like strong foundation, to support

Tl incumbent weight of absolute complete
Conviction : here the more we press, we stand
More firm ; who most examine most believe. = -
Parts, like half.sentences, confound: the whole:
Convyeys the sense, and God is understood ;

Who not in' fragments writes to human race :
Read his whole volume, Sceptic! then reply.

‘This, this, is thinking free, a thought that grasps

Beyonda grain, and looks beyond an Tour,

Turn up thine eye, survey. this midnight scene;
What are earth’s kingdoms, to yon b dless orbs,
Of human souls, one day, the destin'd range?
And what yon boundless orbs to godlike man?
Those num’rous worlds that throng the firmagent,
And ask more space in heav'n, can roll at large
In man’s capacious thought, and still leaye room
For ampler orbs, for new creations, there.

Can such 2 soul contract itself, to gripe

A point of no dimension, of no weight?

Tt can: it does ¢ the world is. such 2 point:

And, of that point, how small a part enslaves !
How small a part!—of nothing, shall T say?
Why not—Friends, our chief treasure! how they
Lucia, Narcissa fair, Philander, gone! - [drop!

The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd
A triple mouth ; and, in an awful voice,
Loud callsimy soul, and ufters all 1 sing.
How the world falls to pieces round about us,
And leaves us in a ruin of our joyle = o ¢

- What says this tran$portation ‘of my friends? .
1t bids me love the place.where now they dwell,
And scorn this wretched spot they leaye 50 poors
Bternity’s vast ocean lies before thee;
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There, there, Lor zol thy Clarissa sail
Give thy mind sea-room ; keep i it wide earth,
‘That rock of souls unmortal cut th
Weigh anchor ; spread thy smls 5 call ev’ry wind
Eye thy great pole-star make the land of life
Two kinds of life has double-natur'd man,
And two of death ; the last far more seye
Life animal is nurtur'd by the sun;
Thrives on his bounties, mumphs in his, bbﬂm.
Life rational subsists on higher food,
Triumphant in his beams who made the
When we leave that sun, and are left by is,
(The fate of all who die in stubborn guilt)
’Tis utter darkness, smntly double death.
We sink by no judicial stroke of Heav'n,
But nature’s course ; as sure as plumbets fall
Since God, or man, mupt alter, ere they meet,
(Since light and darkness blend not'in one sphe:
’Tis manifest, Lorenzo! who m\nt change. =
If, then, that double death should prove thy Iot,
Blame not the bowels of the Deity :
Man shall be blest, as far as man permits.
Not man alone, all rationals, heav'n arms
With an illustrious, but tremendous pow'r
To counteract its own most gracmﬁs ends ;
And this, of strict necessity, nat choice ;
That pow r deny d, men, augels, Were no more
But passive engines, void of praise or bLame. ;
A nature rational implies the pow'r o
Of being blest, or wretched, as we please ;
Else idle reason would have nought to do:-
And he that would be barr’d capacity: )
Of pain, courts incapacity of bliss. JoNe
Heav'n wills our happiness, allows our doom; .
Invites us ardently, but not compels, : 4
Heav'n but persuades, almighty man decrees ;.
Man is the maker of immortal fates,
Man falls by man, if finally he falls;; y
And fall he must, who learns Som death alone
The dreadful secret—That he lives for ever.
‘Why this to thee 2—thee yet, perhaps, in doubf,
Of second life? But wherefore doubtful still?

- S

.
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'On that expending all lier godlike 6
She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there,
There builds her bles: there expects her praise;

And nothing asks of fortune, or of men.
And what is reason ? Be she, thus, defined ;
Redson is upright stat the soul. &
©Oh ! be a man ;—and strive to be a god.
¢For what?( {

hou say’st)=todampthe joys oflife
No; to give hgert and substance to thy joys.
That tyrant, Hope, mark how she domineers ;
She bids us quit realities for dreams ; i
‘Safety and peace, for hazard and alarm; s
That tyrant o’er the tyraats of the soul,
She bids Ambition quit its taken prize,
Spurn the Juxuriant branch on which
Though bearing crowns, to spring at
And plunge in toils and dangers—for repose.
1f hope precarious, and of things, when gained,
Of little moment, and as little stay,
Can sweeten toils and dangers into joys;
What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat,
Our leave unask’d ? Rich hope of batigl
Bldss, past man's power to paint it; |
This hope is ear| most estimal
This is man’s poxtion, while no m
Hope, of all passions, most befriend
“Passions of prouder name befrient
Joy has her tears, and transport has |
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, tho
Man’s heart, at once, inspirits and
Nor makes him pay his wisdom for |
>Tis all, our present state can safely
Health to the frame! and vigour to
" A joy attempered ! a chastised delig
Like the fair summes i d
ull

A blest hereafter,
Is all ;—our whole.
1 chose no trivial or
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To thee,, the world how fair | how strongly strikes
Ambition! and gay pleasure stronger still |-
Thy triple bane ! the triple bolt, that lays.
Thy virtue dead ! be these my triple theme; .
Nor shall thy wit, or wisdom, be forgots
Common the theme ; not so the song ; if she -
My song invokes, Urania, deigns to smile.
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe,
1If she dissolves, the man'of earth, at once,
Starts from his trance, and sighs for other scenes;
Scenes, where these sparks of night, these stars shall
Unnumbered suns, (for all things, as they are, [shine
The blest behold ;) and, in one glory, pour
. Their blended blaze on man’s astonished sight ;
A blaze,—the least illustrious object there.
Lorenzo! since eternal is at hand,
To swallow time’s ambitions ; as the vast
TLeviathan, the bubblesvain, that ride
_High on the foaming billow ; what avail
High titles, high descent, attainments high,
If unattain’d our highest? O Lorenzo! -
What lofty thoughts, these elements above,
What tow’ring hopes, what sallies from the sup,
What grand surveys of destiny divine,
And pompous presage of unfathom’d fate, -
Should roll in bosoms, where a spirit burns, -
" Bound for eternity ! In bosoms read g
By him, who foibles in archangels sees!
On human hearts he bends a jealous eye, -
And marks, and in heav'n’s register inrolls
The rise and progress of each option there ;
 gacred to doomsday'! that the page enfolds,.
And spreads us to the gaze of gods and men,
And what an option, O Lorenzo ! thine ?
“This world! and this, unrivall'd by the skies !
A world, where lust of pleasure, grandeur, gold,
Three demons that divide its realms between: them,
* With strokes alternate buffet to and fro
Man’s restless beart? their sport, their flying ball;
Till, with the giddy circle, sick and tired, :
It pants for peace, and drops into ‘despair.
Such is the world Lorenzo sets above
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Yet they doat on her, as the world and 't

Were both eternal, solid ; Thou, a dreau
They doat on: what? Immowukmws upm-t,

A region of outsides ! a land ofshadows!

A fruitful field of flow’ry promises;! WX Bt

A wilderness of joys! perplex’d with doubt.s, W

And sharp with thorns ! a troubled ocean; spmad

With bold adventurers, their all on board ;

No sécond hope, if here their: fortune frowng !

Frown soon it must. = Of various rates :hey yul,

Of ensigns various; all alike in this, |

All restless, anxious; toss’d with hopes and fea,u,

In calmest skies; obnoxlo\zs allito storm !

And stormy the most general blast of life ;.

All bound for happiness ;. yet few provide

The chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies;

Or virtue's helm, to shape the course designed;: 1

All, more or less, capricious fate lament, . .

Now lifted by the tide, and now resorbed;

And farther fromitheir wishes than before: -

All, more or less, against each other dash, .

To'mutual hurt, by gusts of passion driven,

And suf’ring more from folly than from fate.
Ocean ! thou dreadful and tumultuous home

Of dangers; at eternal war with man !

Death’s capital, where most he domineers,

With all his chosen terrors frowning round,

(Though lately feasted high at Albion’s cost®)

Wide-op’ning, and loud-roaring still for more!

Too: faithful mirror! how dost thou refleét

The melancholy face of I life! ;

The strong resemblance tempts me farther sull 3

And haply, Britain may be deeper struck

By moral truth, in such a mirror seen, Al

‘Which nature holds for ever at her eye. .
Self-flatter’d; p d, high in hope,

When young, with sanguine cheer, and streamers

We cut our cable, launch into the world, - [gay,

And fondly dream each wind awd star our friend ;

All, in some darlmg»enterpnze embnrk’d

* Admm.l Balchen, Sei
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But where is he can fathom its event?

Amid a multitade of artless hands;
. Ruin's sure perquisite! her lawful prize!

* Some steer aright : but the black blast blows hard,
And puffs them wide of hope ¢ with hiearts of proof,
Tull against wind and tide, some win their way ;
And when strong effort has deserved the port,
And tugg'd it into view, ’tis won! ’tis lost ! -
Though strong their oar, still stronger is their fate :
They strike ; and, while they triumph, they expfre.
1In stress of weather, most ; some sink outright;
O’er them, and o’er their names, the billows close’;
To.morrow knows not they were ever born.
Others a short memorial leave behind, -

Like a flag floating, when the bark’s ingulph’d ;
Tt floats a moment, and i5 seen no more:

. One Caesar lives ; a thousand are forgot.

How few beneath auspicious planets born,

(Darlings of Providence ! fond fate’s elect !)

With swelling sails make good the promis’d port, .

With all their wishes freighted! yet e'en these,

Freighted with all their wishes, soon complain:

Free from misfortune, not from nature frej,

They still are mens and when is man secure?

As fatal time, as storm ! the rush of years

Beats down their gthj their numberles: p

In ruin end : and, now, their proud success:

But plants new terrors on the wvictor’s brow :

What pain to quit the world, just made their own,

Their nest so deeply down’d, and buill:_ so high!

Too low they build, who build beneath the stars.
Woe then apart (if woe apartcan be

From mortal man) and fortune at our nod,

The gay ! rich! great! triurphant! and august !

‘What are they 2—The most happy (strange to say!)

Convince me most of human misery :

What are they? Smiling wretches of to-morrow !

More wretched, then, than eler their slave can be;

Their treachrou?blessings, at the day of need,

TLike other faithless friends, unmask, end sting :

Then, what provoking indigence in wealth !

What aggravated impotence inpower !







‘As wise as Lucifer; and halfas good :
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“He leaps Inniosure, ‘bounds into the world ;

The world is taken, after ten years toil,
Like ancient Troy; and all its Jjoys his own. "
Alas! the world’s a tut
Its lessons hard, and ill ﬁ @ his pains :
Unteaching all his virtuous Hature taught,
Or books (fair virtue’s advocates 1) mspirer.l.

For who receives him into public life ?
Men of the world, the terrz-filial breed,
Welcome ‘the modest stranger to their sphere,
(Which glitter'd long, at distance, in his sight)
And in their hospltable arms inclose:
Men, who think nought so strong of the romance,

‘So rank knight-errant; as'a real friend :

Men, that act up:to reason’s golden rule,

All weakness of affection quite subdued :

Men, that would blush at being thought sincere,

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

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

As if, to them, vice shone her own reward.
Lorenzo ! canst thou bear a shockingsight ?

Such, for Florello's sake, *twill now appear :

See, the steel'd files of season’d veterans,

Train'd to the world, in burnish'd falsehood bnght

Deep in the fatal stratagems of peace:

All soft sensation, in the throng, rubbed off ;

All their keen purpose in' politeness sheath’d :

His friends eternal—during interest :

- His foes implacable—when worth their while :

At war with every welfare but theirown:

And by whom none but Lucifer can gain—
Naked through these (so common fate ordains)
Naked of heart, his cruel course he runs,
Stung out of all most amiable'in life,. i
Prompt truth, and open thought, and smiles “,"‘
Affection, as his  species, wide diffused :  [feign’d,
Noble presump 19 1kind’s renown :
Ingenuous trust, and confidence of love.

These claims to joy (if mortals joy might clanm)
Will cost him many a sigh, till time, and pains,
From the slow mistress of this school, Experience,
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And ber assistant, pausing pale Distrust, . -
Purchase a dear-bought clue, to lead'his: youth 5
Through serpentine obliquities of life,
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts,
And happy ! if the all come so chea,pr;
For, while ywe lear ence with public) gmlt,
Full oft we feel its foul cm\taglcn too,
Ifless than. heav’nly virtue is our guard.
Thus, a strange kind of curst necessity
Brings down the sterling temper of his soul,
By base alloy, to bear the current stamp i
Below called wisdom: sinks him into sa.fel:y,
And brands him into credit with the world;
Where_specious titles dignify disgrace; s ipnt
And nature’s injuries are arts ofilife;  « »_‘. sy
‘Where brighter reason prompts to bolder crlmes,
And heav’nly talents make infernal hearts; &
That unsurmountable extreme of guilt! =
Poor Machiavel, who laboured hard his plan
Forgot, that genius needs not go to.school; =
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wise, -
fis plan had practised, long before 'twas writ.
The V/orld’s all title: page, there'’s no contentss |
The world’s all face; the man who:shows: hm heart
Ts hooted for his nudities, and scorned.
A man I knew, who liyed upon a smile; '
And well it fed him; he look’d plump and: falr'
While rankest xencm [foam’d through ev'ry vein.
Torenzo, what I tell thee, take not ill;
Living, he fawned on every fool-alive; 1+
And, dying, cursed the friend on whom he: llved
Tlo such proficients thou art half a saint, ¢
In forelgn realms (for: thou hast travelled far)
How curious to contemplate two state.rooks,
Studious their nests t8 feather in a trice,
With:all the necromantics of their art,
Playing the game of facesion each other,,
Making court sweet-meats of their latent gall,
In foolish hope to steal each gther s trust;
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceived 5 '
And, sometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone!
Their paste we doubt not: but be that their shame.
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Shall men of talents, fit'to rule mankind, =~ '
Stoop to mean wiles, t tld disgrace a fool ;
‘And lose the thanks of those few fri s they serve ?
For who can thank the man he cannot see?
‘Why so much cover ? It defeats itself.
Ye that know all things! know ye not, men’s hearts’
Are therefore known, because they are concealed ?
For why concealed ?—The canse they need not tell.
T give him joy that’s awkward at a lie; :
Whose feeble nature truth keeps still in awe::
Hig incapacity is hisrenown. o
’Tis great, ’tis manly, to disdain disguise ;
1t shows our spirit, or it proves our strength. = *
Thou say’st, ’tis needful. 1s it therefore right ?
Howe'er, I grant it some small sign of grace,
To strain at an excuse. And wouldst thou,then
Escape that cruel need? I'hou mayst with ease;
Think no postneedful that demands a knave, =
‘When late our civil helm was shifting hands,
So P——— thought : think better if you can.
But this, how rare ! the public path of life
TIs dirty.— Yet allow that dirt its due, g
“It makes’ the noble mind more noble stills *
The world’s no neuter! it will wound, or save;
Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. B
Yo say, the world, well known, will make a man. -
The ‘world; well ‘known, will give our hearts ‘to,
Or male us demons, long before we die.  [(heav'n,
‘Fo show how fair the world, thy mistress, shines,
Take either part, sureills attend the choice:
Sure, though not equal, detriment ensues.
Not virtue's self is deified on earth ;
Virtue has her relapses, conflicts, foes y :
Foes that neer fail to make her feel their hate.
Virtue has her peculiar set of' pains. g
True ; friends to.virtue, last, and least, qomplmn :
But if they sigh, can others hope to smile? .
If wisdom has her mjseries to mourn, -
How can poor follyn—qead a happy life? -
And if both suffer, what has'earth to boast,
Where he most happy; who the least laments !
- ‘Where much, much patience, the most envy'd state,
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And some forgiveness, needs the best of friends? =
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, =
Of nelther shall he find the shadow here. %
The world’s sworn advocate, without & fee, =
Lorenzo smartly, with a smile replies : A
¢ Thus far thy song is right : ‘and all must uwn,
Virtue lias her peculiar set of pains.—
And joys peculiar who to vice denies ?
If vice it is, with nature to comply:
If pride and sense, are so predominant,
To check, not overcome them, makes a saint
Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim
Pleasure, and glory, the chief good of man 7
Can pride and sensuality rejoice?
From purity of thought, all pleasure sprmgs 3
And from an humble spirit all our peace.
Ambition, pleasure ! Let us talk of these:
Of these, the porch, and academy talk’d:
Of these, each following age had much to say 't
Yet unexhausted, still, the needful theme.
Who talks of these, o mankmd all at once
He talks, for where the saint from either free?
Are tfiese thy refuge?—No ; these rush upon thee;
Thy vitals seize, and, vulture-like, devour.
Tl try, if T can pluck thee from thy rock,
Prometheus! from this barren ball of earth :
If reason can unchain thee, thou art free.
And first, thy Causasus, ambition, calls:
Mountain of tonments ! eminence of woes!
Of courted woes! and courted through mistake!
*Tis not ambition charms thee: ’tis a cheat
Will make thee start, as H— at his Moor. 3
Dost grasp at greatness ? First, know what itiss
;Thmk’st thou thy greatness in distinction lies !
Not in the feather, wave it e’er so high,
. By fortune stuck, to mark us from the throng,
Is glory lodged : °tis lodged in the reverse ;
In that which joins, in that w}Lch equals all,
The monarch and his slave : < a deathless soul, -
Unbounded prospect, and immortal kin,
A father God, and brothers in the skies *
Elder, mdeed, in time; but less remote




VIRTUES APOLOGY. 165

In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man ;*
Why gre: at can fall, than what can rise ?
, 1f still delirious, now, Lorenzo, go; =
And with thy full-blown brothers of the world,
Throw scorn around thee; cast it on thy slaves !
Thy slaves, and equals: how scorn cast on them
Rehounds on thee | If man is mean, as man,
Art thou a god ? Iffortune makes him so,
Beware the consequence; a maxim that,
‘Which draws a monstrous picture of mankind,
‘Where, in the drapery, the man is lost;
Externals flutt’ring, and the soul forgot. -
Thy. greatest glory, when disposed to boast,

| Boast that aloud, in which thy servants share. -
_ We wisely strip the steed we mean to buy:
Judge we, in their caparisons, of men. f
It nought avails thee, where, but what, thou art ;
All the distinctions of this little life
Arequite cutaneous, foreignto theman. [pentscreep,
When through death’s streights, earth's subtle ser-
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb.renown,
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree;
They leave. their party-colour'd robe behind, 2
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft -
Their brazen crests, and hiss, at us below. =
Of fortune’s fucus strip them, yet alive;
Strip them of body, too ; nay, closer still,
Away with all, but moral, in their minds; t g
And let, what then remains, impose their name,
Pronounce them weak, or worthy ; great, or mean,
How mean that snuff of glory fortune lights,
And death puts out! Dost thou demand 2 test,
(A test, at once, infallible, and short)
Of real greatness ? That man greatly lives,
Whateler his'fate or fame, who greatly dies: .
High-flushed with hope, where heroes shall despair,
If this a true criterion, many courts,
Tllustrious, might afford but few grandees. &

Th’ Almighty, frof his throne, on earth surveys

Nought greater than an honest humbleheart ;
An humble{heart, his residence ! pronounced
His second seat ; and rival to the skics.
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The private path, the secret acts of' men; i
If noble, far the noblest of our livest = =
How far above Lorenzo's glory sits
Th' illustrious master of a name unknown';
Whose worth unrivalled, and unwitnessed, Iom ;
Life’s sacred shades, where gods converse withimen; 5
And peace, beyond the world’s conceptions, smﬂeﬂ
As thou ! (now dark) before we part shalt see.
But thy great soul this sculking glory scorns
Lorenzo’s sick, but when Lorenzo's seen’; =
And, when he shrugs at public bus’ness, hes. HE
Deny'd the public eye, the public voice,
As if he lived on others’ breath, he dies.
Fain would he make the world his pedestal ;
Mankind, the gazers, the sole figure, he.
Knows he, that mankind praise against their will,
And mix as much detracrion as they can? ;
Knows he, that faithless fame her wmsper has,
As well as trumpet? that his vanity
Is so much tickled from not hearing all?
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praise,
Or, from an itch more'sordid, when he shines,
Takitig his country by five hundred ears,
Senates at once admire him and despise,
With modest laughter lining loud applause,
‘Which makes the smile more mortal to his fame?
His fame, which (like the mighty Casar)crowned
‘With laurels; in full senate greatly falls,
By seeming friends, that honour and destroy.
We rise in glory; as we sink in pride;"
~ Where boasting ends; there diznity begins:;
And’yet, mistaken beyond all mistake,
The blind Lorenzo’s proud—of being proud ;
And dreams himself ascending in his fall.
An eminence, though fancied, turns the brmnl
All vice wants hellebore; but of all vice,
Pride loudest calls; and for the largest bowl ;-
Because, all other vice ualike, it flies,
In fact, the point, in fancy most pursued.
‘Who court appl}mse, oblige the world in tlm,
They gratify man’s passion to refuse. *
Superior honour, when assumed, is lost;
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Ev'n good men turn banditti, and rejoice, |
Like Kouli Kan, i e plunder of r.he proud.
Though d, steady still
To the wor}d’s cause, with halfa faca of joy,
Lorenzo cries,—¢ Be, then, ambition cast ;
Ambition’s dearer far stands unimpeach’d,
‘Gay pleasure ! Proud ambition is her slave ;
Tor her, he soars at great, and hazards ill ;
For her, he fights, and bleeds; or overcomes ;
And paves his way, with crowns, to reach her smile :
‘Who can resist her charms #—Or, should ? Lorenzo.
What mortal shall resist, where angels yield ?
Pleasure’s the mistress of ethereal powers ;
For her contend the rival gods above; »
Pleasure’s the mistress of the world below ;
And well it is for man that pleasure charms;
How would all stagnage, but for pleasure’s ray !
How would the frozen streamn of action cease !
What is the pulse of this so bus’y world ?
The love of p ; that, through -y vein,
Throws mo'.mn, warmth ; and shutsiout death from
Tlmugh wvarious are-the: tempers of mankind, [life.
Pleasure’s gay amﬂy ‘holds all in chains: @ 5
Some most affect the black ; and some the fair;
Some honest pleasure court; and some obscene.
Pleasures obscene are varions, as the throng"
Of passions, that can err in human hearts§ .
Mistake their objects, or transgress their bounds.
Think.you there's but one whoredom? Whoi e&mn all
" Put when our reason licences delight. ¢
Dost doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou shalt doubt no more.
Thy father chides thy gallantries; yet hugs *
An ugly common barlot in the dark ;
A rank adulterer with others’ gold ;
And that hag, veng, , in a corner, charms
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love,
Where horrid epicures debmmh in blood. =
 Whate'er. the motive, pleasure is the mark =
For her the black aassin draws his sword ;
Tor her, dark trim their midnight lamp,
To which no single sacrifice may fall; oi.

.
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For her, the saint abstains ; the miser starves;
The stoic proud, for pleasure, pleasure scorn'd ;
For her, affliction’s daughters grief indulge,
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears; f
For her, guilt, shame, toil, danger, we defy; '
And, with an aim voluptuous, rush on death,
Thus universal her despotic power !
And as her empire wide, her praise is just.
Patron of pleasure! doater on delight!
I am thy rival ; pleasure I profess; s
Pleasure the purpose of my gloomy song.}
Pleasure is nought but virtue's gayer name ;
I wrong her still, I rate her worth too low ;-
Virtue the root, and pleasure is the flower;
And honest Epicurus’ foes were fools. ;
But thissoundshharsh, and gives the wise offence ;
If o’erstrain’d wisdom still retains the name.
How knits austerity her cloudy brow,
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praise
Of pleasure to mankind, unpraised, too dear !
Ye modern stoics ! hear my soft reply :—
Their senses men will trust; we can't impose; .
Or, ifuwe could, is imposition right?’ e
Own honey sweet, but, owning, add this sting ;-
¢ When mix’d with poison, it is deadly too.”
- Truth never was indebted to a lie. 5
Ts nought but virtue to be praised, as good ?
‘Why then is health preferred before disease ?
What nature loves is good, without our leave;
And where no future drawback cries, ¢ Beware ;’
Pleasure, though not from virtue, should prevail.
’Tis balm to life, and gratitude to Heav'n ;
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy’d !
The love of pleasure is man's eldest born, . 1
Born in his eradle, living to his tomb ; i
Wisdom, her youngest sister, though more grave,
‘Was meant to minister,and not to mar,
Imperial pleasure, queen of human hearts. .
Lorenzo, thou, her majesty’s'tenown’d,
Though uncoift, counsel, learned in the wo‘rld!
Who think’st thyself a Murray, with disdain

.












172 THE COMPLAINT. Night VIII,
Thou think’st the service long ; but isit just?
Though just, unwel 5 thou hadst rather tread
Unhallow’d ground';  the muse, to win thine ear, '
Must take an air less solemn. She complies. ~ *
Good conscience ! at the sound the world retires:
Verse disaffects it, and Lorenzo smiles; |
Yet has she her seraglio full of charms:

And such as:age shall heighten, not impair.

Art thou dejected? Isithy mind o’ercast?

Amid her fair ones, thou the fairest choose,

To chase thy gloom—¢ Go, fix some weighty trath ;

Chain down some passion ; do some gen’rous good;

Teach ignorance to see, or grief to smile ;

Correct thy friend ; befriend thy greatest foe;

Or with warm heart, and confidence divine, [thee.

Spring up, and lay strong hold on him who made

Thy gloom is scattered, sprightly spirits flow,

Though wither'd is thy vine, and harp unstrung.
Dost call the bowl, the viol, and the dance,

Toud mirth, mad laughter? Wretched comforters;

Physicians ! more than half of thy disease.|

Taughter, though never censured yet as sin,

(Parden a thought that only seems severe)

Ts half-immortal : is it much inmged!

By venting spleen, or dissipating thought,

1t shews a scorner, orit makes a fool ;

And sins, as hurting others, as ourselves.” :

*Tis pride, or emptiness, applies the straw, = =

That tickles little minds to mirth effuse;

Of grief approaching, the portentous sign!

The house of laughter makes a house of woe.

A man trinmphant is '@ monstrous sight:

A man dejected is a sight as mean. it i

What cduse for triumph; where suchiills abound?

What for dejection, where presides & pow’r,

Who call'd us into being to be blest?

So grieve, as conscious, grief may rise tojoye

So joy, as conscious, joy to grief may fall.

Most true, a wise man never weill be sad: .

But neither will sonorous; bubbling mirth,

A shallow stream of happiness betray s -

Too happy to be'sportive, he's serene:
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Yet wouldst thou laugh (but at thy own expense)

This counsel strange should T presume to give—
“Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay.?
“There truths abound of sov’reign aid to peace;
Ah! do not prize them less; because inspired,
As thou, and-thine, are apt and proud to do.

If not inspired, that pregnant page had stood,
Time’s treasure, and the wonder of the wise!
Thou think’st, perhaps, thy soul zlone at stake;
Alas!—Should men mistake thee fior a fool ;—
‘What man of taste for genius, wisdom, truth,
Though tender of thy fame, could interpose ?
Believe me, sense, here, acts a double part,

And the true critic is a Christian too.

But these, thou think’st, are gloomy paths to joy.—
Truejoy in sunshine ne’er was found at first:
They, first, themselves offend, who greatly please ;
And travail only gives ns sound repose. - Rt
Heav’n sells all pleasure ; effortis the price ;

The joys of conquest are the joys of man ;.

And glory the victorious laurel spreads:

O’er pleasure’s pure, perpetual, placid stream,
There is a time, when toil must be preferr'dy»

Or joy, by mis-timed fondness, is und §

A man of pleasure is’a man of pains. g e
Thou wilt not take the trouble to beblest..

False 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 speaks small happiness,

But happiness that shortly must expire.

Can joy, unhottom’d in refiection, stand?

And, in a tempest, can refiection live

Can joy, like thine, secure itself an hour?

Can joy, like thine, meet accident unshock'd ?

Or ope the door to honest poverty 2 5

Or talk with threat’ning death, 2nd not turn pale?
Tnsuch a world, andsuch a nature, these

Are needful fundamentals of delight: -

These fundamentals give delight indeed; -
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; =
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Delight, unshaken, masculine, divine il S ) arl
A constant, and a sound, but serious joy,

Is joy the daughter of severity 2t 1
It is:—Yet far my doctrive from severe, FRIE
‘ Rejoice for ever:' Tt becomes a man ; g
Exalts, and sets him nearer to the gods.

¢ Rejoice for ever,’ nature cries, ¢ rejoice;’

And drinks to man, in ler nectareous cup,

Mix'd up of delicates for ev’ry sense ;

To the great fousider of the bounteous feast,
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praise; :
And he that will not pledge her,is achurl.

111 firmly: to support, good fully taste, i

Is the whole science of felicity = . :
Yetsparing pledge : hier bowl is not the bes
Mankind can boast.—¢ A rational repast;
Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms,

A military discipline of thouglit,

To foil temptation in the doubtful field;

And ever-waking ardour for the right;? - 2
’Lis these first give, then guard, a cheerful heart.
Nought that is right think little ; well aware,
What.eason bids, God bids; by his command

How aggrandized the smallest thing we do!
.Thus, nothing is insipid to the wise ; b
To thee, insipid all, but whatis mad ; s
Joys season’d high,‘andtasting strong of guilt.

¢ Mad ! (thou reply’st, with indignation fired)
Of ancient sages proud to tread the steps,

I follow nature.’—Foliow nature still,

But look it be thine own : Is conscience, then,

No part of nature ? Is she not supreme ?
Thou regicide ! O raise her from the dead !
Then, follow nature; and resemble God.
When, spite of conscience, pl eis p
Man’s nature is unnaturally pleased :
And what’s unnatural, is painful too it
At intervals, and must disgust ev’n thee ! e
The fact thou know’st ; but né, perhaps, the cause
Virtue’s foundations with the world’s were laid ;
Heav'n mix’d her with our'make, and twisted close
Her sacred int'rests with the strings of life.
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‘Who breaks her awful mandate, shocks lnmself,
is better self: And is it greater pain,

Qur soul should murmur; or our dust repine?
‘And one, in their eternal war, must bleed.

If one must suffer, which should least be spared?
The pains of mind surpassithe pains of sense.
Ask, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. -
The joys of sense, to.mental joys are mean :
Sense on the present only feeds; the soul
On past, and future, forages for joy.

’Tis hers by retrospect, through time to range ;
And forward time's great sequel to survey.:

- Ceuld human courts take vengeance on the mind,"
Axes might rust, and racks, and gibbets, fall ;
Guard, then, thy miad, and leave the rest to fate.

Lorenzo, wilt thou neverbe a man?

The man is dead, who for the body lives,

Lured, by the beating of his pulse, to list

‘With ey’ry lust that wars against his peace; '
And sets him quite at variance with himself.
Thyself, first, know ; then love: A self thereis
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms/

A self there is as fond of ev'ry vice, - 9
‘While ev'ry virtue woundsit to the heart ;
Humility degrades it, justice robs,

Blest bounty beggars it, fain truth betrays,

And godlike magnanimity destroys. -~ ©
This self, when rival to the former, scorn;
‘When not in competition, kindly treat; e
Defend it, feed it :—But when virtue bids,

Toss it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. - ¥
And why ? 'Tis loye of pleasure bids thee blced ;
Comply, or own self-love . exnnct, or blind.

For what is vice ? Self-love in a mistake :

A poor blind merchant buying joys too ‘dear,
And virtue, what? ’Lis self-love in her wits,
Quite skilful in the market of delight.
Seltlove’s gaod senseis love of that dread pow’r,
From whom sbespﬂngs, and all she cau enjoy. -
Other self-love is but disguised sel Fhate;

More mortal than the malice of our foes;

A self-hate, now, scarce felt; then felt full sore;






And n
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Reason perpetuates joy that reason gives,
And makes it as immortal as herself: 3! =
To mortals, nought immortal, but their ‘worth. .
‘Worth, conscions worth | should absolutely reign,
And other joys ask leave for their approach ;
Nor, unexamined, ever leave obtain,
Thou art all anarchy! a mob of joys
Wage war, and perish in intestine broils ;
Not the least promise of internal peace!l
No bosom comfort! or unborrow’d bliss !
Thy thoughts are vagabonds: all ward bound,[sure;
DMid sands, and rocks, and storms, to cruise for plea-
Ifgain’d, dear bought; and better miss'd than gain’d,
Much pain must expiate, what much pain procured,
Tancy, and sense, from an infected shore,
Thy cargo bring ; and pestilence the prize,
Then, such thy thirst (insatiable thirst! 3
By fond indulgence but inflamed the more!) ©
Fancy still cruises, when poor sense is tired.
Imagination is the Paphian shop,
‘Where feeble happiness, like Vaulcan, lame,
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recess,
And Mot as hell (which kindled the black fires)
‘With wanton art, those fatal arrows form,
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame,
‘Wouldst thou receive them, other thoughts there are,
On angel-wing, descending from above,
‘Which these, with art divine, would counterwork,’
And form celestial armour for thy peace. 7
In this is seen imagination’s puilt ;
But who can count her follies 2 She betrays thee,
To think in grandeur there is something great.
Tor works of curious art, and ancient fame,
Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain’d;
And foreign climes must cater for thy taste.
Tence, what disaster!—Though the price ywas paid,
That persecuting priest, the Turk of Rome, -
Whose foot (§e zods!) though cloven, must be kiss'd,
Detain’d thy dinner on the Latian shore ;
(Such is the fate of honest protestants !)
And poor magnificence is starved to death.
Hence just resentment, indignation, ire !—
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Bo paclﬁed ; if outward ¢ ngs are great
’sz magnanimity great tl hings to scorn z
nses, and parades august,
‘And court.s, that msalubrmus soil to peﬂce,
True happiness ne'er enter’'d at aneye;
True happiness resides in things unseen,
No smiles of fortune ever bless'd the bad,
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of j Jjoys ;
That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor:
So tell his holiness, and be revenged ;
Pleasure, we both agree, is man's chief good ;
Our only contest, what deserves the name.
Give pleasure’s name to nought, but what has pass'd
The authentic seal of reason (which, like Yorke,
Demurs on what it passes) and defies
The tooth of time; when past, a pleasure stlll H
Dearer on trial, loveher for its age,
And doubly to be prized, as it promotes
Our .f\lture, while it forms our present, joy.
Some joys the future overcast; and some
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb.
Some joys endear eternity ; some give
Abhorr’d annihilation dreadful charms.
Are rival joys contending for thy choice?
Consult thy whole existence, and be safe ;
That oracle will put all doubt to flight.
Short is the lesson, though my lecture long :
Be zood—and let heav'n answer for the rest. -
Yet, with a : sﬁgh o'er all mankind, I grant,
Tn this our day ‘of proof, our land' of hope,
The good man has his clonds that intervene ;.
Clouds, that obscure his sublunary day,
But ne‘ver conquer: Ev'n the best must own,
Patience, and resignation, are the pillars
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, these
. But those of Seth not more remote from thee,
~Till this heroic lesson thou hast learnt ;
To frown at pleasure, and to smile in pain..
. Fired at th P pagt of unclouded bliss,
Heav'n in reversmn, like the sun, as yet
Beneath th! honzon, cheers us in this world ;
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Tt sheds, onwgls susceptible of light, 3
The glorious dawn of our eternal day.

¢ This (says Lorenzo) is a fair harangue : [stream’
PBut can harangues blow back strong mnature's *
Or stem the tide heav'n pushes through our veins,
Which sweeps away man’s impotent: resolves,
And lays his labour level with the world ?

Themselves menmake their comment on mankind;

And think nought is, but what they find at home :
Thus weakness to chimera turns the truth. g
Nothing remantic has the muse presnﬁhed.
» Above, Lorenzo sew the man of earth,”
The mortal man; and wretched was the siglit.
To balance that, to comfort and exalt, .
Now see the man immortal: him I mean,
‘Who lives as such ; whose heart, full bent on lmav’n,
Leans all that way, his bias to the stars. <
The world’s dark shades, in contrast set; shall raise
His lustre more; though bright, without 2 ['611 <
Observe his Bwfu] ‘portrait; and admire ;
Nor stop at wonder : imitate, and' live.

Some angel guide my pencil, while T draw,
Whatnothing less than angel can exceed,
A man on earth devoted to the skies; -
Like ships in seas, while in, above the world.

‘With aspect mild and elevated eye,
Behold him seated on a mount serene,
Above the fogs of sense, and passion’s storm ;
All the black cares;and tumults, of thislife
(Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet)
Excite his pity, not impair his peace;
Farth’s genuine sons, the scepter'd, and the slave,
A mingled mob! a wand’ring herd ! he sees,
Bewilder’d in the vale ; inall unlike!
His full reverse in all! What higher praise ?
What stronger demonstration of the right?

‘The present all their care; the futore, ‘his,
When puhhc welfare calls, or private want,
They give to fame; his’ bountwhe conceals.

» In a former ng\xt.
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Iis glorious course was, yesterday, complete :

Death, then, was welcome ; yet life still is sweet. ;
But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm

Undaunted breast—And whose is that high praise 2«

They yield to pleasure, though they danger brave,

And shew no fortitude, but.in the fields

If there thay shew. it, 'tis for glory shewn :

Nor will that cordial always man their hearts.

A cordial his sustains, that cannot fail s

By pleasure unsubdued, unbroke by pain,

He shares in that Omnipotence he trusts =

All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls ;

And when he falls, writes VICL on:his: shield :

From magnanimity, all fear above ;

From noble recompeﬁce, above applause:

‘Which owes to man’s short out-look all his charms.
Backward to credit whet he never felt,

Lorenzo cries—¢ Where shines this miracle?

From what root rises this immortal man #

A root that grows notin Lorenzo's ground ;°

The root dissect, nor wonder at the flow’r. 2
He follows nature (not like thee!) and shews us

An uninverted system of a man.

His apfietite wears reason’s golden chain,

And finds, in due restraint, its luxary.

His passion, like an eagle well reclaim’d,

Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. -

Patient his hope, unanxious is his care;

His caution fearless, and his grief (if grief -

The gods ordain) a stranger to-despair.

And why?—Because affection, more than meet,

His wisdom leaves not disengaged from heav'n.

Those semdary goods that smile on' earth,

He, loving in propomon, loves in peace.

They most the world enjoy, who least admire:

His understandmg ’scapes. the common cloud

Of fumes, arising from a boiling breast.

Hlis head is clear, because his:heart is cool,

By worldly competitions umnﬁawed

The mod'rate moyements of his soul admit

Distinct ideas, and matured debate, -

An eye impartial, and an even scale :
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Whence judgment sound, and unrepenting choice,

. Thus, in a double sense, the good are wise 5

On its own dunghill, wiser than the world.
What then, the world? It must be doubly weak;
Strange truth; as soon would they believe their
Yet thus it is ; nor otherwise can be; [ereed.
So far from aught romantic what I sing. .
Bliss has no being, virtue has no strength, -
But from the prospect of immortal life.
Who thinks earth all, or (what weighs just the same)
‘Who cares no farther, must prize what it yields ;
Fond of its fancies; proud of its parades.
‘Who thinks earth nothing, can’t its charms admire ;
He can’t a foe; though most ignant, hate,
Because that hate would prove his greater foe.
'Tis hard for them (yet who so loudly boast
Good-will to men?) to love their dearest friend ;
For may not he invade their good supreme,
Where the least jealonsy turns love to gall ?
All shines to them, that for a season shines.
Each act, each thonght he questions, ¢ what its
Its colour what, a thousand ages hence 7'— [geight,
And what it there appears, he deems it now.
Hence, pure are the recesses of his soul.
‘lhe god-like man has nothing to conceal,
His virtue constitutionally deep,
Has habit’s firmness, and affection’s flame ;
Angels allied, descend to feed the fire;
And death, which:others slays, makes him 2 god.
And now, Lorenzo, bigot of this world!
Wont, to disdain:poor bigots caught by heav'n!
Stand by thy scorn, and be reduced to nought:
For what art thou —Thou boaster ; while thy glare,
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth,
Like a broad wist,r at distance strikes us most,
And, like a mist, is nothing when at hand ;
His merit, like a mountain, on approach,
Swells more, and»r'%es nearer to the skies,
By promise, now; and, by possession soon
(Too soon, too much,it cannot be) his own.
From this thy just annihilation rise, ~
Lorenzo, rise to something by reply.
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The world, thy client, list.ens, aud expects

And lopgs to crown thee with:immortal praise.
Canst thou be silent? No; for wit is thine; . «
And wit talks most, when least she has to say,
And reason mterrupts not her career.

She'll say——That mists above the mountains Tise ;
And, with a thonsand plensanenea, amuse :

She' ll sparkle, puzzle ﬂur.;g-
And fiy conviction, in the

Wit, how. dehcmus to m:ns damty taste t

Tis precxous, as the vehicle of sense,

But, as its substitute, a dire dlsgase,

Pernicious talent ! flatter'd by the world,

By the blind world,hich thinks the talent rare,
‘Wisdom is rare, Lorenzo! wit ahounds 5

Passion can give it ; sometimes wine inspires
‘The lucky flash ; and madness rarely fails.
‘Whatever cause the spirit strongly stirs,

Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown, '

For thy renown, ’twere well, was this the worst ;
Chancg often hits it ; and, to pique thee more,
See dulness, blund'ring on vivacities,

Shakdd her sage head at the calamity,

Which has exposed, and let her down to thee.
But wisdom, awful wisdom ! whichinspects,
Discerns, compares, weighs, separates, infers,
Seizes the right, and holds it to the last ; 5

How rare ! In senates, synods, sought in vain;
Or if there found, ’tis sacred to the. few ;

‘While a lewd prostituie to multitudes,

Frequent, as fatal, wit, In civil life,

‘Wits makes an enterpriser; sense 4 man,

‘Wit hates authority, commotion loves,

And thinks herself the lightning of the storm.

In states, ’tis dangerous; in relagxon, death = &
shall wit turn Christian, when the dull believe !
Sense is our helmet, wit is but the plume ;

The plume exposes, 'Lis our hejmet saves.

Sense is the di’mond, weighty, solid, sound ;
When cut by wit, it casts a brighter beam ;

Yet wit apart, it is a di'mond still.
Wit widow'd of good sense, is worse than nought :
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| Tt hoists more sail to run against a rock,
Thus, a half-Chesterfield is quite a fool;
Whom dull fools scorn, and bless their want of wit,
" * How ruinous the rock I warn thee shun,
Where Syrens sit, to sing thee to thy fate!
A joy, in which our reason bears no part,
Ts but a sofrow tickling, ere'it stings.
Letnot the cooings of the world allure thee;
Which of her lovers ever found her true?
Happy of this bad world who little know!—
And yet, we much must know her, to be safe.
To know the world, not love her, is thy point;
She gives but little, nor that little, long.
There is, I grant, a triumph o%he pulse ;
A dance of spirits, a mere froth of joy,
Our thoughtless agitation’s idle child,
‘That mantles high; that sparkles, and expires,
Leaving the soul more vapid than before :
An animal ovation ! such as holds
No commerce with our reason, but subsists
On juices, thio’ the well-toned tubes, well strain'd;
A nice machine | scarce ever tuned aright;
And when it jars—thy Syrens sing no more ;
Thy dance i done; the demi-god is thrown
(Short apotheosis !) beneath the man,
In coward gloom immersed, or fell despair.
Art thou yetdull enough despair to dread,
And startle at destruction ? If thou art,
Accept a buckler, take it to the field';
(A field of battle is this morta] life!)
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart;
A single sentence proof against the world.
¢ Soul, body, fortune! ev’ry good pertains
To one of these ; but prize not all alike ;
The goods of fortune to thy body’s health,
Body to soul, and soul submit to God.’
Wouldst thow build lasting happiness ¢ Do this:
Th’ inverted pyramid can never stand. 3
Is this truth doubtful 2 It outshines thesun;
Nay, the sun shines not, but to shew us this,
The single lesson of mankind on earth.
And yet—Yet, what ? Nonews ! Mankind is mad!
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Such mighty numbers list against the right

(And what can’t numbers when bewitch’d achieve )

They talk themselvesto something like belief,
That all earth’s joys are theirs: as Athens’ fool
Grinn'd from the port, on ev'ry sail his own.*

They grinj but wherefore? and how long the
Half ignorance, their mirth; andhalf alie; [laugh®
To cheat the world, and cheat themselves, they smile.
Hard either task ' The most abandon’d own,

That others, if abandon'd, are undone : _
Then, for th lves, the reason wakes
{And Providence denies it long repose)

O how laborious is their gaiety ! : : E
They scarce can swallow their ebullient spleen, .
Scarce muster patience to support the farce,

And pump sad laughter, till the curtain falls:
Scarce, did I say ? Seme cannot sit it out ;.

Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, -
And shew us what their joy, by their despair.

The clotted hair! gored breast! blaspheming eye!
Its impious fury stibl alivein death!—- J
Shut, shut the shocking scene—But Heav’'n denies’
A cover to such guilt; and so should man.

Look round, Lorenzo ! see the reek‘ing blade,
Th’ invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball ;

“The strangling cord, and suffocating stream ;
The loathsome rottenness, and foul decays
From raging riot (slower suicides!)

And pride in these! more execrable stilll—
Ilow horrid all to thought!—But horrors, these,
That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble song.

From vice, sense, fancy, no man can be blest :

Bliss is too great to lodge within an hour:

‘When an immortal being aims at bliss,

Duration is essential to the name.

O for a joy from reason ! joy from that,

‘Which makes man, man: and exercised aright,
Will make him more: & bounteous joy! that: gives
And promises; that-weaves, with art divine,

The richest prospect into present peace:

A joy ambitious! joy in common held

With thrones ethereal, and' their greater far :
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A joy high privileged from chance, time, death !
A joy, which deathi shall double! judgment crown :
~ Crown'd higher, and still higher, at each stage,
Through blest eternity’s long day; yetstill, .
Not more remote from sorrow, than from him,
‘Whose lavish hand, whose love slupandous, ponrs
So much of deity on guilty dust. .
There, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there,
‘Where not thy presence can improve my bliss !
Affects not this the sages of the world ? -
Can nought affect them, but what fools them too ?
ZEternity depending on an hour, - [praise.
Makes serious thought man’s’ wisdom, joy, and
Nor need'you blush (though etimes your designs
. May shun the light) at your designs on heav’n ;
Sole point! where over-bashful is your blame.
Are you not wise? You know you are, Yet hear
One truth, amid your num’rous schemes, mislaid,
Or over look’d, or thrown aside,if seen;
“ Qur schemes to plan by this world, or the next,
Is the sole difference between wise and fool.”
All worthy men will weigh you in this scale;
‘What wonder, then, if they pronounce you ligbt?
Is their esteem alone not worth your care 2
Accept my simple scheme of common sense: [own.
Thus, save your fame, and make two worlds your
The world replies not ;=-but the world persists;
And puts the cause off to- the longest day,
Planning evasions for the day of doom.
So far, at that re-hearing, from redress,
They then turn witnesses against themselves.
Hear that, Lorenzo ! nor be wise to-morrow.
Haste, haste! a man; by nature, is in haste;
Tor who shall answer for another hour ?
’Tis highly prudent, to make one sure friend ;
And that thou canstnot do, this side the skies.
Ye sons of earth ! (nor willing to be more!)
Since verse yon think from priest-craft somewhat
Thus, in an age so gay, the muse plain truths [free,
(Truths, which-at church you might have heard in
prose)
Has ventured into light ; well-pleased the verse
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When age, care, crime, and friends, embraced at
heart, : \ [shade,

Torn from my bleeding' breast, and death's dark

‘Which hovers o'er me, quench th’ ethereal fire;
Canst thou, O night Lindulge one labour more !
One labour more indulge ! then sleep, my strain!
Till, haply, waked by Raphael’s golden Iyre,
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and sorrow,
To bear a part in everlasting lays ; [cease;
“Though far, far higher set, in aim, T trust, '
Symphonious to this humble prelude here.

Has not the muse asserted pleasures pure,
Like those above, exploding other joys2 -
Weigh what was-urg'd, Lorenzo ! fairly weigh ;
And tell me, hast thou cause to trivmph still ?
I think thou wilt forbear a boast so bold, ~
But if, beneath the favour of mistake,
Thy smile’s sincere, not more sincere can be
Lorenzo's smile, than my compassion for him.
The sick in body call for aid : the sick
In mind are covetous of more disease - [well.
And when at worst, they dream themselves. quite
To know ourselves diseased, is half our cure.
Wheli nature's blush by custom is wiped off,
And conscience, deaden'd by-repeated strokes, -
Has into manners naturalized our crimes,
The curse of curses is, our curse to love 5
To triumph in the blackness of our guilt,
(As Indians glory in the deepest jet;)
And throw aside our senses with our peace.

But, grantno guilt, no shame, no least alloy ;
Grant joy and glory, quite unsullied shone ;
Yet, still, it ill deserves Lorenzo’s heart.
No joy, no glory, glitters in thy sight,
But, through the thin partition of an hour,
1 see its sables wove by destiny;
And that in sorrow buried; this in shame;
While howling furies ring the doleful kneil ;
And conscience, now so sofmgou Scarce canst hear
Her whisper, echoes her eternal peals.,

Where the prime actors of the last year’s scene;
Their port so proud, their buskin, and their plume ?
How many sleep, who kept the world awake
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With lustre, and with noise! Has death pronlmm’d
" A truce, and hung his sated lance on high 2
Tis brandish'd still, nor shall the present year

Te more tenacious of her human leaf,

Or spread of feeble life a thinner fall.

But needless monuments to wake the thought ;
Life’s gayest scenes speak man’s mortality ; '
Though in a style more florid, full as plain,

As mausoleums, pyramids, and tombs.

‘What are our noblest ornaments, but deaths

Turn’d flatterers of life, in paint, or marble,

The well-stain’d canvas, or the featured stone?

Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the scene.

Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead.

¢ Profest diversions ! cannot these escape #'—
Far from it : These present us with a shroud ;
And talk of death, like garlands o’er a grave. -
As some bold plunderers, for buried wealth,

We ransack tombs for pastime; from the dust

Call up the sleeping hero; bid him tread

The scene for our amusement: how like gods

We sit; and, wrapt in immortality,

Shed gen’rous tears on wretches born to die;

Their fate deploring, to forget our own !

What, all the pomps and triumphs of our lives,
But legacies in blossom ? Our lean soil,
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities,

From friends interr'd beneath ; a rich manure!

Like other worms, we banquet on the dead;

Like other worms shall we crawl ‘on, nor know

Our present frailties, or approaching fate ?

Lorenzo ! such the glories of the world !

‘What is the world itself? Thy world?—A grave.

‘Where is the dust that has not been alive ?

The spade, the plough, disturb our ancestors ;

From human mould we reap our daily bread.

The globe around earth’s hollow surface shakes,

And is the ceiling of her sleeping sons.

O’er devastation we blind revels keep;

Whole buried towns support the dancer’s heel.

The moist of human frame the sun exhales ;

\'und; scatter through the mighty void, the dry 5
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By previous wm and made it safe'to smile!
Such smiles are mine, and such: miay they remain;
Nor hazard theirextinction, from excess.®
My change uf heart a change of style demands;
The Consolation cancels the Complaint,
And makes s convert of my guilty song.

As when ‘labour’d; and inclined to braafhe,
A panting traveller, some rising ground, 5
Some small ascent, has gain'd, he turns him round,
And measures with his eye the various vales,
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers; he has pass'd ;
And, satiate of his journey, thinks of home,
Endear'd by distance, nor affects more toil :
Thus I, though small, indeed, is that ascent
The muse has gain'd, review the paths she trod;
Various, extensive, beacen but by few :
And, ious of her prud pose,
Pause;; and with pleasure medltate an end,
Though still remote ; so fraitful is my theme,
Through many a ﬁcld of moral and divine,
The muse has stray’d ; and much of sorrow seen
Tn human ways'; and much of false and vain; *
Which (ione, who travel this bad road, ean miss.
O'er friends deceased full heartily she wept !
Oflovedivine the wonders she display'd ;
Proved man immortal ;show!d the source of joy;
The grand tribunal raised ; assign’d the bounds
Of human grief: in few, to close the whole,
The moral muse hzs shadow’d out a sketch,
Though not in form, nor with a Raphael-stroke,
Of most our \veukness needs believe or do,
In this our land of travel, and of hope,
For peace on earth, or prospect of the skies, [debt

What then remains ?—Much! much! a mighty
To be discharg’d; these thoughts! O night! are thine ;
From thee they came, like lovers’ secret sighs,
While others slept. So Cynthia (poets feign), =
In shadows veil'd, soft sliding from her sphere,
Her shepherd cheer’d ; of her en&mour'd less,
Than I of thee.—And art thou still unsung,
Beneath whose brow, and by whose aid, I sing?
Lmmortal silence’ '—-Where shall I begin?
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Shock’d ether’s billows dash the distant skies ;
Thus (but far more) th’ expanding round flies off,.
And leaves a mighty void, 4 spacious womb, '
* Might teem with new creation ; re-inflamed,
Thy luminaries triumph, and @
Divinity themselves. Nor was it strange,
Matter high-wrought to such surprising pomp,
Such godlike glory, stole: the style of gods,
From ages dark, obscure, and steep’d in sense; -
For sure, to sense, they truly are divine, :
And half absolved idolatry from guilt ;
Nay, turn’d itinto virtue. Such it was
In those, who put forth all they had of man
Unlost, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher ;
But, weak of wing, on planets perch’d ; and thought,
What was their highest, must be their adored.
But they how weak, who could no higher mount !
And are there then, Lorenzo, those, to whom: >
Unseen and unexistent are the same ?'
And if incomprehensible is join'd, :
Who dare pronounce it madness to believe?
Why has the mighty Builder thrown aside
All measure in his work ; stretch'd out his Pne
So far, and spread amazement o’er the whole ?
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes),
Deep in the bosom of his universe,
Dropt down that reas’ning mite, that insect, man,
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the scene *—
That man might neer presume to plead amazement:
For disbelief of wonders in himself. i
Shall God be less miraculous than what
Tis hand has form’d ? Shall mysteries descend
From unmysterious ? things more elevate,
Be more familiar ? uncreated, lie
More obyious than created, to the grasp .
Of human thought? The more of wonderful
Is heard in Him, the more we should assent.
Could we conceive Jiim‘, God he could not be ;
Or He not God, or we could not be men,
A God alone can comprehend a God ; SR
Man’s distance how immense! On such a theme,
Know this, Lorenzo (seem it ne’er so strange),
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Nothing can satisfy but what confounds;
Nothing but what astonishes is true.
The scene thou seest, attests the truth I sing,
And ev'ry star sheds light upon thy creed.
These stars, this furniture, this cost of heav'n,
If but reported, thou hadst ne'er believed;
But thine eye tells thee the romance is'true.
The grand of nature is th’ Almighty’s oath,

#ln reason’s court, to silence unbelief.

How my mind, op’ning at this scene, imbibes -
The moral emanations of the skies,
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lessadmires!
Has the Great Sov'reign sent ten thousand worlds
To tell us He resides above them all,
In glory’s unapproachable recess ?
And dare earth’s bold inhabitants deny
The sumptuous, the magnific.embassy
A moment’s audience ? Turn we, nor will hear
From whom they come, or what they would impart.
For man’s emolument ; sole cause that stoops B
Their grandeur to man’s eye ? Lorenzo! rouse;
Let thought, awaken’d, take the lightning’s wing,
And glunce from east to west, from pole to pole.
‘Who sees, but is confounded, or convinced ?
Renounces reason, or a God adores?
Mankind was sent into the world to see :
Sight gives the science needful to their peace ;
That obvious science asks small Jearning’s aid.
‘Wouldst thou on metaphysic pinions soar?
Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns ?
Or travel history’s enormous round ? e
Nature no such hard task enjoing : she gave
A make to man directive of his thought;
A make, set upright, pointing to the stars,
As who should say, ¢ Read thy chief lesson there.”
Too late to read this manuscript of heav'n,
When, like a parchment scroll, shrunk upby ﬂames»
It folds Lorenzo’s lesson From hls ‘sight.
Lesson how various! Nor the God alone,

I see his ministers; I see diffused,
In radiant orders,»essences sublim’e,
Of various offices, of various plume,
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In heav’nly liveries, distinetly clad,

Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy go]d,

Or all commix’d ; they stand, with wings outspread,
“Listning to catch ‘the Master's least command,
And fly through nature ere the moment ends ;
Numbers innumerable!—Well conceived

By Pagan, and by Christian ! o'er each sphere
Presides an angel, to direct its course,

And feed, or fan, its flames; or to discharge
Other high trust unknown. For who'can see
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mind,

For which alone inanimate was made, |

More sparingly dispensed 2 Chat nobler son,
Far liker the great Sire! ’Tis thus the skies
Inform us’of superiors numberless, .
As much in excellence above mankind

As above earth, in magnitude, the spheres.
These, as:a cloud of witnesses, hang o'er us;
In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds;
Perhaps a thousand demi-gg#ls descend

On ev’ry beam we see, to k with men.
Awful reflection! strong restraint from ill!

Yet, here, our virtue finds still stronger aid
From these ethereal glories sense surveys.
Something like magic strikes from this blue vaunlt,
With just attention is it view'd? We feel
A sudden succour, unimplored, unthought ;
Nature herself does half the work of mau
Seas, rivers, tains, forests, d , Tocks,

The promontory’s height, the depth profnund

Of subterranean, excavated grots,

Black-brow’d, and vaulted high, and yawmng wide
From nature's structure, or the seoop of time

If ample of dimensions, vast of size,

F’en these an aggrandizing impulse give;

Of solemn thought enthusiastic beights = =

E’en these infuse.— But what of vast in these?
Noﬁhing ;—or we must own the skies forgot.

Much less in art.—Vhin art! thou pigmy pow's!
How dost thou swell and strut with buman pride,
To show thy littleness ! What childish toys,« =
Thy wat’ry columns squirted to the'clondsti . -
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Were moon and stars for villains only made?
To guide, yet s m, with tenebrious light ?
No; they were made to fashion the sublime
Of human hearts, and wiser make the wise..
Those ends were answer'd once; when mortals lived.
Of stronger wing, of aquiline ascent
In theory sublime. O how unlike -
| ‘Those vermin of the night this moment sung,
‘Who crawl on earﬁh, and on her venom feed!
Those ancient sages, human stars ! They met
Their brothers of the skies at midnight hour;
 Their counsel ask’d ; and, what they ask’d, obey’d.
The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank
The poison’d bowl, and he of Tusculum,
With him of Corduba (immortal names !),
In these unbounded and Elysian walks,
An area fit for gods, and godlike men,
They took their nightly round, thro’ radiant paths
By serapbs trod ; instructed, chiefly, thus,
To tread in their bright footsteps here below :
To walk in worth still brighter than the skies.
There they contracted their contempt of earth;
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire; 9
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew
(Great visitants!) more intimate with God,
More worth to men, more joyous to themselves.
Through various virtues, then, with ardour ran
The zodiac of their learn’d, illustrious lives.
In Christian hearts, O for a pagan zeal |
A needful but opprobrious pray'r! As much
Our ardour less, as greater is our light.
How monstrous this in morals! Scarce more strange
Would this phenomenon in nature strike,
- A sun that froze us, or a star that warm'd.
What taught these heroes of the moral world?
To these thou giv’st thy praise, give credit too,
These doctors ne'er were pension'd to deceive thee;
And pagan tutors are thy taste.—They taught,
That, narrow views betray to misery : :
That, wise it is to comprehend the whole:
That, virtue rose from nature, ponder'd well,
The single base of virtue built to heayn:
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In yomts of high t, right L s
And ill neglgm;e&, if we prize our peag&

Thus have we found a true astrology ;

“Thus have we ‘found a new and noble sense,
In which aloug stars govern buman fates. -

O 'that the stars (as some have feign’d) let fall

Bloodshed, and havoc, on embattled realms,

And rescued monarchs from so black a guilt!

Bourbon ! this wish how gen’rous in a foe!
Wouldst thou be.  great, wouldst thou become a god,
And stick thy deathless name among the stars,

For mighty conquests on a needle’s point? ;
Instead of forging chains for foreigners,

Bastile thy tutor ; grandeur all thy aim ?

As yet thou know’st not what it is: how great,
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man,.
When in it all the stars and planets roll ;

And what it seems, it is: great objects make
Great minds, enlarging as their vi enlarge;
Those still more godlike, as these more divine.

And more divine than these thou canst not see.
Dazzled, o'erpower’d, with the delicious draught
Of miscellaneous splendors, how: T reek )

From thought to thought, mebna.te, without end'
An Eden this! a Paradise unlost !

I meet the Deity in eviry view,

And tremble at my nakedness before him ! -
O that I could but reach the tree of life!
For here it grows, unguarded from our taste :

No flaming sword denies our entrance here ;
Would man but gather, he might live for ever.

Torenzo, much of moral hast thou seen:

Of curious arts art thou more fond ? Then mark
The mathematic glories of the skies,

In number, weight, and measure, all ordain’d.

ZLorenzo’s boasted builders, chance and fate,

Are left to finish his aerial tow’rs ; :
Wisdom and choice their well-known characters
Here deep impress, and claim it for their own.
Though splendid all, no:splendor void of use 5
Use rivals beauty ; art contends with pow’rj
No wanton waste, amid effuse expense;
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By recent argument but not more ‘strong.

Say, which lmpom more plenitude of pow'r, S35

Or nature's laws to fix, or to repeal ? el

To make a sun, or stop his mid career?

To countermand his orders, and send back

The flaming courier to the Pnghved east, ¢

‘Warm’d, and astonish'd, at his evening ray; i

Or bid the noon, as with her journey tired,

In Ajalon’s soft flow'ry vale repose !

Great things are these; still greater, to create., -

From Adam’s bow’r look down thro’ the whole tmn

Of miracles ;—resistless is their pow re

They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind,

Than this, call’d uomiracalous survey,

If duly welgh'd if rationally seen,

If seen with human eyes. The brute, indeed,

Seesnought but spangles here ; the fool, no more.

Say'st thou, ¢ Tbe course of nature governs : all? 4]

The course of nature is. the art of God. o

The miracles thou call’st for, this attest;

For say, could nature nature’s course control?
Byit, miracles apart, ‘who sees Him not,

Nature’s cont}‘oller, author, guxde, and end ?

Who turns his eye on nature’s midnight face,

But must inquire— What hand behind the sce ;

‘What arm almighty, put these wheeling globes ;

Tn motion, and wound up the vast machine? i

"Who rounded in his palm these spacious orbs 2

‘Who bowl’d them flaming thro' the dark profound,

Num'rous as glittring gems of morning dew,

Or sparks from populous cities in a blaze,

And set the bosom of old night on fire?

Peopled her desert, and made horror smile? )

Or, if the military style delights thee, < [men)

{For stars have fought their battles, leagued with

* Who marshals this bright host? enrolls their names? |

Appoints their post, their marches, and returns, :

Punctual, at stated periods 26who disbands

These vet'ran traops, their final duty done,

If e’er disbunded '—He, whose potent word,

legnthe loud trumpet, levied first their pow’rs

In night’s inglorious empire, where they slept
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| uxm‘d them with fierce flames,
Arranged and disciplined, and clothed in gold
And call’d them out of chaos to the field, -
‘Where now they war with vice and unbelicf.
0 let us join this army ! Joining these,
Will give us hearts intrepid, at thathour,
When brighter flumes shall cut a darker night;
When these strong demonstrations of a God
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their spheres,
And one: eternal .curtain cover all! -

Struck at that thought, as new awaked T lift

A more enhghten’d eye, and read the stars,
To man still more propitious; and their aid
(Though g‘uﬂﬂess of idolatry) lmplore IR
Nor longer rob them of their noblest name.
0 ye dividers of my time! Yebright
Accomptants of my days, and months, and yean,
In your fair kalendar distinctly mark’d!  ~ *
Since that authentic radiant register, i 4
Tho’ man inspects it not, stands good. against him;
Since you, and years, roll on, tho’ man stands still ;
Teach me my days to number, and apply
My trembling heart to wisdom ; now beyond ¥
All shadow of excuse for foolmg on. i
Age smoothes our path to prudeuce, sweeps aside
The snares, keen appetites, and passion, spread
To catch stray souls ; and woe to that gray head,
Whose folly would ‘undo ‘what age has done!
Aid, then, aid, all ye stars —Much rather, Thou,
Great Artist! Thou, whose finger set aright
This exquisite machine, with all its wheels,

' Though intervoly d, exact; and pointing out
Life’s mpld and 1rrevocah1e flight,
‘With such an ‘index fair, as ‘none can miss,
Who lifts an eye, nor sleeps till it is closed.

- Open mine eye, dread Deity! to read
The tacit doctribe of thy works; to see i

Things as they are, unalter'd through the glass

Of worldly wishes. Time, etermty‘

(’Tis these mlsmeasured ruin all mankind) +

Set them before me ; let me lay them both

In equal scale, and learn their various weixv
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Let time appear a moment, 4s.i St o
- And let eternity’s full orb, at once,
Turn on my'soul, and strike it into heav'n. %
When shall I see far more than charms me now?
Gaze on creation’s model in thy breast 3

Unveil’d, nor wonder at t\he transcnp_t more?’ <
‘When, this vile foreign dust, which smothers nll
That travel earth’s: deep vale, shall T sha.ka off?"
‘When shall my soul her incaraation’ qlnt, I "“f
And, re-adopted to thy blest embrace,
Obtaln her apotheosis in Thee?' 2 e
Dost think, Lorenzo! this is wand’nng wxde’

. No, ’tis directly striking at the mark : sl
To wake thy dead devotion was my point; « = *
And how I bless night’s consecrmng sbades,
‘Which to a temple turn an universe; e
Fill us with great ideas full of heav'n, £
And antidote the pestilential earth ! :
Jn ev'ry storm, that either frowns or falls, = =
‘What an asylum has the soul in pray'r!

And what a fane is this, in which to pray!.

And what a God must dwell i in such a fane !

O whit a genius must inform the skies !

And is Lorenzo’s salamander-heart

Cold, and untouch’d, amid these sacred fires?

O ye nocturnal sparks! Ye glowing embers, -
Onheav’n’s broadhiearth! who burn, or burnno more, |

_ Who blaze, or die, as great J ehovah 's breath
Or blows you, or forbears ; assist my song;

Pour your whole inﬂuence exorcise his heart,

So long possess’d; and briog him back to man«
And is Lorenzo a demurrer still

Pride in thy parts provokes thee to contest

Truths which, contested, put thy parts to shame.

Nor shame they more Lorenzo's liead than heart ;-

A faithless heart, how despicably small'} Lol

- Too strait, aught great or gen’rous to receive! -
Fill'd with an atom; fill'd, and foul'd, with self!
And self mistaken! Self, Lhﬁt‘fasts an hour!
Instincts and passions, of the nobler kind,

Lie suffocated there; or they alone, « &
Reason apart, would wake high hope ; and open,
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God is a spirit; spirit cannot strike

- These gross material organs: God by man

As much is seen, as man 4 God can see,

T these astouishing exploits of pow'r.

What order, beauty; motion, distance, size t

Concertion of design, how exquisite!

How complicate, in their divine police ! \

Aptmeans | great ends! consent to gen'ral good—

Each attribute of these material gods, =

So long (and that with specious pleas) adore e

A sep’rate conquest gains o'er rebel thought: =

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man.
Lorenzo, this may seem harangue to thee:

Such all is apt to seem, that thwarts our will.

And dost thou, then, demand a simple proof

Of this great master-moral of the skies, T

Unskill’'d, or disinclined; to read it there ? - 2

Sinee 'tis the basis, and all drops without i¢, '

Take it, in one compact unbroken chain,

Such proof insists on an attentive ear;

*Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts,

And, for thy notice, struggle with the world:

Retigy; the world shut out; thy thoughts call home;

Tmagination’s airy wing Tepress ; i

Lock up thy senses; iet no passion stir; - peell

Wake all to reason; let her reign alone; -

Then, in thy soul’s deep silence, and the depth

Of nature’s silence, midnight, thus inquire,

As I have done’;—and shall inquire no more.

In nature's chanael, thus the questions run :—
‘Whatam I7 and from whence ?—TI nothing know;

But that I amj and, since I am, conclude A

Something eternal: had there ere been nought,

Nought still biad been': eternal there must be,

But what eternal?—Why not human race?

And Adam’s ancestors without an en

That’s hard to be conceived, since ev'ry link

Of that long-chain’d succession is so frail G

Can ev'ry part depend, and not"the whole?

Yet grant it true: new difficulties Tise ;

T'm still quite out at sea ; nor see the shore.

Whence earth, and these bright orbs? Eternal too ?

¥
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Grant matter was eternal ; -still these oﬂm
Would want some other father ;—much’ design
s seen in all their mouons, all their makes ;
‘Design 1mphes intelligence and art : ;
"lhat can’t be from themselves—or man; that art
Man scarce can comprehend, could man bestow 2
And nothing greater, yet allow’d than man.—
Who motion, foreign to the smallest grain,
Shot through vast masses of enormous weight?
Who bid brute matter’s restive lump assume
Such various forms, and gave it wings to fiy?
Has matter innate motion ? Then each atom,
Asserting its mdlsputshle right.
To dance, would form an universe of dust.
Hasmatter none? Then whence theseglorious forms
And boundless flights, from shapeless and reposed ?
Has matter more than motion ? Has it hhought,
Judgment, and. genius? - Is it deeply learn’d
Tn mathematics? IHas it framed suchlaws, -
Which, but to guess, 2 Newton made immortal ?—
If so, how each sage atom. laughs at me, £
Who think a clod inferior to a man ! o
If art to form ; and counsel to conduct;
And that with greater far than human skill;
Resides not in each block ;—a Godhead relgns
Grant, then, iny; xhle eternal Mind; i 3
That granted all is solved. ,But, granting that;
Draw I not o’er me a still darker cloud ?
Grant I not that which I can ne’er conceive ?
A being without origin or end !—
Hail, human liberty! There is no God— :
Yet, why? On either scheme that knot subsists!
Subsist it must, in God, or human race :*
Ifin the last, how many knots beside,
Indissoluble all ?—Why choose:it there, &
‘Where, chosen, still subsist ten ‘thousand more?
Reject it, where, that chosen, all the rest .
Dlspersed Jeaves reson’s whale horizon clear ?
This is not reason’s dlctate reason says,
Close with the side where one grain turns the seale
What vast, prepondemnce is here! Can reason
With louder voice exclaim—Believe a God?

L2
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And reason heard, is the sole mark of mat,

* What things impossible must man think true,

~ Onany other system?  And how strange e |

~ Todisbelieve, through mere credulity !> 7
If, in this aham Lorenzo finds no flaw,
Let it for ever bind him to belief. '
And where thelink, in which a flaw he finds?
And if a God there is, that God how great |-
How great that pow'r, whose providential care
Through these bright orbs’ dark centres darts a ray !
Of nature universal threads the whole |
And hangs creation, like a precious gem,
Though little, on the footstool of his'throne !
That little gem, how large! a weight let fall

From a fix’d star, in ages caniit reach
This distant earth ? - Say, then, Lorenzo, where,
Where ends this mighty building? Where begin'
The suburbs of ¢reation? Where the wall
Whose battlements look o'er into the vale
OFf non-existence, Nothing’s strange abode?
Say, at what point of space Jehovah dropp'd
Iis sjacken’d line, and laid his balance by ?
Weigh'd worlds, and measured infinite, no more ?
Where rears his terminating pillar high
Its extra.mundane head ; and says, to gods,
In characters illustrious as the sun,

I stand, the plan’s proud period ; 1 pronounce

The work accomplisk’d ; the creation closed ¢

Shout, all ye gods! nor shout, ye gods, alone;

Qf all that lives, or, if devoid of life, [sound!

That rests, or rolis, ye heights, and depths, Te-

Resound ! resound ! ye depths, and, hmghts, e
sound !

Hard are those qucsnons ’—Answer Exarder stills
Is this the sole exploit, the single birth,
The solitary son of pow’r divine?
Or has th? Almighty Father, wiiva breath, «
Impregnated the womb of distant space ?
Has he not bid in various provinces,
Brother-creations the dark bowels burst -
Of night primeyal; barren, now, no more?
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And he the central gnn, transpiercing all

Those giant-generations, which disport,
+And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray;

* That ray withdrawn, benighted, or absorb’d,

In that abyss of horror, wheqpe they sprung ;
While chaos triumphs, repossess'd of all -
Rival creation ravish’d from his throne?

Chaos! of nature both the wonib and grave !

Think’st thou my scheme, Lorenzo, spreads too

Ts this extravagant?—No; this is just! [wida?
Just in conjecture, though 'twere false in fact, -

If ’tis an error, 'tis an error sprung

From noble root, high thonght of the Most High.
But wherefore error? Who can prove it such —
He that can set Omnipotence a bound.

Can man conceive beyond what God can do 25
Nothing but quite impossible is hard.

He summons into being, with like ease,

A whole creation, and a single grain. :
Speaks he the word 2 a thousand worlds are bornf
A thousand worlds? There's space for millions more !
And in what space can his great fiat fail?
Condemn me not, cold critic! but indulge

The warm imagination.. Why condemn ?

Why not indulge such thoughts as swell our hearts
With fuller admiration of that Pow'r, 2

Who gives our hearts w1t_h such high thounhts to:

swell ?

Why not indulge in his augmented praise? 2

Darts not his glory a still brighter ray,

The less is left to chaos, and the realms

Of hideous night, where fancy strays aghast,

And, though most talkative, makes no report?

Still seems my thought enormous ? Think again—

Experience’ self shall aid thy lame belief.

Glasses (that revelation to the sight!)

Have they not led us in the deep disclose

Of fine-spun naturd, exquisitely small,

And, though d rated, still ill-conceived?
Ifthcn, on the reverse, the mxm‘l wouldmount :
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far

To keep the balance, and creation poise ?
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Defect alone can err on such a theme ;

~ What is too great, if we the catise survey?

. Stupendous Architect! Thou! Thow art ali
My soul tlies up and down in' thoughts of Thee,
And finds herself but at the centre still !
1 AM, thy name! existence all thine own’; -
Creation's nothing ; flatter’d much, if styled
¢ The thin;, the fleeting atmosphere of God.”

O for the voice—of what 2 of whom ?— What voice
Can answer to my-wants, in suchascent, =
As dares to deem one universe too small ?

Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now faney glows,

Fired in the vortex of Almighty pow'r)

Ts not this home-creation, in the map

Of universal nature, as a speck,

Like fair Britannia in our little ball ;
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its size, :
But, elsewhere, far outr d, far out:shone >
In fancy (for the fact beyond us lies), -
Censt thou not figure it, an isle, almost

Too small for notice, in the vast of being ;
Severd by mighty seas of unbuilt space
From'other realms ? from ample continents

Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell =

Less northern, less remote from Deity,
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme;
“Where souls in excellence make haste, put forth
Tuxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait-
Of human worth, but ripen soon to gods ?

Yet why drown fancy in such depths as these?
Return, presumptuous rover! and confess
The bounds of man, fior blame them as too small. .
Enjoy we not full scope in what is seen ?

Full amplethe dominions of the sun!
¥ull glorious to behold! How far, how wide,
The matchless monarch, from his flaming throne,
Lavisli of lustre, throws his beams about him,

. Larther and faster than a thought can fly,
And feeds his planets with eternal fires!
Fhis Heliopolis, by greater, far, :
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built ; -
And he alone, who built it, can destroy.

o
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‘Beyond this city, why strays human thought?
One wonderful, enough for man to know ! ;
One infinite, enough for man to range !

, One firmament, ‘enough for man to read! -
O what voluminous instrugtion bere ! ("
What page of wisdom is denied him ? None;
If learning his chief lesson makes him wise, -
Nor is instruction, here, our only gain::

. There dwells a noble pathos in the skies,
‘Which warms our passions, proselytes our hearts.
How eloguently shines the glowing pole!
With what authority it gives its charge, *
Remonstrating great truths in style sublime,
Though silent, loud ! heard earth around ; above
The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell: -
Hell has her wonder, though too proud to praise.
Ts earth, then, more infernal? Has she those,

. Who neither praise, Lorenzo ! nor admire ?

Lorenzo's admiration, pre-engaged,

Ne'er ask’d the moon one question ; never held
Least correspondence with a single star;; -
Ne'er rear’d an altar to the queen of heay’n
Walking in brightness ; or her train ador -
Their sublunary rivals have long since ;
Engross'd bis whole devetion ; stars malign,
Which made their fond astronomer run mad,
Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart ;
Cause him to sacrifice his fame and peace

‘To momentary madness; call'd delight,
TIdolater, more gross than ever kiss'd
The lifted hand to, Luna, or pour’d out
The blood to Jove!—O Thou, to whom belongs
All sacrifice! O Thou great Jove unfeign'd !
Divine Instructor ! thy first volume this, -
For man’s perusal ; all in capitals !
In moon and stars (heav'n's golden alphabet!)
Emblazed to seize the sight; who ruas may read,
Who reads can ugderstand. ’'Tis unconfined
To Christian land, or Jewry fairly writ, ]
In language universal, to mankind : 3
A language lofty to the learn’d, yet plain
To those that feed the fiock, or guide the plough,
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Or, from its husk, strike out the bounding grain.
A language worthy the great mind that speaks !
Preface, and comment, to the sacred page!
| Which oft refers its reader to the skies,
“As pre-supposing ifs first lesson there,
And Scripture 'self a fragment, that unread.
Stupendous book of wisdom to the wise!
Stupendous book | and open’d, Night, by thee,
By thee much open'd, T confess, O Night!
Yet more I wish; but how shall L prevail ? .
Say, gentle Night, whose modest maiden beams
Give us a new creation, and present g 2203
The world’s great picture soften’d to the sight;
Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent still,
Sayj thou, whose mild dominion’s silyer ey
Unlocks our hemisphere, and sets to view -
Worlds beyond number ; worlds conceald by day
Behind the proud and envious star of noon! -
Canst thou not draw a deeper scene? and show
The mighty Potentate, to whom belong -
These rich regalia, pompously display’d
‘Lo kindle that high hope ?  Like him of Uz*
I gaze dround ; I search on ev'ry side—
O for a glimpse of Him my soul adores !
As the chased hart, amid-the desert waste, St
Pants for the living stream ; for Him who ‘madeher,
So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank
Of sublunary joys. Say, goddess! where? [throne?
“Where blazes his bright court? Where burns his ;
Thouknow’st, for thou art near him; by thee, round
His grand pavilion, sacred fane reports, .
The sable curtain drawn. . If not, can none
Of thy fair danghter-train, so swift of wing,
Who travel far, discover where he dwells?
A star his dwelling pointed out below.t
Ye Pleiades! Arcturus! Mazaroth!
And thou, Orion !} of still keener eye!
Say ye, who guide the wilder'd insthe waves,

L& Job, i . f Matt. i, 2.

{ Names of the several comstellations in the
heavens, . 3 3
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And bring them out of tempest mto port! o
On which hand must T bend my course to find Him?
These courtiers keep the secret of their King;
1 wake whole nights, in vain; to steal it from them.

I wake; and, waking, climb night's radiant scale,
Trom sphere to sphere ; the steps by nature set
For man’s ascent, at once to tempt and aid;
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'ring thought,
Till it arrives at the great goal of all.

In ardent contemplatxon’s Tapid car,
From earth, as from my barrier, I set out.
How swift I mount ! Diminish’d earth recedes ;
1 pass the moon ; and, from her farther side,
Pierce heav'n’s blue curtain; strike into remote ;
Where, with his lifted tube, the subtle sage

- His artificial airy journey takes,

And to celestial lengthens human sight.

I pause at ev’ry planet on my rodd,

And ask for Him who give8 their orbs toroll,
Their foreheads fair to shine.. From Saturn’s ring,
In which, of earths an army might be lost, :
With the bold comet, take my bolder flight o'
Amid those sov’reign glories of the skies,
Of independent, native lustre proud

The souls of systems ! and the lords of life’
Through their wide empires!—What behold I now?
A wilderness of wonders burning round,

‘Where larger suns inhabit higher spheres ;

Perhaps the villas of descending gods !

Nor halt T here ; my toil is but begun ;

’Tis but the threshold of the Deity;

Or, far beneath it, I am grov'ling still,

Nor is it strange ; I build on a mistake ;

i The grandwr of lus works, whence folly sought

For aid, to reason sets his glory hlgher 3

Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to hxm),

O where, Lorenzo ! must the Builder dwell ¢
Pause, then ; ailfl, for a moment, here respire—

If human thought can keep its station bere. [thou,

Where am I’—Where is earth?—Nay, where art

O sun ?—Is the sun ‘turn'd recluse ?—And are

His boasted expeditions short to mine ? )
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To ming, how short! On nature s Alps i s;and, 5
‘And scea thousand firmaments beneath !

A thousand systems, as a thousand grains!
So.much a st:rauger, and so late arrived,

Tow ean man's curious. spirit not inquire,
What.are the natives of this wor‘ld sublime,

Of this so forelgn unterrestrial sphere,

Where mortal, uatranslated, never stray’d.!

< O ye, as distant from my little home.

As swiftest sun-beams in an age can fly !

Far from my native element I roam, W

In quest of new, and wonderful, to. man. .

‘What province this, of his immense domain,

Whom all obey ? . Or mortals here, or gods? 3
Ye bord’rers on the coasts of bliss ! what are you?
A colony from heav'n? Or only raised, 4
By frequent yisit from heay'n's nexghbounng realms,
To secondary gods, and half divine ’—

‘Whate'er your nature, tlfis 1 1s past dxspute,

Far other life you live, far other tongue , i

You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think,
Than rgan. How various are the works of God !,
But say, what thought? Is reason here enthroned
And absolute ? Or sense in arms against her ?

Have you twolights? Or need you noreveald? -
Enjoy your happy realms their golden age?

And had your Eden au abstemious Eve?

Our Eve’s fair: daughters prove their pedxgree

And ask their Adams—* Who would not be wise 2
Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem’d?

And if redeem’d—is your Redeemer scorn'd ? 2

Is this your finalresidence 2 If not, y

Change you your scene, translated ? or by death ?
And if by death, what death >—Know you disease?
Or horrid war i—With war, “this fatal hour, =
Europa groans (so call we a small field.
‘Where kings'tun mad). In our world
Intemperance to do the work of 4e
And hanging up the quiver nature gmre hlm,
As slow of execution, for dispatch

Sends forth imperial butchers ; bids them slay
Their sheap (the silly sheep they fleeced before),
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And toss him twice ten thousand at a meal,
Sit all your executioners on thrones? » =
- With you, can rage for plunder make a God ?
" And bloodshed wash out ev'ry other stain ?—
. But you, perhaps; can’t bleed : from matter gross
Your spirits clean are delicately clad
“In fine:spun ether, privileged to soar,
Unloaded, uninfected : how unlike
The lot of man! How few of human race’
By their own mud unmurder'd! How we wage
Self-war eternal!—Is your painful day
Of hardy conflict-o’er? or are you still
Raw candidates at school > And have you those
Who disafféct reversions, as with us 2—
But whatare we? You never heard of man,
Or earth ; the bedlam of the universe!
Where reason (undjseased with you) runs mad,
And nurses Folly’s children as ber own;
Fond of the foulest. In the sacred mount
Of holiness, where reason is pronounced
Infallible, and thunders like a god;
E’en there, by saints, the demons are outdone :
What these think wrong, our saints refine to@ight ;
And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts;
Satan, instracted, o'er their morals smiles—
But this, how strange to you, who know not man !
Has the least ramour of our race arrived?
Call’d here Elijah, in his flaming car ?®__
Past by you the good Enoch,t on his road
To those fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurl’d =
Who brush’d, perhaps, your sphere, in his descent,
Stain’d your pure crystal ether, or let fall
A short eclipse from his portentous shade ?
~ O that the fiend had lodged on some broad orb
Athwart his way, nor reach’d his present home;
Then blacken’d earth with footsteps foul'd in hell,
~ Nor wash’d in ocean, as from Rome he past
To Britain's isle ; too, too conspicuous there!”
_ But this is all digression. Where is He,
That o'ér heav'n’s battlements the felon hurl'd-

' 2 Kings, if. 1. 4 Genesis, v/ 24.
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‘T groans, and uhams, and darkneSs 2 Where is He

‘Who sees creation’s summit in a va!ei v
He, whom, while man is man, he can’t but aeek
And, if he finds, commences more than'man? -
O for a telescope His throne to reach!
Tell me, ye learn'd on earth! or blest above!
Ye searching, ye Newtonian angels! tell,
Where your great Master’s orb? His leets where?
Those conscious satellites, those morning-stars, -
First-born of Deity ! from central love,.. =
By veneration most profound, thrown off ; -
By sweet attraction, no less strongly drawn;
Awed, and yet raptured ; raptured, yet serene ;
Past thought illustrious, but with borrowed beams;
In still approaching circles, still remote,:
Revolving round the sun’s eternal Sire !
Or sent, mlmes direct, on embassies
To nations—in what latitude?—Beyond.
Terrestrial thought’s horizon !—And on what
High errand sent ?—Here human effort ends ;
And leaves messtill a stranger to his throne.

Full well it might! I quite mistook my road.
Born iKan age more curious than devout ;
More fond to:fix the place of heav'n, or hell,
Than studious this'to shun, or that secure..
’Tis not the curious, but .the pious path,
That leads me tomy point: Lorenzo! Lknow, -
Without or star, or angel, for their guide, .
Who worship God, shall find him. Fumble love,
And not proud reason, keeps the door of heav'n;
Love finds admission where proud science fails.
Man’s science is the culture of his heart ;
And not to lose his plummet in the: depths
Of nature, or the more profound of God :,
Either to know, is an attempt that sets
The wisest on a level with the fool.
To fathom na.tnre, (ill-attempted here!
Past doubt is deep philosophy above
Higher deg inbliss arcl ta
As deeper learn'd ; the deepest, leamlng sull.
For what a thunder of Omnipotence
(So might I dare to speak) is seen in all!
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. ; rth ! in‘more amazing skies!
"Teaching thi , pride is loath to learn—
, ¢ Not deeply to’discern) not much to kiow,
Mankind was born to wonder and adore.’”
And is there cause for higher wonder still,
Than that which struck us from our past surveys ?

Yes ; and for deeper adoration too. .
From mylate airy trayel unconfined,
Have I learn’d nothing #  Yes, Lorenzo! this— <
Each of these stars is a religious house ; :
1 saw their altars smoke, their incense rise, -
And heard hosannahs ring through ev’ry sphere,
A seminary fraught with fature gods.” ;
Nature all o’er is consecrated: ground,
Teeming with growths immortal and divine.
The great Proprietor’s all-bounteous hand

_ Leaves nothing waste, but sows these fiery fields -
With seeds of reason, which to virtues rise
Beneath his genial ray ; ang, if escaped
The pestilential blasts of stubborn willy
When grown mature, are gather'd for, the skies.
And is devotion: thought too much on ‘earth,
When beings, 50 superior, homage boast; o

" And triumph in prostrations to the throne?

But wherefore more of planets, or of stars?

Fthereal journeys, and, discover'd there,
Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand! ways devout,
All nature sending incense to the throne, ¢ >
Except the bold Lorenzos of our sphere?
Op'ning the solemn sources of my souly
Sinee 1 have pour'd, like feign’d Eridanus,
My flowing numbers o’er the flaming skies,
Nor see, of fancy, or of fact, what more
Invites the'muse—here turn we and review

_ Our past nocturnal landscape wide :—then say
Say then, Lorenzo ! with what burst of heart,
"The whole, at once, revolving in his thought,
Must man exclaim, adoring, and aghast ?
<« O what a fo'ot-!%lwhat.a. branch is here!
O what a father! what a family ! ol
Worlds ! systems'! and tions !—And er
In one agglomerated cluster hung.

*
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Great Vine! * on Thee; on Thee the'
The filial cluster ! infinitely spread
In glowing globes, with various beings fraught ;
And drinks (nectareous draught!) immortal life.
Or, shall I say (fon who can say enough?)

A constellation of ten thousand gems! = = -
(And O} of what.dimension ! of what weight!)
Set in one signet; flames on the right hand

Qf Majesty Divine! The blazing seal; :
That deeply stamps, on all created mind,
Indelible, Ilis sov’reign attributes, £
Omnipotence and love [ That, passing bound ; -
Aud this, surpassing that. Nor stop we here,

For want of pow'r in God, but thought in man.
Elen this acknowledged leaves us still in debt 3

If greater aught, that greater all is thine, -
Dread Sire !—Accept this miniature of Thee;
And pardon an attempt from mortal thought, -
In which archangels might have fail’d unblameds”

How such ideas of th’ Almiglity’s pow’r,

And suchideas of th' Almighty’s plan, -

(Ideas not absurd) distend the thought

Of feel’e mortals ! nor of them alone !

The fulness of the Deity breaks forth «

In inconeeivables to men and gods. - - g
Think, then, O think, nor ever. drop the thought,
How low must man descend, when gods adore ! -
Have I not, then, accomplish’d my. proud boast?
Did I not tell thee, ¢ We would mount, Lorenzo !
And kindle our devotion at the stars ?’

And have'I fail'd ? And did T flatter thee?

And art all'ladamant? And dost confute,

All urged, with one irrefragable smile ?

Lorenzo !' mirth how miserable hereil =

Swear by the stars, by HIM who made them, swear,
Thy heart, henceforth, shall be as pureas they :
Then thou, like them, shalt shine; like them s}.\?lt
From low te lofty ; from obscure to bright;  [rise
By due gradation, nature’s sacred'law. == - -
The stars, from whence?—Ask Chaos—he can tell.

Night IX.,

. John, xvi 4.
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right temptations to idolatry, = =
rom darkness and confusion took their birth !

© Sons of deformity ! - From fluid dregs =~

Tartarean, first they rose to masses rude ;

- And then, to spheres opaque ; then: dimly shone ;

. Progress, in part,d

Then brighten’d ; then blazed out in perfect day.
Nature delights in progress ; in advance
From- worse to better: but, when minds ascend,
pends upon 1ves. 3
Heav'n aids exertion ; greater makes the great;
The voluntary little lessens more. 2R
O be a man, and thou:shalt be a god !
And half sel:made |—Ambition how divine!

O thou, ambitious of disgrace alone!
Still undevout? unkindled 2 Though high taught,
School’d by the skies ; and pupil of the stars ;-
Rank coward to the fashionable world ! =
/Art thon ashamed to bend thy knee-to Heav'n?
Carsed fume of pride, exhgled from deepest liell ;
Pride in religion' is man’s highest praise. ?
Bent on destruction ! and in love with death !
Not all these luminaries, quench’d at once,

. Were half so'sad as one benighted mind, - @

Which gropes for iappiness, and meets despair.

‘How, like a widow in her weeds, the night,
Amid her glimm’ring tapers, silent sits !

How sorrowful, how desolate she weeps - 2

Perpetual dews, and saddens nature's scene!

A scene more sad sin‘makes the darken’d soul,

Al comfort kills, nor leaves one spark alive.
“Though blind of heart, still open is thine eye :

Why such magnificence in all thou seest? -

Of matter’s grandeur, know, one end is this,

To tell the rational who gazes on it—

<Though that immensely great, still greater, He,

Whose breast capacious can embrace; and lodge,

Unburthen’d, nature’s universal scheme; |
“Can graspcreatiqp with a single thonght:

Creation grasp, and not exclude its sire.
To tell him farther—* It behoves him much
To guard th’ important, yet depending, fate
Of being, brighter than a thousand suns !
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One single ray of thought outshines them all,’.
And if man hears obedient, soon he'll'soar
Superior heights; and on his:purple wing,
His purple wing bedropp’d with eyes of gold,
Rising,iwhere thought is now denied to rise, =
Look down triumphant on these dazzling spheres.

Why then persist ?—No mortal ever lived,

But, dying, he pronounced (when wordsare true), -
The whole that charms thee absolutely vain; -
Vain, and far worse!—Think thou, with dying men ;
O condescend to think as angels think !

O tolerate a chance, for happiness ! :

Our nature such, ill choice insures ill fate;

And hell had' been, though there had been no God.
Dost thou not know, my new astronomer !,

Earth turping from the sun brings night to man?
Man turning from his God brings endless night;
‘Where thou canst read ‘no morals; find no friend,
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. :
How deep the darkness "and the groan how loud !
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames !
Such is Lorenzo's purchase! ‘such his praise! =
The prand, the politic, Lorenzo's praise !

Though in;his ear, and levell’d at his heart,

T've half read o’er the volume of the skies.

For think not thou hast heard all this from me; -
My song but echoes what great Nature speaks.
What has she spoken ? * Thus the goddess spoke,
Thus speaks for ever :(— Place at nature’s head
A Sov’reign, which o’er all things rolls his eye,
Extends his wing, promulgates his commands,
But, above all, diffuses endless good 5 !

To whom for sure redress the wrong’d may fly ;
The vile for mercy ; and the pain'd for peace;:
By whom the various tenants of these gpheres, .~ *
Diversified in fortunes, place, and pow’rs, 3
Raised in enjoyment, as in worth they'rise, B
Arrive at length (if worthy such approach)’
At thatblest fountain-head from which they stream;
Where conflict past redoubles present joy ;- i+

And present joy looks forward on increase ;

And that on more; no period ! ey'ry step - -
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double boon! ‘a promise, and a bliss.’

. How easy sits this scheme on human hearts!
It suits their make ! it soothes their vast desires !
Passion is pleased, and reason asks no more ;"

. ’Tis rational ! ’tis great !|—But what is thine# *
Tt darkens! shocks ! excruciates! and confounds !
Leaves us quite naked, both of help and hope,
Sinking from bad to worse; few years, the sport. <
Of fortune ; then; the morsel of despair. *

Say then, Lorenzo ! (for thou know’st it svell)
What's vice? Mere want of compass in our thought.
TReligion, what? The proof of common sense;
How art thou hooted, where the least prevails |
+ Jsit my faultyif these truths call thee fool 2
And thou shalt never be miscall’d by me. z
Can' neither shame, nor terror, stand thy friend ?
And art thou still an insect in the mire !

How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown ;
Snatch'd: thee from earth; egcorted thee through all

Th wthereal armies ; waked thee, like 2 god;

Through splendours of first magditude, arranged

. On either'hand ; clouds thrown beneath thy feet;

Close-cruised on the bright paradise of God ®

And almost introduced theeto the Throne !

And art thou still carousing, for delight, 4
/ Rank poison ; first, fermenting to mere froth,

And then subsiding into final gall'? B

To beings of sublime, immortal make, -

How shocking is all joy, whose end is sure 1

Such joy more shocking still, the more it charms !

And dost thou choose what ends, ere well begun;

And infamous, as short 2 And dost thou choose

(Thon, to whose palate glory isiso sweet)

To wade into perdition, through contempt,

Not of poor bigots only, but thy own? -

¥or I have peep’d inta thy coverd heart, ¢

And seen it blubh beneath a boastful brow ;

Tor, by strong ‘guilt’s most violent assault,

Conscience is but disabled, not- destroy’d.

O thou most awful being, and most vain! -

Thy will, how frail ! how glorious is thy pow'r! "

Though dread: eternity has sown her seeds g
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Of bliss; and woe, in thy: despotic brent' A i
" Though heav’n, and hell, depend upon thy clxmce!
A butterfly comes ‘cross, and both are ﬂad. =
Is this the picture of a rational2 h
This herrid image, shall it be most just?
Lorenzo! no: it cannot—shall not be,
If there is force in reason ; or, in sounds,
Chanted beneath the ghmpses of the moon,
A magic, aft, this planetary hour,
‘When slumber locks the gen'ral lip, and dreams
Through senseless mazes hunt souls uninspired.
Attend—the sacred mysteries begin—
My solemn night-born adjuration hear :
Hear, and T'll raise thy spirit from the dust: *
‘While the stars gaze on this enchantment new ;
Lnchantment not infernal, but divine!
¢ By silence, deatl’s peculiar attribute ;
By darkness, guilt’s inevitable doom ; =
By darkness, and by silence, sisters dread ! &
“That draw the curtain round night's ebon throne,
And raise ideas, solemn as the scene!
By night, and all of awful, night presents
To thavght, or sense (of awful much, to both,
The goddess brings)! By these her trembling fires,
Like Vesta’s, ever burning; and, like hers,
Sacred to thoughts immaculate and pure!
By these bright orators, that prove, and praise,
And press thee to revere the DEITY ; T
Perhaps, too, uid thee, when revered a while,
To reach his throne ; as stages of the soul,
Through which, at drﬁ‘ 'rent periods, she shall pass,:
Refining gradnal for her final he;ght
And purging off some dross at ev'ry sphere!
By this dark pall thrown o’er the silent world! :
By the world’s kings, and kingdoms, most renown d;
From sl\ort. ambition’s zenith set-for ever;
Sad presage to vain boasters, now in bloom !
By the long list of swift mortallty, & 5
From Adam dowaward to this ev'ning knell, -
‘Which midnight waves in fancy’s startled eye;
‘And shoeks her with a bundred cebturies, [thought?
“Hound death’s black bauner throng'd, in humsn =

‘W'Lir"
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Not he whu ‘trembles at the. darted ﬁze:,

Falls at the sound, and in Lhe flash. expu'ea. =
Who drew t‘n&comet out qf such a size,
And pour'd his flaming train o’er half the skies?
Did thy resentment hang him out? Doeshe -

Glare on the nauons, and denounce from thee ? -
‘Who on low earth can moderate the rein
That gmdes the stars along th' eth
Appomt their seasons, and direct s
_Their lustre brighten, and suppIJ e;r force 2.
Canst thou the skies benevolence restrain,
And' cause the Pleiades to shing 2
Or, when Orion sparkles from his sphere, s
Thaw the cold season, and unbind the year?:
Bid Mazzaroth his | destmed station. know,
And teach the brxghtAxcturus where to glow 2
Mine is the night, with all her stars ;. I peur - -
Myrlads, and mynads I reserve m store. 3

Awake fhe un, and b s om
And glad thy world with his obsequious ray 2
Hast thou, énthroned in ﬂammg gloxy, drivin.
Triumpliant round the spacious’ ring of heav'n ? -
That pomp of hgh( what hand so far displays,.
That distant earh lies basking in the blaze
Who did the soul with her rich pow’rs invest,
And light up reason in the human breast?
T'o shine with fresh increase of lustre, bnght,
When stars ‘and sun are set in endless night?
To these my various quesmms make reply. -
Th' Almighty spoke ; and, speaking, shook the sky
~What then, Chaldean sire, was thy surprise!
Thus thou, with trembling heart and downcast eyes &
¢ Once and. agarm, which T in groans deplore, TR
My, tongue bas err’d ; but shall presume' SioreEs g
My voiceisin etemal silence bound, - 3
And all my soul falls prostrate to. _the ground.’
‘He ceased : when, lo! again th’{1mighty spoke;
Thesamedreadvmcefmmtheblackwhlrlwmdbroke. ;
- Can that arm measure with an arm divine ?
And canst thou thunder wn.h a'\ e like mine ?
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‘Come forth, in beauty’s exceuenca arr 'd 50

. And be the grandeur of thy pow'r display'd;

Put on Omnipotence, and, frowning, make

‘The spacious round of the creatio {
_ Di spamh thy vengeance, bid it o

‘Triamphant vice, lay lofty. tyran low, z

And crumble them to dust.. When this is done,

y lodgea in4hee alone:

. Of thee thou art, and mayst undaunted stand
Behind the buckler of thine own. nght hand.

* Fond man, the vision. of a moment made!
Dream of a dream ! and shadow of a shadel oy
What worlds hast thou praduced‘ what creatures

Calls upon God,. lmportunate for food,
- Who hears their cry,who ‘grants thelr hoarse request i
‘And stills the clamour of the cravmg nest 'Q ‘
© Who'in 1he cruelostri
A parept s care, fond mq\net.udc i

bmm], &c]

- Another nrgum ent, the , ig, that most-
of the creatures: here mentxom,d are Lg_vpuan. e reason

given why the raven is _particularly meutioned as an object

oi‘ the care of Providence; is, hec\msq, by | :er clamorous and

te voice, she p seems aly: ¥s cullmg upon

|t. - And since thcrc were ravens on the bauks the Nile more

clamorous ‘than the Test of ﬂn\t. species, umsc pmba\:ly are

meant in this place.

'Who m the er\ld ostnch bas snhdnml’ &e.]. There are
many bird’s  let {wo suffice.

. —Flrst, It cover: t.s h in the eeds, smd thmksuuelf all

“outof: slglxt. 2 :

Q\\m nion ipswvider. e
Sucnmlly, They that go in pursuit of them,

of an ostrich’s neck on one ‘hand, which provei
(T mkc them wlth l.he  Other,
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They bend in’ angmsh [
Hale are their young, frqm huma
Walk unsustain’d, and unassist
They live at once ; forsake the d
Take the lde,world, ‘with natu,

for' their guide ;

Bound o ‘er the lawn; or seek the distant glade,

And find a howe in each delightful shade.. =
‘Will the tallreem; awhich knows no lord-but me,
Low at thelcrib, and ask an alms of thee?
Submit bis unworn shoulder to the yoke, .
Break the stiff clod, and oler'thy furrow smoke? )
Since great his s}.rength go ‘trust void of care
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; = 2
Bid him bring home the seasons to thy doors,
And cast his load/among thy gather’d ‘storess
-Didst thou from service the wild ass discharge,, -
And break his‘bonds, and' bid him live atlarge,
Through'the wide waste, | hxsample mansion, rokm, i
And lose himself in his%inbounded home? S
By nature's hand: ‘magnificently fed,
His meal s on the range of mountains: spresd H
Asin Rx‘“‘ air aloft he bounds along
He sees in' distant’smoke the city throng;
Conscious of freedom, scorns the ‘smother'd' trai
The threat'ning driver, and the servile rein.
Survey the warlike horse ! didst thou invest
With thunder, his robust distended chest ?
No sense of fear his dauntless soul allays';
’Tis dreadful to behold his nostrils blaze ; o
To paw the vale he 'proudly takesdelight,
And triumphs in the fuloess of his mi.ght,
High-raised he snuffs the battle from afar,

_And burns to P].unge ‘amid. the ragmg war 5

Sm-ve{hthe ‘warlike lmrse" &e.] The. i
huree e most celebrated of any in the p
excellent: crit] :r};ge on it in the Guardian. 1 s'ﬁ:s
only observe,  in this deseription, ddin ¢ i i
speech, mxrvnlgnr translation has nwuch mo; a than '
Sep‘tnnginh it always takes the original in the mott pﬁﬁl‘lﬂﬂ

ed sense, 5o that mosi commentatorsy even on the:
Hebrew itsolf, fall beneath it. S
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